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Ned opened the car door and Brooke alighted in the driveway of a standard structural design Academy facility. He escorted her through the entrance into the hallway. Mrs. Frank approached them. "Brooke, my dear, you look so lovely and so grown up since we last saw you two years ago. Our teaching suits you. Your ride to the event will arrive at 6 PM. You will be returned tomorrow by noon. You can use your old room to prepare yourself. Just ask any student for help if you need anything."
Mrs. Frank watched Brooke walk off to get ready and said "Brooke looks just like her mother did when we were classmates here. Her mother has prospered and wants those same opportunities for Brooke. "
Mrs. Frank was a Total Woman Academy alumnus and housemother of the freshman facility. She was tasked with initiating newly enrolled candidates into the Academy. The freshman year was all about basics and firsts. The intellectual education began with the usual college core courses in basic math and science delivered online. The beauty system introduced the improved diet and exercise programs. Poise initiated the freshmen to sensual anatomy. Students mapped the human nervous system, paying special attention to exterior sensory locations, erogenous zones and massage points. In addition to the obvious sensory points around nipples and groin, lessons included lesser recognized areas of the body.
The Academy was often a candidate's first sojourn away from home. Freshmen accommodations were four to a room with one common shower area, their first in group living. Classes were small groups by subject. Cross tutoring was encouraged for all three Academy goals. To promote a desire to succeed, the Academy had adopted a dress code for freshmen. The maximum uniform allowed inside the house and adjacent grounds was a bikini brief or thong and appropriate shoes. Students constantly on display encouraged them to get in shape and provided live examples to follow in their beauty and poise studies. They were motivated to achieve excellence with team esprit and fair competition. Secrets were nearly impossible with constant nakedness.
Ned learned that he had a transport assignment for a freshman being promoted to sophomore. The promotee would be ready to leave at noon and Ned was welcome to wander the house and grounds until then. Ned always enjoyed these informal inspection tours.
Downstairs, Ned watched a group yoga session. He recalled the vignette about a school test requesting three advantages of breast feeding. Response: Breast milk gave the baby nutrients for growth, antibodies for defense and was packaged in a delightful array of sizes, shapes and colors. As Ned watched the students move through the yoga poses, he decided that the female body position added variety to the perceived sizes and shapes. Lying prone, the breasts were torus shaped. Standing, they assumed various fruit shapes and bent over, became elongated cones. He wandered by the rear sliding doors and glanced out at the familiar sight of topless sunbathers. He entered the dining room where the group meals were served. The evening meals were formal affairs and required the students to wear high heels. Ned lamented his early departure. Topless diners jiggled appealingly wobbling in the unfamiliar shoes. Ned loved watching it.
Upstairs, students were studying and lounging much like the other facility houses. Each one stopped what they were doing, stood to face him and greeted Ned politely. The Academy taught that courtesy was a welcome trait in any situation. This situation of repetitive frontal nudity on display was starting to work on Ned. Luckily, it was almost noon and he could leave with his transportee for the overnight stay.
Ned waited in the front entranceway as Mrs. Frank escorted his transportee to him. She conducted the introductions and gave the final instructions. "Ned, this is Caterina. She has completed her freshman curriculum in our three goal areas and is being recommended to become a sophomore. Caterina, this is Ned. Ned will be driving you to the sophomore facility while assessing your progress to date. The journey normally lasts two days. If the results of his evaluation assessment are satisfactory, he will deliver you there. If not, you will be returned here for reconfirmation of your commitment to be a Total Woman Academy graduate. I trust you understand this and will do everything needed to pass." Caterina nodded and thanked Mrs. Frank for everything the Academy had done to prepare her for Ned's evaluation assessment. Caterina turned to Ned who guided her out the door and into the car.
During the drive, Ned went through his standard technical questions and Caterina was eager to show her intelligence. Ned could see she had aced the beauty regimen. Though wearing clothes was required for the journey, Caterina had chosen minimal silky running shorts, sneakers and a slender tube top which molded her breasts into large round masses high on her chest. The shorts stretched across a broader butt than Ned preferred and hugged her cunt into a cameltoe. Caterina's toned arms and legs and her taut midriff were bare. She had classic Hispanic coloring with brown eyes. Her straight hair fell low on her back in a ponytail. Ned would perform the poise portion of the assessment this evening at the hotel and take that opportunity to further evaluate her beauty.
Ned and Caterina would stay at an uptrend chain hotel an hour from the sophomore facility. The hotel company CEO was a pledge contributor and his wife an Academy graduate. The hotel always provided Ned a large suite with additional furnishings. The local management was unaware of the CEO's links to Ned but understood from conversations with headquarters that Ned was a special quest and they employed special care for his comfort and privacy.
Ned showed Caterina the layout of the suite. "Caterina, while we are inside this suite, please follow the freshman facility dress code until completion of your evaluation assessment tomorrow morning." Caterina popped off her top and shorts. Her thong was bright teal blue and still showed the cameltoe. Ned's attention was drawn elsewhere. Caterina's unconstrained breasts were a combination of globular bases topped by broad cones, referred to as nosecone boobs. They were firm and rode high on her chest, youthfully defying the eventual effects of gravity and age.
Ned was ready to get started with the testing. "Caterina, help me undress." She worked his buttons and zippers, hung and folded his clothes into the closet and returned to the center of the suite.
Ned sat naked on a stool blindfolded in front of a tripod mounted video camera. Caterina was very familiar with this freshman level game. She removed her shoes and stalked close to Ned. She silently reached out towards Ned but he pointed at her. Sighing, she retreated, circled around and approached Ned from a different direction. She reached out again and was successful this time in touching her finger to Ned's earlobe before he sensed her proximate location. The score stood at 1:1. The game continued for an hour, Caterina touching all the sensitive body nerve points she had learned in sensory anatomy classes. Ned could have simply closed his eyes during the exercise but the blindfold and camera gave Caterina the assurance that he was playing fair. Her score surpassed the required 75% during which she succeeded in identifying all the exterior points. In the coming sophomore year, she would learn to find and use her portal and interior vaginal nerves and muscles.
Ned set up a massage table and laid face down. The table was a premium model with scissoring limb extensions so that Ned could lay with legs and arms spread. Caterina would have access to all of Ned's body including his inside thighs. After his long drive, Ned gratefully received Caterina's thorough back, arm and leg muscle massage. Ned rolled over and Caterina continued the muscle massage on his front. She paused when that was completed. Ned looked at her and nodded. She began the sensuous phase with a scalp massage. She continued down Ned's body, using her knowledge of sensory anatomy to arouse him. Sometimes she moved around the table, other times she leaned across and brushed her nipples against his skin. Caterina could see by his erection that she was succeeding in this test as well. Bypassing the groin, she stimulated the remaining points ending at his feet. She returned to his center.
With her hands well lubricated, she caressed Ned's organ. Long slow strokes intermixed with short stuttered ones to add a little variance to his excitement. Ned breathed deeply but lay placidly and then erupted with gasps and closed eyes. She held his cock until it deflated then used a moist towel to clean him. She hoped that she had passed this test also.
The night was filled with mutual exploration during which they caressed each other into several orgasms. In one, Caterina lay on her back and helped Ned rub his cock through her compressed cleavage. Another time, Ned kissed and licked her nipples as she squirmed and moaned into multiple orgasms. Mild tickling was the wakeup call from intermittent slumbers to begin again.
Caterina was majoring in finance so at dawn Ned and Caterina were propped up in bed with pillows watching a TV stock channel. Ned probed Caterina's knowledge of financial current events with questions about the topics being discussed on the TV. Caterina's head rested high on Ned's upper left arm as his hand reached around to manipulate her plump left tit. Her hair fanned across his arm. He would occasionally reach for the right one to cop a feel there also. Caterina's right hand was cupped under Ned's softened semi-erection and she used her thumb pad to stroke under the cock's crown. Her left hand was massaging her own clit. Lotion was close at hand for relubrication if needed.
A redheaded money-honey showing lots of cleavage appeared on screen. Caterina felt Ned's cock twitch. She supposed Ned was a "breast-man" and knew this fetish was to her advantage. In opposition was her butt. It was still a bit fleshy. This year she would ask the exercise trainers to help her get it toned and tight.
Another cleavage showing money-honey appeared onscreen and Ned twitched again. With a Mona Lisa smile, Caterina increased her attention to his cock to match his renewed vigor. Another money-honey appeared and Ned grew very hard. Caterina's hand increased the tempo on Ned's cock as her other hand moved in the same tempo on her clit. Within minutes, Ned's full hand grip on her boob tightened. Caterina knew what was coming. She worked her hands quicker. They peaked and came simultaneously.
Caterina got up and prepared Ned's bath. She would clean Ned thoroughly after their all night multiples. Ned lowered himself into the warm bathwater and lay back beneath the floral scented bubbles. Caterina knelt beside the tub and leaned in as she washed him. Her long hair was back in a ponytail. Her breasts dangled teasingly below her chest. When she moved to sweep Ned's body with water and bubbles, her nipples dragged in the suds. Ned gazed at them fondly and reached over to hold and squeeze the proffered globes.
Caterina's hand obediently moved to his cock. She paused and looked Ned in the face. "Before enrolling in the Academy, I had a boyfriend. This past year I have had orgasms but only through external manipulations. I like the feel of a cock ejaculating deep in my cunt. Would you fuck me before we leave the hotel? Please!"
Caterina's face showed a mixture of hope and dread as she waited Ned's answer. Ned kept his face nondescript while he considered the ramifications. The sophomore facility was only an hour's drive and hotel checkout time was noon. There was enough time. Ned didn't bother to evaluate vaginal sex with freshmen. That was a skill learned by sophomores but apparently Caterina had gained experience before enrolling. She had passed all Ned's freshman level assessment tests and he would soon deliver her to the sophomore facility. Technically she was a sophomore. And he had missed two of her freshman assessment steps and could use this last opportunity to perform them.
Ned said "Okay, but...." Caterina let out a yip and didn't wait for the rest of the answer. She vaulted over the tubside landing with her feet stride Ned's legs near his feet. She sat with a small splash on his ankles and began to scrunch her butt up his legs to his groin. Initially startled, Ned recovered and put up his palms to signal STOP. Misinterpreting this move, Caterina leaned in and mashed her boobs into his palms. Ned's hands closed in reflex and squeezed the masses.
Ned said "Slowdown, we have two more tests to perform. After that we will see if you have earned the prize of my cock and ejaculate." Caterina pouted a little but remained attentive for Ned's instructions. Ned's hands released her boobs.
Ned explained "First, we will test your ability to become aroused by nipple play. Balance your hands on my shoulders and brush your nipples around my chest." Caterina placed her hands as directed, leaned over and brushed his chest. She moved in large and small circles, back and forth, side to side and little twitches of her nipples against his nipples. Caterina made a low purring sound and her breathing quickened. The bath was deep enough to cover their hips and navels. Caterina's swaying butt stirred the water. Ned reached between Caterina's legs and felt her cunt lips. They were oily. She was juicing nicely, producing more than the stirring water could remove. Mission accomplished.
Ned removed his hand and said "Now use your cunt lips to stroke the length of my cock. Get it hard and slippery but do not touch it with your hands. I will position it for insertion if I think you passed the test."
Caterina lowered her cunt lips to his cock. She roofed the length of it again and again. She slowly drew down his length, pausing where her clitoris bumped his knob, reversed a tad then continued down. She reversed direction and stuttered again at the base of the knob. Ned felt her oily warmth and his cock hardened to its full extent. Caterina had passed her final test and Ned's assessment of her abilities was complete.
Ned would now fulfill Caterina's entreaty. Ned reached between them and pressed his palm on Caterina's groin. As Caterina rose, Ned used his hand to position his erection upright under her cunt. Caterina moaned as she dropped down the vertical probe and buried it completely.
Ned locked eyes with Caterina as she moved up and down in long strokes. She leaned in and gave Ned a passionate kiss. Caterina drove steadily towards her reward. Before long Ned felt the end approaching. The prickly tingling started in his toes, spread up the nerves in his legs and crashed into his groin. His breathing shortened and gusted. He leaned his head back and growled low as the initial pulse jetted up and out of his cock. His eyes screwed shut. Caterina saw Ned tilt back his head, heard his pre-orgasmic sounds and prepared herself for the impending fulfillment of her labors.
Caterina halted at full depth and clenched hard with her velvety tube. That should make Ned's ejaculate spring harder inside her. She trusted her squeeze would enhance Ned's climax and maximize his satisfaction with her as well. It would be her Thank You gift to him. As his male essence discharged into her female receptacle, she felt his pelvis strain upward as his back arched. She clamped her cunt tighter and held on. Her core sensed the pulse and she joined him in a gut wrenching orgasm.
Falling forward she hugged Ned's neck. Her breasts were crushed against his chest. Hazy consciousness slowly returned. Caterina whispered "That...was...so...wonderful. Thank...you." She kissed his earlobe then his lips. She unsheathed Ned's shrinking flesh and returned to kneeling beside the tub. She rewashed him where needed and toweled Ned dry. They dressed and packed for the remaining journey.
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The ambiance in the senior facility was different than the others. Seniors continually tweaked their looks and performances to discover their highest potential. Approaching graduation, seniors were allowed to fine tune their poise through limited short soirées off campus with elite pledge contributors. Brooke's soiree had been ahead of schedule due to her mother's influence. Upon graduating, Total Women alumni were beyond Academy control and free to seek their individual paths to prosperity and success. Until then, the students were communally competitive about their grades and test scores.
Ned turned his attention to the housemother for a detailed explanation of the current dilemma. Mrs. Smith told Ned that Destiny needed a retest of her vaginal clamping. Despite practice and success using bio-feedback vaginal probes, Destiny had only earned a score of "good" from her live evaluator. A room was available onsite for Ned to repeat Destiny's live test at his earliest convenience. Ned asked that the room be furnished only with a wide low padded massage table rather than a bed.
Ned found his room and saw the waiting low table. He undressed, lay back, closed his eyes and reminisced on Brooke's tale. He heard the door open and turned his head. Destiny entered and as she closed the door Ned saw Destiny's friends peeking from the hallway as they blew her kisses and whispered "good luck". Destiny was truly Euro-Chinese with crisp blue almond shaped eyes and long black hair. Her bangs hung over her eyebrows. The rest hung past her navel. The silky cascades obscured her firm pert breasts but each nipple nub peeked through small gaps in the curtain of hair. Destiny noticed Ned's semi-arousal and approached him. Ned reached out and took her hand and drew her close. With Destiny in strappy high heels, the tabletop was at her navel level. Ned knew her height was immaterial since she would spend most of the test on the table mounted upright on his rock hard cock.
Ned started the test with introductions and instructions. "Destiny, you are a lovely young woman and I am pleased to meet you and be your re-tester. I promise to give you an honest evaluation. Let's begin by you getting my cock as hard as you think it needs to be, and then you can remove your heels and climb aboard. This is a vaginal test. Do not put your hands on my cock. I will give you additional direction as we go."
Destiny nodded her understanding. With her hands clasped behind her back, she leaned over and brushed her hair along Ned's groin. Her pert breasts peeked out. She kissed his cock's crown and licked his length. The fleshy tube became firm and long. Destiny glanced questioningly at Ned wondering if he was ready. Ned shrugged and motioned for her to mount-up. Destiny stooped to remove her heels and climbed onto the table straddling her thighs along Ned's pelvis. She locked eyes with Ned. Destiny rose up and reached down to grasp his tool. She halted her hand in midair when Ned frowned and she remembered "no hands". Ned reached under to finger her vaginal lips, assured himself that she was fully lubricated and used his own hand to hold himself erect. Destiny positioned her vagina lips on the crown and pushed down. An inch entered. She stroked up and pushed again. A second inch went in. She rested her hands on her thighs and cycled until half of Ned's length was inside her cunt and his tip bumped her cervix. On the next effort, Ned felt his crown pop through her cervix and into her womb. The shaft of Ned's tool was fully embedded and it was being tightly gripped by the vaginal pressure holding it.
Ned told Destiny that she should wait until after full insertion before applying vaginal clamping. Destiny replied that she hadn't started clamping yet but would start now. Her face screwed up in concentration and Ned felt tiny, almost imperceptible, ripples along his shaft. Destiny's abdominal muscles undulated and sweat broke out on her face. Ned perceived no pressure variance on his cock.
Ned had found the problem. Like himself, the previous tester was a Western male. The problem would solve itself when Destiny went home and experienced Eastern anatomy proportional to hers. Destiny had demonstrated to Ned her commitment to excellence when his crown passed through her cervix. In his own mind, Ned knew the test was finished. But Ned was not finished. Aroused by Brooke's story and now this session with Destiny, Ned desired release. Destiny would provide the mode and receptacle for his release. He would allow Destiny to continue her efforts thinking she was still being tested.
Ned touched Destiny's knees and she stopped and opened her eyes. He motioned with a flat palm upward and Destiny drew his crown out of her womb and left the shaft half embedded in her vagina. Scratching the insides of her legs, Ned signaled the tempo for a half-length up and down motion. As his ardor rose, he gave her knees a few gentle push pull signals. Destiny arrested the vertical strokes and moved her buttocks slowly backward as his length emerged from her vagina. She felt his crown drag along the length of her cunt wall, sweeping her G spot and sliding towards her entry lips. Stopping just at the verge of where the head could fall out of her, she raised her hips slightly and pushed forward to reseat his cock. This cycling continued for countless repetitions until Ned felt the approaching finale. The familiar prickly tingling started in his toes, spread up the nerves in his legs and crashed into his groin. His breathing shortened and gusted. He leaned his head back and growled low as the initial pulse jetted up and out of his cock. His eyes screwed shut. He saw stars and polygons of color under his eyelids as the following three bursts erupted into Destiny's tightness.
Destiny saw the movement as Ned tilted back his head, heard his pre-orgasmic sounds and prepared herself for the imminent finale of her re-test. She tensed. Ned's ejaculate discharged into her organic receptacle as she felt his pelvis strain upward and his back arched. She clamped her cunt and held on. Destiny screamed with pleasure as she joined his ecstasy with her own surge into the orgasm that washed across her.
Their heat ebbed and hazy consciousness returned. Destiny opened her eyes to see Ned watching her face. "Congratulations, you have earned a rating of excellent. Please dismount and clean me. There are warm moist towels in the cabinet under the table." When she was finished with that task, he explained his theory about the hemisphere specific sexual anatomy. He assured her that as an Academy alumnus, she would prosper in Hong Kong's business and social community. Destiny donned her heels, leaned over and planted a lingering kiss on Ned's lips to thank him for his help.
Destiny opened the door, took a last admiring look at Ned and slipped into the hallway. Ned again glimpsed students outside the door. They had heard Destiny's orgasmic scream and had been drawn by their concern for her. Ned heard the unintelligible murmur of conversation with louder "yeahs" and "congratulations".
Ned lay back and closed his eyes. He had driven all night and then worked this test all morning. He was exhausted. He always performed the evaluation testing away from a facility in order to preserve privacy and avoid distractions and interruptions. A line had been crossed when he had performed the testing here. Technically, Destiny was a graduate and beyond the Academy's control but it was still Academy property. He would have to think over its implications but after he got some needed rest. Ned fell into a deep sound sleep.
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Ned briefed Mrs. Smith regarding Emily's sensual massage skills. Based on her performance, he would file a revised score of excellent and no added instruction was necessary. He shared her concern for the grading system's lack of uniformity. First Emily, then Destiny had received unfair evaluation assessment reports. If the students supposed the grading system to be arbitrary, they would be disheartened from expending optimal efforts to improve.
Mrs. Smith said the control experiments' hotel bookings were confirmed. She thought four simple tests should give an adequate measure of the evaluation grading procedures. The tests would include horizontal oral sex, stationary seated vaginal cock milking, missionary position and after sex bathing. She had briefed the two students participating in the duplicate assessments. They agreed that they must strive to perform the exact same way for each transporter. They were told the transporters would compare notes later to expose any inconsistencies. They thought they were being gaged for their consistency rather than the evaluators.
There was a knock at the door. Mrs. Smith voiced her permission to enter and a fashionably dressed student demurely passed through the doorway. Ned's eyes surveyed the black strappy heels, left ankle bracelet, taupe stockings, grey wool pencil skirt, and white silky blouse covering the statuesque physique. The column of beauty was classic East European topped with long, dark wavy hair and brown eyes. Her face was accentuated with smoky eyelids and rosy lips as it expressed quiet anticipation.
"Ned, this is Flora. She is your first evaluation assessment subject. She has been briefed on the procedures. Flora has agreed to strive for excellent and consistent performance during both evaluations. Flora, this is Ned. He will transport you to your first evaluation assessment. When he has completed your evaluation assessment, he will steer you to your second evaluation assessment. Any questions?"
Having none, Ned stood and led Flora by the hand from the building, into his car and drove her to the hotel where the dual evaluation assessments would take place. They arrived early in the afternoon and had until noon the next day to complete their assigned tasks.
Ned directed Flora to undress and put away her garments. Clothes were superfluous until noon tomorrow. She shed her clothes and hung them in the closet. Full nudity suited Flora. Ned undressed to his boxers and, sweeping back the covers, lay on bed. Without further ado, Flora climbed in and her hair brushed his genitals as she pulled his shorts off. Taking his manhood inside, she employed long strokes, then short strokes and held the knob lightly by her teeth as he exploded.
They rested and in the evening Flora spent an hour sitting on Ned's groin as she pulsed her cunt muscles rhythmically up his cock. Ned relished the sensations and eventually ejaculated. Flora dismounted and settled herself in bed. Ned fell asleep with Flora's head draped on his arm, her boobs pressed to his side and her hair draped on his chest.
Morning broke and they positioned themselves for the next evaluation step. Ned lay atop Flora, groin to groin. They kissed and tongued each other's mouth for some time. Ned raised his hips, Flora spread her loins, her hand placed Ned's cock and he entered her. She bent her knees and touched her heels to his butt. He settled into the saddle and pumped. Flora rolled her hips in time with the pulsation. She opened her mouth and they bobbed their tongues. Ned wrapped his arms around hers and crushed her boobs to his chest. Her rubbery mounds wiggled between them. No words were spoken but the room was filled with noises: mattress squeaking, panting breaths, fleshy squishes and suppressed moans. At last, the consummation of their efforts arrived and they crashed into simultaneous orgasms. Ned exhaled and Flora's contorted body buoyed his relaxed bulk. She rubbed his sweat streaked back. Ned lifted his head, stared into Flora's eyes and kissed her ardently as he slowly shrank inside her.
Ned rolled over and closed his eyes. He awoke to the sound of running water. Flora was preparing his morning bath and he wandered into the bathroom for the final evaluation step. Flora was standing beside the garden tub. Her hair was piled atop her head. Ned lowered his bulk into the warm water. Flora kneeled by the tub and thoroughly cleaned, massaged and satisfied Ned. After Ned was dry and wrapped in a bathrobe, she bathed and restored her makeup. They watched TV until it was almost noon. Ned dismissed Flora who grabbed a bathrobe and departed quickly to be on time for her second evaluation. A short while later there was a knock on the door. Ned opened to find Flora standing in her skimpy bathrobe.
Ned smirked at her half exposed body. "Forget your clothes, Flora?" She laughed and slipped past him into the room. After Ned closed the door, she turned and dropped her robe. Ned's head motioned towards the closet.
"I'm not Flora. I'm Fawn, her twin sister. We wear ankle bracelets on opposite legs for others to tell us apart. See mine is on the right and Flora wears hers on the left. I was told your name is Ned. Are you ready to start my second evaluation assessment?" Ned smiled a very broad grin. Mrs. Smith had removed the visual stimulation test variable by using identical twins.
Ned removed his robe and lay on the bed. Fawn performed a first class blowjob and then they rested. In the evening, she duplicated her sister's hour of upright vaginal cock milking. Ned couldn't feel any difference between the sisters' cunt wall textures. Morning dawned with Ned and Fawn's bodies locked in passion duplicating his previous day. If he hadn't confirmed that the ankle bracelet was welded and not clasped, he could have believed Flora had simply switched ankles. Fawn's bath techniques were more complete and sensual than Flora's. Late in the morning, Fawn donned Flora's closeted clothes and Ned delivered Fawn back to the senior facility.
Ned filed his evaluation assessment report on both twins. Mrs. Smith thanked him for his labors. She had no immediate coaching requests, so Ned returned to his onsite residence suite to await his next assignment.
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Ned entered his residence suite to the sound of running water in the bathroom. Inside the steamy room, he saw that someone was using his shower. Her hands vigorously scrubbed around a head and hair covered in shampoo suds. With her eyes closed against the soapsuds and the drumming water masking outside sounds, she made no sign of noticing Ned's presence. Turning her wet body around to face the shower spray, Ned saw tattooed words across the top of her vaginal area. He was unable to read them under the cascade of water. Finishing her hair, she looked at Ned standing in the room and reached to shutoff the water.
Standing naked and unembarrassed, the shower occupant said "Hi, my name is Gillian. Sorry, but this new onsite guest residence still has some glitches to work out. The shower in my suite doesn't work. I hope you don't mind me borrowing yours." Gillian breasts jostled as she reached out for a wet handshake. Ned clasped her hand as he peered at the words above Gillian's snatch: PRIVATE PUSSY NO TRASSPASSING.
Gillian followed his gaze and laughed. "I just arrived and it's getting late. I'm starved. How about having dinner with me on the pooldeck and I will explain that." Ned thought that sounded good and agreed. Gillian grabbed a fluffy big towel and ambled semi-shrouded to her suite.
As they ate dinner that evening, Gillian explained that she was an Academy alumnus visiting as a guest coach and lecturer. Her topic was Turning Academy Preparation into a Prosperous Life. Upon graduation, Gillian had found the world to be fickle and facetious. Gillian could explain complex technical concepts to her managers, hold an audience's attention with good speech and good looks and lead a cantankerous work team in achieving superior results. New friends and acquaintances were initially awed by her sophisticated intelligence, beauty and poise. Later, her associates resented her employment of those qualities to garner career advancements. Gillian understood how blessed she was by the Academy education and held no grudges. She focused on her career and finding a life partner with a balance of power and affection she desired in a spouse. Gillian was very selective of her social and intimate partners. She knew that once intimate, her smitten admirer could not find a better lover and would not stray. She found what she was seeking. She married the rising young executive of an international business who was being groomed to one day be the CEO. They had married, produced an offspring and moved in tandem up the corporate ladder.
Gillian paused and looked away. She composed herself and went on. The glamour life had ended suddenly with a corporate jet crash. She mourned the love of her life. Gillian would carry on but never find another. Arranging the finances afterward, she found the stock options and insurance left her independently wealthy and she found outlets for her grief and energies. She became Chairman of the Total Woman Academy Alumni Fund. Elsewhere, she took majority control of a private protection and security company. In due course, the security firm was engaged to protect the Academy. Private guards provided physical security and private detectives continuously screened candidates, employees and pledge contributors to unearth past or ongoing problems or indiscretions. Discretion was the key to protecting the students and the Academy.
Ned had a thoughtful look on his face. Gillian smiled as she said. "Yes, Ned, we watch you carefully and follow your movements. To date, your activities have been in harmony with Academy standards of safety and discretion. And my daughter sings your praises as a coach and honest evaluator."
Ned thought: Daughter?
"Oh, Ned, I would not enroll my daughter anywhere else. You have definitely made her acquaintance. Her name is Brooke."
Ned froze in his chair then relaxed. Of course, a successful Total Woman would want the same advantages for her daughter. With early preparation by her mother, it's no wonder that Brooke was advancing through the curriculum so quickly and eagerly. And the security firm controlled by her mother screened all of Brooke's contacts whether student, pledge contributor or even Ned himself.
Gillian said "You saw my tattoo. Though wildly in love, my husband and I were astute enough to sign a pre-nuptial agreement with severe penalties for infidelity. After the wedding, we thought it a witty secret sign of our commitment. My husband's tattoo read: PRIVATE PENIS NO TRESSPASSING.
Gillian stood and picked up Ned's hand. "You only need to follow Academy discretion rules regarding the students. I am not a student. Come with me and show me some indiscretion. I have something I want you to read." Ned followed Gillian to her suite and read this powerful woman's inscription, up close and personal, over and over again as they mollified each other through the night.
Ned awoke to the sound of the shower running. Inside, Ned watched Gillian's hands shampooing her hair. Gillian saw Ned regarding her but turned her wet body around to face the shower spray presenting her ass to him with a little wriggle. Ned did not need any further invitation and joined her in the shower. Ned pushed his chest against her back and his prick against her butt. He helped her rinse the suds from her tresses and then reached around to palm her wet boobs. Gillian breasts jostled as she reached out to shut off the water. As she bent forward, Ned placed his erection against her cunt and pushed. Gillian braced on the faucet handles and Ned drove home. The cascade of water may have ended but a cascade of stimulation had begun. The partners moved in sync and plunged over a sexual waterfall that left both clutching to each other.
After drying and dressing, Gillian said, "I'm starved; let's see if breakfast is being served." Ned thought that sounded like a good idea. They walked hand in hand to the dining room.
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Mrs. Smith was telling Ned about her analyses of the dual evaluation assessments Ned had been helped execute. "I expected scores to be randomly higher or lower on similar tests by different evaluators. But your opposite consistently scored the tests lower. We believe he isn't qualified to be an evaluator. Recruiting his replacement will take time. Your short-term workload will increase. What do you think about using a chauffeured limousine for your promotee transports? You can use your travel time to perform interview and physical evaluations and complete them at the destination facility if time runs out."
Ned agreed this better process would let him focus his energies on the evaluations rather than the rigors of driving.
Ned would leave immediately for the junior facility to collect a junior to senior promote. Mrs. Smith said a guest lecturer had finished her advanced classes at the senior facility and was moving to the junior facility to give intermediate classes. She would ride along. Mrs. Smith threw Ned a knowing glance as she said "Holly is not subject to student or staff discretion rules. Be careful of her traps. Holly is a lecturing expert on using clothes, hair and makeup to broadcast subtle attraction signals. Save your energies for the return evaluation."
The opaque privacy panel between the forward and rear compartments allowed passengers to see the driver compartment and the road ahead of the speeding limousine. Holly in the rear seat facing front watched the road ahead past Ned who was riding in the front seat facing rear. Ned watched Holly over his laptop screen while he readied the file for his return-journey promotee's evaluation assessment file.
Holly stretched her arms. Her business suit coat unwrapped enough to expose her silky blouse stretched across her breasts. Bulbous dark disks declared their presence through the translucent material. Dropping her arms, the coat remained opened past the sides of her boobs. Sipping her drink, she jostled at an imaginary road bump that Ned certainly hadn't felt. Grabbing a napkin, she daubed her cleavage and worked the napkin under the unbuttoned blouse edges. Relaxing back, she re-crossed her legs flashing an uncovered triangle of crenelated skin beneath a short wool suit skirt. She leaned forward to unclasp her heel straps and Ned saw generous cleavage in the opened top. She relaxed back. Another flick of her legs dropped off the shoes and flashed her groin again.
Holly's hands felt deep under her blouse. "I hope that spill hasn't spoiled my makeup." Ned glanced at her face and remarked that it looked okay. Holly gave a girlish-giggle. "Oh, Ned, silly boy, that isn't the only place that gets color enhancement. Look at this." She unbuttoned the blouse panels and pulled them aside. Ned saw gloss enlarged nipples. Leaving the blouse panels hanging, she reached up and tossed her hair causing the exposed breasts to ripple. She spread her legs wide and fanned her hands under her skirt. She mumbled "It's getting warm in here"
Ned looked at the limousine's steady temperature readout. "No, it's the same as before." Ned closed down his computer. He looked at Holly. "Mrs. Smith warned me to save my energies for my increased load of evaluation assessments. We can't have sex. But please explain to me the high points of your lectures."
Holly smiled and removed her skirt and broadly opened her tops. "It's the opposite of camouflage. Face makeup is necessary but common. Bold cleavage is obvious and ordinary. A Total Woman needs to go further. I teach students how to subtly tickle a man's fancy. Fitted contemporary fashions, skimpy or omitted undergarments, full rich hair, rouged nipples in translucent blouses and similar devices will keep men sneaking peeks awaiting an accidental flash. Motions like flipping hair or rubbing a supposed sore neck attract his time-wasting stares. Walking or standing close to competing colleagues in business situations while wearing pheromone based scents will addle them at opportune times.
Holly continued "During their Academy years, students strive for a superior education with a high GPA. Master the business and technical knowledge. Then they exploit the befuddlement of their male colleagues in business situations: meetings, conferences, presentations. A rising star junior executive is the goal. Once her poise attaches him, she employs her Academy enhanced poise including intimate sensual skills. He can't imagine the existence of a better lover and won't stray away from her, ever. She is on the fast track to prosperity."
The limousine bounced as did Holly's boobs. Ned was about to abandon his aloofness and sample Holly's sensual skills. She saw his stares. "I am an Academy alumnus. Let me prove it." She doffed her remaining clothes, knelt on the cushioned center saddle, opened Ned's pants and practiced what she preached on his erection until Ned came. Afterwards, Ned dozed in her arms with his head cradled by her breasts all the way to the junior facility.
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Ned sat naked in the limousine headed for the senior facility. Across from him sat Indira wearing perfect makeup and, for now, all of her clothes. Between them was a low table with flash cards. In the interests of time, Ned had designed a combined intelligence and poise test method.
Indira was a Mechanical Engineering major with a high GPA. Ned uncovered the first card which presented a question about entropy, a property of heat transfer. Indira indicated her answer and Ned turned over the card. They reviewed the flash card's answer and agreed Indira had gotten her answer wrong. She removed her right stiletto heel and placed it on the left side floor, the scoring area for wrong answers. Then Indira leaned forward and identified a sensual point on Ned's earlobe with a kiss. She leaned back to her seat and Ned uncovered the next card. Indira answered correctly. She removed her left heel and placed it on the right side floor, the scoring area for correct answers. Indira leaned in and kissed the tip of Ned's nose.
Another card was uncovered with a question on dynamic material analysis. Wrong. Indira unhooked her skirt, lifted her butt and slid the skirt over her nyloned legs. It joined the wrong answer pile. Indira leaned over and kissed Ned's eyelids.
Indira and Ned worked through the pile of cards as Indira worked through her diminishing outfit. When the full test was over, they would count the clothing articles in each pile and determine Indira's intelligence score. A passing grade was 75%. The order and method she used to strip her outfit would demonstrate her understanding of the subtle colleague diversion tactics taught by the guest lecturer and counted towards her poise score. Her ability to identify Ned's sensual points also counted toward poise. There would be a final poise step when Indira ran out of clothes.
For the remaining flashcards, Indira removed her sweater, and then shrugged off her blouse causing her bra covered cleavage to jiggle. The next flashcard was followed by the left stocking peel which flashed a deep cleft cameltoe in her thong. The right stocking repeated that exposure before the garter belt also joined the floor piles. After correctly answering a flashcard question, Indira unhooked her bra but shimmyed it off her breasts without using her hands, exposing makeup enhanced nipples.
Following each flashcard answer, Indira had likewise cataloged Ned's sensuous areas by kiss: lips, each nipple, navel and inside each thigh. The final clothing article, her thong panties, had side ties. Indira loosed the bowties and dragged the scrap of material forward under her ass and over her clit. That completed the intelligence question & answer period.
Indira smiled as she rose from her seat and kneeled in front of Ned for the last poise evaluation step. Indira's hands lovingly fondled Ned's semi-stiff member and she planted her last identifying kiss smoothly on the knob with a pointed tongue quarrying briefly into the tip slot. She kissed the cock more fully, licked its length and finger-fluttered his balls. Inventory complete, Indira rose to Ned's lap and let him check her lubrication. She looked down as he wiped a finger along her slit and found the soft lips naturally oily and ready for exploration. He moved his hands to her upper thighs and held her firm ass cheeks. She followed his guidance as he maneuvered her ass until she was properly aligned.
Ned helped her with the insertion of his cock by holding it upright as his other hand led her slash to his tip for imminent entry. She dropped her tube over his rod, moving slowly down and getting him fully encased. Indira parked her nipples on his and hugged his neck. Ned's nose filled with her scent. He heard her groan and strain and his cock felt milked by her vaginal compressions. Then Indira slowly rose and lowered her butt, using side to side movements and sliding her nipples around his chest. Ned simply went along with her lead. She was greasing his entire length with the different textures and temperatures resident along her cunt walls. Ned percolated steadily. Indira neither hurried nor slowed the pace. Indulging the leisurely pace, Ned was beginning to feel the pressure build in his core.
Suddenly, the limousine bounced and swayed as it turned into the senior facility driveway. They had been riding higher on the seat to brace for their snuggling. The coupled test subject and evaluator were knocked back on the rear seat with Ned's cock still embedded deeply in Indira's box. Ned, prone on top, took over the pace. He stepped up rhythm and the pair finally walked off the cliff of orgasmic bliss. As they panted down to normal breaths, the limousine stopped at the senior facility's front door. The limousine rear doors automatically swung open with a mechanical hiss.
Untangling themselves and getting properly re-seated, Ned and Indira counted the clothing piles on the car floor and determined Indira had passed the intelligence evaluation. She had also demonstrated her ability to think intelligently while disarming susceptible targets with her poise. Ned now wanted to see if she could find innovative ways of keeping her sexual quarry corralled after trapping him.
Ned picked up the car phone and called Mrs. Smith direct line inside the senior facility. "Indira has shown good progress since I transported her last year. We still have a few more evaluation assessment steps to do and will be working all night. Can you have our supper brought to the coaching tune-up suite? Good and thanks." Indira overheard the conversation and felt happiness. She was probably going to pass but must not falter in her efforts now. Indira re-donned her heels and gathered her remaining garments in her arms. She stepped out naked and walked confidently up the steps and through the front door. She strode down the hallways of this facility, her home for the next year.
Ned followed behind, admiring Indira's undulating derriere. Ned directed her left turn and right until they reached his personal coaching tune-up suite for her final evaluation steps. Indira was certain to receive a very good evaluation assessment if the rest of the night was as good as the ride coming here. He stepped ahead of her and unlocked the door. She followed him inside and surveyed the room. It was a marvel of functional furniture and open space with a luxurious attached bath.
Ned closed and locked the door. Indira turned to face him and awaited instructions. He commanded her to hang her clothes in the closet but retain her heels. The evening meal soon arrived and they ate the lite supper on the attached balcony. Indira remained nude but for heels and Ned wore just a loose pair of gym shorts. Ned ate his delicious meal as he savored the panorama of keen flesh in front of him. While they sipped their wine and coffee, Ned was planning out the resumption of the evaluation assessment.
Ned led Indira back inside and they stood facing each other at the edge of the bed. Silently, with a palm down motion, he directed her to her knees. She understood. She kneeled upright, nimbly loosed the waistband of Ned's shorts and lowered his sole apparel to his ankles, bending forward and down as needed to perform her task. He saw her full breasts dangle in sidewinder view beneath her torso. Ned lifted each foot in turn and watched the boobs jiggle as Indira removed his garment and set it aside. Ned sat on the edge of the bed. Indira kneeled up and eyed Ned's groin. He clicked his fingers and she looked up. Ned nodded that she could proceed.
Indira leaned in as she extended her tongue. The tip curled under his knob as she captured the head in her lips and drew him in. This was how she would get her after-dinner creamy dessert. Her palms rested against his thighs, ready to brace herself for the long, deep strokes to come. Ned looked at the wall mirror as he rested his hands on her finely coiffured head. He felt his cock swell in her mouth and received her best ministrations. It felt really, really good! Indira was certain to receive a delightful dessert and a decent evaluation assessment score if the rest of the evening proceeded as well as it had so far.
Indira sucked, licked, deep throated, lapped, kissed and fondled Ned to his complete satisfaction. She held him deep and swallowed her treat with gusto, adding the throat throbs to her buffet of stimulations. Ned collapsed back and Indira stayed locked on, dedicated to prolonging Ned's bliss, embracing him contentedly in her mouth as he slowly deflated. When he was flaccid, she rose and positioned Ned in bed. She crawled in beside him and remained attentive to his face and breathing until he fell asleep.
Indira woke when the mattress dipped. Ned was sitting up and gazing at her. Indira waited for signs of his requirements. He laid her on her back and straddled her chest. She understood and wrapped her chest meat around his newly stiffened groin meat. The strokes were long and heavenly for both participants. He fingered her nipples as she satisfied his needs. Her efforts garnered a pearl necklace and a volley that glazed her 'cum stung' lips. Ned grinned as she slurped the sperm into her mouth. Indira was delighted and pleased that Ned was seeing her full capabilities. She coveted a good evaluation assessment score.
In the morning, they played in the bath and caressed away the accumulated sweat and spunk. Newly refreshed, Ned dismissed Indira so he could file her grade report. He would give her 'excellents' in all categories. He was looking forward to upcoming Freewill Weekends where he hoped to get acquainted with more of her skills. Ned expected Indira would become a brilliant pupil at the Total Woman Academy senior facility.



        Total Woman Academy 10

        Julie, a Junior Coaching Tune-up.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/total-woman-academy-10

Title: Total Woman Academy 10

Author: bhuff

Category: Novels and Novellas

Description: Julie, a Junior Coaching Tune-up.

Tags: college, bikini, costumes, breasts, gown, training, testing, oral, handjob, massage

Series: Total Woman Academy


Mrs. Jones called Mrs. Smith regarding Julie. "Julie has made spectacular progress and I think she is almost ready for her evaluation assessment for promotion to senior year."
Mrs. Smith asked why 'almost'.
"She is academically gifted, having completed her junior courses in Physics ahead of schedule. Julie's natural beauty and poise are superior to most but not all of her classmates. She is extremely competitive and her confidence will suffer if she doesn't get the highest scores. She will suspect the worst if we hold her here but it's equally dangerous to promote her too fast. Any ideas?"
Mrs. Smith was quiet for a while before relying. "If she was a senior, I would assign Ned to give her coaching tune-up sessions. That would take place part-time over a few months. I don't want to take her offsite for safety and security reasons or bring her here before her official senior evaluation assessment. It raises issues of favoritism. Ned might be able to do it all in one concentrated session. Can you prepare a coaching suite so Ned can work with her at the Junior facility?"
Mrs. Jones thought of the logistics required and decided a student of Julie's brilliance had earned the effort. "I'll make it happen. When can Ned start?"
"Ned will be available to you for seven days. Make the necessary arrangements for his arrival early next week."
-------------------------
Ned stepped out of the towncar and helped his naked co-passenger to alight the vehicle. They had just completed her evaluation assessment as the vehicle came to a stop In the driveway. They had started her evaluation assessment at the sophomore facility with tactile and massage examinations. The remaining tests covering vaginal skills had been performed en-route. She was still naked from the evaluation assessment of her vaginal clamping abilities.
The Junior candidate had been mounted chest to chest on Ned's lap encasing his erection. She hugged her boobs tight to his body and was not allowed to stroke along his shaft. She must stimulate Ned's cock to ejaculation by using only her inner muscles to rhythmically squeeze his erection. It had been hard work for her but she had been successful. Just before the end of the trip, Ned had screeched as he poured his final load deep in her womb. She was pretty sure that Ned would give her passing grades in all categories. She skipped ahead as Ned followed her to the front door.
Mrs. Jones greeted them and handed off her newest student to the care of others. Ned watched the student being welcomed by her student comrades, anxious to get her settled in. He admired the students' derrieres bouncing away down the hallway.
"How did she do?" asked Mrs Jones.
"Strong vaginal muscle clamping, regular, smooth rhythms and she knew a lot about sensuous touch points. Great hand job skills. Good attitude; she listens and learns. I think she will continue do well for you here. I'll bet she gets really good at oral skills this coming year. If she doesn't progress quickly enough, I can coach her oral techniques if you need me to." Mrs. Jones laughed it off as a joke but quietly kept that thought in mind for later discussion and possible action.
Mrs. Jones escorted Ned to the prepared second floor suite of rooms. They had been specially equipped with massage and exercise equipment, a padded floor Yoga area, a full bathroom with garden Jacuzzi tub and several sizes of beds, tables and platforms. There was an array of special mechanical probes and testing devices. This would be Ned's coaching tune-up suite for his whole next week with Julie.
Ned inventoried the fixtures and furnishings in the room. He knew that despite being isolated with Julie, it was going to be a challenge to complete the entire tune up in one week with just this minimal gear.
Ned needed Julie to stay focused and on track. He had asked Mrs Jones to have their meals delivered to them like room service so that he and Julie did not waste time outside the coaching suite. He ordered particular clothes to be stocked in the closet and requested some additional mechanical probes.
Finally, Ned was expected to be confined with only this one female for a whole week and still maintain his virility. He asked Mrs. Jones to think of ways to provide exotic stimuli during the week and help maintain his libido. Mrs. Jones looked thoughtful and said she would see to it. After Mrs. Jones departed, Ned took some time to fully explore the suite and rearranged a few items.
Ned dined that evening in the dining room with the students. He remembered many from the evaluation assessments he had conducted when he had transported them through sophomore and junior promotions. He hoped Mrs. Jones would employ great creativity regarding his request for exotic stimuli.
Ned's contemplations were interrupted by Mrs. Jones. "I called Mrs. Smith about the problem of your libido flagging with only one female available all week. The Board has concurred with Mrs. Smith's recommendation that the discretion rules be relaxed this one time only. Your meals will be delivered by students and you may engage them in consensual libido maintenance. Being secluded all year at the facility, the students are likewise ravenous for male interaction. We realize that you have fucked most of them already, albeit in a controlled manner, while transporting them here from the sophomore facility. They should remember those sessions fondly and be eager to engage in repeats. I will brief the students tonight about the special circumstances and their freedom to assist you as needed."
At breakfast, Mrs. Jones told Ned last night's meeting with the students went well. Every student had enthusiastically agreed to assist with meal delivery and libido maintenance. They had brainstormed all night about exotic meal delivery uniforms.
Ned meandered back to the coaching suite, resigned to his long quarantine with Julie. He found her waiting inside. She stood attentively, wearing a teal string bikini and heels which contrasted nicely with her long red hair and green eyes. Maybe, just maybe, he could make it through the week ensconced with this creature called Julie.
Ned walked past her without a word and removed his clothes in the closet. He donned a pair of baggy silk gym shorts. He reentered the room and told Julie to turn and face him.
"Good morning, Julie, nice to remake your acquaintance. Let's begin with a short tour." He showed her the features of the coaching suite.
"Let's review our routine for the week and establish some standing rules. We will use mornings for freshman level topics, afternoons for sophomore level topics and evenings for junior level topics. Only I will answer the door or telephone. You concentrate on your activities of that moment. You may observe and learn from any dealings I have with visitors. Sometimes you may be called upon to join in with us and learn some new techniques. Some activities are strenuous so please preen frequently and refresh your makeup as often as necessary. Always follow the freshman dress code unless I direct you otherwise. Any questions?"
Julie shook her head 'no'.
"Good. Pop that top off and let's get started with some Yoga."
Julie drew the bowties on her string bikini top and hung the skimpy piece in the closet. She stepped topless onto the padded floor area and for the next hour, she moved through a standard Yoga routine. Ned took the many opportunities to handle her body and twist her into deeper bends and stances. He was reintroduced to the notion that women's' breast shapes change with gravity and body position.
After that, Ned showered first, and then Julie showered and preened. She found Ned in the main room seated naked on a stool and they played blind man's sensual touch. The solitude and quiet in the coaching suite worked against Julie and she found all of Ned's sensual points but not stealthily enough. Ned caught her approach too often and she failed to achieve a passing score.
Ned lay on the massage table as Julie gave him a muscle massage. They were running late and the doorbell rang just as they finished the first phase. A naked Ned strode over and opened the door to a food service cart being pushed inside by a gossamer clad blond. Her satin choker displayed a No. 1 medallion. She stood courteously as Ned hefted her nosecone boobs through the material. He looked closely to where she had applied glossy rouge to the nipples. Ned flicked her nubs and her eyes squinted with a moan. She looked down in anticipation at his stirring manhood. Ned released No 1's boobs, thanked her and sent her on his way with a smack on her thinly veiled butt. He turned to find Julie gazing at his semi-slack cock.
Ned remounted the massage table and Julie went through the sensual massage routine, moving from head to toe and back to core, ending with Ned's cock erupting in her hand slick stroking fist. After Ned cooled down, they ate and Ned pushed the cart into the hallway.
Commencing the afternoon, Julie lay on the table working with a meter-connected vaginal probe. Ned needed her vaginal muscle baseline readings for comparison during the week. After getting a good set of data, Ned switched the machine to bio-feedback mode. Julie watched the screen and listened to the varying tones as she bore down to see where her perceived muscle clamping was really occurring within her cunt tube. She was getting better at controlling individual muscles while letting others remain slack. She would get better with practice.
Late in the afternoon, Julie became fatigued beyond continuance of her biofeedback exertions. While she preened in the bathroom, dinner arrived with No 2 wearing heels, a tight tee-shirt and baggy tap pants. Ned reached inside the pants, found her wet and ready, pulled a leg opening aside and speared her from behind as she leaned on the service cart. Ned thrust his hips and palmed her tee-shirt encased boobs. At the ultimate moment, No 2 reached back, drawing his face down to hers. She tongued his mouth and he watered her insides with his essence. After No 2 was dismissed, Ned found Julie in the bath. He joined her and she washed him lovingly, concerned that his manhood was not responding to her caresses. She resolved to toil extra hard that evening to show Ned her repertoire of oral skills. Later Ned lay spread on the sheets with the covers pulled back and naked Julie bowed to her oral task. Julie's performance was vigorous and drawn-out. Ned finally spouted into her mouth and they fell asleep.
The second day proceeded in the same steps as the first with a few additions. Breakfast was delivered along with clean bath and bed linens by a No 3 wearing a breast and groin baring French maid outfit. After No 3 exchanged the bed linens, Ned and Julie lay nude in bed idly rubbing each other's genitals and watched the exhibition as No 3 finished freshening up the rooms. Then Ned beckoned No 3 into their bed and the threesome spent an hour fingering and sucking. No 3 showed Julie some tricks and they were careful not to bring Ned to release. Julie learned and practiced new skills she could use in her eventual evaluation assessment later that week. Ned dismissed No 3 with a 'thank you' kiss.
The yoga session lasted longer. Then Ned gave Julie some pointers on the dual massage types. Julie was quicker and more efficient today and her oily hands and chest took care of Ned's bottled up need for relief before No 4 brought lunch. The afternoon session included hours of vaginal biofeedback using tabletop prone and Yoga lotus-pose positions. Julie practiced curling her toes as she clamped her vagina to help with the strength of the compressions. She preened in the bathroom while Ned pondered her evening attire.
Ned instructed Julie to don a dinner gown with appropriate accessories. Julie chose a light green draped chemise with subtle jewelry and smoky evening makeup. She wore her hair up with a few loose tendrils of her red hair occasionally sweeping her face. She looked classy. Ned barely noticed No 5 when dinner arrived. Ned and Julie dined on the balcony at a candlelit table. They discussed the coaching tune-up and how Julie thought she was doing.
Julie paused, then said "I like the morning routine. I like the massage sessions. The afternoons are strenuous but I can see progress in my muscle control. I want to try my milking moves on your cock to get your personal feedback instead of the machine. Before this coaching tune-up, all I had was the oral and vaginal probes' biofeedback. And you haven't given me any feedback on my oral skills."
Ned answered in order. "We will add power yoga to your morning routine. We will add steps to the massages. The power yoga will help with your endurance on vaginal clamping and I alone will decide my cock's availability for practices. Now I want examine your choice of evening wear."
Ned led Julie inside where he removed her clothing piece by piece. He admired her use of makeup and perfume in places other than her face and neck. Her nipples and clit were glossy and seductive. A nude Julie undressed Ned. He lay in bed while gently coaching Julie's oral techniques until midnight when his overdue pulsations ended the evening session.
No 6 repeated yesterday's food service and linen delivery wearing a harem outfit. Ned delayed her departure until she had kneeled before him and aroused his cock between her soft breasts. Julie watched and mentally noted the finer points of No 6's moves. Ned did not continue with No 6 through eruption but saved his energies for Julie's daily massage where she tried out some of No 6's moves. Ned obligingly spurted his cum between her oiled boobs with a howl. Julie was inwardly gratified by this success. She thought she might be improving. For lunch delivery a topless No 7 wore a thong and heels invoking the freshman dress code. Ned scrutinized her wonderful ass as she left. It looked trim, firm and strong; good qualities for vaginal clamping. He hoped he would be her evaluation assessor to the senior facility someday and confirm his opinion. Julie practiced muscle control all afternoon.
Dinner arrived with No 8 parading an unauthorized version of an air hostess uniform. The undersized uniform lacked closure devices. The buttons, zippers and clasps had been removed to allow random flashes of skin beneath. Ned ordered her to stay and serve the meal course by course. He took advantage of her presence to peek or slip a hand inside the uniform openings. No 7 played along by giggling and acting demur whenever he did. Ned found her skin to be warm, fresh and supple. He saved his energies for Julie but still delighted in the stimulation.
Ned spent the evening relaxing in the garden tub as Julie demonstrated amazing lung capacity while practicing her oral skills submerged. Ned finally succumbed to the prior stimulation and Julie's excellent efforts. During the night, he awoke re-aroused and couldn't fall back asleep. Julie eagerly used her talented mouth to bring him respite from his sleepless quandary and then snuggled him back to sleep.
Mrs. Jones called Ned the next morning. Transports were backing up. Was Julie showing enough progress to cut the week short so Ned could attend to his other responsibilities? Ned said he would check that out today and let her know tomorrow. No 9 arrived completely nude with breakfast and linens. Ned wondered how much brainstorming it had taken the students to design that outfit? No 9 worked efficiently but Ned did not find full nudity coy and enticing. Ned would feedback that viewpoint for incorporation in the Academy's poise curriculum. No 9 departed untouched by the pair and left Ned and Julie to their labors.
"Julie, today we will go through the entire routine without machines and I will give you the real -live feedback you requested." After browsing on the breakfast tray, they retired to the Yoga space.
A few stretches and poses, then mutual genital stimulus preceded the test pose. Ned was seated in lotus position with Julie in his lap, her ankles crossed behind his butt. Locked in this embrace, Ned's nose was buried in Julie's soft fragrant hair, Ned's solid cock was buried in Julie's snatch and Julie's stiff nipples were trying to bury themselves in Ned's chest.
As Julie curled her toes to increase the pressure, Ned felt a vaginal muscle clinch the base of his cock and then it relaxed. Another clinched him mid-shaft and then it relaxed. A third pulsed once just beneath the crown and a fourth exerted a downward expulsion impetus over the sloped tip. A moment passed before Ned felt the clinch at his base again followed by the pulse slowly walking up his length.
The time between pulse groups shortened and the pulse rhythm quickened. Ned could feel Julie breathing harder and her modest breasts stirred Julie's sweat between their chests. Ned gritted his teeth and held on wanting to see how long Julie could continue. She barely outlasted him as his cum rocketed out. His cries were joined by ecstatic moaning from a worked-out Julie.
Ned stroked Julie's back and she unclasped her arms and legs falling sideways exhausted to the mat. Ned helped her onto the massage table and after she had recovered some, he asked her to use her hands to identify the exterior pleasure points on her own body while he watched. She started on her head and proceeded down pointing out every spot she could remember. She lifted into a sit and completed the survey down her mid-section and legs. Ned lowered her onto her back and let her nap on the table.
A barely business suited No 10 brought lunch. She stooped and bent over while preparing the service, revealing a bare crotch under her very short wool pencil skirt. Her extraordinary boobs wobbled beneath the loose sheer blouse. Ned played boss and secretary with her while Julie napped. No 10 squatted between his legs, giving Ned a full view of her unfettered cleavage while lapping his hard cock with her cat like tongue. Julie awoke to find the scene being staged. Ned ordered her over and she helped No 10 boob-job Ned until he shot all over No 10's tits. No 10 departed after serving them the light lunch and removing the cart. Ned had made No 10 leave her blouse open and witnessed his cum dribble through her cleavage and down her torso. After lunch, Ned told Julie her massage and vaginal skills were fine and they could move 'oral' up the schedule.
They started blowjob practice with Ned standing and Julie kneeling, then with him sitting with her kneeling, then finally with Ned prone on the massage table where Julie spent ages heating his passions before relieving his pent-up sexual pressure into her mouth.
The coaching had been effective and was now complete. Ned was satisfied with Julie's capacities and discussed them with her.
"Julie, if you exert yourself hard at your evaluation assessment, I have no doubt you will get the highest scores this Academy has ever seen."
Julie nodded, understanding that the coaching tune-up was complete. She retrieved her top and bottom from the closet.
Gratefully, Julie stood in front of Ned wearing the same teal string bikini she wore when he had arrived earlier that week. She reached for his shoulders and drew his mouth to hers for an extended tongue lashed kiss. She pulled back, but not far and stared into Ned's eyes.
"I can't tell you what this means to me. I couldn't stand the thought of leaving the Total Woman Academy before being absolutely perfect. I want one card from each attending pledge contributor at my senior banquet. Thank you...Thank you...Thank you."
Julie did not move. Ned's face flushed. His fingers plucked loose her bikini ties and each half joined the other on the floor. He pulled back to reach down and verify the oiliness of her cunt. Then he pulled her back in as they executed another tongue filled kiss. He palmed her butt, lifted and walked her straddled body to the bed and hopped in with her beneath him. The bed bounced once and then many times again for an hour as Ned rode her saddle and pumped away. This was not training; it was Thank You and Goodbye. Julie rolled her hips and rhythmically clenched her pussy. Ned curled his toes, rolled back his eyes and cried out his pleasure one last time with Julie.



When Ned regained his senses, he was laying on his back on the bed. Standing alongside as he lay recovering, Julie leaned over and kissed the tip of his flaccid cock. Julie picked up her thong bikini set and, standing naked in her heels at the doorway, blew Ned a kiss and a whispered Thank You as she appreciatively departed the coaching suite for the first time after four days of a superb coaching tune-up session.
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Krista looked up from her computer. Her office atop the high-rise headquarters of her business had a great downtown view. She paused to scan the skyline. She was knee deep in things to do: hedging the commodities market to control a key rare earth metal, reviewing and rejecting another buyout offer, re-arranging her schedule to attend an emergency Total Woman Academy board meeting. Her office door opened without a knock and she turned to confront the intruder. She heard "Got time for a quickie?" and her heart skipped a beat.
Sheldon, the love of her life, stood there grinning. She rose and approached him saying "I'm sorry, not now, too many snags today." As she drew near, Sheldon couldn't decide which view was better, the skyline or Krista's cleavage. He settled for Krista's bountiful cleavage. In addition to those assets, Krista owned a piece of his company and all of his heart. Krista's finger stroked his cheek as she kissed him. Sheldon's groin tingled as Krista hugged her softness to him. She trapped his earlobe lightly in her teeth and her lips whispered "tonight" in his ear.
Five years ago Krista hardly noticed his presence in a room but Sheldon thanked all the gods for that day this Total Woman had stepped into his life. He turned to leave her to her corporate responsibilities and called over his shoulder "I meant a quick lunch but I like your idea better."
Krista was a golden woman, an indefinite blend of European, Asian and African heritage. Her bronze skin, black hair and almond eyes exuded exotic radiance. She had graduated from Total Woman Academy with a degree in Chemical Engineering. She followed that with an MBA and then law school after which she passed the bar exam first time. Krista was a brilliant Total Woman. She interned at a law firm, and then was a junior associate, then an associate within a few years. A partnership should be hers shortly.
She met Sheldon in his role as a prime intellectual asset for a high tech company. Her employer represented the counter-party. They were negotiating a patent dispute, her specialty. Krista would have been a key player by her own credentials. But she used her superior intellect and her Academy trained skills to subtly, but absolutely, dominate the meeting, resulting in a resolution favorable to her client. The counter-party's young scientist/engineer approached her after the meeting. Sheldon had discovered a break-through battery technology that would revolutionize the electric vehicle industry and wanted Krista to file the patent.
That was when the trouble started. Sheldon's employer sued him, relying on their standard employment agreement wherein all patents became the property of the employer. Krista scrutinized the pre-employment agreement and found a change had been incorporated and initialed. It read "(remove-initialed: AA SB) all patents for work performed ^entirely^ (add-initialed: AA SB) at the company facilities". Sheldon had documentation showing that he had done substantial work at his home, i.e., not 'entirely at the company facilities'. Krista handled the negotiations, employing her acquired distractive charms and ended with a favorable settlement agreement. The company formed a subsidiary and shared ownership with Sheldon. Sheldon was ecstatic at the news. He had other technical ideas to patent. Sheldon retained Krista as his permanent personal attorney. Krista handled Sheldon's part of the inevitable IPO and his green-mail stock raid afterwards that surreptitiously purchased control of the entire new company. Sheldon gave Krista 20% ownership in the company as compensation for her brilliant legal work.
After that, Sheldon and Krista had dinner and drinks occasionally with the usual flirtations but Sheldon was no Casanova. Sheldon was neither an athlete nor a nerd. He was a technical genius in love with science. However, by now, Krista had selected Sheldon as her lifelong mate and began Operation Captive Heart.
By and by Sheldon invited Krista to accompany him to the islands for an industry conference he was attending. This was Krista's opportunity to move her plan forward. They checked into a two bedroom suite at a luxury beach front resort. Settling in to the rooms, Krista claimed weariness and asked Sheldon if a room service evening meal was okay. Sheldon, absorbed in some technical reading, agreed since that would give him free time to review the conference agenda and technical submittals.
Sheldon was still reading when Krista called to him to dinner. Room service had delivered a candle-lit dinner onto their private balcony. Sheldon lurched to a halt. Krista stood in a silvery mid thigh strapless cocktail dress which was struggling mightily to encase her magnificent form. Sheldon forgot the technical submittals. Seated opposite Krista, Sheldon ate the food and drank the view across the table. Krista glided around the table and handed him a champagne flute. Sheldon gazed up at her as she clinked his glass and said "Congratulations on your successes and your generosity to me. I haven't thanked you properly for all the good you have brought into my life."
Sheldon choked out a "Me neither". She leaned over and kissed his trembling lips. Krista took Sheldon's hand and led him inside to her side of the suite.
Her moonlit bedroom was the perfect stage. Krista pretended trouble with the dress's zipper and Sheldon was surprisingly smooth when he reached around her and helped. Her unrestrained breasts fell into his view. His unrestrained hands rose to caress the nipples. She loosed his shirt and pants, pleased to discover that Sheldon's brain was not his only plus-sized organ. She fondled it gently as she finalized her disrobement of the scientist. Kneeling in heels and panties, Krista kissed, sucked and swallowed the cockhead, tonguing the area beneath the crown. Sheldon's knees gave way and he fell back onto the bed lightheaded. She stayed with him, locked in lust, not releasing his tool from her mouth and continuing the stimulation. Krista heard his breathing quicken and slowly backed him out of her opening. "We have all night, let's try something different." She climbed up and over his legs and boosted him onto the middle of the bed.
She lay next to him and began kissing him in special places. He was hard as a rock. Sliding up and over him, this time from the side, she sat on his pelvis, raised her own and placed him. A few progressive strokes and she had him lodged to the root. Krista felt his tip thump her cervix, he was that long. Sheldon rolled her sideways, still joined at the groin. He lay over her, took control and pumped like an engine. Her hips rocked and rolled, her muscles clamped down and her slick tube stroked his rod as she gave Sheldon her all. Sheldon responded with his all, flowing into her as she clutched his chest to her boobs.
Krista now lay next to Sheldon who stared at the ceiling as she stirred his sweaty chest with an index finger. She finger walked down his abdomen to laze figure 8's on his prick. Sheldon tensed and grunted, more like a sharp moan. He was hard and Krista slid her soft fingers around and around until he peaked and softened again. Krista took him by the hand to the bathroom and the ready garden tub. Sheldon lay back as Krista rubbed away his worries with soap slickened breasts. She rinsed away his cares with gentle sponges. Sheldon stared at her nude beauty the entire time. He had never found any woman that made him feel this content and relaxed. And this was the same woman who had helped to make him rich. Sheldon knew there was no one else for him. The weekend saw room service delivering every meal to their room. Other than twice making love in the morning standing on the balcony, they never felt direct sunlight.
On the final morning before the flight, Sheldon realized he had missed every conference session. Just as well. He would have spent most of the time heckling and arguing with the presenters, whose papers he found scientifically laughable. Why correct their errors and increase his company's competition? Why crush them intellectually in public when he could crush them commercially in the marketplace? And he wanted this Total Woman by his side for the rest of his life.
MINUTES OF THE TOTAL WOMAN ACADEMY BOARD OF DIRECTORS
The Meeting was called to order by the Chairwoman. Formal Reading of last meeting's minutes which had been distributed to the board members was waved and approved unanimously.
COMMITTEE REPORTS:
Safety & Security
No security incidents. Senior Move was successful and uneventful. The old senior facility location was compromised by its use for the Senior Banquet. Donations to appropriate officials squelched any repercussions.
Scholarship & Education
Mrs. Smith, as senior housemother, reported that several coaching tune-ups had taken place with satisfactory results. One involved temporary easing of the discretion rules but produced indications that seniors, and some juniors, were aided by live male contact as part of their poise development. The committee would investigate its practicality and report back to the Board.
Building & Grounds
Recent events suggested that residence housing and coaching suites at the three lower class level facilities would be beneficial. New facility designs would be produced incorporating these features for the next round of facility moves.
Finances, Alumni Fund & Pledge Contributions
An off-facility soiree by an advanced junior had garnered a substantial pledge contribution but skirted the moral edge of prostitution. Soiree guidelines needed to be reviewed and updated to address these situations in consultation with the Safety & Security and Scholarship & Education committees.
The Alumni Fund was flush with cash as more and more alumni were giving back in gratitude for the life changing Total Woman education they had received. A recent endowment included 5% ownership of an innovative automotive parts manufacturer that had recently gone IPO. Funds were available for the newly planned lower level facilities.
OLD BUSINESS:
Replacement/addition of two Evaluation Assessors: The search continues with TWA Security performing background checks on several candidates.
Disposal of old senior facility by auction or private sale: Auctioneers engaged and advertising commenced. Auction scheduled for next month.
NEW BUSINESS
Investigation of a Master/Graduate level academy:
Mrs. Smith suggested the Scholarship & Education and Buildings & Grounds committees investigate the potential for a graduate level facility for recent graduates and transfers from outside college campuses.
There being no more business, the meeting was adjourned.
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Ned and Mrs. Jones walked through the newest Total Woman Academy facility. The post-graduate facility would be used for returning graduates and training of undergraduate staff. It included the same fixtures, furnishings and accoutrements of the senior facility except for the guest residence which was unnecessary.
The common rooms included enlarged dining, exercise, yoga and massage areas. Each suite included garden tub and opened onto the pool and sundeck. The rooms were soundproofed to help isolate them from the each other and the rest of the building.
The committee report urged that offsite soirees for senior students with pledge contributors be discontinued. Public displays outside safety and security of the guarded facility were too risky. Pledge contributors had new options: individual or small group rendezvous with volunteer seniors at the post-graduate facility, small group gatherings with other pledge contributors and graduates, attendance at Academy sponsored events like the senior banquet.
The post-graduate banquet event would be held at this facility with the past year's seniors returning for the event. They would explore whether the pledge contributors who had not offered them a card would be interested in reconsidering.
Limousines arrived and disgorged pledge contributors in tuxedos. Recent graduates had arrived earlier and occupied their individual suites. Wearing masquerade costumes to conceal their identities, they greeted the masked and tuxedoed pledge contributor guests in the large ballroom. They wore the same type of waist placard medallion with career major and cumulated poise score. Their neck medallion number corresponded with their suite number. The graduates circulated the room in conversation and, when interested, gave a pledge contributor a one of their three tokens with their number. Following dinner and dancing, the graduates retired to their suites to await enticed guests.
Lexie waited in her suite wearing her revealing cat suit costume. She hoped one of her choices would join her there. A chime sounded when one of her tokens was inserted in the room door lock. Lexie granted her visitor electronic entry. A masked and tuxedoed gentleman entered. The door would reject another token until Lexie reset it. Lexie thought her visitor looked familiar but all the pledge contributors were unrecognizable wearing masks and tuxedos.
The gentleman stood silently and, with palms downward, motioned her to her hand and knees. Lexie crawled to him like a cat, rubbed against his legs and purred. He touched her head, put his fingers under her chin and guided her upwards. In her heels, she easily stood face to face with his mask. He reached out and removed her mask. It would impede her next step. She reached to do the same for him but he stopped her. His fingers loosed the tabs on her minimal cat suit and it fell away to expose her beautiful body. Leaving the mask alone, Lexie worked carefully to remove the gentleman's tux. The job was lessened when she discovered he wore no briefs. Standing in his shirt, he motioned her downward again. She was faced with his cock. She had accumulated much training and experience applicable to this situation and knew what to do. She swallowed the prick and sucked it deep. The gentleman popped so quickly it surprised her.
She led him to the bed, lay down and the gentleman mounted her without preliminaries. His recent spend did not slow him down. The bed bounced to their rhythm and the gentleman took longer and she came with him this time. They retired to the bathroom and Lexie used warm towels to clean him. At that point, the mask slipped and, to her amazement, she recognized the gentleman as her company department vice president. He smiled. "I convinced one of your choices to trade. I have dreamed of fucking you ever since you were hired. Company policy prevented me from acting on my desires. You have fulfilled my every hope. Next week, you be offered a lateral promotion out of my department and, if you want, we can continue our relationship openly."
Her soon-to-be ex-manager turned to leave but Lexie tackled him from behind and practically dragged him to bed. He had her answer and spent the night in orgasmic bliss. The door lock wasn't reset until noon the next day when they finally stopped from hunger and dehydration.
The following week, Lexie was summoned to the company president's office. Her department vice-president had approved a transfer for Lexie to a lateral position in a different department. The company president reviewed her file and said "I am inclined to reject this transfer. It is not in the best interests of the company to have you working at that level. The current department head will not like you coming in to his department from elsewhere. And that is the problem. Your current success outshines his and I think you should be rewarded with more than a lateral transfer. I am more inclined to promote you to head of that department. Do you think you can achieve better results with what is now a poorly motivated team?" Lexie accepted the challenge.
When she was settled into her new corner office, she called her former department head and arranged a rendezvous for that evening to celebrate. She was now free to develop a relationship with him. Both Lexie and he were apparently being groomed for executive level management and Lexie intended to get there under her own credentials. All is fair in love and war. Let the games begin.
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Nadia entered the office building atrium through the rotating doors. Her heels clicked on the marble floor as she strode to the reception desk. Her fitted business suit was an expensive charcoal grey pinstripe with knee length skirt. Her hair shone in the sunlight.
"I have an interview appointment with the vice president of corporate relations, Mr. Black." The security guard checked his list and asked Nadia for identification. She leaned over and fumbled in her shoulder sling portfolio. The guard got a grand view of mountains of creamy cleavage down the unbuttoned top of her silky blouse. She caught him peeking when she stood. Verifying her identity, the guard directed her to the bank of elevators.
On the ride up she checked her appearance in the mirrored elevator walls. She thought she looked appropriately business like as well as attractively distracting. That was good. Her education at the Total Woman Academy had primed her for this potential job. With a degree in Computer Engineering, she had worked for several software developers, as programmer and sales representative. A headhunter had contacted her about a highly lucrative position with a major specialty software firm. The position was titled Client Retention Professional. Unbeknownst to her, the headhunter was a subsidiary of TWA Security.
She exited the elevator and walked to the receptionist seated in the lobby. She said that Nadia was expected and that Mr. Black was ready to see her.
After the usual pleasantries, Mr. Black offered her a cushioned wooden visitor's seat in the casual area of the office. He sat directly across a low coffee table on a couch. Mr. Black had reviewed her credentials that had been presented by the headhunter and found her training and experience to be more than ample to the task. He now found her beauty to be more than ample to the position. He wanted to explore whether her poise was ample to the expected pressure. Placing her resume on the low table between them, Mr. Black began.
Black: "Why do you want this particular job?"
Nadia: "I think this job will develop my career and business assets. This firm gives me more opportunities for advancement to the top." And Nadia thought: From the look of advanced firmness in your pants, I think you want an opportunity to view my developed assets from a top position.
Black: "What special qualifications do you bring?"
Nadia: "I am summa cum laude in Computer Engineering with extensive experience handling special production software." And she thought: I am also an expert in special poise knowledge and have extensive experience handling special hard-ware and its productions.
Black: "Are you good in pressure situations?"
Nadia: "I can handle hard conditions that I encounter. My associates comment on how we finish with good outcomes. I bounce into action and relieve working pressure with poise." And she thought: My favorite chore is to handle hard conditions. My bouncy encounters finish with a release of pressure and an outcome of semen.
Black: "Can you suck up to a customer's ego as necessary? Even the wimps?"
Nadia: "I can be the perfect hostess or guest to anyone, even the wimps. I am willing to pull out the stops to please our software's users." And she thought: I can suck up, down, around and over any guest with confidence. I know how to pull, stroke and rub as they whimper "Don't Stop".
Black: "Are you able to travel on a moment's notice?"
Nadia: "My schedule can be is very flexible and accommodating." And thinking: After years of yoga, my body is more flexible and accommodating than you can imagine.
Black: "Where do you see yourself five years from now? How will you fit in?"
Nadia said: "I hope the company will recognize my talents and provide fitting promotions and compensations." And thinking: I see myself fitted over the cock of a talented rising-star executive at one of your company's clients or competitors.
During, the interview, Nadia frequently leaned forward to highlight points on her resume. Whenever she did, Mr. Black got a good view of her cleavage almost to the highlighted points. She would lean back and re-cross her legs, flashing him a shot all the way to her flesh colored thong. Mr. Black didn't want the interview to ever end but he had other appointments.
"Would you like to continue the interview process later?" The usual fumbled pass.
Nadia deflected it by saying that further talk was useless. "Let me show you what I can do." That perked Mr. Black's interest. "Give me your toughest client who is declining to renew their annual software maintenance contract with your company. If I retain the account, I keep that client in my portfolio and get all future sales commissions. Deal?" Mr. Black agreed and gave her a file for a robotic manufacturing firm which maked parts for aerospace vehicles.
Mr. Black escorted her to the elevator. He shook her hand and held its soft warmth uncomfortably long. "I hope you are successful. I look forward to more opportunities for you to show me what you can do." She smiled and turned into the elevator and the doors closed.
Fucking Toad! Total Woman Academy had ingrained in her the philosophy of NEVER fishing in the company pond. Even without those values, this pathetic looser named Black wasn't getting closer than arm's reach of her body.

Nadia entered the lobby of the factory and was escorted to the factory manager's office. Mr. Locke greeted her and now regretted his decision to slough off this meeting to his head of production. "I'm sorry but I must attend a corporate regional meeting. We are expanding and shuffling management personnel. It's just as well that you meet with Mr. Keyes who will soon be permanently assuming management of this facility and possibly the region. He is a brilliant Mechanical Engineer and has caught the CEO's notice with his attention to detail and quality control. But he is a very hard man to please." Nadia thought she recognized Jeffery Keyes name. Anyway, Nadia enjoyed a challenge. I know numerous ways to please a hard man she thought.
Mr. Keyes occupied an all glass office suspended over the manufacturing floor. It surveyed all areas of the manufacturing line. Below, Nadia saw numerous glass cubicles occupied not by men but by robotic arms welding and assembling complicated contraptions. A few white coated lab technicians monitored the many control panels outside of the cubicles.
Mr Keyes began the meeting roughly. "Your company has sold us damaged goods. Your software controlling the robotic arms is imprecise and can't meet the quality control standards of NASA specifications. You have had two chances to correct it and it still isn't working to spec. I am NOT sorry to say we are buying our software from someone else. Your software is costing us a lot of revenue."
Nadia flushed at his directness. The mood was tense. Nadia replied "I have reviewed the problem and I am pretty sure it is simply a matter of reloading a 64-bit interface to match your robots' accuracy. If you will give us just one more chance, I think I can firm up the situation to your satisfaction. I will give it my personal attention. "
Mr. Keyes looked disgusted and waved her away with the back of his hand. Dumb blonde thinks she can correct the problem with....wait a minute, THAT MIGHT WORK! Why hadn't he thought of that? Mr. Keyes stood up and ordered Nadia, "Follow me." They strode to the manufacturing floor and checked a few of the integrated control displays and talked about the procedure needed to replace the interfaces.
They returned to Mr. Keyes office. He asked her to call him Jeffery and Jeffery was in a more good-humored mood. The CEO had pestered him mercilessly about this problem which it appeared this pretty woman had solved. Nadia sat across his desk in the visitor chair and they discussed the next steps. Nadia leaned over and reached into her portfolio for the annual software maintenance contract and a business card. When she leaned up Jeffery's eyes flitted back to her face and he blushed. She slid the contract across the desk and Jeffery signed it with a flourish. As she retrieved the signed contract, she slid the business card across the desk. Jeffery idly picked it up and handed it back saying, "Nadia, this is one of MY old cards." Nadia smiled widely as she giggled "Yes, I was hoping it was."
Puzzled, Jeffery turned the card over and suddenly it felt like his chair, the office floor and his world had fallen out from under him. He stared at the TWA logo counter-stamped on the back. It was the card he had deposited years ago at some risqué college event he had attended. He looked up. Nadia was near bursting trying not to laugh. "If you don't remember ME maybe you remember winning the bid for my bra. I think it looked a lot like this one." She spread her lapels showing all the cleavage she could and still claim to be dressed. Jeffrey was mesmerized. She stood to go. "I have a suite at the Hilton. Dinner is at eight o'clock on my balcony. Be on time. I hear you are a hard man to please and I accept the challenge. That auctioned bra you won may find its twin."

Nadia was in her hotel suite at eight o'clock dressed to the 'nines': heels, perfume, dress, makeup, all perfect. The door chimed. She opened it to a very handsome Jeffery. He carried flowers and an apology for being bad-mannered when the first met, or rather, unknowingly, the second time they met. She oohed and aahed as she took his gift. Nadia walked arm in arm with Jeffery to the candlelit balcony table where they spend a couple hours sharing their careers and dreams. Jeffery was frustrated by the corporate inertia holding him back at the company. Nadia wanted more from her career but from her social life as well.
Finally, Nadia stood, took Jeffery's hand, and said, "Let have our dessert inside." She led him to her spacious bedroom. Beauty and poise classes had taught Nadia that, although men postured that scents and candle light were for a woman's sensual awakening, the right combination of scents counter-balancing her perfume, worked on men as well. They undressed each other slowly. She giggled when he put her bra aside to carry home to its mate. Returning to the matter at hand, he rubbed her back as they kissed for the first time. They lay on the bed and Nadia used her hands, mouth, legs, toes, hair, everything to light Jeffery's fire. Her own cries of ecstasy joined his as his cock extinguished their flames when he hosed his essence into her cunt. Nadia was sure she could find more ways to please him. She wanted to be this hard man's companion during his bright prosperous journey through life.
Jeffery wondered how soon he could return to work. He would program his robots to fabricate one perfect set of engagement and wedding rings, and then delete the program. He had a new goal in his search for perfection: a perfect lifelong bond with Nadia: the perfect businesswoman and the perfect love mate.



        Total Woman Academy 15

        Olivia, a sophomore.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/total-woman-academy-15

Title: Total Woman Academy 15

Author: bhuff

Category: Novels and Novellas

Description: Olivia, a sophomore.

Tags: college, tune-up, doggie, flexibility, coed, breasts, sitting, yoga, reverse, rear

Series: Total Woman Academy


Karl beheld Olivia across the dining room at the sophomore facility. It was Topless Tuesday and the students had reverted to the freshman dress code for the day: shoes with bikini or thong panties only. It was lunch time and he was scheduled for an afternoon coaching tune-up with her.
Olivia had the most fantastic tits Karl could imagine. Nosecone boobs with perfect puffs of nipples begging kisses and foundling. She was sitting with friends and her laughter jiggled the mounds of bounteous beauty. Karl approached Olivia's table with an obvious erection bulging his gym shorts. Karl spoke sharply to her. "I will be in the coaching suite at 1 PM. Please be on time! I have a second appointment after yours." He walked off to prepare the room and await her attendance.
Karl was sitting in a chair in the middle of the room when Olivia knocked softly and entered the coaching tune-up suite. Her breasts moved on her chest with each step, something between a bounce and a ripple as her high heels altered her natural step. She stood silently; looking expectantly at Karl's face for an indication of how to proceed. Karl let her wait while he surveyed her luscious curves. Olivia finally flinched, giving Karl an excuse to speak harshly to her.
Karl asked "Why have you asked for a coaching tune-up?"
Olivia confirmed what Karl had been told: "I need more training in hands and knees position."
Karl thought a while about how to proceed. Finally he hoisted himself out of the chair. "Follow me."
Karl moved to the yoga mat covered exercise area of the spacious coaching-tuneup suite.
"Over here." He commanded. "Let's test your flexibility and hip action first."
Olivia strode forward and bent down to remove her heels. Her bounteous boobs dangled beneath her chest and Karl's cock twitched inside his shorts. Olivia stood tall and stepped delicately onto the matted surface.
After going through a standard routine of stretches and poses, Karl placed Olivia in a down dog position. As she formed an inverted V, he stood behind her. His groin was higher than hers.
"Keep your hands on the mat but bring them back towards your feet as far as you can."
Olivia hand walked backward and her hips rose higher but still did not attain the height of Karl's crotch.
"Hold that pose a moment." Karl retrieved some assist blocks. "Step on these." With the 4-inch blocks under her feet, Olivia's cunt was now equal height to Karl's cock.
"In the future, you must take note of your partner's height and plan ahead for any utilities you might need in this position." Olivia nodded her understanding.
With his hands on her hips, Karl guided Olivia away from the blocks and dropped himself to a kneeling upright position behind her. Olivia bent her knees enough to place her hips at the proper elevation for coitus. Karl knelt back further to rest his ass on his heels. Olivia moved with him, maintaining the groin to groin contact throughout the move while keeping her feet on the floor and her knees bent. They watched their re-positions in the mirrored walls of the yoga space.
Karl shoved her off his lap and returned to kneeling upright at the assist blocks. Olivia returned to classic hands and knees pose, using the blocks to elevate her ass to his groin.
"Well, you seem able to position yourself appropriately. Let's try it with hip thrusts and rolls."
Olivia held her pose as he stood. Karl yanked apart her thong's side ties, whipped the skimpy garment off and threw it aside off the mats. The tugging actions quivered Olivia's chest and Karl admired again her jittering boobs reflected in the mirrors. He waited impatiently until she recognized his expectant look in the mirror. Suddenly, she understood and scampered to turn around. She carefully removed Karl's shorts and folded them before placing them off the mats. She returned to her spot.
Karl remained standing and Olivia re-positioned her assist blocks. She backed up and rubbed her bare pussy in small moves along his flaccid dick. Karl let her work his shaft along her cunt lips until he began to harden from the warmth and slickness. He dropped to upright kneeling. Olivia watched in the mirrors as she bent and shifted her cunt to this new spot. She had more freedom of movement here and rubbed up and down, around and around his prick while it continued to grow. As he stiffened further, Olivia gently bumped his groin to exhibit in and out skills. Karl reached out and held Olivia's hips in his hands adjusting the timing. He stopped her and held her tight against him. Karl slowly folded to his knees, taking her along. She kept her knees off the floor during the move and balanced on three points: hands, feet and groin.
Dress rehearsals completed, Karl was ready for a real run-through with Olivia. He pushed her back into down dog with her feet on the assist blocks. Using her mirrored reflection to guide her actions, Olivia reached back between her legs and lowered Karl's hard cock from upright to horizontal. She fixed her moist folds athwart Karl's tip and rolled her hips up and down.
Karl decided to assist. He held her hips and poked with back and forth thrusts until he was fully seated. After that, they set a graceful rhythm that dragged Karl's sensitive crown along Olivia's crenelated vaginal walls. Karl was fascinated with Olivia's uneven inner texture. It seemed to be pleasantly rippled and added much to the experience.
Halfheartedly, Karl unpegged himself and lowered his knees to the mat. Olivia dropped her hips, realigned and reamed onto his slick stiffness. More pleasurable thrusting followed with shorter strokes matching the reduced freedom of movement. Karl held her fast against his groin as he lowered his ass to heels. Olivia stayed locked on. Now she combined hip rolls, hip rocks, strokes and vaginal clamping in random actions that scraped Karl's shaft and knob over her G-spot and every other spot in her rippled spongy passage. Karl watched her boobs oscillate in tempo.
Karl placed his hands on her shoulders and pulled her upright. Olivia reached back and interlocked her hands behind Karl's neck, anchoring her back to his chest. He reached around and palmed her warm, pliable breasts, lifting them even higher than her arched back had done. He stopped trying to move his hips and prick, letting Olivia supply the motions. He gripped hard on the boob masses. His thumbs brushed her nipples and he watched her face in the mirrors.
Olivia's eyes were closed and a dreamy expression covered her face. The room had a wistful silence, except for their light breathing and squishing of their interlocked groins. Ned kneaded her boobs as he continually brushed her nipples. Her nubs became solid little cylinders and he couldn't resist an occasional pinch and roll. Olivia's breathing got increasingly amplified, moaning low on the outbreaths. Karl felt his own finish approaching as well.
Olivia turned her head; eyes closed, she found Karl's open mouth and panted into it, lashing her tongue around his. Olivia's back arched even farther and she cried out her pleasure, hearing Karl's growl as he decorated her palpitating passageway with semen. The pair hugged each other through the crest of heat and relaxed slowly in the embrace.
Karl recovered first to find Olivia's bowed body held by his prick and hands. He gently squeezed her boobs as a sign for her to return from her stupor. Her eyes fluttered and she unclasped his neck, placing her hands over his on her boobs. They gazed at each other in the mirror. Olivia stirred further and rising, helped Karl get up and led him to the shower, where they cleaned away the 'coaching' residue under the warm pulsing jets.
Olivia and Karl felt refreshed after toweling each other down. They retrieved their shorts, panties and shoes. Olivia gave Karl a final hug, rubbing her nipples side to side on his chest. She turned and her body wiggled and jiggled as she left the suite.
Karl collapsed into the upholstered arm chair. He hoped to be Olivia's coach again soon. He admired her attitude and fantastic hard work. He could also hope to be Olivia's evaluator when she was eligible to be promoted to Junior. That would give him a full day and night to rediscover her charms, enhanced even more by the intervening training.
Karl heard a knock; it was his 2 o'clock appointment. "You may enter" he called. His next coaching tune-up appointment, topless, toned and pensive, glided meekly through the door.
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Ned made his way from his residential suite to the coaching tune-up suite at the junior facility. His assignment was Portia to whom he would give an Evaluation Assessment. Grueling as the long junior assessments were, Ned still liked to see a student's full range of skills accumulated over three terms at the Academy.
As he waited in the suite, Portia was being prepared and preened by her friends. They helped her shave her private parts, legs and underarms. Her skin was lightly lotioned to a mild sheen. Her straight hair smoothed to a bow shape that framed her makeup enlightened face. All the while, her friends were giving her tips and recommendations. She should use her whole body when testing to make maximum use of her size and weight. For Portia was one of the most petite students at the Total Woman Academy. Lightly scented, wrapped in a translucent belted nightgown and wearing heels, Portia marched to her appointment with Ned at the coaching tune-up suite.
A small knock alerted Ned to Portia's arrival and he granted entry. He was charmed by the little woman standing before him. His first reaction was a concern that the "Destiny problem" might interfere with an unrestricted full Evaluation Assessment. He would need to work quickly through the freshman touch, massage and masturbation portion and get on top of the sophomore vaginal and junior oral curriculums.
Ned invited Portia to join him at the massage table. He lay on his stomach as she began to manipulate his back, legs and arms with her hands. Ned was not impressed with her strength but understood her size prevented a firm kneading. He was unprepared but impressed with her ingenuity when Portia climbed up and walked his back and legs, using her total weight to press her toes and soles into his flesh. She stepped aside on the table and Ned rolled over on his back. Portia rolled his legs with one sole while balancing the other on the edge of the table. She decided her efforts must be effective when she saw Ned's cock lengthen and thicken. She sat high on his thighs and gave his cock a first class gleaming until Ned erupted intensely onto his stomach and chest. She held his manhood while it shrank. Portia retrieved warm towels to clean him and afterward maintained his glow by lying her body prone on his groin and chest. They dozed.
Ned awoke in a dreamland of Portia's majestic scent. He stirred her awake and led her to the bathroom. She was still wearing the belted nightrobe and panties. Ned tugged the belt and unraveled it from her compact form. He drew on one lapel and the robe glided off her body, out of his hands and onto the tiled floor. Portia pirouetted slowly to assist in her disrobement. The remaining panties were soon discarded to join the robe. Ned sat on the edge of the tub, feet outside, as Portia approached her thighs to his knees. He reached out to check her moisture and found her cunt lips to be warm and wet. Portia bow-walked over his legs and placed the tip of his erection along her supple pink gash.
Suddenly, she plunged downward and speared half of Ned into herself. Ned's tip bumped a barrier and for a moment he thought she might be a virgin. She retreated to quarter-length and plunged again. Ned's knob popped through her cervix and he was fully embedded. Portia rolled her hips rubbing his tip against the walls of her womb. She kissed and suckled his erect nipples. The sensations and the notion of this new mode of arousal took away Ned's control and he sprayed his seed deep in her core.
Portia remained on his dwindling rod as she reached over and started the bathwater. They waited for the bath to fill meanwhile kissing deeply and passionately. Ned was star struck and couldn't dream of letting her out of his arms.
Ned stood up with her held to his chest and stepped into the tub. He lowered them both into the sudsy bath. Portia receded off Ned and sat across from him, her feet stirring around his prick. In time, it showed renewed life. She reached out and retrieved a bolster cushion which she placed under Ned's butt as he lay in the tub's built-in backrest. Bending double, she opened wide and took the nexus of his elevated cock halfway into her mouth. Ned felt the flesh at her throat bump his tip. Breathing deep and then holding it, Portia shoved the full length in with the tip entering her throat. A few deep strokes later, Ned's control strayed again and he fed her his semen.
Toweling off Ned, Portia redressed in her almost transparent ensemble. She kissed Ned who had collapsed into bed. Confident that her skills were acceptable, Portia left the suite to pack for her journey to the senior facility. Despite superficial shortcomings, Portia had passed her Evaluation Assessment in the most uncommon manner Ned had ever experienced.
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Mrs. Smith asked Ned to help her with a recruitment function. The Scholarship Committee had recruited a limited group of freshman college transferees and was staging an orientation event off facility. The private event was being held at a resort hotel and Gillian, a TWA Board member, would attend as the guest lecturer. She would initiate the new candidates to the Total Woman Academy philosophy, curriculum, standards and approaches to a total college education. In addition, Quinella, an advanced senior, would provide an informal but experienced student's view in a question and answer meet and greet session.
Ned would accompany Quinella by limousine and lend a helping hand to her efforts however he could. They departed in the afternoon and arrived at the resort in the evening. Ned and Quinella were ensconced in a suite with two bedrooms. After dinner, the two retired to their suite and after small talk, went to their separate bedrooms for the night.
Ned awoke in the early hours to soft light glowing from the main room. Quinella was standing in the doorway. She moved toward his bed and ambled, on hands and knees, over the covers and lay by Ned's side. "I can't sleep", she murmured and laid her head on the edge of his pillow. Quinella was naked.
Ned shrouded his nose in the fragrant hair atop her head and reached out to rub his thumb over her exposed nipple. For a blond, she had unusual dark umber areoles and the nubs were now prominent with her arousal. She turned her head upward and they pecked a kiss. Her hand found his organ. Quinella rolled on her back and Ned rolled on his side continuing to enjoy the mutual touching. Now both nipples were available and his hand alternated from one to the other and back again. Quinella continued her manipulation of Ned's tool. Some time passed. Neither partner was in a hurry.
Ned decided tasting was better than touching and moved his mouth over her nearest nipple. Kisses, tongue laps, lips pressing down to remold the elasticity, tender tooth grips extending the masses upward into perfect geometric cones brought forth murmurs and moans. The play extended until Ned felt too aroused to continue with simple petting. The nipple playing was going to turn into genital frolicking. He rose up and moved completely over Quinella. She invited him into the portal between her wide open thighs. He entered without knocking. Strokes deep, strokes shallow, strokes rapid and strokes abated set the rhythm.
The sex went on for a long time but eventually, the sensations of Ned's cock scrapping Quinella's spongy tunnel walls led both lovers to swoon simultaneously. Following crisp drawn-out cries, they collapsed motionless to the mattress. Quinella rubbed Ned's back and motioned his dismount. "I'm feeling sleepier now. Thanks." She closed her eyes and dozed off next to Ned. Ned also rejoined his slumbers.
Ned awoke with the unusual but pleasant sensation of a morning blowjob. Quinella's head was under the covers bouncing them like a fluttering sail. Seeing no need to interrupt or help, he lay back in the pillow and closed his eyes. Quinella's tongue wrapped one side of the shaft and then the other. She lapped it over the top whenever the tip approached the inside of her lips but never let it completely out of her mouth.
Occasionally, she would plunge down and take the knob in her throat, using swallowing waves to stroke the knob and the back of her tongue to press on the area just beneath. When she heard Ned start to breathe more deeply, Quinella began a low hum in her throat, adding gentle vibrations to the mix of sensations.
Ned raised his head and looked down. He reached out and ripped back the covers; Quinella made eye contact and actually smiled around the probe in her mouth. Ned reached his limit and sprayed his milky essence into the smile.
In the shower, Quinella and Ned cleansed each other. Ned watched as a naked Quinella applied her makeup everywhere. He was intrigued with the way nipple make-up made boobs appear larger. She asked him to inspect her work and he was pleased to comply. After a close and personal inspection, including visual, tactile and taste inspection, Ned pronounced the results adequate.
That day was all business for Quinella who answered all questions frankly and praised the intellectual, beauty and poise courses required to achieve Total Woman Academy alumni status. She inferred that the recreational prospects could be just as rewarding if a student took advantage of sporadic poise practice whenever available.
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Rosiya was happier than she had been since leaving home in Central Europe. Her parents were not wealthy but were keen on her education. They had pooled their little money and launched Rosiya towards her future in an American college. Now she relayed the news that she was transferring to a school where she had been offered a full scholarship with room and board. She would continue her studies in Biology, with an eye on medical school.
Mrs. Franks met Rosiya exiting the facility's limousine in front of the Total Woman Academy portico. Her new charge was excited and fairly bounced out of the car. "Good morning, Rosiya. Welcome to Total Woman Academy. We are happy to have you here. Please follow me to my office and we will get you settled in."
Mrs. Franks reviewed Rosiya's records and confirmed with her that Rosiya understood the nature and extent of Total Woman Academy curriculum and goals. Rosiya answered her questions straightforward and did not show shyness or hesitation when she recapped the sexual portions of the training as she understood them. Mrs. Franks alerted her assistant and said "Let's get you started." Three young ladies entered the room wearing only heels and different colored bikini bottoms.
"Rosiya, these three are your new roommates. As you can see, they are wearing the freshman class standard daily uniform. From now on, please conform to this rule." Unabashed, Rosiya stood and removed her sundress and undergarments. She donned the heels and colored panties handed to her by her new roommates and followed them to her new lodgings.
Throughout the day, Rosiya followed her roommates as they toured the facility. Pool, sundeck, yoga studio, massage room, computerized classrooms, dining room, housing and kitchen. They ended before a door labeled COACHING TUNE-UP. The small bank of enunciator lights was mounted over the door. Green meant the room was unoccupied. A yellow light indicated Knock before Entering and a red light meant Do Not Disturb. The light was green, they were allowed to enter.
Her roommates reviewed the fixtures in the room with Rosiya: the bathroom, moveable wing massage table with warmed towel supply beneath, the large bed and the sitting/eating area and private balcony. As they were leaving, a man and student entered the room. They acknowledged their presence before Rosiya and her roommates left the room. The light above the door turned yellow. One roommate commented "Only a coaching tune-up today. If it was an evaluation assessment, the door light would be red."
Rosiya's studies went well that year. She was acing her online Biology classes. She really enjoyed the massage, exercise and makeup training. The topless nudity became so commonplace she didn't even notice it anymore. The poise classes were fun. She learned sensual anatomy and played the touch game with her classmates. She practiced male massage and masturbation on male anatomy mockups, some with biofeedback. The end of the year approached and Mrs. Franks told her she would be given a coaching tune-up session to get some live practice.
Rosiya stood before the Coaching Tune-up suite door with its yellow light glowing. She knocked and a voice within granted her entry. She proceeded inside and closed the door, standing with courtesy wearing only her black heels and string tied thong. A nude man stood in the middle of the yoga area. "Please come over here. My name is Karl and I will be your coach today." Rosiya moved to the yoga area, removed her heels and walked onto the matted floor. For the next hour, Karl put the topless Rosiya through a yoga routine designed to test her strength and flexibility. He helped her into some of the more difficult positions and hand checked her underlying musculature for firmness and tone. Her breasts and tight smooth butt cheeks received lots of attention. Rosiya next played the touch game with a closed eyes Karl sitting on a stool. On the massage table, she kneaded Karl's front and back muscles.
During the sensuous massage, Rosiya caressed all of Karl's outlying regions before resting astraddle his upper thighs. Karl began to coach her on proper male masturbation.
"Use lotion or oil to lubricate your hands and my cock during this part of the session and reapply as necessary. Move your palm gently beneath the shaft and curl your fingers around the top. Use the pad of your thumb to touch the area below the V of the crown. Use your circled thumb and index finger to rub the rim of the knob. Ooh, yes, that's it....Now put your index finger tips on the knob's slit and wriggle it as if you want to push inside, but be gentle. Okay, now use your other hand's fingers to cradle the balls and mildly flutter the ends of your fingers to ripple the ball sack....Good....Press your fingers slightly on the prostate region between the ball sack and asshole. If you use that touch at the moment of ejaculation, it will constrict the urethra just enough to increase the male's effort to spurt and increase the intensity of his orgasm."
Rosiya learned all of these techniques and repeated the cycles just short of ejaculation several times. Finally, Karl's face became flush, his breathing deepened; he closed his eyes and stopped speaking. As Karl's breathe quickened, he unexpectedly boosted his hips and Rosiya rode high, pressing her fingers into the area below his balls. She felt a pulse stream beneath her fingertips, first in the tube exiting his prostate and then through the cock shaft. White milky fluid spurted high in the air and landing on Karl's chest and abdomen. Karl growled and howled as three more spurts of decreasing intensity surged into the light of day. His hips curved down to rest again on the table. Rosiya curiously regarded and touched the divided puddles of sperm. This was her first introduction to human semen.
Karl's breathing resumed a normal pace and he was able to speak again. "That was quite good. You have learned well. Get some towels from the shelf underneath the table and wipe off the excess puddles of semen. We will go to the bathtub to finish the cleansing."
They moved to the bathroom and Rosiya demonstrated her knowledge of preparing a bath. Karl settled into the warm water, Rosiya knelt outside the tub and washed Karl's body with luxurious sweeps while he lounged, eyes closed, on the tub's built-in backrest . A few errant swipes brushed his groin and Karl became more interested in the process. He directed Rosiya to remove her panties, get into the tub and coached her on nipple caresses of his chest and cunt lip caressing of his freshly risen cock. She tented his shaft with her slick labia until another climax occurred. Rosiya returned to kneeling outside the tub and finalized Karl's cleanup. Toweling him dry, she retrieved her panties and, helping lay Karl in bed to rest from his labors, thanked him for his help and gave him a full hard kiss. Rosiya left the room feeling much more poised than when she entered.
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Simone sat in the beauty salon chair at the junior facility. Other students were helping her style her hair and apply makeup for a promotional photo-shoot to be used in campus recruitment posters for the Total Woman Academy. She had been selected for her magnificent beauty without regard for her poise or intelligence scores.
The flyers were a way of identifying potential candidates for freshman transfer scholarships. If a candidate showed interest, a recruiter would initiate discrete contact and the application process would begin. A short meeting would be followed by TWA Security performing an increasing extensive background check. Any information that indicated past indiscretions or faults would end an applicant's chances of further consideration without notice.
Simone was preening and prepping in the nude and several of her aides were topless, nude or dressed so skimpily as to be almost nude. The photo shoot would take place at the facility pool deck. The cameramen were preparing the temporary studio with lights and shades. One cameraman was videotaping cameos of the students getting ready.
As the stage was set, the group of students escorted Simone to her labors. Naked, she sat, stood, moved, tilted, bunched her hair, laughed, pouted, looked bold then stern or demur. All the while, the cameras clicked rapidly, capturing high resolution images that would need trifling touch-ups before publication. Her friends chattered encouragement as she moved and posed. "Go, Simi, move it. Wow, what a body. Bend over and shake 'em....."
In the corner of the deck was the tripod video camera continuing its video documentary of the photo shoot. Simone split her time and energy alternately posing for the still photos and camming for the video documentary. The shoot went on for an hour. Afterwards, Simone and the student group jumped in the pool au naturel and spent more time splashing, playing and dunking each other. The cameramen broke down the temporary studio slowly but one distracted cameraman continued video documenting the water show.
As dusk approached, the games ended and the students headed off to dinner, studies and exercise. Afterwards, Simone hurried to the coaching suite. Ned had promised to critique her posing performance and offer tips for future photo shoots.
The coaching tune-up room status enunciator was green so she entered quickly and spent time in the bathroom re-fixing her hair and makeup. When she emerged, Ned had arrived and was loading the afternoon's video onto the TV. Removing his shirt and pants, he crawled into the turned down bed. Simone got in beside him and rested her head on his shoulder. Ned wrapped his arm around her shoulders and idly fingered her nipple. Simone held his flaccid cock.
The behind the scenes documentary video started with a view of the preparation salon filled with beauty. Simone sat lazed back in the nude, knees dropped sideways, as she was preened by her semi-dressed friends. The cameraman had orbited Simone, filming from all angles and perspectives, getting photo proof of her near perfect body shape and skin tone. Ned's flaccid cock became less flaccid.
The view switched to the steady tripod mount on the pooldeck with Simone providing the motion. She twisted, bent and swayed her body offering ripples, jiggles and wiggles of her butt and boobs. She would stand and pose with back arched to emphasize her chest size. She posed down dog and this added to Ned's conviction regarding gravity and position and breast shape.
Ned offered suggestions on stance and motion, especially admiring her ability to modestly shake her boobs without looking tart. Ned's cock was now hard and Simone noted the fact and stroked him lightly.
The cameraman had filmed the pool play. In between the splashing and dunking, the game seemed to be "tag" using quick grabs of boobs and crotches. Wet butts and boobs breeched, porpoised and swayed as students jumped and dove to avoid being "tagged".
Ned's pupils began to dilate and his face flushed. Simone began a determined stroke and watched his face. At the ultimate moment, she dove on his knob with her mouth just as the semen pumped out. She took all his essence onto her tongue. As Ned finished shooting his last rope, Simone gave his cock a solid tongue squeeze, sucked hard to remove any latent cum in the tube and swallowed.
She lay back at Ned's side. "It's easier for cleanup when your cum is in MY stomach instead of all over YOURS." In addition to her intelligence, beauty and poise, Ned admired Simone just as much for her efficiency.
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Tiffany was a Mathematics major and enjoyed games of chance or precision where her mental calculation skills gave her an advantage. Tiffany liked poker and blackjack where she could mentally master odds and probabilities. Dice games such as craps offered the same challenge. Another favorite was pool or billiards where the physical laws of angles, impact and momentum combined to create a sporting challenge. She was engaged in a game of pool with PC-1, a pledge contributor guest for the weekend.
After a warmup round, the inevitable challenge of "Let's make it interesting" arose. The game would be strip pool with each called shot successfully made requiring the other player to remove an article of clothing. Tiffany began by breaking the triangle and then sinking her next shot. PC-1 removed his sandal.
Tiffany lined up the next shot, peeked to see if PC-1 was watching closely, and when he looked away, she purposely misaligned the cue. The shot missed and Tiffany pouted prettily as she moved away from the table. The balls had rolled into easy shot positions for PC-1 who made two shots in a row before missing the third. Tiffany removed both heels. This dropped her height and made her next shots more difficult. Now Tiffany would need to use the table as a brace to elevate herself. She made another shot before grinning as she missed the next. PC-1 removed his other sandal.
PC-1 made two shots so Tiffany removed her shorts exposing a red thong panty. She turned to face PC-1 and, grabbing the hem of her tight tee-shirt, whipped it over her head jostling her full blond hair. Her bra held the generous breasts but they still bounced and settled as the tee shirt set them partially free. PC-1 managed to gain enough focus to try his next shot but missed.
Tiffany made her next two, then missed the third. PC-1 reached for the buttons of his shirt but Tiffany placed her hands on his to stop him. She rubbed his crotch and unbuckled his belt. She removed PC-1's belt and shorts. PC-1 stood in his briefs and shirt. Tiffany reached into the briefs and found a semi-tumescent rod awaiting release from its confines.
PC-1 was so distracted that he completely botched his next shot as did Tiffany. She needed to catchup on the clothes shedding contest. However, her shot did leave a direct line shot that PC-1 managed to sink before missing the next.
Tiffany turned to face PC-1, reached between her boobs to the front catch and snapped it open. The space opened but the bra did not fall away from her breasts. She looked down, looked at PC-1, pouted prettily and shimmied her shoulders. The errant fabric slid aside off the oscillating mounds and then, she leaned over backward, and with her arms hanging downward, the bra fell down past her hands to the floor. As she stood back tall, PC-1 got his first full view of the beauties mounted on Tiffany's torso. The nipples were large and makeup highlighted. She turned back to the game on the table but her gaze lingering for a moment on PC-1's still clothed groin.
Tiffany surveyed the table and dismissed trying any easy shots. Despite her eagerness to remove PC-1's briefs, she was still a competitive gal. She selected another shot requiring a long reach across the table. She leaned over the table dragging her nipples across the velvet. Still out of reach due to her lack of heels, she lifted and braced one leg bent upon the table edge. Tiffany pretended to line up the shot but paused and peered back smiling, a trite invitation to PC-1 who stood behind her staring at her ass and her cameltoed cunt. Tiffany sank the shot and forgetting that she could take another, turned slowly to PC-1 and dropped to her knees in front of him.
Tiffany placed her hands on the waistband of the briefs. and pulling forward to clear the swollen obstruction, lowered the briefs down PC-1's thighs. PC-1's cock was exposed to the free air and Tiffany's searching hands. She lifted one hand to finger the knob and, with the other, hooped the forefinger and thumb, sliding it down the shaft to the base. Propping it up, she gently kissed the tip. Pulling her head and body back, Tiffany smoothed the briefs down and off PC-1's legs and bare feet.
Tiffany stood, returned to the table and selected her next shot, again one that required a long reach across the table. She leaned over the table as before dragging her nipples across the velvet. PC-1 needed no more invitations. He used a finger to slide the panties aside and tactilely appraised her oily slick labia. Finding adequate moisture, he moved to line up his meat cue for a different kind of shot. PC-1 grasped her hips, braced and shoved his cock inside in one stroke. Tiffany jolted, recovered and set her cue stick aside. She placed both palms and both nipples flat on the velvet to hold her position.
The joined partners helped each other. PC-1 held Tiffany firmly against the table side and she rolled her hips in time with the rhythm. PC-1 was so aroused he didn't know how long he could last. Before long, the frictions and vibrations accomplished their assigned tasks. PC-1 shot his ivory colored homage into Tiffany's warmly receptive pocket.
Serenity restored, the paramours stood and exchanged a smooch before Tiffany picked up her winnings in the form of PC-1's discarded clothes and PC-1 gathered his own souvenirs from Tiffany's discards. They left to seek other games somewhere else on the facility grounds.
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Ushia exited the taxi in front of a major company headquarters. Her heels clicked on the sidewalk as she approached the entrance. Her short skirt revealed her long legs, trim and toned, encased in hose. The doorman wore sunglasses and she couldn't see his eyes. But Ushia knew his eyes were following her as her breasts jiggled beneath her woman's business suit. She had worn her most supportive Wonderbra and it was displaying mounds of flesh between the lapels. Her shoulder satchel's strap bisected her cleavage adding to the effect.
The doorman didn't move as she closed on the doorway. Ushia feigned dropping the envelop she held in her hand and stooped next to the doorman to retrieve it, offering him a view of flesh down the opened lapels and a hint of almost exposed nipple atop the underwire bra. She peered upward with a shy smile and picked up the envelope. The doorman no longer had a free view of her cleavage, so decided to perform his duty and opened the door for Ushia. He had not asked her for any ID.
Having gained entry, Ushia proceeded to the elevators and selected the one that took her to the top floor on express. While riding up, she positioned herself beneath the security camera in order to offer the monitoring guard the same visual that the doorman had been offered. At the floor designated for the research division, the elevator stopped and Ushia alighted into the outer office.
The layout of the lobby looked exactly as the task dozier said it would. The TWA Security covert affairs department had obtained building plans from the city building department. They had sent a team after hours to verify that no unpermitted renovations had occurred. But the building was not this task's target; the Director of Research was. Dr Azid was a renowned expert in Middle Eastern art and antiquities and had been helping collectors across the world verify the authenticity of objects appearing on the under the table market from those war torn regions. He was also reported to be the brother of one the Middle East's most brutal terrorists, Diza. That terrorist seemed to defy capture but a recent air drone missile attack was thought to have killed him. A body had been recovered but the physical evidence was scant due to the damage caused by the blast and subsequent fire. A DNA match to covertly verify the remains was needed by intelligence agencies that could then redirect resources or misinform enemies as applicable. Ushia was executing that task requested of TWA Security by the covert agency. As an exceptionally talented Chemical Engineer, Ushia's cover was demonstrating a new paint and pigment chemical analysis device used in art verification.
Ushia said to the receptionist "I have an appointment with Dr. Azid. Is he ready to see me?" The receptionist buzzed Azid who said he could meet with Ushia immediately. The receptionist ushered Ushia into a grand corner office where a dark complexioned man sat behind the desk.
Azid rose and walked to meet Ushia. She noticed his vision never rose above her neck. "Welcome. Please have a seat here on the couch." Ushia sat on a cushion so soft it nearly swallowed her as she sat very low. Azid sat across from her on a divan. His view extended under her skirt.
"So, you have a device that can date the organics and isotopes within a piece of art and tell its age within a few years? That is a remarkable accomplishment." Azid showed only excitement at the news but inwardly he was distraught. His brother's organization had been remanufacturing plausible art pieces from the broken remains of authentic pieces and using the sales proceeds to finance their terrorist actions. This new device must be examined. A way must be found around its capability to undo his past imitation art sales. He must gain this woman's trust and use it against her. As for Ushia, she was amused inwardly that this supposed expert who had been verifying false objects as real for his brother's art clients was dumb enough to believe such technology even existed. So the subterfuge began in earnest for both parties.
"Of course, it is in its early test trials but we feel it has potential. We need a few pilot tests where it can perform in the real world to verify its accuracy. We wanted to test it against some works that you had already verified. We can trust that an expert like you knows the object's true age." Ushia had leaned forward to show enthusiasm for her request but also, by showing some cleavage, to get some enthusiasm going in Azid as well.
"When would the device be available for a demonstration?" Ushia pretended to think and said the device could be delivered to Azid's Research Facility tomorrow. Meanwhile, she would be staying overnight at the hotel renowned as the best in the city.
"I am here alone on this trip and wondered if you knew of a good restaurant" Azid replied that the hotel restaurant where she was staying was one of the best.
"I eat there often myself."
"Well, then. I guess it's dinner alone and a good book in bed tonight."
Ushia returned to her room and freshened up, put on a dynamite cocktail dress and headed for the hotel dining room. Passing through the lobby, she was not surprised to see Azid sitting there. "Aah, Ushia, so nice to see you. Are you going into dinner? I was about to go there myself. Could we sit together? I hate eating alone."
Ushia looked delighted and agreed. Each thought their plan was proceeding smoothly. They spent several hours in conversation, Azid telling of his struggles as a poor boy, getting a chance at college and working his way up the career ladder. Ushia feigned admiration since, in reality, she knew that Azid was the spoiled son of rich parents in the Middle East. His brother had taken the dangerous low road to civil unrest as Azid took the easy high road to affluent life in the West.
"When did you say the device would be delivered?" Azid asked.
"I am not exactly sure. I need to call my office to confirm. Their number is programmed into my cellphone which I left in my room. If you follow me up, I will call to confirm and tell you then."
The elevator lifted them to Ushia's floor. She went into her suite as Azid following her inside. She called to confirm the delivery time and while on hold, opened a bottle of wine from the room service bar. Pouring a glass for Azid and herself, she held the phone waiting for the delivery schedule as she watched Azid take a sip. Azid found the flavor to his liking. Ushia knew he would, his taste in wines was also in his dozier. Azid took a larger swallow. Strangely, wine had never hit him with a buzz this fast. He needed to sit down and he sat on the edge of the bed. Ushia watch as the drugged wine put Azid into a twilight suggestive stupor.
Discarding the phone, Ushia stood in front of Azid's woozy eyes and drew her cocktail dress zipper down her back. It fell off her and revealed her braless breasts to his gaze. She stooped and removed his shoes and pants, followed by the rest of his clothes until he lay face-up naked in bed. He had tried to help her efforts but the drug made his muscle control difficult. Ushia removed her panties but left her heels on. She climbed onto Azid and straddled his upper legs. She grabbed his flaccid penis and set her mind to the amount of work before her. His cock would become hard and he would eventually ejaculate despite the drug but it would take her best efforts to achieve it. The covert agency wanted his sperm for the comparison DNA sample.
Azid felt the touch on his privates and thought maybe he had died unknowingly and Ushia's ghostly outline was the first of the promised 29 virgins. Whether she was or not, he was willing to cooperate as best he could. He lay silently as Ushia began. She stroked him between the thighs, cradled his balls, pressed his perineum and thumbed his knob and slit. He was almost rigid as she pulled long strokes with her hand.
Pausing, she opened a condom, placed it on her lips and used her mouth to roll it down his length. At the bottom, she used swallowing caresses to finish getting him as hard as he was going to be tonight. Rising, she adjusted her hips to target her cunt over his upright cock, and slid down until she touched bottom.
From here on, Ushia used every technique she had learned at the Total Woman Academy to put sensations into Azid's shaft and crown. She performed hip rolls, clenching, side slides and twists. Azid remained with a dazed look on his face. Ushia began to worry that she might reach a climax before Azid. Any pause in her rhythm as she recovered her senses could mean starting over. Expedited measures were needed.
Ushia took Azid's hands and placed them over her boobs where amazingly he found enough muscle control to grip and hold on. Ushia helped him by placing her own hands over his and rotated his fingers over her boobs to increase the dulled sense of nipple play that Azid needed.
Azid's breathing finally deepened and both partners felt the rising climax approaching. It crashed over them. When Azid spurted, Ushia clamped down, squeezing the condom in place to hold its valuable contents. As Azid relaxed, Ushia carefully dismounted and placed the precious full condom in the special transport container. She gave Azid a small injection to put him to sleep for the rest of the night. After dressing, she left the room and carried the collected DNA sample to her employer.
Tomorrow, an anonymous tip to a national newspaper would set off a storm of investigative reporting regarding fake art work being sold as real on the open market and the dishonest path would lead to straight back to Azid. A few weeks later, a low key official announcement would confirm the death of Diza and the crumbling of his suddenly impoverished and leaderless network.
Ushia would receive a promotion to Department Head of an international chemicals conglomerate as a reward solely for her professional career work in effectively making it the most profitable specialty paint and pigment division of any company worldwide.
No one at the conglomerate would ever guess of her other effective work as an anti-terrorist patriot.
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Prologue:
"Ouch! Godammit, Doc....that really hurts!"
Dr Blood lowered Syd's calf and allowed his knee to bend down until it hung vertical off the end of the examination table. Dr Blood was doing a quick test to see if Syd's physical therapy sessions were helping with his flexibility. He had prescribed the exercise in lieu of orthoscopic surgery or steroid injections because he believed in the body's innate ability to heal itself, given the right motivation.
"It seems there is very little progress these past few months. Have you been attending all your therapy sessions regularly?"
"You know, Doc, the routines are getting really boring. I missed a few....well, maybe more than a few. Even the ones I attend are just perfunctory."
"Well, you're going to get worse if you don't take the therapy seriously." Dr Blood paused to see any reaction from Syd. Finding none, he said "There might be a way to get you motivated. I have heard of a new clinic for sports and exercise injuries where the therapists use special motivational techniques not generally accepted within the industry. The clinic is effective, though quite expensive. You may get partial reimbursement through your insurance for the therapy sessions but absolutely not for the pricey required application fee and background check. If the background check discovers any unsavory indiscretions, you will not be accepted as a client. The substantial co-payment is due up front, in total, in cash, non-refundable. What do you think?"
"The money's not a problem. What about timing?"
"It's a one week intensive course of treatment. You will be housed at the facility for the duration. Pre-approval is a function of your past history and payment ability. Shall I get you in touch with them?"
Syd shrugged. "Yeah, okay."
Syd shuffled and limped through the entrance of a modern looking building pulling his wheeled overnight case. Dr Blood had been good to his word. The intensive therapy was scheduled for a week and Syd would be staying in an onsite guest suite. The application was extensive and expensive. The thorough background check had been approved.
The seated receptionist greeted Syd and asked for photo ID. She perused her records as Syd perused her. She was buxom, wearing a tight white tee-shirt with TWC emblazoned in red block letters across her chest punctuated by two protruding dots under the shirt.
She said "I'll need a copy of this." She stood and turned, bending over the low copier. She presented Syd with a view of her ass cheeks trying to bust out of a pair of silky green running shorts. The cameltoe couldn't be more evident. He couldn't avoid mouthing a silent 'Sorry' when she turned and caught him looking.
She giggled and handed Syd his ID and a keycard. "There you go. You are staying in Room 201. The elevators are over there. Your first session is in an hour and someone will be by your room to pick you up in 45 minutes. Wear the exercise clothes laid out on your bed. Call me at '0' if you need anything. Any questions for now? No? Okay, good luck and hope you feel better soon."
Monday: Mandy, Tandem Cycling
Syd was in his room wearing the exercise outfit. The black bicycle-style shorts had a built in jock supporter beneath the zippered fly. A loose tank top and plain running shoes completed the outfit. The doorbell announced the arrival of his escort. He opened the door to a pretty young woman dressed similar to the receptionist. She was an indistinct mélange of heritage, olive skin, brown eyes and hair, mid height with toned legs and arms. Her wavy long hair was banded at the scalp into a full ponytail. Her chest displayed large rounded mounds beneath the tee-shirt. Syd stepped back to allow her entry. She extended her hand.
"Hello, Syd, my name is Mandy. Monday is my weekly workday. I have read your file. We will start your therapy with some stationary cycling to loosen up those leg joints. But first, let me take you on a quick tour of our facility."
Turning, she left the room, waited in the hallway until Syd locked his room. She took his hand and escorted him to the elevators. Mandy showed him how his key card gave him access to the rear elevator doors on the main floor. They walked out the rear elevator doors into a spacious room filled with exercise equipment, free weights, padded yoga floor and mirrored walls. No other patrons were present. Mandy led Syd in a circuit around the room pointing out the various furnishings. Through a door in the rear wall, they entered a swimming pool room with adjacent lockers, showers, whirlpool and large sauna.
After exploring the facility, it was time to get down to work. Mandy ushered Syd to the stationary bicycle in the main room. "Let's get a baseline on the real strength and flexibility in your legs." Syd climbed aboard the cycle while Mandy checked some gauges and settings. On cue, Syd began a slow turn of the pedals.
Mandy waited a minute for Syd to speed up but it wasn't happening. He continued to grind along at a lazy monotonous pace. She frowned. "Is that all you got?" Syd pedaled a little faster but not much. Mandy checked the gauges.
"I think you're slacking it."
"You sound like those other therapists. I didn't pay this much just to be hassled about giving more effort. I can read the gauges same as you. But this is boring and makes my legs hurt."
"So, you need a different gauge of your effort, is that what I'm hearing? Something less boring?"
Syd nodded. Mandy braced her hands on his shoulders, swung a leg over and seated her toned ass on his thighs. She leaned back against the handle bars facing him. Looking down at her chest, she asked "Can you make these puppies jiggle?"
Syd pumped one slow rotation on the pedals. The motion of his thighs was transmitted through Mandy's ass and her captive boobs rolled one cycle side to side. Syd pumped a second cycle a little faster. Then he tried a couple in a row. Mandy sang out "They may be rocking, they might be rolling, but they sure ain't jiggling."
Syd pedaled faster, no longer noticing any pain in his legs. His mind was focused on his new mission. Mandy didn't think Syd was pedaling fast enough. She said her boobs still weren't jiggling.
"Not fair. How can they jiggle when they're held down by the shirt?"
Mandy said "Okay, let's fix that." She pulled the tee-shirt over her head and dropped in on the floor. Syd stared at a set of braless boobs looking better than any he had ever seen. They were soft and almost spherical with big dark nipples. His legs picked up the pace and the jellied mounds rippled. Amazingly, he found that by varying his pace, he could get different rhythms going in Mandy's boobs. He even got what he would describe as a jiggle, little waves in the liquidly flesh, reflecting back and forth across her chest.
The bicycle speed gauge gave a small dinging sound. Mandy put her hands on Syd's shoulders and asked him to slow to a stop. She leaned sideways to read the cycle gauge, her boobs extending downward off her chest, nipples rubbing his arm that still gripped the handlebar. Mandy straightened back up.
"Congratulations. You achieved a speed faster than I preset for you. It was more than I thought you could do this first time out. Part of our therapy is rewarding good behavior in our patients. Are you ready for a reward?"
Syd paused, "I not sure....."
"Let me check." Mandy unbuckled Syd's shorts, unzipped the fly and spread the sides. His semi-hard cock saw the light of day. "Almost ready, but not quite" she said. Her hand wrapped the shaft and gently squeezed and stroked. Syd released the handlebars and held on the sides of the seat as he tilted against the cycle's backrest. Mandy gave him time to get harder, using one finger to rub the knob's slit whenever her fist topped out.
Mandy released his cock as she stood astride his thighs. She pulled hidden Velcro tabs on the sides of her shorts and removed the garment like a loincloth. She scooted forward on Syd's thighs until their bare groins touched. Syd's hands moved from gripping the backrest's side handles to gripping and fondling Mandy's boobs. Mandy smiled and cooed a little at his touch. He thumbed her nipples. He used one hand to reach under and check her cunt lips for lubrication and found them oily and wet. He pushed up to signal her to lift. With space now available, he held his shaft erect and aimed it for her core.
Mandy slid down easily and buried Syd to the root. Syd now cooed. Mandy pressed her breasts into Syd's chest and rolled them fore and aft as she began a long slow up and down motion on his shaft. Every inch of their connected genitals was polished in the act. Mandy put her arms around Syd's neck and hugged him tighter. Syd's breathing quickened. He put his hands on her ass and guided a quicker stroke. She leaned around his head and tongued his inner ear.
Syd felt his prostate spasm, sending sperm barreling up his inner tube and bursting into Mandy's cunt. Mandy felt it spraying her insides and swooned, rubbing her cheek against Syd's ear and panting loudly as her vagina pulsed as well. Dwelling in the post-spasms, Syd and Mandy stayed locked together.
Mandy lightly rubbed the hairs on Syd's neck and stirred herself to un-mount. Syd at first resisted but his flaccid tool slipped from her tube. Syd lay collapsed in the cycle seat. Mandy rose and gave Syd a helping hand off the cycle. She carefully re-zipped his fly and buckled the snap. She donned her retrieved shorts and tee-shirt. Syd's legs were a little shaky so she put his arm around her neck and helped him to the elevator. His limp arm let his hand hang over and brush her boob. Mandy looked, smiled but didn't remove it. It swung and flopped around her nipple as she walked Syd to the elevator and the ride up to his guest residence floor.
Delivering Syd to his room, she drew a bath and placed Syd in the water. "You should soak your legs in the warm water for 30 minutes. Do you think you can manage that? I go off duty soon. I will tell the staff to check on you and you can order room service for your evening meal." Syd said he would be okay.
Later, relaxing in bed, he wondered what tomorrow would bring.
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The Master Facility hosted monthly FreeWill Weekends where graduates and selected pledge contributors were invited to attend. One of the activities involved the pooling of individual fantasy and fetish requests of graduates with those submitted by select pledge contributors. If a match was found, the requestors would be notified of their acceptance and a FreeWill Weekend invitation issued. During the weekend the fantasy would be stage managed and enacted by the consenting participants.
Vanna and Vicki were attending a FreeWill Weekend. At the moment, they were in the modern décor fantasy suite playing photographer and model on the couch. They were also under the grateful gaze of a recumbent naked Ned who was propped up on pillows in the oversized bed.
Vicki was slowly, piece by piece, removing individual articles of clothing and lingerie. Vicki twisted and turned and presented Vanna, and Ned, with increasing risqué views of her body. Vanna clicked away with the camera moving beside, over, around, and under, close-up and full body shots of Vicki's poses. For his part, Ned lay quietly with his arms behind the pillows feeling his cock grow little by little as the scene unfolded.
As the shoot went along, Vanna, looking hot and bothered as she worked the camera, would remove an article of clothing to cool down herself. As both approached nudity in motion, Vanna was up-close and personal on a face close-up when both participants made eye contact and stopped moving. After a pause, Vanna and Vicki bent towards each other's faces and began a tentative lip and tongue bob and peck. Without losing contact, Vanna set the camera aside. The kissing increased in passion and intensity. Hands reached out to caress hair, cheeks, necks and arms in an effort to increase the sensitivity of her partner. Ned watched it all as his cock continued to grow a little more.
Vanna slowed the action by taking both of Vicki's hands, gently pulling her to her feet and leading her to the foot of the bed. Turning Vicki's back to the mattress, Vanna lowered her onto the covers and adjusted her position so that she was lying face-up between Ned's outspread legs. Vicki's hair fell across Ned's groin and added to the pleasant feelings in Ned's inflated cock. Lowering to her knees between Vicki's bed-propped legs, Vanna alternately kissed her way up the inside of Vicki's thighs until her nose bumped the spongy crevasse of her cunt. Moving further, Vanna's coarse tongue skin licked each inner lip with a cat-like lap that made the soft skin begin to swell with excitement.
Vicki lay in stillness with her arms outside her legs. Ned was watching the happenings and wasn't going anywhere. Vicki was issuing murmuring moans as Vanna performed her tasteful act of love. Vicki's breathing rate increased and Vanna peered up at Vicki's face without breaking contact or movement of her tongue with the object of her calling. Patiently working her lingual skills, Vanna felt Vicki's groin's growing warmth. The crescendo would be near soon.
Vicki placed her hands on Vanna's scalp and gently held her tighter to her cunt. Vanna continued licking. Vanna heard Vicki's breath quicken, felt more pressure on her head and smiled under cover as Vicki braced and groaned. Vicki's raised hips vibrated in orgasm as she held Vanna's face to her cunt. Then finally, Vicki slowly relaxed her pelvis back into the mattress and her breathing became more normal and regular. Vanna continued the licking, but slower and lighter until Vicki released her scalp and Vanna looked up into the dreamy gaze of Vicki smiling down at her.
Vanna smiled back as she cat crawled up Vicki's sweat sheened abdomen and locked her lips with Vicki's. They broke off long enough to move themselves to either side of Ned. Facing each other on their sides, they moved their faces forward until Ned's now full erection was trapped between their kissing lips. They pecked their tongues out seeking each other, sliding around the shaft alternately. Sometimes they connected tips on one side of the shaft and other times missed the beat and felt Ned's tongue trapped shaft throb. They moved up the shaft from base to knob.
Ned was feeling the tongues do their work on him and knew he was close to his end. Vanna and Vicki could sense the impending end from Ned's breathing and moaning. At the ultimate moment, Vanna pulled back and Vicki rose and speared Ned's cock all the way into her mouth. Ned spurted and his cum fired directly down her throat. Vicki held it gently, giving small sucks as Ned deflated, working to pull any latent cum from his tube. Satisfied that she had gotten it all, she dragged her lips off his knob and lay down again. Vanna stared across at Vicki and smiled slightly. Vicki reached a hand out and caressed Vanna's cheek and thumbed along her lips. "Are you ready for your fantasy now? It's almost time." Vanna opened her lips, sucked on the end of Vicki's thumb and nodded.
Vanna and Vicki arose off the bed and went to the center of the room. Ned remained in bed, dazed by his post-orgasmic glow.
Vanna removed the remaining remnants of her lingerie. Vicki took Vanna's costume from the closet and helped her don it. It was an O-dress: a red tight bustier without bra cups, elbow length black velvet gloves, a calf length gauzy skirt, knee high dark silk hose and tall black heels. The bustier left both full breasts uncovered and the skirt was constructed of two overlapping panels which could spread open in front and back to expose groin and derriere. Vicki applied makeup to Vanna's face, dark eye shadow, ruby lipstick and rosed cheeks. She also applied rouge to the nipples, making them larger in diameter than Vanna's natural size, and a glossy umber rouge to Vanna's interior cunt lips.
Vicki helped Vanna to stand and walked around her for a final inspection. She yanked tighter the bustier laces down Vanna's back. Vanna stood just a tad straighter and taller after that. Satisfied that all was ready, Vicki positioned Vanna before the double doors leading to the adjoining suite where Vanna's fantasy awaited. She added wrist cuffs with dangling clasp chains and as a final detail, wrapped a wide satin band around Vanna's eyes and forehead, fastening it behind her, effectively blindfolding Vanna. Vicki stepped in front of Vanna and opened the double doors. Vicki reached back and took both Vanna's hands in hers, and backing into the room, led Vanna forward to stand in the center of the rug. Vanna felt the air movement as Vicki moved around her and left.
Vicki crawled into bed next to Ned and gently fondled his cock as he fingered her slit. They watched Vanna's unfolding scene on the flat screen TV linked to a hidden camera and recorder in the fantasy room beyond the double doors.
Vanna's Fantasy: no assistance, no resistance, blindfolded
Vicki stepped in front of Vanna and opened the double doors. She saw the inside of the room but barely. The walls were dark wood paneling and the floor contained a single large woven rug. On the left was a king size bed with black satin sheets and no covers. It was lit only by a single candle. Sitting on the other side of the center rug was a seated man wearing a silk bathrobe and a Zorro-style eye mask, obscuring his facial features but allowing him to see.
Vicki reached back and, taking Vanna's hands in hers, backed into the room, leading Vanna forward to stand in the center of the rug. The man watched as Vicki led the visionless Vanna into his chamber. He stayed unmoving as Vicki left and closed the doors behind her. He sat silent waiting for the dark quietness to be absorbed by Vanna.
Vanna felt the air movement as Vicki moved around her and left. She felt the coolness in the room and her own goose-bumps rising on her arms and the back of her neck. She couldn't decide if it was the temperature, the anticipation or both.
Vanna stood still listening to the sounds around her. She had heard her own and Vicki's footsteps enter the room and change tone as they walked from the solid floor onto the carpet. She heard Vicki move around her and retreat through the doors. She heard the solid thwack as the doors shut and the latch clicked, leaving her alone in the room. She heard the candle sputter in the air movement caused by the swinging doors. As she stood silently, she thought she heard a low breathing of someone else in the room with her.
Vanna smelled the musky aroma of the dark chamber. This was a man's room, redolent of wood polish and burnt candle wax. The single candle was not floral and did not cover the other manly scents. She could smell her own body with its creamy fragrance of makeup and her natural body oils.
A chair screaked and she heard the sound of someone standing. Footsteps approached from her front and stopped, she guessed, about arms reach away. A small air movement felt on her chest preceded a hand, palms and fingers, touching the top slope of her right breast, sliding down and around the outside to come underneath. The palm cradled and lifted her mound and a thumb circled her enlarged made-up nipple. The nub of her nipple was held between thumb and finger and twisted it mildly. Her arms lifted a little in a movement intended to fend off an anticipated pinch but arrested in mid motion and her arms dropped again to her side. The hand released her breast.
She heard steps as the man walked behind her. She felt his clothes brush against her back. Her arms were pulled backwards and she heard the click of the chain clasps on the cuffs attached to her wrists. She rested her arms downward and discovered that she could not bring them fully to down position and she was effectively hand-cuffed though not severely constricted.
She felt and heard the man return to her front and she smelled and heard his breath as he brought his face closer to but higher than hers. She felt hands on both her breasts this time and would not be able to stop his caress, whatever it would be. She was relieved when his manipulations of her nipples were gentle and smooth. They went on for some time, light pulling, pinching, and twisting, lifting, even inward pressing.
The man stopped and walked behind her. She heard the rippling of his waist belt untying and heard the robe fall to the floor. Stiffness pressed the small of her back, and then pushed downward to the split of her buttocks. She felt it rub back and forth within the crevasse, a simple stroking. The touch stopped and pulled away. She heard and felt the man again move to her front. He gripped her shoulders, turned her a quarter way to the right and pressed her back, step by step until a silky bulk touched her at mid-calf level. The man continued to push and she fell backward but was guided and protected by his hands on her shoulders until she lay recumbent on the smooth silky fabric of the bed sheets.
Her arms were still fastened behind her back and she used her fisted hands as supports beneath her ass to raise her pelvis. The man cleared aside the split skirt panels, drawing the halves over her thighs, the fabric slipping over her skin. He put two fingers from each hand under her knees and gently pulled up and out, lifting and separating her knees. She drew her heels towards her ass and planted them wide on the mattress. The exposed inner thighs felt the chill breeze as he moved closer to her. She rolled her hips up slightly, and presented her make-up glossed cunt for his use. She felt the bed give and then heard and felt his body above her. His stiffness made contact again, this time at the entrance to her slick vulva.
She felt him drive inward in one thrust and the weight of his dropping body forced her back into the mattress. He held still, allowing her time to adjust to his size and weight. Then the man got down to work. He employed long strokes as she felt his tip bump her cervix. All the inner surfaces of her cunt were rubbed by his knob. She heard his regular breathing begin to quicken. She felt his long strokes become less protracted, quicker and plunging deep but pulling only half way out. She could feel the moisture of his exertions on his chest and it was transferred to hers. Her slippery breasts and nipples were rocking around beneath his chest. The bed rolled and creaked rhythmically.
She felt his hands rub her arms and lift his upper body. The loss of contact body heat and the moisture of the sweat left chilliness on her breasts and nipples. The man's upper groin slapped against hers. Suddenly, she heard him give three progressively louder and deeper grunts, hold his breath, then emit a long howl. She felt his warm discharge deep inside her cunt, four elongated shots. As the last one flowed into her, she was again pressed full body into the mattress as he collapsed his weight onto her.
She lay still, awaiting his recovery. She felt him lift away from her and the bed creaked as she heard and felt him stand up at the foot of the bed. She heard his footsteps as he walked out of the room by another entrance than the one she had used to come in. The door closed and there was silence except for the sputter of the disturbed candle flame. She heard the double doors open and footsteps, lighter but wearing heels, that clicked on the hard floor until they were silenced at the carpet.
The bed rocked as a body crawled onto it. Vanna felt hands beneath her head undo the satin blindfold and it was removed. She saw the darkened room for the first time. Vicki's face came into view. She raised her eyebrows in a "How was it?" gesture. Vanna smiled back and nodded. Vicki helped Vanna to sit up and reached around to unfasten the chains connecting the handcuffs.
Vanna rose to her feet. Together Vanna and Vicki walked out through the double doors where they had entered and closed out the scene of Vanna's fantasy.
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Syd had recovered nicely since yesterday. He rode the elevator by himself down to the Main Floor and used his keycard to open the elevator rear doors into the private therapy facility. Waiting there stood a Hispanic beauty wearing the standard Total Woman Clinic booty shorts and tee-shirt uniform. Her brown eyes and wavy dark hair highlighted a very attractive face carrying a bright smile. Her chest was more athletic than Mandy's carrying cone shaped boobs topped with visible points centered on the translucent clues of large areolas.
"Hi, Syd, my name is Juanita. I work Tuesdays so I will be your therapist today. Yesterday you provided an acceptable leg strength and flexibility baseline. We will continue with work on your upper body."
Juanita led Syd to the Free Weights area with its various lifting benches. After a light warm up of high stepping and sit ups, she directed Syd to lay back on a bench press. She handed him some bar bells and Syd performed three sets of increasingly heavier arm length butterflies.
Next, Syd performed reclining outstretched bicep curls. Juanita stood behind Syd's head, leaning over with her face looking down and boobs hanging down inside the tee-shirt. She used her out stretched arms to guide and assist him to maintain a smooth curling motion. At the bottom of the rep, her cotton covered nipples would brush his face, but only if Syd's hands went fully down on the rep.
Finally, Syd could not lift the weights another rep and Juanita helped him place the weights on the floor. In full lean, her breasts squashed briefly into his face, momentarily stopping his breath. Syd did not mind. He had just completed a strenuous chest muscle circuit without complaint.
"Let's go over to the chair lift for upper back exercises." Syd sat in the sliding chair beneath the fixed hand bars. Syd began to lift his body with the assistance of the internal springs and weights that reduced the lifting effort to less than his full body weight. After some easy repetitions, Juanita adjusted a spool but the resistance did not increase.
Juanita checked a few gears and declared "There's something wrong with the machine again. It sometimes does this. We'll have to improvise." She adjusted the machine to an easier lift and climbed onto Syd's lap facing outward. Her warm soft silk encased ass settled over Syd's groin. Syd tried a lift and realized that Juanita had balanced the machine's assist to account for her added weight. It was only slightly more difficult to pull their combined weight upwards. Syd went through several repetitions. In the far mirror, he enjoyed the view of Juanita's chubby cameltoe as her legs straddled his in a virtual reverse cowgirl.
On one lift, Syd pulled too quickly and Juanita bounced and almost fell off. The action stopped briefly as Juanita reseated facing Syd. He now stared in the mirror at her wonderful ass as he felt the cameltoe buried over his newly tumescent cock inside his shorts. Juanita held on lightly with her arms around his neck, her boobs jiggling a little against his chest. Syd lost count of the repetitions and didn't care.
Finally, even Syd's new found stamina wavered and they ended that exercise. Juanita brought Syd back to the reclining bench for abdominal work. Syd performed a couple sets of crunches but Juanita wanted Syd to pull higher in the lifts. Syd appeared to try but didn't lift his back far off the bench. Juanita frowned and Syd shrugged as if to say 'That's all I can do.'
Juanita said "Let's try something else." She stood astride Syd's pelvis and leaned over putting her hands either side of the bench. Her boobs dangled down in the shirt about a foot above Syd's chest. "Squish 'em" she said.
Syd gripped his hands tighter behind his head, clamped his abdominals and lifted his chest upwards. On the first rep, he barely touched the tee-shirted points. On the next rep he felt the nipples give a little while rep three crinkled the fabric. Syd set his mind to the task and grunted as he lifted his chest until it pushed substantially on Juanita's soft breasts.
Getting into the meat of the matter, Syd performed increasingly higher lifts until he was squashing Juanita's breasts so much that he was actually lifting her torso with the force of his lifts. Juanita did not move her treasures higher during the reps; Syd was encouraged by the fairness to complete his abdominal exercises. But despite the fun, Syd eventually wore down and had to stop.
Juanita said "That was good, Syd. We will stop now for the day. You have been a very enthusiastic patient and we always reward good performance. Do you want a treat before we end for the day?" Syd nodded like an eager schoolboy at the ice cream counter. With that, she grabbed the hem of the tee-shirt and pulled it over her head. The shirt collar pulled up across her face and her hair swayed and settled as she pealed the tee-shirt behind her and dropped it on the floor.
Syd had been watching the translucent nipples and points under the cotton fabric all afternoon and had felt the softness of the masses during the chair lifts and abdominal presses. The uncovered mounds were everything that he had imagined and more. The areolas were large and dark with pimply little dots around the edge of the circumferences. The center nubs were darker and stiff. Syd reached up to fondled the exquisite prizes.
Juanita placed a light hand on his chest and said "No, no, you have done enough work for the day. I'll take it from here." She popped the snap on his shorts and unzipped the fly. Reaching in, she extracted his hardening cock. She grabbed the waistband and, scooting back, drew Syd's shorts down and off his legs. Rising halfway back, she lay over his groin and pressed her boobs around the shaft.
Juanita started long linear motions fully along the shaft. Syd was becoming very good at taking orders. He lay still and closed his eyes, reveling in the warm friction caressing his nerve filled knob. Juanita saw Syd's eyelids twitch as he shut everything out of his mind except her efforts. She decided to up the ante.
Juanita curled her head down, laying her hair across his stomach and kissed Syd's knob each time it jutted through her cleavage. Syd matched the bet with whimpers on each smooch. Getting that kind of reaction, Juanita raised the stakes again. On one long stroke, she pulled the knob inside her mouth and tongued under the rim. Syd moaned. Juanita raised her head, moved back, plunged down and swallowed Syd deep. Now, Juanita and Syd were literally "all-in".
Juanita quickened the pace until Syd arched his back and gathered his pot of cum into Juanita's mouth. He saw fiery hearts and diamonds spark around inside his clenched eyelids. Syd straighten his back down to the bench. Juanita held his shrinking cock inside her mouth, giving it gentle suckles between cum swallows. Syd's cock deflated and finally she let it go.
Syd opened his eyes and saw a topless, smiling Juanita hovering over him. "You okay?" Syd was too chocked for words but nodded. Juanita helped him sit up.
"Stay here, I'll be right back." Syd did not want her to leave and was too weak to follow, so again, he followed orders. Juanita returned with a bathrobe and helped Syd don it and walk to the elevator. Still topless, she pressed the buttons and rode and walked him to his guest room. She stood him in the shower and turned on the water.
Dropping her shorts and kicking off her sneakers, she joined him. She washed him from top to bottom, shampooing his hair and scrubbing his back, legs and the bottoms of his feet.
Syd just stood holding the handicap handles as she worked. The soap swirls and warm water rinses felt great. He noticed his ardor returning; so did Juanita. She cradled his cock in her palm and curled fingers around it. The fleshy tube elevated to a horizontal stance. Juanita stroked smoothly and gently until Syd gripped the chrome handles with white knuckles and painted cum lines on the tiled walls.
Syd was in bed and Juanita was standing next to him, still topless but with her shorts and sneakers back on. "I have to get my top from the gym and go off shift. You have been a very good boy today. Please continue to work those abs and upper body. I know you will be feeling better soon." She kissed her finger tips and tapped his lips. Turning she left the room.
Syd thought '...feeling better soon?' Damn, I feeling pretty good right now. What's next?
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Ned was lounging in his residence. A knocking on his veranda door caught his attention. He pulled back the curtains to find Willow motioning for him to open it. "Come out to the pool with us." she shouted through cupped hands against the glass. Ned opened the door and emerged to stand next to the buxom Willow. She wore just bikini bottoms and flip-flops. Several months prior, Ned had helped Willow with a general coaching tune-up and he recalled the way her breasts had moved, bounced and jiggled as they went through the various sensual routines. He decided to reacquaint himself with them.
The too-narrow path to the pool forced Ned to follow behind the platinum blonde and he watched her perfect butt cheeks sashay to the pool. Several other students were sunbathing or wading in the pool. Everyone was topless. Ned followed Willow as she walked down the steps into the water. Two other students came to surround Ned and they alternately splashed him and ducked away as he reached to play with them. As the sun marched towards the end of the day, the action moved to the hot tub. The students sat opposite and beside Ned and they chatted about their days and studies. Occasionally, a furtive hand would rub Ned's cock in his swim trunks under the bubbly water.
In time, the Ned pulled himself up to sit above the water on the edge of the spa. Willow got out and came behind Ned. She pulled on his shoulders until he was upright on his knees on the deck. She pressed her boobs into his back and reached around to rub his cock. She undid the tie, unzipped the zip and cautiously pulled the trucks aside and down, careful not to scrape his erection with zipper or fabric. Still pressing her boobs into his back, she used both palms and all the fingers to encircle his erection and pump.
Ned looked at the two other students in the tub regarding the action. The seemed mesmerized by the horizontal shaft being lovingly stroked by soft hands. Ned let himself go and arched his ejaculate across the water. Willow's aim was true and he alternately squirted the exposed pair of boobs. Each student smiled and rubbed the offered essence around their chests.
More relaxed now, Ned stood, took Willow by the hand and led her back to his room through the glass veranda door. A room service dinner was followed by a night of slow, intimate sex play, exhausting both partners. Dawn broke with both sleeping in the rumple sheeted bed.
Willow woke first, slowly and seeing that Ned was still dozing, decided to wake him in style. Her head ducked beneath the sheets. Ned felt warmth at his groin as the fog of sleep lifted. He raised his head to look toward his feet. His cock was engorging and the sheets were rising and falling atop Willow's head. Willow's tongue slid up the shaft, over the knob and pecked at the tip slit. Her mouth applied soft and hard suction and her moans added vibrations. Ned lay back and let the scene unfold however it would.
Ned closed his eyes and awaited the finale which came forth with his roar of orgasmic pleasure. Willow stopped bobbing and accepted his creamy, salty gift. As calm returned she swallowed and licked his groin clean of any overflow. Somewhat satisfied with the cleanup but knowing she could do better, she got out of bed and entered the bathroom, stooping to start the bath water in the tub.
She stood in the doorway, shimmying her boobs as an invitation. Ned slid and wobbled to the bathroom, where Willow guided him into the tepid water. She performed the ordinary routine from a kneeling position outside the tub. Ned gave her a head bob to let her know he wanted her in the tub. She climbed in and tented her cunt lips over his prick. Her boobs mashed into his chest and they kissed. As the kiss prolonged, Willow began sliding her tenting lips along Ned's shaft. After many polishes of the shaft, she pulled higher on his body, caught the knob on her separated lips and impaled her cunt on his cock. The swashing of the water gave evidence of the rhythm employed. Another summit was climbed and the lovers fell over the other side, maintaining a lip-locked kiss throughout the joint climax.
Ned nearly passed out. He regained his senses to find himself in bed, naked, with a topless bikini bottomed Willow standing at the side awaiting his mind's arrival before her body's departure. Now assured that Ned was okay, she brushed his hair back, pecked his forehead and left through the veranda doors. Ned felt confident that Willow would pass all his Evaluation Assessment tests when it came time for her promotion candidacy to the senior class. He hoped to be the Evaluation Assessor.
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Syd stood in the swimming pool room. It smelled of chlorine and blue green glimmers splashed across the walls as the aqua tinged water rippled. He heard bare wet footsteps slapping across the pool deck and turned in their direction. An athletic looking African female approached. Her hair was bunned atop her head by a bandana which was all the clothes she wore. She walked to Syd stark naked and extended her hand.
Her skin color, everywhere, was dark chocolate. Her muscles beneath looked lean and toned, as would be expected of an avid swimmer. She stood as tall as Syd in her bare feet making easy confident eye contact. Her breasts were firm and high on her chest, conically shaped with little sag.
"Syd, I'm Wandah. I work Wednesdays. I am the water aerobics and swimming exercise therapist. As you can see, I find swimwear constricting. It's unnecessary and I want you to have that same freedom of movement. Let's get you out of your shorts."
Wandah stood close to Syd as he unbuckled the shorts. She helped him spread the panels and then kneeled to lower the shorts off his legs. Standing back, she gave his chest a sudden shove and he fell backward into the tepid water with a splash. His head came above water just as another splash announced that Wandah was in the pool with him. His vision cleared to see her draw up next to him. Her hair had little beads of water speckled like white jewels around the fuzzy knot atop her head. When they stood, the water was chest deep on Syd and nipple deep on Wandah.
At his side, Wandah put one hand behind Syd's head, another under his butt and raised him to a prone face up floating position. She slowly lowered her support until only Syd's toes, cock and face broke the surface; the rest of his body was submerged. She took away his support and Syd floated freely in the water. "Learn to arch your back a little and accept the water's buoyancy. You will need to rest periodically during water exercises and this position will help you do it."
Next, Wandah put Syd through some standard swimming strokes that would exercise all the different muscle groups. Syd knew how to swim but Wandah followed along the pool side critiquing his form as he swam laps under her coaching eye. As time passed, Syd began to feel the aches in his muscles from the exertions.
Syd stopped and sat on the pool steps at the shallow end of the pool. Wandah came down to sit beside him. The water was waist deep. Syd stretched his legs out trying to relieve the little cramps developing in his thigh and calf muscles. Wandah descended the steps and grasped one ankle pulling out and up. Syd lay back on the steps and Wandah cradled his heel against her breasts bone as she lifted the leg and stretched the rear thigh and buttocks. She massaged the inner leg from knee to groin to help the muscles stretch. Syd's cock began to stretch all by itself. Nothing escaped Wandah's perceptive gaze. She lowered that leg and similarly raised and rubbed the other. Syd's cock raised higher as well.
"I think we need some heat therapy on these legs. Follow me." Wandah grasped Syd's hand and led him to the Jacuzzi hottub next to the pool. Seating him in the bubbles, she sat beside him, rested his legs on her lap and continued to massage his legs. Several strokes went long and rubbed against Syd's full erection. Wandah stopped the massage and abandoning all pretext, climbed up and straddled Syd's lap.
Syd remembered how previous sessions had progressed and took his cue from Wandah's act. He leaned in and licked Wandah's left nipple. He captured the nub gently in his teeth and worried her tit around in little circles. His hand rose to grip the other tit as Wandah laid her arms across Syd's shoulders. She ground her pussy lips against his cock. When Syd was sufficiently hard, Wandah lifted her hips and lowered her cunt down completely over Syd's hard on. She hugged his head and pulled his nose into her cleavage. Ned closed his eyes and reveled in the warmth of her cunt and breasts.
Syd gave a push up with his hips and Wandah returned his one move. Syd pushed again and Wandah responded in kind. Syd could not get his feet planted for leverage so engaged his abdomen and butt muscles into a cock pistoning motion which Wandah rewarded move for move. Syd understood that Wandah was making him exercise his lower core; if he wanted to bring about a climatic conclusion to their exercise program today he needed to get busy.
Challenge accepted, Syd concentrated all his effort on the expected cyclic bounces. He hugged her body to his. His legs floated free in the bubbling water. Wandah's nipples caressed his face when she added sideways moves of her tits as a bonus to Syd's up and downs in her cunt. Incredibly, despite the extensive struggle, Syd felt his ardor and the familiar tingling begin to grow in his groin. Wandah heard his breathing change and prepared herself for her part of the ultimate action. As Syd breath caught in his throat and he growled, Wandah clamped her vaginal muscles hard, almost blocking the sperm flow but not quite. Syd felt his prostate crushed by his ejaculate muscles as they forced the impeded sperm out his urethra. Wandah felt the ropes burst into her cavity and laid her chin atop Syd's head, beaming with the pleasurable feeling. Syd clung to her as his head cleared. Wandah held him close, rubbing his head and upper back cooing "Good boy, good boy."
Wandah climbed off Syd and out of the hottub. She helped Syd to get on his feet and standing upright on the pool deck. She retrieved his shorts and carried them under her arm as she walked him to his guest room. Showering him and then toweling him off, she got him into bed and called room service to order his supper. Responsibilities completed, Wandah leaned over and kissed his cock, then turned and left the room. Syd lay back and dreamed of what awaited him on the next dawn.
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Karl was taking an well-earned vacation at a reward for his hard work as an Evaluation Assessor for the Total Woman Academy. He had chosen a nearby seaside resort. As he relaxed in a beach chair, he spied a familiar vision walking by, a recent graduate named Xalika.
Karl actually started to tingle remembering the final evaluation assessment he had performed with Xalika. Her techniques were superb and well-polished. The timing and perfect pressure she exerted with hand, mouth and cunt were unmatched by any other student Karl had tested. And now she was here with him at the resort.
Xalika saw Karl and walked straight to his chair. She laid a hand on his shoulder and leaned over to look in his face and greeted him calmly and directly. "Hello, Karl, so nice to see you. How have you been?" Her voice was like silk caressing his eardrums.
"I'm fine, young lady. How have things gone since graduation? Here, sit next to me and bring me up to speed on the current events in your life." Xalika lay in the adjacent lounge chair and they talked about how her career started out fast with the 5 pledge contributor business cards she accumulated at the Senior Banquet. One of her best client's turned out to be one of the bidders for some of her auctioned clothes. She found them in his bedroom one night after they unknowingly began dating. He had them displayed in a diorama. He confessed that he had masturbated many times staring at the articles of clothes, remembering her auction performance.
But as sweet and loving as he was and though she had orgasms with him, she couldn't get the total fulfillment she wanted from their vanilla sexual encounters. She was used to a skilled and talented male that understood her physical timing and needs. "A really knowledgeable, carnal lover: someone like you, Karl."
Karl thought about it and asked Xalika how long she was staying at the resort. "Only until tomorrow," was her reply.
"Then let's spend that time trying to get you satisfied."
She looked across at him and idly rubbed her left nipple through her thin stretched bikini top. "I think that is a good idea. What do you plan to do to me?" Karl didn't answer, just stood up, helped her up by the hand and led her back to his room.
Inside, Xalika stood in bikini and heels before Karl. She reached out and caressed his cheek before gliding her mouth forward and capturing Karl's lips with hers. Her other hand rose to palm the back of his head and pulled it tighter into the kiss. They exchanged probing tongues, alternately seeking each other's' depth. Karl grew inside his shorts.
Xalika moved her hands down to Karl's shoulders and onward to his back. She pulled his chest in to mold against hers. Karl raised his hands to her hips and pulled to mold her groin to his. The tongue swirling continued. Xalika could feel the lump in Karl's shorts pulse with the blood flowing into his cock.
They broke the kiss for air but touched their foreheads together and stared into each other's eyes. Noses rubbed together. As if on signal, they relaxed away from each other and Xalika dropped her arms to her sides. They had established a tender trust as assurance for the safety of the raw physical sex about to follow. Karl grasped the bikini fabric connection between Xalika's breasts. His fist exploded downward, snapping the shoulder ties. He yanked outward and the back strap broke. Xalika's breasts bounced once and rippled to stillness. Karl threw the ripped garment across the room behind his back without breaking eye contact.
Xalika now took a step forward, grasped the neck of Karl's teeshirt and ripped sideways. She had less strength and it took several tries to rip it wide. She moved forward to reach around Karl to grasp the tee-shirt back hem, rubbing her nipples to his chest in the process. Stepping back, Karl leaned a little forward as she pulled the shredded garment over his head.
Karl stood tall and reached to grab Xalika's thong but she slapped his hand away before he reached her. Karl growled low in his throat. She grabbed his swimming truck ties and pulled the bow sharply, opening a gap in the front waist band. Her hand dove in and her palm covered his cock as her fingers reach under and cradled his balls. Her other hand jerked the waist band downward while the first hand protected his cock and balls from an errant wrench of the fabric. She leaned over and pushed his trucks to the floor. While she was bent over, Karl popped his palms sharply under her hanging boobs making them dance and jiggle. She stood as he kicked off his pants and launched them one footed to join the bikini top across the roof.
Karl reached again for her bikini bottom but she twisted around to avoid his hand. As her back turned to him, he grabbed the rear waist band and yanked upward. What started as a classic wedgy move was too much for the ties. The bottoms front slid down her groin, over her cunt lips and was dragged up the crack of her ass and out. Xalika yelled from the brush burn on her cunt lips. Karl tossed the bottom where the top had gone.
Xalika turned back on Karl who grabbed the incoming arm before it could strike him. He held that wrist as his other hand full palmed her vulva. He jammed his middle two fingers up her cunt. Now having a balanced two hand hold, Karl lifted Xalika off the floor and tossed her on the bed pulling his fingers out as she flew away from him. On the rebound upward, Karl grabbed her legs, and placed her knees astride his shoulders and held her ass against his chest. She was now held inverted with her knees on Karl's shoulders as her shoulders were supported by the bed. Karl planted his mouth and sucked hard on the irritated cunt lips.
Xalika stopped struggling when Karl licked the center of the slit and put little teeth nibbles on the side flaps. Ned maintained a steady pace of licks and little tooth pinches. Xalika relaxed her back and just savored the tingles in her groin. Her breathing changed rate and her moans got louder as she reached to hold Karl's hands where he had her legs trapped against his chest. Her moans grew louder and her legs squeezed together, trapping Karl's head and covering his ears so that he heard only a muffled screech as Xalika came.
When Xalika relaxed and unclamped Karl's head from the orgasmic leg vise, he lowered her onto the bed and arranged her legs outside his hips. Palming her ass cheeks, he put the tip of his cock at the entrance to her cunt. Karl let his body fall forward and with one strong thrust, buried himself in Xalika. She turned her head sideways to avoid his face, a kiss or any tender touch. Karl drew his cock backward and drove in again and again. He set his own rhythm and pleasured his cock without regard for her feelings. His knob swelled, his toes, legs and groin prickled as his pleasure approached. He jetted with a roar. Withdrawing his rod, Karl climbed up her body, pried open her mouth and rammed his softening meat into her mouth. She sucked and cleaned it.
Karl lay sideways next to a likewise sideways Xalika with the covers pushed back. They were lightly pecking each other's face with kisses, sometimes pausing for an extended mouth open smooch. Their hands were caressing each other's flanks. Karl pulled himself halfway up Xalika's body as she scrunched down his. At the right position, she put her mouth completely over his prick and suckled gently. Ned reached down to caress her hair and dozed off.
Karl awoke later with his flaccid prick inside Xalika's mouth while she continued to sleep. Sunlight was peeking through the curtains. Karl caressed her head. Xalika woke slowly, recognized her surroundings and began suckling tenderly on Karl's cock. Karl lay back and enjoyed the feeling. As he grew in her mouth, Xalika put a little stroke motion into action. When Karl was really hard, she stopped and rose from the bed. She walked nude to the bathroom and soon Karl heard the shower running.
Karl walked into the bathroom with his rigid cock bobbing in from of him. He opened the shower door and stepped in. Xalika turned to face him. Karl reached under her one knee and lifted. He lined up his cock with her opened cunt and plunged in. Xalika pulled him into an embrace as Karl slammed her against the shower wall. With her back anchored, she raised the other leg and crossed her ankles. Karl pumped away until his cock throbbed out his cum into Xalika.
Xalika whimpered as his cock shrank and withdrew. She did not get her orgasm from this particular event. Karl set her down on her feet. Xalika washed Karl and he washed Xalika. His sweeps aroused her even higher. When they were clean and hot, Karl walked back into the bedroom. Xalika ran to the bed and lay with legs spread. Karl dived face first onto her cunt and his tongue lashed the engorged lips. Xalika quickly howled her orgasm.
After dressing, Karl escorted Xalika back to her suite. Xalika gave Karl a final tender kiss at the door and went inside, feeling fulfilled and satisfied.
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Ned heard footsteps coming across the padded floor. An Oriental woman approached. "Hello, Syd. I am Fujiko, the aerobics therapist here at Total Woman Clinic. I see you have completed muscle strength and toning sessions. I will teach you balance, control and stamina. Let's start with some warmups. Follow me."
Fujiko began a jogging circuit of the room. Syd followed, admiring the fit butt dancing in the silky shorts. Soon Syd was warmed up but had lost some breath with the exertion.
Running was followed by jumping jacks and jump rope, both of which bounced Fujiko's somewhat moderate braless breasts around inside her tee-shirt. Fujiko rotated in place as she jumped rope, giving Syd an all side view. Syd performed high steps in place kneeing Fujiko's hands which never wavered from Syd's waist level.
Fujiko demonstrated a simple somersault, her silky covered butt rolling over her curled body. She landed and sprung up into a high wide armed stance. Syd followed and Fujiko spent some time getting his rolls straight and him finishing with enough momentum for a full stand. Fujiko demonstrated back flips. Syd shook his head and took a pass.
Head stands followed. Syd was not very balanced. As he wobbled, Fujiko would run giggling to that side and catch his fall, clutching his legs to her soft breasts beneath the tee shirt. She righted him and he would try again. Later, Fujiko strode backwards on the balance beam as Syd walked forward with arms waving trying to keep his balance.
They fooled around at sparring and boxing, which Syd enjoyed. He would hook and swipe; she would duck under the swings and playfully tap him under the chin to show that she was more agile and quicker. Some kickboxing moves allowed Syd's shins to connect with her legs but she took the blows with retreating blocks; the hits never got too much energy behind them. They did a little grappling but Syd was much heavier and repeatedly got Fujiko on her back in surrender position. He took those opportunities to rub his shorts covered cock against her silk covered pussy.
The session had gone on for a long time and Fujiko decided to bring the exercises to completion. Syd did some final pushups with Fujiko laying on top, pressing her boobs into his back. Syd watched as Fujiko demonstrated leg splits, wondering if she could drop down like that on an erect penis. He took another pass on that exercise.
They cooled down with some light stretching to keep the blood moving, extracting the burnt calorie wastes from the muscles. Seated, Syd realized that he had just completed his most strenuous workout since he was injured.
The session ended and Fujiko accompanied a tuckered Syd back to his room. Syd stripped off his shorts and entered the shower. Fujiko stripped and followed him. She had spun her long dark hair into a head top bun held with chopsticks. Fujiko soaped and wiped the dried sweat and cares from his body. She placed a stool in the stall and Syd sat as she shampooed his hair. With her wet boobs pressing his back, she reached around and grasped his now tumescent shaft. Rather than stroke the shaft, she put two fingers and her thump around the knob and corona, lightly massaging the nerve endings.
Syd clutched her arm and drew her around to face his front. She straddled his lap and her pussy rubbed up and down the front of his shaft. Syd placed both hands under her butt, lifted her bodily, aimed his cock and settled Fujiko onto his erection. She planted her feet on the shower floor and assisted Syd in moving up and down his shaft. She was quite tight. His corona's underside was constantly stimulated as it moved along her channel. He thought he could feel the knot of her G spot passing his knob at each mid-stroke. She pressed her spongy breasts into his chest.
Things were definitely progressing towards a conclusion much to the partners liking. Fujiko rubbed Syd's neck and he kneaded her ass cheeks with each lift. They were making counter synchronous moans, each louder than their partner's previous one. This overture was limbering up to a crashing crescendo, their hearts were the drumbeat and their cries were the melody. Syd launched his essence into Fujiko, four chords of white liquid, bathing her interior. Finally the curtain came down and they clung to each other, the shower sounding its ovation. They were too exhausted to move as the warm water spray slowly cooled them down.
It was evening; Fujiko had stayed over. She was cuddled in Syd's arm as he toyed with her nipple and she gently stroked his cock. They lay in bed, quiet. Finally, Syd reached his other hand over and doused the lights. Fujiko rolled to lay her breasts into Syd's side and fell asleep. Syd did likewise. Fujiko's hand remained resting on his cock.
In the night, Syd felt a stirring and Fujiko was moving down his torso. She laid her head sideways on his abdomen and pecked her tongue to the tip of his dick. Her hair was loose now and draped over her head and his groin. The sensations Syd was feeling were wonderful as Fujiko suckled his knob. She remained slow and deliberate in her caresses. Syd had grown to full size and suddenly he discharged, a light flow that emitted his essence without an overwhelming orgasm but pleasant in its own right. Fujiko held him in her mouth until he returned to flaccid.
At the crack of dawn, Fujiko was climbing out of the bed. "I must go now. You get some more rest." She leaned in and kissed Syd for the first time. Then she departed his room. Syd slept alone for a while longer. It was dawn of a new day. What next?
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Mrs. Smith had Karl sitting in her office. "A senior student presented an unusual but reasonable coaching tune-up request. She is curious about bondage and control. Would you be willing to run her through a demonstration?"
Karl thought about how he would go about it. "Yes. I will start here at the senior facility, use the Master facility fantasy suites and return here. When will this session take place?"
Mrs. Smith consulted her calendar and made some calls to arrange the facilities. "How about early next week?" Karl agreed and asked for some items to be delivered so he could test them and prepare for the project. Mrs Smith said "Remember, Karl, this is only a demonstration and training. You must not cause real pain, only temporary discomfort or humiliation."
Mid-morning, Karl waited in the coaching tune-up room at the Senior facility for the student to appear. The yellow status indicator door light meant knock before entering. The knock was soft but Karl granted entry. In stepped Yvette, a pony-tailed blonde wearing sneakers, light shorts and a sleeveless cotton blouse. Karl motioned her to come to him and she complied, standing attentively. "Yvette, for the next two days, I will give you a demonstration of bondage and control as you have requested. If anything bothers you, say 'plum pudding' and we will stop and discuss it. Otherwise, please comply with all my instructions." Yvette acknowledged the rules and repeated the safe word.
Karl picked up a set of red high heel shoes with leather angle straps. "These are the type of heels that you will wear for the rest of the next two days. Let's put them on." Yvette reached down and removed her sneakers. Karl helped her don the heels and tighten the straps. He had her walk around the room to see if the shoes were the right size and reasonably comfortable. They were. As Yvette stood in front of Karl, he kneeled down and placed a little padlock through a hasp on the ankle strap of each shoe. Karl stood and said "That will keep them on until I want them off." Karl produced a set of leather buckle straps. He took one of Yvette's wrists and encircled it, buckling it. He did the other wrist and then attached two small padlocks similar to the ones on the heels. He placed a short clip chain between the cuffs and showed Yvette how the cuffs secured her hands in front. He unclipped them, walked around Yvette, pulled her wrists behind her and re-clipped them. He returned to her front.
"Before we look at neck collars, let's get you stripped for action." Yvette glanced backward at her arms and looked back at Karl as if to remind him that she couldn't remove her clothes with her wristed cuffed behind her. Karl picked up a pair of fabric shears, pulled down on her shirt tails, and cut the fabric up the front. The sides hung open off her shoulders. He cut along the top of the sleeveless shoulders and the shirt fell to the floor. Karl put the shears aside and picked up a pocket knife. He cut the shoulder straps of her bra and then placed the knife beneath the bra front closure and cut it as well. The bra popped aside her full, high set breasts but did not fall, held lightly by the roundness of her mounds. Yvette watched the cutting then and then returned her gaze to straight ahead. Karl flicked the cups sideways off her boobs with the back off his hands. Yvette's breasts bounced out and recentered, jiggling to a stop.
Karl placed a wide leather collar around Yvette's neck, buckled and padlocked it. "These are the basic restraints that are used in most bondage situations. Let's finish the stripping." Karl used the shears to cut the outside seam of Yvette's shorts. These were heaped with the other cutup articles. Karl used the knife to cut the side ties of the thong panties. They fell away but were hung up at her groin. Karl pulled them away and touched a finger to Yvette's moist cunt lips. Karl unclasped the cuffs and showed Yvette a makeup vanity table.
For the next hour, they chose colors and glosses to match her tone and texture. Eyelids and lashes were lined and darkened. Blush for the cheeks and bright red lipstick. Finger and toe nails painted. An umber color was applied to her nipples with a darker highlight for the nubs. Her inner cunt lips were glossed to a sheen that peeked out between the protective skin folds.
Karl led Yvette to stand before a full mirror and they both inspected the makeup lines and colors. Satisfied, Karl clasped Yvette's cuffs behind her and announced "Well, let's go." He led Yvette to the door but she stopped short, pulling back slightly on the hand guiding her arm. Karl looked at her face and waited for her to say the safe word. Instead, Yvette let her shoulders relax and nodded. Karl put his hand tightly around her upper arm and pushed her through the door into the hallway.
Several students were strolling to the dining room and stared as Karl quick stepped the high heeled naked Yvette down the hallway and out the front door. Karl ducked Yvette's head and pushed her on the ass into the waiting limousine. She crawled up to sit on the forward facing seat and Karl got in beside her. He buckled her lap belt. The door closed and the limousine accelerated out the drive. Yvette didn't know where they were going but she knew she was safe with Karl although his behavior was becoming more aggressive.
Karl unzipped his fly, grabbed Yvette by the ponytailed hair close to the scalp and dragged her face to his crotch. He held her face an inch above his soft cock. "Use your tongue and lips to pull out my cock and suck it." Her tongue protruded and tried to scoop under the shaft. Unsuccessful, she tried another tactic. Pushing her face down, she used her lips to find the knob and gently carried it into the light of day. Now outside the shorts, she descended its length and sucked on it. Karl let go of her ponytail and used both hands to doff his shorts. Despite being secured at the waist and bending sideways, Yvette showed remarkable ability to raise and lower her head even with her hands still cuffed behind her.
Karl was impressed with this little show of athleticism and was encouraged that she could perform some of his more difficult planned activities. Meanwhile, he lay back and let her work, sometimes rolling or pinching an available nipple nub or kneading the boob full handed from underneath. Hanging on to a boob, he closed his eyes and began to feel the rising climax. His hand squeezed harder and then his cock shot bursts of cum into Yvette's mouth. She kept her lips closed around his shaft as she sucked and swallowed all she could.
Karl opened his eyes and saw the blonde head still covering his groin and suckling him gently. He took hold of the ponytail and righted Yvette back into her seat. She tilted her head back and swallowed the remnants of Karl still in her mouth. Yvette looked over at Karl but he used his hand on her chin to face her head to front. Using a wide satin band, he wrapped her head in a blindfold and waited for the safe word. It didn't come. Karl fed little nibbles of fruit and cheese and sips of water to Yvette during the rest of the ride. The limousine sped on and as the afternoon dwindled, it finally pulled into a gated estate driveway and stopped at the portico. "We're here" said Karl. The limousine door opened automatically and a naked Karl and Yvette emerged at the Master facility front door.
Karl pulled Yvette along who was quick stepping in her heels, now more unstable with the blindfold in place. They arrived in front of the Fantasy Suites. Karl opened a door and pushed Yvette inside. She stumbled but recovered without falling. The room smelled of candle wax, leather soap and musk. Karl untied the blindfold and Yvette saw her surroundings. The room was dim, lighted by a few small bulbs. In one half of the room was a table with leg stirrups and an elevated head rest. A large bed occupied the other side. A doorway led to a bathroom. Karl let Yvette look around for a while and then unfastened the cuff clips so her hands were free. Karl removed the collar as it was superfluous inside the room. He invited her to freshen up her makeup in the bathroom while he prepared the room.
When Yvette returned freshened, she saw that the bed had the covers removed and just the sheets remained. Karl stood by the table and beckoned her over. He placed her back against the bottom end of the table and boosted her ass onto it. Taking each foot, he fastened the heels into the stirrup's locking mechanisms. He rudely smacked her back down on the table and clipped each cuff over her head to the opposite end of the table. He elevated the head rest so she could see down her body. Then he stood between her legs and adjusted the stirrups wider to fully open her pussy to his manipulations.
Karl poked a finger in her hole and found it was just mildly lubricated. He opened a drawer under the table and removed a bullet head vibrator. He buzzed her nipples until the nubs expanded hard then moved to her cunt. He worked the vibratory over her vulva, occasionally poking it inside but not too deep. Yvette began a low moan. Karl said "Try not to come too quickly; we have a long night ahead of us. And please be silent." On second thought, the silent part wouldn't work with what he had in store for Yvette. He found a strapped ball gag and fit it over her mouth and fastened in behind her head.
Karl returned to work on Yvette's cunt. He ran the vibrator liberally over her groin and slipped it inside more often. Yvette moaned more and more and finally raised her hips off the table and screamed into the gag. Karl held the buzzing vibrator halfway inside Yvette through the climax. As she came down physically and emotionally, he drew out the probe and switched it off.
Yvette opened her eyes and watched as Karl lined up his erection with her soaked cunt and drove it in. Long slow strokes became long faster strokes then short fast strokes. Karl threw his head back and howled as he blew his seed inside Yvette who simply watched it happen without emotion.
Karl and Yvette lay on the sheeted bed spooning. Karl had helped her off the table and placed her on her side on the bed. He fastened her cuff chains to a hook in the headboard and her heels to chains attached to the foot board. She lay peacefully with Karl's groin low against her ass and the tip of his cock just inside her vulva. She was making contractions on his knob. He was stroking her flank with the timing he wanted in the compressions of her cunt muscles. Yvette concentrated on the rhythm.
Karl liked the feeling but knew it would not make him cum. He withdrew and pulled back from her ass. He unclipped her wrist chains and refastened them so she lay on her stomach at an angle across the bed. He moved one leg under her head and the other over her shoulder so that she was face down on his erection. She drew him in and suckled. Karl lay back and prepared to go to sleep with his cock warmly nestled in Yvette's mouth.
Karl woke in the morning with Yvette still facing his groin. He bumped her head with a hand to wake her. She was already half awake, understood where she was and suckled Karl's soft cock which began to respond. Karl let her work awhile and then pulled her head off his cock.
Karl placed Yvette back onto the table. He locked her down. He lowered the head rest so that her head lay hanging down behind her. Her ponytail touched the floor. Karl opened her mouth and plunged in. His cock now pushed against the back of her mouth and top of her throat. He held there as he twitched her nipple nubs. Then Karl slowly stroked his cock in and out of Yvette's mouth. He used the bullet vibrator to draw lazy circles on her nipples and upper breasts. He reached down and fingered her clit. Yvette surrounded Karl's cock with her mouth and Karl surrounded her with various caresses over her available body.
Karl pulled out of Yvette's mouth, climbed on the table and straddled Yvette's chest. He pressed Yvette's boobs together forming a channel for his prick. He stroked his saliva moistened shaft through the tunnel. Yvette could not see it as her head was still bent backward on the dropped headrest. But she could hear Karl's breath quickened and his roar as the first stream of seed arced past her face, then the next few dropped onto her face, neck and upper chest.
Karl released Yvette to freshen-up. After she emerged from the bathroom, Karl moved her to the center of the room and examined her makeup for any flaws. All seemed correct: hair, eyes, lips, cheeks, nails, nipples and vulva, painted and colored to enhance and display. Karl pulled her arms behind her back and clipped them together with the cuff chains. He placed the leather collar around her neck and fastened it with the padlock. Karl clipped a chain leash to the collar. "Let's take you home." he said.
Karl led Yvette by the leash out of the room. This would be a slower walk as he led her through the building, past many of the staff and guests, around the pool and deck area. He stopped several times to chat with people he knew, never introducing his bonded companion who stood by patiently, eyes downward, too embarrassed to make eye contact with anyone. Karl led his naked captive through the front door and out to the waiting limousine. He ducked her head and pushed her in with a slap on a bare ass cheek.
The return limousine ride was mostly spent with Yvette's gagged head bent face down onto the front seat as Karl seated behind her used various dildos and vibrators on and in her cunt. Several times she approached her orgasm but Karl backed off before it arrived. Finally, he pressed a bullet vibrator against her clit as he probed her vagina with a large dildo. Yvette came with a crashing screech that was loud despite the gag. Karl was ready himself, kneeled up on the floorboards behind her and drove his engorged prick into Yvette's cunt again and again until he planted his seed deep inside.
Later, Yvette was kneeling facing Karl with his erect cock in her mouth. As the limousine pulled up to the senior facility, Karl loosed another volley of cum into Yvette's mouth. He unfastened the leash from a hook where it had been symbolically attached. He donned a pair of tight black shorts.
The car door swung open and Karl emerged with naked Yvette in tow. He walked slowly inside, around the various downstairs rooms and the pool deck, displaying the bond Yvette for all to see. They ascended the stairs and went to the shower room. Yvette sat on a bench as Karl unlocked her heels, collar and cuffs.
Karl got into a shower stall with her and scrubbed her down, using fine scented soaps and shampoos to cleanse away the spoiled makeup and musky smell of fucking. Somewhat refreshed but exhausted by her ordeal, she let Karl lead her by the hand to her dorm room where he knocked. A scantily clad student opened the door. Karl steered Yvette into the care of her roommate and left for his own quarters in the residential guest suites to rest after two hard days of work.



        Total Woman Clinic 05

        Friday: Frieda, Deep Massage.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/total-woman-clinic-05

Title: Total Woman Clinic 05

Author: bhuff

Category: Novels and Novellas

Description: Friday: Frieda, Deep Massage.

Tags: therapist, multiples, boobs, patient, nipples, breasts, therapy, healing, oral, massage

Series: Total Woman Clinic


Syd lay on the massage table face down butt naked. Frieda, a statuesque Nordic woman, expertly kneaded his back muscles. Her clasps of his skin and subdural flesh seemed agonizingly harsh. But whenever Syd reached the point of complaint, she sensed him flinch and pulled back just at the brink of pain, maintaining suitable compression.
"You are very tense today, Syd. I will try not to hurt you but I feel many knots deep in your muscles. That often happens because our program is demanding. We maintain a pace that gets you through the complete program in one week. Deep muscle massages balance the program's robustness with the available time."
Syd accepted Frieda's explanation and endured the process with élan. He had no reason to question the results achieved so far this week. The exercises had done more good in a few days than other therapies had achieved all last year. And they were sure as hell more satiating.
Frieda turned him over. She performed the same muscle wrenching compression on his front as she had on his back. Syd still felt near pain as Frieda worked him over. Her large hands were driven by the large muscles in her forearms rippling as she rubbed and pressed over Syd's body. She finally stopped and stood back. Syd forced himself to relax into the towels atop the massage table and closed his eyes.
Frieda smiled and fingered the hem of her tee-shirt. She knew the routine and approached Syd. Frieda coughed his attention. Syd opened his eyes. She slowly drew the tee-shirt up and off. Her large, no...massive, breasts hung with a little sag and jiggled mildly. Syd watched Frieda's large, no...massive, hands approach his cock. Syd remembered the near painful muscle compressions and thought of the sensations Frieda's hands might give him.
Syd quickly covered his flaccid cock with his hands and said "I not really feeling it. The massage was great but has left me tired and drained. I would prefer to skip any more activity. I need to get to my room and rest." Frieda took it all in stride. He wasn't the first to react as such and she was a professional. Manipulation sex of her clients didn't give her any relief so she wasn't missing anything.
Syd climbed off the table. Frieda gave him a towel to wrap his waist and escorted him to the elevator. Syd rode to his floor and went to his room. The walk got his blood moving to the right places and despite the rough treatment of his muscles he now felt quite relaxed and energetic. After a quick shower, he ordered a light room service supper. The doorbell rang and Syd answered it wrapped in the waist towel. He was surprised to see the receptionist from the first day pushing the food service cart.
"Hello, we meet again. My name is Fergie. The kitchen staff member called in sick so I am covering her evening shift. You're the only resident tonight, so it's not too bad." She took the dishes from the cart and placed his meal on the eating area table. Each time she bent to the tasks, Syd was re-introduced to the cameltoe in her shorts. Syd sat in his towel while Fergie put a napkin in his lap. She poured a glass of wine and Syd invited her to pour one for herself and sit awhile. They chatted while Syd ate.
Fergie explained that she was a graduate of a progressive college called the Total Woman Academy, was attending physical therapy graduate school and interning at the Total Woman Clinic. The clinic combined her study of physical therapy with her previous exposure to sexual therapy. Syd listened attentively but Fergie could see him eyeing her breasts with the translucent nipples under her uniform tee-shirt. She accepted his gaze with poise, subtly laughing harder than necessary which put her boobs in wiggle mode whenever she did.
Syd finished his coffee and dessert. He pushed back his chair but Fergie popped up and laid a hand on his lap to remove the napkin, brushing his groin. Syd remained seated. Fergie cleared the table, again bending into as many tasks as possible, offering Syd many closeups of her cameltoed shorts. Table cleared and cart repacked, she parked it just inside the door.
Returning to the seated Syd, she stood close and said "Is there anything more I can do for you tonight?" Syd looked straight ahead at the eye level cameltoe. "Anything?" Fergie repeated. Syd continued to mutely stare and then looked up at Fergie's face. She said "It's okay, go ahead." Syd raised his hands to her inner thighs, rubbing the soft skin. Recalling the mechanics of the uniform shorts, he explored the outsides near the waist band and discovered the closures. Accompanied by the familiar tearing sound of Velcro strips, Syd pulled the shorts open and down Fergie's legs.
Syd no longer faced a cameltoe but a full lipped vagina with all its colors, smells and evident dampness. His hands returned to the center of his focal attention and spread the outer lips to view the pink inner folds. He used his thumbs to rub little circles around the opening. The inner lips swelled and became a darker pink as the blood engorged them. He could smell Fergie's arousal and noted the increased dampness escaping the vaginal tube.
Syd leaned in and nuzzled the moist flesh with his nose, then lifted his chin to touch his protruding tongue to the wetness. He experimented with tender swipes. Syd considered Fergie's flavor to be salty sweet with musky overtones.
Syd broke off his taste test to stand. He cupped Fergie's cheeks in his hands and kissed her. Fergie responded invitingly, protruding her own tongue to taste a lingering hint of herself in Syd's mouth. She stepped back and gracefully lifted the hem of her uniform tee-shirt, pulling it over her head, swishing her ponytail before it settled again down her back.
Syd did not take time to examine the exposed breasts. He scooped Fergie into his arms and carried her to the bed. Laying her face up, he hovered over her as she search inside his waist towel for the hardening cock. Syd aided the efforts by removing the inhibiting garment. Fergie lay gazing up at Syd's face as she stroked the cock's length.
Syd examined his newest discoveries. He placed his hands around each of Fergie's boobs and squeezed, not hard like Frieda might, but a kneading action that was both firm and gentle. He ran his index fingers across the nipple's top rose and ivory boundary. The center nubs obediently hardened and he captured them between thumb and finger, twisting and pulling just enough to make the jellied supporting mounds ripple. Putting fingers down the sides, he fluttered them making larger ripples bounce around in the playful flesh.
His hand swept down her abdomen, going all the way to cup her vulva. He inserted his middle finger in the moist opening, rooting around, seeking her G spot. A quick breath from Fergie announced that he had found his target. He lightly caressed it with his finger pad until Fergie's breath sharpened and her face flushed. Indecisive, Syd wondered whether to quit or continue. He continued and Fergie arched her back and cried out. Syd kept his hand tight against her vulva and his finger embedded, waiting until Fergie relaxed her back and regained her breath. Although Fergie still gripped Syd's cock, she had somehow managed to maintain hand control and not injure him.
Syd removed her hand from his cock. He moved himself to between her legs and lifted her knees up and out with two fingers under each one. He dipped down and ran his coarse tongue once, slowly up the entire length of her gash. He continued the upward move, stretching his body above hers. Coming face to face, he dipped his head and kissed deeply, letting her again taste herself on his lips.
Holding the lip lock, Fergie reached between their groins and placed Syd for insertion. Syd lifted his face just above hers and they locked eyes. Syd pushed the head halfway in leaving the rim still exposed outside her. He jabbed small taps, massaging her outer lips. Fergie suppressed a moan. Syd pushed further, far enough to get the rim just inside. He push-pulled, stimulating the lips with his corona. Fergie didn't suppress this moan as she had the one before but it was subtle none the less. Syd pushed further still. His shaft was half in and the crown found her G spot. Push-pulls garnered a louder moan from Fergie and her eyes dilated.
Syd reared back before springing in and burying his cock as deep as it would go into Fergie. He felt her flesh covered pubis bone meet his flesh covered pubis bone and he squiggled around to massage her upper vaginal nerves. Simultaneously, the tip of Syd's dick massaged Fergie's cervix and they both felt the sensations of the contact. Syd made one, two, three butts against her cervix and bone, then a long full stroke almost withdrawing the swollen shaft completely. Buried again, he gave it one, two, three more bumps and another withdrawal. Each long stroke massaged Fergie's G spot twice, once coming out and once again travelling in.
Fergie's wasn't moaning any more, or at least 'moan' didn't describe the staccato bursts of breath she was making. Syd liked the sound and it encouraged him onward. Finally, as he tried to withdraw a long stroke, something happened and he stayed buried despite his movement. Fergie's back arched and her hips joined his upswing as she screamed out in ecstasy, eyes screwed shut. Syd simply hung on, suspended, supported by her.
Fergie came down from the ecstatic peak. Syd laid still, his cock still swollen and buried. His cock tingled but he was not ready to ejaculate just yet. He began the three count and stroke rhythm again. Before long, the deep massages had Fergie peaking again and Syd paused again and waited her out. But his cock now tingled more and he felt ready. The rhythm was repeated yet again but this time, as Fergie lifted her hips in ecstasy, Syd joined her, stayed buried and pulsed his sperm deep into her snatch. The partners collapsed in a heap on the mattress, too drained to immediately decouple. They dozed.

Syd awoke in the night hours to find himself spooned into Fergie's back. One hand cupped her breasts and the other her vulva. His nose was covered by her hair which smelled of an indistinct fruity fragrance. His flaccid cock was lodged between her ass cheeks. Becoming aware of his naked position against her naked back, Syd's cock responded with new growth. The stirring of Syd's cock stirred Fergie awake in turn. She reached down under his hand, lifted her top leg and drew Syd's extended cock head along her pussy lips, lowering her leg and trapping the shaft in her warm crevasse. Syd gave a few pushes and the tip and shaft massaged her lips and high thigh inside flesh. Neither partner expected this to gain much but it felt good. After some time, the movement stopped as they dozed off again.

Dawn broke its soft light into Syd's room. He awoke alone. The food cart was gone and he sensed a faint smell of fruity fragrance on his pillow. Another day at the Total Woman Clinic was about to begin.
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Ned was lounging at the pool deck of the Master Facility. He had finished a three day coaching tune-up marathon with four different senior students at their facility and left that place before anymore last minute requests could be made. He was scanning the pool deck full of exposed flesh when a woman dressed in a well-fit business suit was escorted from the adjacent house by Mrs. Smith. Ned was surprised to see Mrs Smith here at the Masters facility away from her senior students. Spying Ned, she conducted the business woman towards him. "Ned, this is Zena. She is a TWA alumnus and is in discussions to become the Master facility housemother. Zena, this is Ned, our top evaluation assessment staff member."
Ned extended a handshake to Zena who said "We haven't met but my daughters are both TWA graduates and speak highly of you." Ned remained amused by the lackadaisical manner in which parents thanked him for teaching their daughters how to fuck better. Ned tried to determine which students this woman had borne. Though clothed, he could see that huge flesh mounds pressed against constraining jacket buttons. At middle-age, the face still had a youthful look and beneath the skirt was a shapely ass held up by toned legs in heels. She could be the mother of any one of half the student population.
Mrs Smith invited Ned to join them for dinner that evening. Ned wore a sport coat and slacks and the women wore cocktail dresses. The limousine took them to a fashionable roof top restaurant in a nearby city. After light dinner banter, Zena related her story.
After graduation, Zena found a suitable career and mate and had been lucky with stock investments. She bore two daughters with the rising star of a major corporation but was left widowed by an industrial accident. After some time, she enrolled both daughters at TWA and they pursued their lives with successes outshining even their mother's career.
Zena became involved with several local charities and met an older media tycoon. Marriage was not in the cards as his fortune and life were tied to the extended family and an alienated wife. Zena accepted the situation as she liked the charisma of the mature man. They were not flouting their relationship but neither were they secretive. It was an open arrangement and Zena travelled with him or attended charity functions as often as either of them desired. He was generous with his time and companionship. Zena was not looking for other companions and, with her bedroom skills, the man had neither the will nor the energy to stray.
One night, he was particularly amorous and they ran a marathon session of sex play and intercourse. On his final act ever, the man came and collapsed his weight onto Zena. She thought he was exhausted but when she tried to stir him, she found, quite literally, that he had died in her arms.
The funeral was tense with her presence and the reading of the will later saw her receive a large percentage of the man's media assets. Zena had no desire to own or operate a piece of a media empire and certainly not together with the consternated family. She negotiated a fair settlement with the family and combined it with her existing portfolio into a tidy, secure income. With her daughters gone and being rather unwelcome in the social circles she had once travelled, Zena looked for something to engage her energies. The position of Housemother at the Master Facility intrigued her.
Mrs. Smith gave Zena a tour of the facility that day. The only remaining area was the Fantasy Suites. "Ned, I believe you should show that area to Zena. It is your area of experience more than mine." Ned agreed to perform the responsibility.
Zena met Ned outside the three suites. Ned showed her the colored annunciators over each door and described the meanings: Red Light, Do Not Enter; Yellow Light, Knock Before Entering; Green Light, Enter At Will.
They started with the Costume Suite. The main room had a large bed, additional sitting areas, mirrors and wall-to-wall carpeting. The attached bath had glass enclosed shower stall and separate garden tub. Several large walk-in closets contained a wide variety of heels, dresses, costumes, lingerie and uniforms in many sizes. Patrons could specify ahead of time their particular wish of clothing or browse the inventory for on the spot ideas. The air whispered floral and fruity scents.
The Victorian Suite had a similar bath and set of closets but with fewer costumes and clothes. The main room decor was dark paneling and lacy furnishings on a four poster canopy bed. Carpets covered the sitting areas of the hardwood floors. Stuffed chairs, couches and side tables with lamps completed the feel of old money and leisure. The atmosphere held deep odors of wood polish and leather. The suites were inter-connected by double doors.
Ned and Zena moved through a set of those doors into the Bondage Suite. The walls and ceiling were decorated with faux stone blocks with attached chains and cuffs invoking a dungeon effect. The floor was bare concrete with a center drain. There were various styled wood and metal stocks along the walls with eyelets, hooks, chains and cuffs. The center of the room contained a polished wood mechanical table with leg and arm extensions fitted with restraints. An industrial stainless steel sink was mounted in a corner. Some cabinets and drawers contained cuffs, collars, chains, free restraints, scissors, knives and other implements. The room smelled wet and musty. There was a simple bath and shower room behind a hidden doorway.
Zena strolled around the central table dragging her hand over the wood table top with its inlaid brass hinges connecting the moveable panels. She fingered the cold steel clamps and chains. She worked the handles and wheels that adjusted the shape and angles of panels.
Zena asked Ned "Do you know how all these things work?"
Ned replied "Yes, do you want a thorough demonstration?"
"If I am to be the Housemother here, I need to be intimate with all the facility's details."
"Then let's start over here at the tool kit."
Ned opened the cabinets and drawers and showed Zena the tools available. Some chains had padlock hasps while others were easily unsnapped, even by the person being bonded. Most of the knives and scissors had blunt ends to avoid accidental pricking of flesh. Ned opened the drawer filled with neck collars made of leather, satin, rope and chain-mail. He selected a leather one with padlock claps and four embedded stainless steel rings spaced apart arounf the circumference of the collar. Looking at Zena expectantly, he raised the collar to her neck level. She reached back and lifted her hair out of the way. He placed the collar around her neck and moved to buckle the clasps, bumping her chest with his in the process. She didn't flinch as he snapped the closure. Backing up to arm's length, he checked the fit and she lowered her hair and arms.
Ned selected some wrist cuffs of similar leather, the matching set. Zena gracefully lifted one arm to him and then the other; Ned encircled them with the cuffs. Zena turned and strolled to the square frame against one wall. She faced out and attached one wrist cuff to the handing chain at the corner and raised her other wrist to the opposite corner and looked at Ned expectantly. Ned obliged and connected the other wrist. He reached behind her and lowered the zipper of her strapless cocktail dress and let it fall to her feet. She lifted one heel at a time as he helped her remove the garment.
Zena was attached by her wrists and wearing a demi-bra, panties, hose and heels in addition to the restraining leather at neck and wrists. Ned retrieved a knife from the tool tray. He placed it beneath the center connector of the demi-bra and sliced the fabric. It popped completely aside and Ned feasted on the sight of Zena's full breasts. As she had learned in the Academy and practiced lifelong, makeup enhanced the nipples and nubs. Ned approved with a nod and smirk. Zena tested the strength and length of the restraining chains, then Ned unfastened both to release her from the frame.
Zena walked to the table and standing at the foot end, let Ned help her, with a boost on her butt, to sit on the end of the table. She spread her thighs to set her feet in the stirrups. Ned showed her the way it gripped the heels to restrain the feet. Zena lay back and Need adjusted the headrest to her height. He extended the armatures outward, and spreading her arms, fastened her wrists to the ends. He returned to her feet and adjusted the stirrups to spread her ankles, calves and thighs wide open.
Zena was now fastened spread-eagle on the bondage table. Ned let her feel the position for a while, and then moved to release her wrists. Zena said, "Do you usually release the captive at this point?"
Ned answered "No, of course not, the fantasy or training would continue to more robust activities."
"I will be the housemother here and must be intimately aware of the capabilities of my facilities. Please proceed with those more robust activities and give me the full experience."
Ned gave a 'You're the boss' shrug and retrieved a ball gag from the toolkit. He placed it in Zena's mouth and pulled the elastic band behind her head. Using the knife, he cut the sides of her panties and pulled them off. Ned picked up a bullet vibrator and began humming it around her colored areoles. The nubs grew and stuck upwards like buttons. Ned moved to her groin and moved the mechanical prick around her clitoris. This elicited a response from Zena who began a silenced whimper and orbited her hips in small circles to try and keep the vibrator on her clit. Ned worked in counter-moves to frustrate her efforts.
Ned used two vibrators, one on the clitoris and the other on the vaginal lips. Zena more than orbited now and gave full hip thrusts, trying to embed the vaginal vibrator. Ned switched to a penetration motion to let her have what she sought. The whimpering got louder.
Ned stopped and moved to the head of the table and removed the ball gag. Dropping his pants and briefs, he also dropped the headrest to align Zena's mouth and throat horizontally. Placing his cock close to her lips, he let Zena lick his shaft, knob and balls. As Zena got Ned ready, he continued to arouse her body, using the vibrators on both nipples at the same time. When he was hard enough, he pushed the knob tip down to horizontal and slid it past her lips.
Zena used all her suction power to pull him in deep. Fully seated, Ned leaned over and used his tongue to stimulate one nipple while the vibrator worked the other. He gave Zena mild hip thrusts. Zena began to moan louder as Ned nipped her nipples with his teeth. He then leaned over further and dragged his tongue along her clitoris. Zena moaned, then whimpered when Ned paused. Ned resumed the licking and vibrations. Then he paused again when her breathing deepened.
Cycling the sensations several times, with Zena getting progressively louder and more vigorous in her movements. She was on a knife's edge of tension. Suddenly, Zena's whole body went rigid and Ned joined her in orgasm, pumping his seed into her mouth.
Ned unraveled from his reversed position atop Zena. Standing, he thought about whether to end the experience here or continue. He decided to continue in the shower as they cleaned up. He unfastened Zena and helped her alight from the bondage table. He took off her bondage leathers. Ned took her hand and led her to the bathroom. Helping her to remove her heels and stockings, he started the shower and got them both into the stall. After thoroughly scrubbing the sex scent off each other, Ned flipped down a hinged seat and sat under the water spray.
Zena sat astride facing him, placed his cock and sat down. She employed all the strokes, slides, twists and cunt clamping she had learned as a student and employed as a graduate. Ned liked the fact that the TWA curriculum had done so well for her over the years and was still going strong. They did not kiss, but twisted their heads to nip each other's ears and stroked each other's backs and necks. The moment arrived and they pulled each other tight for a rousing mutual spasm that left each calm and tender afterwards.
Later, Ned was standing in a residence guest suite bedroom window, surveying the grounds of the Total Woman Academy Master facility in the moonlight. Zena looked over his shoulder as she pressed her boobs into his back and reached around to stroke his semi-hard cock.
Ned thought about Zena and the many alumni like her who wanted to give back to the place that had changed their lives for the better. Some remembered their Academy years fondly and wanted to return for occasional adventures. Ned could contemplate scenarios where the education of sensual anatomy could be used for healing therapies. And there seemed to be a market niche for a leisure center where alumni and favored guests could interact in a resort type facility. Ned would discuss it with the housemothers and prepare a proposal for the board of directors. But mostly, Ned was contemplating how his life and career had come to this. And the future looked bright.
Zena stirred and drew Ned back towards the bed. She also wanted Ned's long term future to be bright but right now she had plans for Ned's immediate future. Those plans involved Ned's rigid cock buried deep in her cunt while his face was held to her soft cleavage.
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Syd stood wearing only his exercise shorts on his towel covered yoga mat in the yoga studio. Sati stood facing him. Strands of her bun-tied straight black hair framed a symmetric face set off by the highlighted almond shaped eyelids. Her pupils were bright blue-green, unusual for a Hindustani female. Her genetics had probably been infused by an ancestor's past cross culture contact, now remembered fondly by a British colonial officer retired in a London dinner club. She wore light wraps of colorful cloths, folded in ways that both hid and hinted at the supple body beneath.
Sati had her hands pressed palm to palm in front, fingers pointed up, with eyes focused straight ahead to the wall behind Syd. Syd was trying to focus beyond Sati but his eyes kept flitting to the female body before him. Sati's face did not change expression as only her lips moved, quietly saying over the background music "Empty your mind and think of nothing. We are seeking complete relaxation. Follow my directions. We will arrive at a greater revelation than the one you have now where you simply undress me with your eyes."
Syd thought 'Busted!' He resettled and tried again. 'How do you think of nothing?' He pressed his palms harder and focused on the compression of his hands. Sati broke pose and walked behind Syd, reaching around to adjust the position of his hands. Syd felt the sari cloth brush his back and her hips rub his butt. She returned to her place and told Syd to follow her moves. Their palms remained folded together as they reached high and back. Syd watched with his lower peripherals as Sati's breasts strained the sari's top and presented two rounded pyramids of flesh riding skyward on her bowed chest. They leaned completely over, touching hands to floor near feet. Syd used his upper peripherals to spy big cleavage as Sati's breasts moved from mounted up pose to dangle downward within the drooping sari top.
After several repetitions, Sati moved Syd into warrior pose. A week ago, this position with bent legs would have had Syd howling with pain. Amazingly, he easily assumed the pose and Sati adjusted his elbows and knees into a deeper hold. Her touch on his bare skin was distracting, to say the least. Syd reversed to left and right several times before his legs quivered with the exertion.
Sati seated Syd cross legged on the floor, the classic lotus pose. Syd was unable to get his knees wide out. Sati knew why; the shorts were too confining. She had Syd break pose and stand. Kneeling before him, she unclasped the waistband and removed Syd's shorts. She reseated Syd in lotus and now he was able to lower his knees almost to the floor on either side. Sati crawled forward and lightly placed her hips astraddle Syd's legs and gently sat down. The assisting weight opened his hips further and his knees touched the mat. His groin felt the stretch and it was somewhat uncomfortable.
Syd was staring at the covered breasts before him. Sati read his thoughts. She placed her arms resting straight on Syd's shoulders and whispered "Go ahead." Syd raised his hands and the sari was slowly unwrapped. After several revolutions around Sati's torso, Syd beheld the once hidden treasures. The smooth skin was ivory. His thumbs brushed the rose colored discs. The nubs responded with growth.
Syd remembered that his groin muscles had been strained but felt none of that now. Sati moved her feet behind Syd's back, crossing the ankles. Pulling her body closer, she touched his cock with her pubis and gave a small hip roll, rubbing her cunt lips against his growing cock. Syd found that the bottom sari had ridden up and was simply wrapped around her otherwise bare hips. Sati continued to roll her cunt against his cock and Syd became erect.
Sati hugged her breasts tight into Syd's chest. Syd hugged her back. Gaining leverage, she raised her hips until she felt his tip against her opening. She lowered a little until the rim of Syd's cock head was barely inside her entrance and stopped there. Syd felt a pulse as Sati used her gifted vaginal muscles to clamp and unclamp the trapped knob.
"Clear your mind of all but the feelings I am providing you." Syd complied and concentrated on her manipulation of his cock. After a few minutes, Syd felt his groin clench and relax. Sati moved lower and Syd slid deeper into mindlessness as his cock slipped deeper into Sati. She now gave two separate pulses: one mid shaft with the previously employed entrance muscle and a second one higher on the embedded knob. Sati varied the timing, sometimes giving two pulls on the bottom before one on the top. She varied the rate of clamps as well and even during the surprise of the changed rhythms, Syd stayed in his calm mental bliss.
Syd felt his groin again clench and relax. Sati moved lower, fully embedding his cock in her throbbing channel. She now used four muscle sets: the entrance, mid shaft, deeper on the crown and a fourth pushing downward on the top of the knob. Sati set up a progression and frequency that now milked Syd's cock. The pulse travelled from base to top, increasing in speed. Syd felt a tingling in his toes. It travelled up his legs, through his groin, into his abdomen and chest and made his face flush. He groaned, breath quickening, felt his throat constrict as he shot his first cum hard against Sati's cervix. Three more followed and Syd definitely was mindless as he watched sparks dazzle beneath his closed eye lids.
Syd slowly regained semi-consciousness as he felt Sati's hands lightly rub his back. "Have you returned to me in this world?" Sati whispered. Syd nodded. "Good. Three orgasms the first time is pretty good. With practice, that will increase. You can learn to have many orgasmic spasms within one sexual session, ejaculating only on the final time, hopefully after satisfying your partner. Would you like that?" Syd nodded even harder.
Sati dismounted and helped Syd lay prone on his back on the mat. She placed a small cloth over his eyes, blocking out the light. She positioned his hands palms up tucked at his side, feet heels together toes angled out and head tilted high to allow a gap between his neck and the mat. The eye cover was scented with lavender and strawberries, an unusual but intriguing combination. Syd felt Sati kneel beyond his head. She placed two fingers on each temple and slowly rotated massages into the hollows.
"Concentrate on relaxing your muscles, starting with the feet and moving up the body." Syd wiggled his toes and stopped. He forced his calves and thighs to release any tension. Sati continued the temple massage. He realized he was unconsciously clenching his abdomen and consciously released the tension there. Then his chest and arms lay limp. Syd's breathing eased off. Sati expanded the temple massage to include the sides of his head and ear lobes and bases. Syd's mind was calm but registered a throb in his cock and he realized that his body had diverted his energies to his groin. Sati already knew what was going to happen. She slowed the caresses to a halt.
Syd felt her move to his side. She positioned the growing organ to align with his navel. Sati cradled the swollen cock in her palm and brushed the knob with her thumb. Using both hands, she slid back and forth along the shaft. Syd stayed absolutely still letting Sati provide the strokes. The tingling returned to areas of his body that he had forced to relax. Swiftly, the tingling intensified. Syd groaned. Sati knew the progression of the unfolding events and raised his cock to vertical, continuing the strokes. At the pinnacle of Syd's groans, she leaned over, covered his knob with her mouth and received his discharge.

Syd lay still as Sati caressed his whole body. "The relaxation and meditation techniques of my culture can give you this ability to cum often and recover quickly. Please treat them with respect and only use them in loving situations with someone special. Okay?" Syd nodded under the eye cover. It seemed a reasonable request.
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Syd sat inside the sauna, wrapped in a waist towel, sweating profusely. The hot rocks crackled in a basket in the corner. The walls were ringed with two tiers of cedar benches and a long, broad squat slatted table was positioned in the center. He had finished 30 minutes inside and the heat timer had expired to let the room begin its cool down.
The door opened and Syd's six therapists entered the room. Each beauty had her hair wrapped in a white head towel. Another towel was tucked across the top of her breasts and hung down to mid-thigh. None of them said a word as they took seats arrayed around the room.
Nodding to the others, Mandy, the cycling specialist, climbed down to the center of the room and removed her body towel, draping it across the low table in the center. Her breasts swayed as she took a step up on the bench towards Syd and gently grasped his hand, pulling him to climb down and stand before the terrycloth covered table. She leaned in and whispered in Syd's ear "Please choose me" before standing back with hands lightly crossed in front, assuming a shy stance of anticipation.
Syd saw a motion from the corner of his eye and Juanita, the upper body specialist, left her place on the bench and approached Syd. She stood before him and raised her arms, untucking her body towel and draping it as well over the previous layer on the table. She stood on tiptoes as she leaned in, pressing her boobs hard into Syd's chest. She whispered "Please choose me" then backed away to stand next to Mandy facing Syd.
Wandah, the swimming coach, went next, stepping down to the center well. She stood tall, eye to eye with Syd, as she pulled at the knot on her towel. Syd maintained her eye contact but saw her arms revolve down in his lower peripheral vision. He broke the stare and looked down. Wandah's exposed athletic chocolate globes were as perfect when viewed from above as they were from any other angle. She leaned in and whispered "Please chose me", then slid around Syd but brushed his hips with hers. Syd kept his gaze on the undulating ass until Wandah turned to face him, hands lowered and folded, joining in the growing line of choices.
Fujiko, the gymnast, was standing on the bottom step when Syd brought his attention back to the center of the room. She crooked a finger and motioned Syd to approach her. She was not tall enough even on tiptoes to reach Syd's ear. When Syd was standing in front of her, she reached inside his towel, grasped his cock and pulling him close, whispering "Please choose me." Syd watched as she moved to the table, removed and spread her own towel on it and joined the others in line.
Frieda, the masseuse, fairly marched on Syd, stopped short at attention and whipped her towel off. It joined the growing thickness of terrycloth padding. She pulled Syd into a bone crushing embrace, mashed her massive tits into his chest and captured his mouth in an energetic full on kiss. Her tongue massaged his. She retreated back a small gap, and for what passed as Frieda's whisper, she huskily said "Please choose me" into Syd's still open mouth. She then became the fifth in line as Syd wiggled his jaw to see if it was damaged.
Sati, the yoga guru, glided off her perch and gracefully drew near. Her glistening blue-green eyes still mesmerized Syd. She stopped in front of him and with elegant arm motions, opened her towel wide as she rotated around with her back to Syd. She dropped it on the table and, with arms still wide spread, rotated back to Syd. Her serpentine arms slithered to hook hands behind Syd's head, drawing him in to whisper "Please choose me." She walked to the end of the line.
Six nude women stood before Syd. All held their heads high with Mona Lisa smiles and hands clasped lightly in front. Syd surveyed the line from end to end and walked to stand in front of Mandy.
Mandy had the boobs that, when jiggled, had encouraged Syd's legs to cycle faster. He had placed cum inside her cunt but had not sampled the recesses of her mouth with his cock. That might be interesting. He moved to the right.
Juanita, the weight trainer, was displaying her awesome breasts that had slid over Syd's hard cock while he lay exhausted on a weight bench. She had taken his cum in her mouth but he had not fucked her vaginally. Was her cunt as good as her boob and blow jobs? Thoughtful, he move to the next in line.
Wandah, the swimmer, could give her all when she wanted but had astutely made Syd do the work and get the therapeutic exercise. His core was really strengthened by their 'workout'. She already had gotten a load of his cum in her cunt. Her breasts were modest but pleasant. He had not sampled her mouth, yet. He moved to the next in line.
Fujiko, the gymnast, was supple, flexible and energetic. He had already tried her vagina and her mouth but her breasts had been too modest for a boob job. She had energy and stamina to spare; probably a lot more than Syd would have soon.
Frieda, the masseuse, stood at attention. Her massive breasts covered wide across her chest. Her hips were surprisingly narrow for such a big woman. She was not fat but not slender either. He had been concerned by her power but here she would control it among the others. Maybe...
Sati, the yoga guru, was staring straight ahead with her blue-green eyes. Her ivory breasts, mounted on her toned chest, were stunning in their beauty. Syd remembered the calm way her vaginal muscles had caused multiple orgasms before his ultimate ejaculation. Her mouth had held his semen as well. What was left to explore?
Decisions, decisions, decisions.....But there were choices to be made so Syd steeled his resolve and continued.
Syd stepped in front of Juanita and took both her hands in his. He led her to the table, smoothed the towels and helped her lay face up with her butt on the end of the platform. He raised her knees to plant her heels on the same edge.
Syd returned to Fujiko and led her to stand on the side facing Juanita's prone form. He lowered her to her knees in an upright stance. He loosed her hair so that it cascaded down her back. Syd selected Mandy next, placing her on the opposite side from Fujiko in knee stand position as well. He then sited Juanita's hand to cup Mandy's vulva. Juanita understood the directions and cupped Fujiko's vulva with her other hand. Both women gripped Juanita's helping hand and pushed Juanita's middle finger up their vaginas and placed her thumbs on their clitorises. Juanita dug in and found the G spots. Each woman gave a start and a sigh as Juanita test rubbed the quartet of targets.
Syd gathered Sati from her place in line and put her in a new place kneeling above Juanita's head. Sati placed her hands on Juanita's temples and lightly caressed the hollows. Juanita sighed her approval of the gentle touch. Sati kneed up tall and stared straight ahead, eyes open but focused on a distant spot.
Syd gathered Wandah. He had her kneel beside Juanita's hips and he bent Wandah over so that her ear was pillowed by Juanita's abdomen and her mouth was sideways just above Juanita's cunt. Her tongue extended from the side of her mouth to graze Juanita's clitoris and she lightly licked the soft flesh. Juanita sighed again in approval of this touch.
The table was set but, before the buffet of skin could be enjoyed, there was one more detail to attend to. Syd turned to Frieda and motioned her forward. He was on his knees at the end of the table facing Juanita. Frieda kneeled and embraced Syd from behind, mashing her massive boobs into his back as she reached one hand around to his chest and the other to his groin.
Syd proclaimed quietly "Let the feast begin."
Juanita massaged the erogenous points of her two hand captives. They in turn kissed and sucked Juanita's nipples. Frieda gave a few slow strokes to Syd's cock with her hand, then cradled the shaft and placed the tip to Wandah's lips. Wandah changed tongue focus from Juanita to Syd. Frieda used her hand on Syd's chest to finger his nipple. Syd got very hard. Frieda pushed her groin into Syd's butt and shoved his dick into Wandah's mouth. Wandah circled her lips and twittered her tongue as Frieda used her bearhug embrace of Syd to control the strokes of his cock in and out of Wandah's mouth.
Fujiko and Mandy looked across at each other, then pecked a quick kiss before descending to lick and suckle Juanita's nipples. Juanita gave a slight moan. That was Frieda's signal. She pulled Syd all the way out of Wandah's mouth, repositioned his cock head lower and pushed forward to seat the knob in Juanita's cunt entrance. Juanita caught her breath and Frieda shoved Syd hard, burying his shaft.
Syd felt the warmth enclose his prick. He gave a short moan. Juanita became more vocal. Frieda looked at Sati who understood her responsibilities. Sati lowered to Juanita's mouth and locked onto a full tongue lashing kiss that stifled Juanita's sounds. Syd watched as the two hand maidens leaned back from Juanita's breasts and engaged in a full out kiss of their own.
Syd had his cock in Juanita, was being nipple caressed by the stroke controlling Frieda and watching four women kiss passionately in front of him. Sometimes on withdrawal, his shaft felt Wandah's tongue give it a quick caress. Seeing Wandah's enthusiasm, Frieda reared back, lifted Syd's cock and pushed it into Wandah's mouth all the way. Frieda now pressed Syd's cock again and again at the entrance to Wandah's throat.
The sequence went on with Syd's cock alternately in Juanita's cunt and Wandah's mouth, Fujiko and Mandy tonguing Juanita's nipples or each other's lips and deep throats. Sati remained hovered over Juanita's face kissing and retreating to allow Juanita to occasionally breathe out moans while continuing the scalp and temple caresses.
Syd closed his eyes and reveled semi-dazed in the sensations he was experiencing. The actions began to raise his ardor to a point he knew would not be sustained. He was getting the tingling in his nerves announcing the imminent demise of this orgy. He opened his eyes and was startled to see Sati's blue-green jewels staring deep into his eyes. His cock was presently engaged by Juanita's cunt. His breath shortened and the inevitable rush of liquid sprang up his urethra. Frieda heard Syd's cry of ecstasy and held him deep in Juanita for his first burst, then removed him and hosed Wandah's face with the next three as she massaged his cock with her hand.
Syd was stunned by the power of the orgasm and nearly fainted. Uncomprehending, he felt suspended in space and would have fallen on top of Wandah's head and Juanita's stomach if Frieda had not held him aloft from collapse. What vision he retained was focused on Sati's radiant eyes. Juanita, Fujiko and Mandy had achieved their peaks simultaneous with Syd and the two handmaidens' heads were lying unmoving on Juanita's breasts.
Frieda lifted Syd while the woman worked to get off the table. Frieda laid Syd in Juanita's place and Sati now massaged his scalp and temples. The other women exited the sauna to get cleaned up. Syd regained a better but not full consciousness. Syd said "I'm sorry Wandah, Frieda and you did not achieve fulfillment with the rest of us. Is there anything we can do about that?"
Sati smiled "Don't worry, Syd, it was the luck of the draw. You made some choices. Other weeks other patients make different choices. We all get our share of ecstasy eventually."
When Syd felt enough strength to rise, she helped him to walk to his room. He slept through the night. Tomorrow, he must leave Total Woman Clinic; his week was up.

Epilogue
Syd waltzed into the lobby that he had struggled into a short week ago. Fergie, the receptionist, gave him a broad smile. Syd remarked "We missed you yesterday at the sauna."
Fergie nodded and said "I missed you too but I am only an intern therapist and not allowed in Group Therapies. Anyway, I won't forget you after Friday night together. It was wonderful."
Syd nodded and turned to leave. Fergie came around the counter and put a brochure in Syd's hand as she pecked his cheek goodbye. Syd walked through the door onto the sidewalk. At that moment, a white limousine pulled up to the curb. The driver and a nurse got out and opened the rear door. They helped an elderly gentleman into a wheelchair and pushed him towards the Total Woman Clinic. As the door opened, he heard Fergie's chipper voice call "Oh, Mr. Smith, welcome to the Total Woman Clinic. We have been expecting you." Then all sound from inside was muted as the door closed.
Syd almost laughed and thought 'Well, buddy, they are either going to cure you or kill you. If it's the latter, you are going to die a very happy man.'
Syd looked at the brochure that Fergie had placed in his hand. It was a glossy color pamphlet showing resort style activities like swimming, horseback riding, boating, field sports and plush dining rooms. There was no address. The only identifying information was the name, "Total Woman Excursions" and a telephone number. Syd pulled out his cellphone and excitedly dialed the number.
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Winthrop, but everyone called him Wynn, was attending the New Year's Day special event at the local modern art museum. His Total Woman Excursion host guide, Janice, was accompanying him as they strolled the building. They walked through of the exhibits, from third floor downward. Pictures, paintings, sculptures and other objects d'art were displayed on walls, pedestals, dioramas and easels.
Wynn, Janice and other art patrons promenaded in neat but casual dress. Most were recovering their faculties from last night's midnight festivities and, like Wynn, whatever after party action was could be found. Wynn had certainly found some; Janice had been a truly hospitable host guide in truly intimate ways. Wynn was having a very satisfying vacation getaway from his life of work..work..work.
Wynn and Janice approached the stairway descending to the basement level. A beefy uniformed guard stood station at a velvet rope blocking the top step. Janice handed him an ivory parchment card with gold printing. The guard scanned the bar code, checked his computer screen, raised his eyebrows at Janice's topless online confirmation photo and held the rope aside for them to enter.
Wynn and Janice descended the stairway to a gallery labeled "The Statuary". It consisted of a marble floored and walled room with a granite bench in the center. Four painted mannequins, each on low pedestals stood in the corners. Janice walked Wynn to the bench and they sat down. Wynn looked around at the statues. Each was a life size unclothed, un-wigged mannequin painted a single solid color. There was Red, Blue, White and Black.
They sat silently until Wynn began to fidget. Janice took his hand in hers and gave a squeeze to signal Wynn to be quiet and still. Wynn looked at her and out of the corner of his eye he detected movement. He turned back to see Red with its eyes open. Suddenly the mannequin lifted its arms and took a step off the low pedestal towards Wynn. He jumped in surprise but Janice pulled him gently back onto the bench, resting her other hand on his arm in reassurance. Ms. Red gracefully walked to stand before Wynn and Janice, then began a series of poses.
Ms. Red was completely naked and completely covered in red body paint, except for red cloth slippers and a red shower cap covering her scalp and concealed hair. Her bush was shaved. She turned, twisted, stood, bent and held for long moments while Wynn and Janice appreciated the tone and definition of her fine-looking human form. The different poses displayed different shape and apparent size of her breasts. Wynn noted Ms. Red's nipples were becoming erect, either from her exertions or the thrill of exhibitionism, or both. Ms. Red concluded her routine and remounted her pedestal, assuming a comfortable pose that one might see of a mannequin in a department store.
Ms. White opened her eyes and promenaded to the art lovers. Where Ms. Red had been tall and lithe with proportioned features, Ms. White was shorter with more generous hips and chest. She moved through a similar routine of poses, displaying a flexibility belied by her dimensions. Wynn discovered that the white paint did not extend to her inner lower lips which flashed pink several times. Her large brown eyes intermittently locked on Wynn's eyes when she moved to new positions. She completed her efforts and returned to her pedestal.
Ms. Black was next. She was medium build with larger than average rounded breasts. As part of her poses, she faced Wynn with legs spread and slowly bent backwards into an upward bridge position, exposing her nether openings to full view. Her rounded breasts were more torus-shaped when they flattened a mite on the shelf of her chest. The nubs were prominent, conveying her arousal by the exhibition. Wynn regarded the show and saw that the fleshy vagina lips were moist and glossed. She moved through other poses then returned to her pedestal.
Wynn felt a tickling in his groin and looked to see that Janice had moved her hand there. She softly stroked his erection through his trousers.
Ms. Blue was last, but not least. Certainly her breasts were not least as they jiggled invitingly during her saunter to the floor show space. Rising on tiptoe, she jacked her ankles up and down, working a liquidly ripple rhythm in the blue globes. Wynn smiled and his erection grew harder from the tactile and now visual stimulation. Ms. Blue next revolved her chest, making small circles that wrote virtual O's in the air. She rotated her body slowly giving Wynn a 360 view of the motions. Stopping to face Wynn, she leaned forward until her breasts hung down, then shimmied her shoulders, giving Wynn more samples of her breasts pliable flexibility. Last was a hand stand facing Wynn; legs spread for balance and boobs hanging reversed.
Straightening her legs as she began her dismount, she tottered. Before she could regain balance, she toppled over into Wynn's lap, smearing the body paint across his arms, shirt and pants. Picking herself up from the tangle, her body paint was mottled as well. With a quick nod and a silently lipped "sorry", Ms. Blue turned and tried to walk, not run, to a door at the end of the room where she exited. The other three statues dismounted and followed her out of the room. Janice sat still and looked over the mess on Wynn and herself.
Janice laughed a short burst and said "Let's get you cleaned up." Taking Wynn's hand, she led him to the same door that the statues had exited and stepped through.
Behind the door was a dressing room with makeup tables, mirrors and seats. The occupants were preening with razors and oils; one was tucking the last loose strands of her hair into a shower cap. A couple of women were assisting others, hand applying paint to their nude bodies. Apparently the next round of statues would be yellow, green, brown and turquoise. With little notice of Wynn and Janice, they went about their business.
Janice led Wynn through and out of the dressing room through another rear door into a shower room with accompanying gym lockers and benches. Janice opened Wynn's belt, unzipped the fly and dropped his paint soiled pants to the floor. Wynn slipped off his loafers and kicked his pants aside as Janice unbuttoned his shirt and helped him out of it. Janice knelt and pulled his boxers down, revealing his tumescent cock.
Standing, Janice doffed her own clothes and folded both sets of clothes on a bench. She gripped Wynn's erection and, walking backward, pulled him into a large shower area. There were several shower heads along the walls.
Janice placed Wynn next to one of the shower heads and adjusted the water temperature. Wynn put his face in the stream and wet down, turning his back to the wall. As he cleared the water from his face, his eyes beheld four painted young ladies lined up in front of him. Ms. Blue's paint was smeared but the other three were still fully covered from head to ankle, their feet pale where the booties had been.
Ms. Red stepped forward, lifted Wynn's hand and placed a dollop of soft soap in his palm. She placed his soaped hand on her torso and swept it across her breasts and abdomen, wiping off the paint. Wynn understood the signal and proceeded to remove all of Ms. Red's body paint. She in turn soaped and rubbed Wynn. They played at the cleaning until all the red was gone, front to back and top to bottom. Removing her cap, Ms. Red exhibited dark black shoulder length waves of hair.
Ms. Red stepped aside and Ms. White stepped into Wynn's body wash arena. Wynn took some initiative and held his hand out to Janice who deposited another dollop of soap. Wynn needed no further invitation and enjoyed a mutual scrub with Ms. White. From under her cap, a bell of straight red hair emerged.
Ms. Black followed with similar cleansing results. Her cap hid blond ringlets that cascaded down her back. She stepped aside and joined her statuary mates in a short line of wet beauty.
Ms. Blue stood expectantly as Wynn beckoned her forward. Her breasts jiggled again as she walked the few steps across the shower floor, stopping in front of Wynn. Wynn used one finger to swirl little figures in the already spoiled paint: O's and figure 8's on her abdomen, broader palm swipes across her ass when she turned and he wrote his name in smudge across the tops of her generous boobs. Whenever she could, Ms. Blue reached out and stroked Wynn's cock. She maintained a steady smile.
Wynn sensed a movement behind him and saw Janice position a plastic stool under him. He sat on it as Ms. Blue knelt before him, still holding his erection. Tilting it towards her as she leaned in, she planted a kiss on its tip, then a tongue lash under the crown before drawing the knob inside her lips for suckling. More moves brought more of his rod inside her warm mouth. Ms. Blue used the underside of her tongue to paint the underside of Wynn's dick. Wynn let out a moan and Ms. Blue employed long probing strokes along with the tonguing.
Wynn's fingers gently detached the cap from Ms. Blue's scalp. A head of full brown hair with blue paint splotches fell out. Apparently, during the mishap, the cap had slipped and blue paint had gotten in her hair. Janice held out a bottle of shampoo and poured some into Wynn's upturned palm. The drizzly shower water wet the locks and Wynn began lathering them. Ms. Blue approved; she continued sucking and added low moaning vibrations to the strokes and tonguing. Wynn felt his pleasure growing. His hands massaged her scalp as he swirled the long strands. The drizzle rinsed away the suds.
The other beauties watched mesmerized as their statue mate gave and took pleasure. One was biting her knuckle in rhapsody. Wynn closed his eyes as his peak approached. He gripped his partner's hair and rammed himself deep as cum exploded from his knob. Four bursts passed through as Ms. Blue's moans turned to choked cries; she struggled to swallow quickly and catch a breath. Wynn understood and loosened his grip. She drew back far enough to breathe through her nose but maintained control and did not let Wynn's cock completely out of her mouth. Wynn slumped forward a little as his peak passed.
Calm restored, the four women attended to Wynn, finalizing his cleansing, but mostly assuring that he was alert and able to walk. Wynn stood just inside the shower room while the four women softly terry-clothed him dry. They left him there and retreated back to the dressing room presumably to acquire different colors for the next act of the special statuary presentation.
Janice was dressed and waiting for him at the bench. Wynn wasn't sure how long the cleaning had gone on but it had been long enough for the staff to clean his blue soiled clothes. His attire was waiting for him, folded on the bench. Janice helped Wynn redress.
As Janice led him to the museum exit, Wynn mused about how this New Year's Day stacked up; better than any past and perhaps a prelude to future ones. He made his one New Year's resolution: book Total Woman Excursion vacations as often as possible.
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It was an elegant soiree. The St Valentine's Day dinner was served with the finest crystal and china at the Total Woman Excursions' formal dining room: ordures, wine, raw oysters (of course), light salads, gazpacho, poultry and seafood entrées, steamed vegetables: a healthy repasse for healthy lifestyles.
The tuxedoed and gowned partygoers mingled in a post dinner gathering sipping champagne, eating strawberries dipped in chocolate and admiring the scantily clad cocktail waitresses serving them. Cupid and St Valentine were on full-time duty tonight but it was easy work considering the attractions on display. Upon booking this event, each male guest had been assigned a facility female host guide. However, consensual tradeoffs, permanent or temporary, were permissible. The gentlemen perused the buffet of beauty and dropped hints to their fellow guests of possible exchanges.
A red haired woman was laughing with two gentlemen at some comment. She wore a low cut floor length gown with side leg slits that revealed more than concealed her voluptuous body when she moved. Another young lady wore a simple black velvet backless cocktail dress. Her straight blond hair was parted in the middle and hung in three falls, one broad over the exposed back and two over her braless breasts which swayed invitingly beneath the dress when she stepped about in her high heels.
Wynn stood beside Feebie, his assigned host guide. Her red sequined dress had a large heart shaped cut out over her bodice, exposing a grand view of her cleavage. They were chatting with another couple and Wynn dropped hints about a temporary exchange for later in the evening. The other gentleman was totally enthralled with his host guide and was reluctant to give her up for anytime at all. The gentleman's host guide was shorter than the statuesque Feebie but well proportioned. Feebie sensed Wynn's desire and leaned in to whisper quickly in the other host guide's ear. She smiled, cast a glance at Wynn and nodded.
Strolling away to other parts of the gathering, Wynn asked "What was that about?"
"Never mind for now; I'll tell you later." Feebie replied.
Wynn and Feebie continued to mingle as they moved towards the grand staircase in the entrance hall. A few couples took their leave and began ascending to the upper guest suites. Wynn watched the enamored male climb the stairs, his host guide hand-in-hand. They stopped at the mezzanine landing and, with a brief pause, regarded the remaining guests below. The anxious gentleman turned and pulled his stumbling high heeled host guide after him to their suite door, opened it, pushed her through and slammed it behind him.
Wynn strolled with Feebie to the staircase, climbed to the suite level and they entered his suite. Feebie stood silently, looked expectantly at Wynn. He walked to her and lifting her arm high, used her hand to turn her in a slow 360 pirouette. The red sequined dress sparkled in the soft lights. Her back was completely exposed from her neck clasp to the bit of ass cleavage peaking above the cloth stretched low across her hips, showing that the outfit would not accommodate undergarments. Her black wavy hair hung just below her shoulders. Turning her to face him, Wynn reached underneath the tumbling waves of hair, searching for the neck clasp. Feebie lay her hands on Wynn's hips, helping to steady her body on the high heels while Wynn rummaged for the dress closure. As his fingers found the hooks, Feebie's lips found his and she embraced Wynn in a breath stopping full mouth kiss. Wynn's fingers stopped fiddling as he took in the sensual lip lock.
Feebie eased back with a few lip pecks and pushed Wynn a half step back. His fingers finished their work and he held the dress panels high and sideways. With a brief pause, he let go and the top of the dress draped inside out below Feebie's waist. As expected, the dress design disallowed undergarments and Feebie's teasing peak-a-boo cleavage was now on full display. The globes were firm but round with a hint of sag. In a word, marvelous; and marvel Wynn did. Her nipples were already aroused from the kissing.
Wynn lifted his hands to cradle his fingers beneath the masses. Feebie covered Wynn's hands with hers and encouraged his kneading explorations. He thumbed her nipples and the nubs grew more prominent. He liked the color contrast between the deep red of the areoles and the clear ivory of her skin.
Wynn slid his hands behind her back, searching this time for the waist clasp in the back. He readily found it and popped the snap. The zipper gave him trouble. As Feebie leaned in and reached back to assist, her breasts pressed into Wynn's chest. She yanked the zipper down and it loosened the dress waist band enough to slide on down her legs and pool at her ankles. Again, as expected, the dress design disallowed undergarments. But unexpectedly, Feebie wore no stockings; her legs were that smooth and toned. Wynn knelt to gather the stylish dress from the floor. Standing, he held it up and Feebie moved away to drape it carefully over a chair.
Wynn stood still as Feebie returned. She reached out and loosed his tuxedo's bowtie. The jacket and cummerbund were next; then the cuff links and ruffled shirt. She kissed his lips before descending to her knees. The pants button and zipper whispered open and Wynn's pants circled his ankles. Feebie reached under the bunched pant cuffs to untie the shoe laces. Wynn lifted one leg and then the other as Feebie removed pants, sox and shoes in one sweeping motion.
Rising, Feebie wrapped her arm in his and guided Wynn to the satin sheeted bed. Sitting on the edge, Wynn lay back and rested sideways in the bed. Feebie tugged at his boxers' waist band and Wynn lifted his hips in permission for the cloth to be pulled down and off his legs.
Having prepared Wynn for the task at hand, Feebie took the task in hand and stroked slowly. Wynn was firm but not hard. Further measures were required. Feebie leaned in and, holding his cock upright, pecked a kiss on the tip. The tip of her tongue probed the tip of his dick. Her lips travelled down to but not over the rim.
Wynn was harder now. Feebie looked up to see Wynn's expression. His eyes were closed, his face calm and his breathing steady. Good; a relaxed Wynn would be easier to work with.
She rose up on the bed to get a better angle. Her lips opened wider and she slid them down the shaft full distance in one slow stroke. That got a low moan out of Wynn. Encouraged, Feebie rolled her tongue from side to side around his shaft as she slid up and down. Wynn was now as hard as Feebie figured he was going to get.
Throwing one leg across, she straddled Wynn's hips and placed him at the entrance to her cunt. Lying forward, hugging her boobs hard into his chest, she pushed the saliva wetted cylinder into her opening. Her arms hugged him tight around the neck. Her hips worked strokes on his cock.
Wynn lay quietly accepting the caresses. Feebie's magic was working its spell. Too soon, he felt his nerves tingle at the extremities and they grew more electric as the sparks moved toward the center. He tried to slow their progress by moving his hips with hers, reducing the depth of the strokes, but to no avail.
Wynn's breathing quickened as he uttered visceral growls. The orgasm slammed into his prostate and propelled his semen up and out into Feebie's receptive vagina. She felt its arrival and hugged Wynn's neck tighter and tongued his ear. Wynn was choked by the power of her grip. He almost passed out.
Wynn awakened as if from a twilight sleep. The ceiling glowed with moonlight, his chest felt heavy; he smelled musk and his cock was warm. With further consciousness he found himself in the arms of and under a naked woman. The softness against his chest bespoke a voluptuous woman. She stirred and raised her head looking in his eyes. Her eyes were blue and beautiful.
"Are you back with me now?" Feebie asked.
"Back and happy to be here." He quipped. He bucked his hips once and felt his softened cock rub against her quim. Feebie rose further and rolled off Wynn, grabbing the sheet and covering him to reduce the chance of a too quick cool down. Wynn put his arms behind his head and stared at the ceiling. 'Good Valentine's Day' he thought. It was past midnight. He fell back into sleep.
Wynn felt the bed quiver with a body getting in. Feebie must be returning from a preening break. He felt her warmth sidle up to his side. Her breasts pressed his arm. Her hand covered his cock, causing it to sprout with the start of an erection. Her finger tips lightly scratched along the shaft. The sprout grew. He lay quietly, having learned that Feebie could read a man's sensual signals and knew what to do. He closed his eyes. His cock was hefty enough now for Feebie to use palm and fingers to encircle it.
When the strokes produced the vital size necessary, Feebie rose up and threw a leg over. Sitting upright, she placed Wynn properly and pressed down. Wynn rested his hands on her knees and thighs. Feebie did the work, moving her hips up and down. She leaned forward to prop her hands on his shoulders, her boobs swaying free between them. Wynn took the invitation and palmed her breasts. The globes felt different, fuller and spongier beneath the skin, easier to knead.
A cloud parted and extra moon glow entered the room, illuminating the scene. Wynn was surprised by the sight. It wasn't Feebie; it was the enthralled gentleman's host guide that Feebie had whispered to. This was the arrangement she had made; he had forgotten about it until now.
Releasing the globes, Wynn watched the nipples move without pause. Wynn's temporary companion was shorter and fuller in body but no less enthusiastic in her wish to please her partner. Her red hair sashayed across her back. She used long strokes, short strokes, rotations of her hips and short pauses, dragging Wynn's knob along every inch of her velvety sleeve. Wynn was unable to continue laying passive and pushed his hips in counter rhythm. Recovering from the surprise, he now delighted in the fulfillment of his wish. He was fucking his fantasy or rather she was fucking him, doing most of the labor.
And she liked it as well. Wynn heard her moan, then gasp, breathing louder as she came closer to her own gratification. That very belief, that Wynn was providing pleasure to his fantasy fuck, got Wynn more aroused. Sex is a mental as much as a physical act. Wynn may have been large and hard but he now pictured his cock so large that he touched all the places inside the woman's womb at once.
His temporary companion cried out in orgasm, clamping hard on the fleshy shaft embedded in her core. That pulled Wynn's trigger and, with a roar, he fired off rapid bursts of cum. The lovers were locked in an elevated arch as Wynn involuntarily lifted his hips during his orgasm. As his breath returned, Wynn set back down into the sheeted mattress. The woman lay on his chest and suckled his neck. Wynn caressed her ass. His cock deflated and fell out. He fell into an exhausted asleep, again.
Sunlight broke across the bed. Wynn awoke alone. The door opened and a naked Feebie entered. Her makeup was smeared and her hair disheveled. Feebie entered the suite's bathroom to preen. She emerged renewed and crawled into Wynn's bed. She kissed his cheek and whispered "Did you enjoy the swap?"
Wynn nodded and kissed her lips. "Thank you for being so considerate."
He wanted to ask about her tryst with the gentleman. Was the state of her makeup and hair upon return an indication of the vigor and enthusiasm of her temporary guest? He decided he was more contented with his own memories of Feebie minus the intrusion of another man's activities.
Total Woman Excursions was all about the guest's comfort and satisfaction. He would come again. He deliberated on his next chance to schedule a booking.
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The fire crackled in the cabin's stone hearth. The logs whistled as the moisture steamed. The seasoned firewood stack had been covered with a late season snow. The fire now transformed the clinging ice to vapor as it consumed the wood.
Wynn and Marcy had cross country skied to the Total Woman Excursions' timberland cabin arriving late in the afternoon. Earlier, the staff had stocked them a hearty dinner and departed; corned beef, cabbage, potatoes, carrots, crispy bread. It was a fine tradition for St Patrick's Day. They reheated and ate the feast upon arrival, then settled in for a long winter's night. The cabin would be their secluded refuge from dusk 'til dawn.
After feasting on supper and securing the cabin, Marcy and Wynn lounged on the sofa in front of the red and yellow flames. They sipped Merlot which helped chase away the cold nips. As they chatted, Wynn asked Marcy about her education at the Total Woman Academy.
Marcy described the curriculum which prepared Academy graduates to focus their whole being on garnering a successful life using intelligence, beauty and poise. Since graduation with a cumma sum laude in Electrical Engineering, she had followed her dreams, earning a management position in the electronics industry, as well as working as a Special Therapist at the Total Woman Clinic. She hoped to return to the Academy for post-graduate training and then become a visiting adjunct trainer to the undergraduates.
She volunteered several times throughout the year at Total Woman Excursions. She liked the variety of activities available to a host guide at the resort. She met a lot of interesting men and made discrete contacts with powerful players in her career field.
Her glowing face held a smile. It may have glowed from the all day outdoor briskness, the fire's warmth, the fine wine and the presence of this attractive man. Marcy fingered the cuff of Wynn's sweater. "And sometimes I make indiscrete contacts as well."
Wynn dropped his head back and drained the last dregs from his goblet. Putting the glass next to Marcy's on the table, he stood. He held the hand that had fingered his arm and helped Marcy to rise. He gripped both her hands behind her back as he planted a full kiss on her lips. They spent some time exploring each other's mouth, skirting aside tongues to probe deeper. Wynn broke the kiss to lean back a little.
"So, host guide, what's there to see and do here in a backwoods cabin?" he asked.
"Well, let's see. There's a Jacuzzi tub on the deck under the sunroom. There's this nice rug in front of the fireplace. And the bedroom is over there. What's your choice?"
Wynn looked around at the door leading to the back deck Jacuzzi, then the fireplace, then the bedroom door. "All of the above" he said.
Marcy liked that answer. She reached back and held his hands in hers. She pulled them out between them and walked backward, leading Wynn towards the Jacuzzi sunroom. In the sunroom, Marcy began by unzipping the front of her spandex one piece ski suit. Her cleavage came into view as the sides drew apart under the pressure of her breasts vying to escape their confines. Her belly button bulls eyed a phenomenal flat tummy.
Wynn grasped the collars and slowly peeled the ski garment back and down, satiating her breasts' desire to be emancipated from their confinement. The nipples were large, dark and prominent on the white fleshy mounds mounted high and firm on her chest.
Bending one knee, Wynn re-grasped the garment at waist level and continued the peel down. He was faced with a cute shaved cunt. The pink lining peeked out in a centerline disappearing through the crack between her legs. Her hips were slim and firm, elevated by toned legs,
Wynn looked up at Marcy looking down. She stepped one leg up and then the other as Wynn completed her disrobement. He stood up. Marcy took his sweater up and over his head, baring his chest. She put the sweater aside and ran her hands over his torso, tweaking his nipples. Sliding her hands behind his back, she rose on tiptoes and reconnected the deep kiss they had enjoyed before. Her breasts pressed his chest.
Without breaking the tongue play, she felt for his belt and loosed it. The pants zipper was next and even before the pants fell away, she was holding his cock inside the boxers. The other hand pulled the waists of both pants and boxers out, over and down while the first hand guarded his cock from any errant scrapes.
Kneeling, she correspondingly completed Wynn's disrobement. Looking straight ahead, she regarded the object of her desire. Marcy pecked a quick kiss on the tumescent tip before standing. Taking his hand, she stepped into the Jacuzzi, followed by Wynn. Wynn seated himself and Marcy sat on his lap sidesaddle, putting her arms around his neck.
Marcy squirmed in Wynn's lap. Wynn's erection was under her hip and the water movement was tap, tap, tapping it against her skin. "It seems eager to start, doesn't it?"
Wynn gripped the far boob submerged nipple deep in the foaming water. His fingers cradled the mass and his thumb stroked the nipple nub. He leaned in and held the near tit's nub in his teeth, pressing in until his nose was encased in boob. He shook his head 'Yes'.
Marcy turned into Wynn who was still suckling her breast. She straddled his lap and placed his ready erection at her cunt. Short prods worked to bury his firm flesh inside her spongy flesh. Longer thrusts pushed it fully in. At full depth, Wynn extracted her tit from his mouth's grip and sat upright. They hugged, clinging together, cheek to cheek, crushing her boobs between them as they breathed moans into each other's ears.
Despite the strenuous all-day exercise, their energies did not flag but this first time wasn't going to last long. Both partners felt the rush come on and clenched tighter to each other as the orgasmic waves crashed across them. The peak held for longer than Wynn could ever remember happening before.
As his cognizance returned, he felt Marcy smoothing caresses across his upper back. Wynn leaned back in the seat and Marcy pushed up and off to sit beside him. They lazed about with hands under water exploring digitally where they had been recently joined genitally.
Recovered now and at risk of becoming wrinkled from the extended immersion, Wynn climbed out then helped Marcy out. They found big fluffy towels in a cabinet and swathed themselves dry. Inside, a large down comforter lay on the sofa. They wrapped up together on the rug in front of the fireplace and spooned watching the fire. Wynn cupped a boob; his semi-soft cock lay in Marcy's ass crack and his bicep pillowed her head. Marcy's free hand covered Wynn's hand where it caressed her breast and she half steered its movement to her fancy. Above them, the fire choreographed colored light dances on the ceiling and walls.
Time passed. Marcy felt Wynn's cock get less semi-erect and more full erect. She wiggled her ass against his groin. Wynn clutched hard at her tit and bucked his hips to get more friction on his shaft. The message had been sent and received. The messengers synchronized their stations for complete communication. Wynn backed his hips and Marcy rolled onto her back and opened her thighs. Wynn propped up and angled his groin into her saddle. Both reached down and together positioned him for entry.
Wynn drove hard in one long stroke, finding Marcy wet and receptive. She gasped but pulled him in closer with her hands on his butt. She rolled her hips a few times, brushing her clitoris hard against his hairy pubic bone. Wynn stayed still and deep but could not halt forever. He slowly reared back, drawing his knob along her walls, rubbing her G-spot in the process and eliciting a surprised chirp from Marcy. He paused and shuttled his knob back and forth across the nerve bundle. Suddenly, Marcy cried out, her vagina clamping tight around his cock.
Wynn hugged Marcy through her climax and when she relaxed enough, he repeated the movement. She went rigid again, a crying moan reverberating off the cabin walls. Once more he waited for her to calm, then started again. Marcy was bathed in sweat, her breasts squeaking like wet neoprene against Wynn's chest.
Wynn was ready. It was his turn now. He abandoned the G-spot exercise and took long slow strokes. Marcy rolled her hips to assist. Wynn pushed as deep as he could, pressing her clitoris as she had done for herself before. The strokes got sorter and quicker. Wynn's breathing got shorter and quicker. Finally, he took one deep breath, bellowed out and pulsed out, filling Marcy's ears and womb with his virility.
Wynn recovered swaddled in Marcy's soft limbs and laying on her warm body. The fire was a heap of glowing red embers. Marcy stirred and Wynn extricated himself from his comfy cradle.
Wearily, the paramours dragged to the bedroom and climbed under the bed covers. They lay side by side, arms extended around necks and hands behind each other's heads. Sleep captured them almost immediately.
Wynn woke as dawn's light filled the room. Marcy opened her eyes as well. Wynn rolled and settled his back again the sheeted mattress. He put his hands behind his head and stared at the ceiling. He remembered saying 'All of the above'. He waited to see if Marcy remembered as well. She did.
Marcy rose and moved her head under the covers to Wynn's midsection. Wynn felt a tongue lap his shaft; then another. A hand positioned and held it. Lips descended over the top and closed below the crown. A tongue tip probed the slit. The tongue wiped around the knob. The lips moved lower and the mouth suckled. Teeth teased the underside of the crown. His cock got harder and increased its diameter. Marcy took it all in and the tip bumped her throat entrance.
Wynn felt the full embedment and the bump against his tip. Marcy's mouth was making long strokes along his length. His eyes squinted at the white waves of sunlight bouncing on the ceiling. He thought about muscles clamping hard on his prostate. He imagined his semen rushing up the urethra. He dreamed of the white fountain jetting into Marcy's mouth.
Suddenly, Wynn's dreams came true. His muscles clamped, his semen rushed and his fountain jetted. Wynn called out his ecstasy and gripped the sheets, arching his back. He vibrated in a bridged pose. Marcy dutifully swallowed as fast as she could and was successful in avoiding any messy spill out. When the climax passed and Wynn dropped his hips to the mattress, Marcy snuggled up to his side and caressed his chest with her hand.
A quick nap and shower was all they needed before skiing back to the lodge for brunch and farewells.
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The sauna finished its 30 minute cycle and was in cool down mode. Feebie leaned against the hot wooden wall, naked legs and body sprawled along the cedar slat bench. An equally naked Wynn lay back on her body, his sweaty head pillowed by her generous breasts. Her hand idly diddled his flaccid organ which was not responding well in the heat. They chatting about nothing really, just making conversation.
"So, who did you like the best?" she asked.
"Everyone was superb. You were magnificent and thrilled me completely when you invoked the temporary tradeoff with the other host guide. Marcy gave me her all, excepting maybe a boobjob or handjob. I didn't have sex with Janice but she choreographed four statuesque artists who provided me with a very personal performance. No complaints. I liked them all."
"But you missed a boobjob and handjob from Marcy and sex with Janice. Is that what I'm hearing?"
"I guess so but I'm not complaining. I certainly haven't lacked for attention during my visits."
As if on signal, the door opened and Janice and Marcy entered wrapped in towels. Wynn looked up at Feebie, who pecked his forehead. "At Total Woman Excursions, our goal is complete satisfaction".
Marcy approached Wynn as she removed her towel. "What have we here? I think someone needs some special attention. The heat seems to have left you a little fatigued." With that, she kneeled beside Wynn on the bench and wrapped her hand around the soft shaft, giving gentle squeezes with her palm and fingers. She looked in Wynn's eyes as she caressed his cock. Feebie used her hands to rub Wynn's chest and nipples. Janice remained towel wrapped and watched the action.
Wynn was surrounded by attentive beauty. He watched Marcy and Feebie manipulate his erogenous zones with their hands. The sensations were having the desired effects. Blood filtered into his cock tissues affecting some firmness. Wynn closed his eyes. Feebie's warm breasts were stirring against his ears and he could visualize the little waves lapping about in her fluid mounds. His cock increased in firmness.
The sensation in his groin changed. He opened his eyes to see Marcy adjusting her position to drape her boobs across his groin. She used hands on the sides to press them into a sleeve around his cock. She stroked fore and back. Wynn could see his knob emerge over her compressed cleavage on each down stroke. Marcy's sweaty skin rubbed his knob rim on each stroke.
Marcy looked up. Wynn's face was getting even flusher, despite the earlier heat. "How does that feel? Am I doing it right? At Total Woman Excursions, our goal is complete satisfaction."
Wynn gave a quick nod. His cock was at full hardness now. He watched his tip slit spread open on each up stroke and close tight as it retreated into the fleshy fissure of Marcy's cleavage. He was breathing heavier. Marcy took note.
"Are you okay? Let me know when you feel ready. Janice wants to give you her attention next." Marcy looked at Janice and smiled. "Let's switch before he cums too soon and you miss your turn."
Marcy released Wynn from her boob tunnel and rose up. Wynn felt the relative coolness despite the sauna heat. Janice untucked her towel and let it slip to the floor. She walked the intervening steps to kneel next to Wynn. He reached out and caressed the nearby breasts. Janice put her hands over both of his hands; supervising the rubbing and kneading. She threw one knee over Wynn and straddled his hips. Marcy reached in and held Wynn erect. Janice moved her hips around until his cock tip aligned with her cunt lips. Marcy removed her hand from his cock and found other service by kissing and stroking the inside of Wynn's thighs.
Janice lowered an inch, folding her moist scalloped flaps over half the cockhead. She moved her hips in a flat circle, caressing just the end of his cock. Her eyes attentively observed his face. Janice knew the magical sequence of activities. She would follow the steps in order as the telltale signs cued her escalations.
Wynn's lips split open to get more air. Janice responded by lowering another inch, keeping the horizontal circles going, rubbing more of her vagina tube around the knob rim. Wynn's mouth opened wider for more air and Janice reacted by moving all the way down in one long stroke, seating him completely in her and pausing the motions. Her hands still supervised his hands on her breasts. She made him squeeze the malleable handfuls tighter. She liked the slight hurt; it kept her focused.
Wynn closed his eyes. Janice reacted with vaginal muscle clamps, starting at his base and squeezing each vaginal ring upward in turn, milking his cock. Wynn moaned; a sign for Janice to continue the escalation. She worked her muscle groups for uncounted cycles as Wynn's breathing shortened and quickened. His closed eyes winced and he gripped her boobs even tighter. She halted all movement, wanting to delay Wynn's impending orgasm but she realized he was too far gone to back off now. Janice resumed with vigor, using all the methods together: rotating her hips horizontally, stroking up and down and clamping vaginally.
Wynn opened his mouth wide, gasping for breath, arched his back and howled. Janice pushed all the way down and felt his liquid explosion bang against her cervix. Between the crushing in her breasts and the shot in her womb, her ardor peaked as well and she cried out her ecstasy. Feebie hugged Wynn's reclined body and head tight to her breasts, wanting to add her efforts to his orgasm.
Wynn saw fairy lights beneath his eyelids, multi-colored bursts of stars and trails. He couldn't tell how long they went on and he didn't care. As his body came down from its high, he fluttered his eyes open. Janice was recovered and watching his face with a concerned little expression. Marcy was peering over her shoulder, smiling. Feebie had one hand against his chest and the other lightly messaging his scalp. She was softly kissing the top of his head and rubbing it with her cheek, inviting him back to consciousness. Wynn took some time to mentally check his condition and confirm he was still alive.
When Wynn felt ready, the women uncoupled from him and helped him shuffle to the group shower. They used scented body washes to scrub away the sweat and fuck smell accumulated on all their bodies. Toweling him dry, they dressed him and seated him on a locker bench. Janice reopened his fly, extracted his limp tool and kissed the tip. Feebie moved in and landed her kiss, followed by Marcy. The naked women walked out, leaving Wynn to await the staff who would take him to the resort checkout and departure.
Yep, it's true. At Total Woman Excursions, the goal is complete satisfaction.
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The Total Woman Industries Gulfstream G4 was fueled and prepped, parked at the executive airport, strobe and rotating lights flashing in the dusk. In the approaching limousine, Sheldon reviewed again the confidential document on rare earths ore assays from the Andean high plateau corner of Argentina. His wife Krista was speaking by SATphone with the mining company representative at that site.
"If the metal ores are as rich and pure as you say, we will be interested in collaboration. Our technical expert is flying out tonight to assay the ores and review the extraction site. He will examine the potential for using our patented refining and enrichment technology. The super enrichment process will drop the elements' transportation costs from your remote location. This could be a very lucrative relationship for all of us."
"Yes, Senora, all is prepared, awaiting your man. We will take good care of him. We hope he sees the same potential here that we do. It is not the same in neighboring Bolivia. The government and tribes fight each other. We don't waste time on civil unrest and protests. It is bad for business. Our mines are owned by the indigenous tribes. We welcome fair trade foreign investment. "
She smiled when the representative said 'your man'. Sheldon was 'her man', not only the company's owner, technical expert and scientific genius; he was also her devoted husband. Sheldon was also a man wound very tight, constantly in pursuit of the next breakthrough technology. Krista kept Sheldon on a loose leash, allowing him the same requisite freedoms to explore his détentes as he needed to explore the natural and technical world. Krista knew her talents as a Total Woman Academy graduate insured that she was the best lover that Sheldon would ever find. Any others were mere petty dalliances. Sheldon always came home to her for the Total Woman experience. In fact, she encouraged his trysts and prearranged stress relief on his business travels.
One such prearrangement was waiting onboard the aircraft. Angelina, the destination host country national, would be his guide and interpreter during the inspection trip. She was also a TWA graduate and one of Krista's worldwide network. Sheldon would be in Angelina's good hands, and probably other body parts, the whole trip.
Sheldon packed away his papers in the secure briefcase and leaned in for a last kiss before boarding. Krista brushed a finger against his cheek as she gave him the farewell kiss. "Hurry back, darling, I miss you already."
Sheldon lingered to stroke Krista's breast under the business suit. God only knows how much he loved her. He considered having the plane wait while he got in one more fuck for the road. They had already romped in her office this afternoon and she had sucked him off later in the bathroom of their penthouse condominium before they departed for the airport. He still had the verve to do her right here in the backseat but the plane had to catch the scheduled runway slot for takeoff.
Sheldon walked to the bottom of the jet's steps where the pilot saluted and welcomed him aboard. At the top of the gangway waited Angelina in her stewardess uniform. She smiled as he ducked into the hatch. "Welcome aboard, sir. My name is Angelina, your host country national for this trip. Please be seated so we can takeoff on time. It's a long flight; we need to get settled in before the pilot can taxi to the runway."
Sheldon found the executive workstation at midsection. The station contained a reclining flight seat, a working desktop, several computers and communication equipment, all on gimbals and swivels to adjust position. Angelina leaned over to help him belt in, brushing her uniformed bosom against his arm. She walked towards the back and belted in near the galley.
The plane rolled forward and the pilot announced that they were maneuvering to the runway for takeoff. They lifted off on schedule. The G4 climbed and leveled off. Flight time to the airport nearest the Andean mining site would be 14 hours non-stop. Sheldon heard Angelina puttering in the galley. He logged on to the computer and reviewed his emails and other websites. Sheldon used all his time and energies discovering and comparing advanced sciences and technologies. It was tense work and he needed regular breaks to relieve the stress of unending innovation.
His wife Krista handled most finance and legal matters back at the corporate office, leaving him free to pursue the pioneering and technical aspects of their enterprise. She had recently concluded an agreement with a robotic-centric manufacturing firm. Its owner, Jeffery, was a brilliant manufacturing engineer and husband of another TWA graduate, Nadia. Krista had used that TWA connection to negotiate the joint venture to fabricate highly efficient electric cars. The rare earth metals they sought were needed for advanced parts.
Angelina arrived at Sheldon's side with a tray of refreshments. She had changed from her ground-based stewardess uniform into the inflight uniform. Her inflight uniform would never pass muster on a commercial flight. Angelina did not speak the 'Coffee, tea or me' cliché but the implication was apparent. The side split skirt barely covered the ass that was propped on her high heels and the narrow jacket panels did not conceal her braless breasts. Sheldon liked these flights. Krista always saw to it that he did not get overstressed enroute.
Sheldon selected a juice, a croissant and Angelina's left boob as he copped a feel. Angelina giggled and took the tray back to the galley. On her return, Sheldon spun the flight seat to face the aisle and spread his thighs. Angelina knelt and worked his zipper open, extracting his penis. It was soft but large. Krista had told Angelina about Sheldon's size and Angelina was delighted to discover it was true. This would be a good flight for her as well.
Sheldon moved the computer screen around so he could read emails and documents on the swiveled monitor, nibbled the croissant and sipped his fruity red juice. Angelina licked and sucked Sheldon's cock, working for a drink of his salty white juice. His cock had stiffened and she felt its length hit her tonsils with only 2/3 inside. She opened her throat, rose higher and sank the shaft deeper. She worked until she was able to take it all in. Sheldon noted the extent of her perseverance and made a mental note to tell Krista. She would give Angelina positive feedback and maybe a bonus. Sheldon never bothered with the personnel or business details; his realm was creating results.
Angelina realm also included creating results. Sheldon could feel his tension ebbing and his ardor growing. He took a temporary respite from his technical activities, pushed the computer screen aside and moved his focus to the sexual activities in his lap. Angelina was currently stroking her lips along the base third of his cock, swallowing the knob. Occasionally, she shallowed up the depth of penetration, needing to take a breath, a technical living activity.
Sheldon touched the top of her head and Angelina looked up, holding a mouthful of cock. She dragged the knob from her throat and scraped it along the roof of her mouth, holding the rim just inside her lips. She waited expectantly for a sign. Sheldon massaged her scalp and then gripped her hair on the side. He moved her head in a tempo he liked and she readily complied. Her tongue swiped his shaft as she stroked it in and out at the commanded pace. Sheldon released her head allowing her to continue her work independently but as he had directed.
Sheldon was still excited and not fully sated from his times with Krista earlier in the day. Angelina was performing well and Sheldon could feel the end approaching. Angelina felt a throb in his shaft and anticipated that his discharge was imminent. She applied maximum suction and slowed her strokes. Sheldon tensed and gripped the seat arms. Sheldon's generous rich white juice flowed into Angelina's mouth. She swallowed repeatedly, adding to the sensations that had Sheldon moaning from the relief she provided. Angelina held him shallowly inside and lazed her tongue gently around the knob.
Sheldon lay back unstressed. Angelina stayed with him as he shrank but decided that putting the plus sized organ in the wool pants, even his fully flaccid organ, would be too confining for the rest of the long flight. She retrieved a terry cloth robe and clean boxers, helping Sheldon change out his business casuals into the more comfortable inflight lounging attire and slippers. She placed his saliva stained pants in a laundry bag for cleaning later.
Sheldon decided he would rest and fully reclined his seat for sleeping. Angelina prepped his airborne bed with pillows and blanket, then sat across the aisle and remained alert for any sign from Sheldon of a need. When he finally snored, she too closed her eyes and napped.
Hours later the annunciator dinged, waking the sleepers. The captain asked them to belt in since he could not avoid some turbulence ahead. Turbulence was one of Sheldon's favorite parts of any flight. He half raised his seat to an angle, pushed aside the terry robe panels, fastened the seat belt around his waist and invited Angelina to join him. She understood. She doffed her uniform, what there was of it, and straddled Sheldon's hips, planting her heeled feet astride on the floor for support. She encircled her waist with a specially designed lap belt and fastened its short leads to the sides of Sheldon's reclined seat. They were all belted in and prepared for turbulence.
She slowly stroked his rod, letting it get hard in her hand. The airplane gave a shudder, the signal to get their groins in proximity. Angelina placed Sheldon rod tip against her cunt and waited. The airplane jumped and drove Sheldon's pole into her cunt. The plane gave another shudder and they felt the vibrations in their connected cores. That was one result of turbulence: unpredictable flutters. The other was the jiggle caused in Angelina's exposed boobs. Sheldon never tired of the sight of turbulent boob bobbing.
The plane surged and jumped. The conjoined passengers moaned with delight, as the surprise lunges gave them surprise pleasures. The sensations accumulated as the plane fought the rough air. Finally Sheldon let go with a gush of cum deep in Angelina. She held on with her hands and her clamped cunt, a stable three point hold. Their timing was perfect as the plane entered smooth airspace. The captain announced they were now free to move about the cabin.
Angelina disengaged her belt and her cunt from their connections. Sheldon lay back as Angelina cleaned him with warm moist towels. He covered his groin with the terry cloth robe and dozed off. Angelina wrapped her nude body in a similar robe and returned to her seat across the aisle, watching attentively for Sheldon's next need.
The runway lights at El Cadillal Airport glowed their linear beacon against the flat terrain of the high Andean plateau. San Salvador de Jujuy spread below and the slopes of the Andes rose in the west. The Gulfstream G4 touched down flawlessly. The ground crew parked the jet near the terminal.
Angelina and Sheldon wore business suits, finished for now with their airborne playful cavorting. He followed her down the gangway and across to the VIP arrival lounges. Angelina ran interference with the immigration and customs officials, taking no guff from the uniformed functionaries. They were met beyond the bureaucratic gauntlet by the mining company representative.
"Welcome to Argentina, Senor Sheldon and Senora Angelina. I know you have had a long flight. Did it go well?" he asked.
"I am Senorita Angelina. And yes, the flight was tolerable. We had a little turbulence but rode it out pleasantly. We are anxious to get an early start in the morning. Are our rooms ready at the Ohasis Hotel?"
"Si, Senorita. We have adjoining suites awaiting you. We will take you there for tonight. Tomorrow morning we will travel up into the mountains to the mines where you will see the site of our potential joint venture."
They checked into the Ohasis and after a light dinner chatting with the mining company representative, they retired to their separate rooms. During the night, Angelina checked on Sheldon's wellbeing. His stress and stiffness was satiated by her quick blowjob and he slept the remainder of the night.
The highway ran up into the mountain range until it regressed into a road, then a dirt track, then a narrow trail. They travelled first by car, then SUV and then by 4-wheelers until they came to a high valley surrounded by hills dotted with mineshaft openings.
The valley was dominated in its center by a large resort lodge which in its day had hosted tourists. The travel industry had moved on to glitzier venues and the villagers scraped out a living with artisan mining and subsistence farming. The promising gold and silver deposits played out soon after the conquistadors passed through nearly half a millennium ago. There were still trace deposits taken by artisan extraction but they paid little for the effort. Value now laid in the volcanic lanthanide clays deposited in evaporated drainage basins. They contained the rare earth minerals that Total Woman Industries needed for the advanced components in its electric cars. Rare earth metal alloys made magnets and computer chips more efficient.
The entire village turned out for the welcoming ceremony, children singing and dancing in traditional costume, presenting a bouquet to Angelina. She cooed to then in Spanish, thanking them. Sheldon was dutifully patient but anxious to see the mining site. The tribal chiefs, the rep, Sheldon and Angelina hiked up the slopes to the natural evaporation basins where the volcanic clays had accumulated over eons. Sheldon selected the sampling sites, careful to array wide to avoid the potential malfeasance of seeding or a solitary lode within the basins. He tested the samples in a nearby shed.
At first, Sheldon thought his equipment had malfunctioned. It beeped and flashed 'error'. He adjusted the test range higher and discovered the concentrations of neodymium, samarium and beryllium were literally off the charts. Frowning, he studied the results. The mining representative and the village chiefs watched his face. Sheldon nodded and grinned. The rep and the chiefs grinned. They had all just hit the jackpot. Sheldon got to his SAT phone and called Krista.
"It's the real thing." he told her "I'll bring in samples for confirmation tests but these results are good enough to close the deal with the mining company."
Krista cheered for him on the fortuitous find. "Please hurry home, sweetheart, and I'll show you how really grateful I am to have a big, brilliant man like you in my life."
"I miss you too, honey, in many, many ways. I'll be back in San Salvador de Jujuy tomorrow morning and we will take the jet home. Call Jeffery and tell him to start figuring out how to build the refining equipment at this remote site."
The inspection group returned to the lodge for the evening. There was dinner and a show. When the lodge was an active tourist attraction, it had been famous for its flamenco dancers. The original dancers had aged but still did a respectable job. The costumed ladies gave it their all for the gringo that was going to revive their village. Sheldon viewed the dancers and was particularly captivated by one buxom woman exhibiting amazing grace, vigor and jiggle. Angelina noted his interest and accordingly sent a waiter to invite her to their table after her dance.
With Angelina translating, the Senora Flamenco Dancer told how she operated a renowned studio in the village for Flamenco and other Latin dances. Some of her students came from as far away as Buenos Aries. She would have moved to the city but liked the village that was her home, despite the remoteness and the climate. She worried that Sheldon would find their remote location inhospitable. She wanted to be sure Sheldon was comfortable during the cold Andean night. Angelina assured the Senora that Sheldon was in good hands.
The Senora was right; it did get cold at these altitudes after the sun went down. Without street lights it was also very dark at night. When the door to his pitch black room opened and Angelina crept in, Sheldon was happy to feel her crawl under the covers. She lay against his side, her large bare breasts warming his arm and chest. Her hand descended to his cock and lay there warming it as well. Sheldon responded with growth. Noting the increase, she stroked him slowly.
When Sheldon was large and firm, he turned on his side facing her and pulled her bottom leg under his hip to nestle beneath his waist. She put the top leg over. His cock tip poked at her cunt lips. She grasped it between them with thumb and two fingers and moved it gingerly up and down her scalloped ruby ridges. Her cunt lips were moist and ready, lubricating his tip. Sheldon gave a few probes and his knob pushed in to the rim.
She rubbed his back and pulled him tighter. He pushed some more and half the shaft went in. She gasped as its size stretched her vagina. He drew back and pushed hard, seating the length. She moaned and clutched him tighter; clenching him to stillness as she adjusted to the fullness in her core. Sheldon was not in the mood to pause and began long, slow strokes which brought whimpers from her. He was warming to the task and quickened the pace. She was in full moan with interspersed whimpers and gasps whenever his tip banged against her cervix.
Sheldon enjoyed the fact that she reveled in her own pleasure from fucking him. He sped up and her sounds amplified. Their ultimate culminations arrived simultaneously. Sheldon cried out his orgasm and she sounded off her ecstasy. They vibrated together, chest to chest and groin to groin, squeezing out the last drop.
As they collapsed into a loose tangle of limbs, the door opened and Angelina entered checking on the noise from Sheldon's room, making sure he was okay. He certainly was; unknowingly in the arms of the Flamenco Senora. Sheldon was at first surprised but should have known Angelina would have been more aware of his size. The Senora hadn't known before about Sheldon's girth before but now she did. Angelina left them alone and closed the door. Sheldon kissed the Senora and they lay quiet. They both dozed off. Sheldon awoke at dawn still enmeshed with his bedmate. She kissed him a long 'Buenos Dias'. They petted a little but time was not friendly. They each had their separate business burdens. The Senora extracted herself and left the room.
The village assembled to see them off. It was a joyous mood. Off to the side, the Flamenco Senora watched the departure. Sheldon looked her way and nodded. She nodded back. He mounted the 4 wheeler with Angelina behind him and started down the trail for the first leg of the ride out. Sheldon was confident that the mining venture would run smooth and successful. But he also hoped that there would be glitches requiring his personal attention. He liked the hospitality of the villagers; some much more than others.
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The shiny new concept automobiles were on display. String bikinied models draped the vehicles, their surgically rounded boobs and butts receiving more consideration than the sleekly rounded hoods and fenders supporting them.
One such model draped machine was the TWI Electric Car. It was a concept vehicle with the manufacturing still being organized. It boasted affordable energy efficiency thanks to its space age metal alloys. Total Woman Industries had locked up an economical source of rare earth elements, providing an economic quantum leap in battery life and electro-magnet power.
Francine wore a micro-bikini and draped the hood. Jeffery, truly uncomfortable away from his beloved manufacturing floor, answered questions from reporters who only half listened to his extensive responses as they drooled over Francine. Jeffery was getting irritated. He liked order and proficiency. As an industrial engineering manager, he was feeling the same with these journalists as he did with his few employees. Not many could attain his standards of precision and commitment to quality. That's why he favored robotic manufacturing. Robots were precise, dependable and tireless. Jeffery was a hard man to please.
The reporters moved on with backward glances at Francine. Jeffery welcomed the break from their stupid questions. Francine slid off the auto. Her skin rubbed the acrylic finish with a squeaky noise. Jeffery took note and looked over at his mechanical progeny. Francine was thankful that her minimal attire had no clasps that might scratch the polished finish.
Francine smiled and said "Don't mind them; they're just paparazzi. They need something to sell to their readers, whether it's fabulous stars or fabulous cars. The real audience is the buyers and when they understand that your baby will save them a lot of money, they'll come running. I know I will"
Jeffery's mind began a slow motion movie of Francine running in her micro bikini. Her large boobs were rebounding up and down and side to side, straining her minimalist clothing. The engineer inside him thought about the tensile stresses in the fibers, whether the thin straps could resist the bursting forces. Those forces were governed by acceleration and mass. Before he could calculate that, he needed to know the mass and density of her breasts. That would depend on their size and whether they were natural flesh or plastic implants.
Lost in his thoughts, engrossed in calculations, he absent mindedly pointed at Francine's chest and asked "Are those real?"
Francine was used to being cat called and wolf whistled but this was new and rather forward, especially from her client and in public. Over the last few days she had recognized whenever Jeffery was off on a mental tangent. He struggled to give simple answers to journalists' simple questions, trying to be exact and dazing them with too many complex answers. She was amused and curious. So where had this question come from?
"Why do you want to know?"
"Your bra might snap when you run to buy our car."
Francine was speechless but took it in stride, realizing that Jeffery was a genius who sometimes failed to adapt his thoughts to his surroundings. She reached out and hugged Jeffery's arm to her breasts, guiding him behind the booth curtain to a chair.
"Let's sit you down over here, cherie. Your head might catch fire from thinking too hard."
Francine decided the best way to get Jeffery back to the Car Show was to answer his question. She took his hands, held them to her breasts and helped him squeeze to search for implants. Finding none, Jeffery happily completed his mental calculations using the natural density of breast flesh. Francine could run amok. Her bra would hold the globes but barely.
The crowds had dissipated. Francine was wearing a light robe over her show costume, picking up the leaflets left over at the end of the day. Doing shows was good pay but unsteady work. She had earned a degree in Sales and Marketing but found early in her career that her bodacious body marketed products quicker than her witty sales pitches. She liked working these shows and, despite his cerebral safaris, Jeffery really knew his product. She was intrigued by this concept car. She wanted to find out more about Jeffery and his car.
Francine threw a pitch at Jeffery. "Let's go get changed and get some dinner. I want you to tell me more about this car."
The waiter took their order, brought some wine and appetizers. They were seated at a sidewalk café facing the sea.
"So, Jeffery, can you tell me in 10 words or less what makes your car so special?"
"Well, it's state of the art, uses advanced batteries, most of the components are crafted and assembled to precise tolerances by robots, it has good performance dynamics and comes in radiant colors. Then there's ..."
Francine held up her hands to stop Jeffery's soliloquy. "That's a whole lot more than 10 words and I can tell you're just warming up. Can you summarize it or something?"
"But the details are important" he said.
"Yes, in a marketing presentation or a glossy brochure where there's space and time. But when someone asks a simple question, you need to give them a short concise answer. You're a brilliant scientist but so was Einstein and he described the entire universe with just 5 characters: E = M C 2."
Jeffery gave that some thought. Francine seemed to know her stuff about marketing and product promotion.
Francine continued "When you were curious about my boobs, you got right to the point, a short question, and a short answer. So apparently you can be concise when it's something you need to get to quickly. Maybe we can work on that." She slid around the table a little and placed her hand on Jeffery's crotch.
"Let's try again, 10 words or less."
Jeffery felt Francine rub his cock through his trousers. He said "It will outperform, outlast and cost less to run than your neighbor's car."
Francine liked the way that sounded. She counted the words in her head. "Thirteen. That's much better and close enough. Now, why will it outperform my neighbor's car?" She rubbed his cock some more.
"The rare earth alloy electromagnets in the wheel motors perform better."
"And why will it outlast my neighbor's car."
Jeffery said "Fewer moving parts."
Francine rubbed some more and said "Wow. Great answer. And why will it cost less to run than my neighbor's car?"
"Rare earth alloys in the batteries recharge faster and discharge slower. The car is manufactured to the highest standard of fit and finish eliminating potential corrosion spots and airfoils. The whole car weighs less due to carbon fiber and other lightweight materials. The aerodynamics alone will add mileage by reducing air friction. And we also..."
Jeffery droned on and Francine let him go. She had gotten two out of three respectable sales pitches from Jeffery. That was a good start. She decided that TWI might be a good career choice. Jeffery was the best source of a full description of her prospective new product line. There was big potential in collaboration.
When Jeffery took a breath to sip his wine, Francine asked if he would show her all the features, advantages and benefits of the car. Jeffery was excited to fully demonstrate his newest obsession. They strolled back to the car show arena.
The guard checked their ID's as he checked out Francine. She wore a bit more than her car model outfit. Still, her knit miniskirt hugged her toned butt and the stretchy sport top hugged her boobs as she hugged Jeffery's arm. They entered the darkened display floor and ambled to the TWI Electric Car. It was a sporty two-seater. Francine climbed in the driver seat and Jeffery leaned in, describing the dash displays. He peered down Francine's top at the hefty cleavage she was displaying. His descriptions were short and concise. When he moved to the passenger seat, he continued to describe the cars features but his answers became longer and more complex, filled with pedantic details.
Francine decided to experiment. She climbed across and straddled Jeffery's lap facing him. "So where is the power plant located?"
Jeffery stared at her spandex covered breasts and said "In the trunk."
She popped off her top, letting her golden waves of hair splay and then settle down her back. "How long does it take to charge the batteries and how long will they perform?"
"All night long; then all day long."
"That sounds like your describing my performance. Are you sure that's the batteries?"
Francine pulled her miniskirt to her waist, exposing her cunt. She took Jeffery's hand, placed it there. He explored digitally.
She asked "Does the car require special lubrication?"
"All the moving parts are permanently lubricated. She's always ready to go."
Francine was satisfied that she had discovered the key to getting appealing sales pitches from Jeffery. Francine reached between them and levered Jeffery's cock out. He was tuned up and ready to go. Placing the tip, she sprang lightly, tapping his erection into her vagina. Jeffery quaffed her exposed nipples. Francine set a moderate, steady pace, enjoying the smoothness of the ride. Jeffery's motor was definitely running. He felt the rim of his knob brush her G-spot nerve bundle with every stroke of his piston and she purred like a finely tuned engine. Sometimes her scalp brushed the ceiling and she bowed in, pulling Jeffery's head tighter to her bosom, trying to avoid knocking her head on the roof.
They raced towards the checkered flag, acting like coldhearted rivals, ignoring the risk of overheated equipment. Barreling over the finish line, Jeffery roared and jetted his essence into Francine's cylinder. She swooned and clutched Jeffery's head to her chest, burying his face in her soft headrests. As they idled down, Francine pecked kisses over the top of Jeffery's head, finger stroking his cheeks and ears as he lazily kissed and sucked her nipples.
"Jeffery, I want to sell cars for you. I think I can honestly say that this car excites me and that I can portray that to potential customers. Will you give me a chance to prove myself as an able saleswoman; more than just a showgirl?"
Jeffery should run that by his wife, Nadia, but it sure sounded good to him. Although he had found a new advantage of the car, namely 'babe magnet', sales work was best left to professionals like Francine. Now that he had taken the car for a different kind of test run, he was anxious to return to his beloved factory and improve the passenger compartment with added features, like vibrating seats and more head room.
Short, concise and to the point, Jeffery replied "You're hired."
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Sheldon sat at the conference table in the high rise office in Mumbai sipping spiced chai tea. He was listening as a Nehru-jacketed functionary in the Indian computer firm assured him again and again of the precision and stability of their computer aided manufacturing software. He had heard it all before but let the man ramble on. When the speaker reached a pause, Sheldon raised his head and asked his question.
"You can tell me all day long that you're the best but show me some examples or references."
"Sahib Sheldon, that is almost impossible to do. You have the most advanced robots in the world, state-of-the-art and cutting edge. No one else uses anything that precise. We have worked hard to make the program meet your specifications. But the only way to test it is to use it with your robots."
Sheldon looked at Indira, his host country national guide and interpreter. She had been arranged by his wife, Krista, to accompany him on this trip. Indira was the one splash of color in the room. While everyone else wore business black and grey, she shone in her costume of pastel silk saris: orange, pink, blue and yellow. The fabrics were loose wrapped but you could still tell she filled them out well. Her eye shadow was dusky and her lips fire engine red.
In addition to her duties as protocol guide and interpreter, Indira was along on the trip to provide Sheldon with stress relief. During the long inbound flight on the TWI corporate jet, Indira had performed splendidly several times to relieve Sheldon when he got too wound up in his technical studies and ponderings. Right now, Sheldon was feeling stressed. He longed for one of Indira's spectacular fire engine red blowjobs.
Sheldon stood. "I have heard your arguments and understand the risk that we must take to stay ahead. Let me read through your manuals again and we will reconvene tomorrow. It has been a long day and I need to rest. With your leave, gentlemen?"
"Of course, Sahib. May God grant that your slumbers be peaceful and satisfying."
Sheldon certainly hoped so.
The towncar took then through Mumbai's bustling streets to the oasis of their five star hotel. Sheldon had dispensed with the illusion of employer-employee working distance and ordered one suite with the largest bed available. The air crew had sent their luggage and it was waiting in their suite. Indira unpacked their clothes and settled them in. Room service delivered a sampling of curried delicacies. The preview dinner menu featured everything but beef; cattle were sacred in the Hindu culture. Pork was also missing to acquiesce to the intermingled Muslims.
The dining room served a sumptuous repasse: lamb with all the accompanying side dishes. Sheldon surveyed the room over his post-dinner chai. It was a more casual setting but Indira was still radiant in her silk wraps. There were other couples well attired in expensive clothes but Sheldon hardly noticed. Indira had relieved him with a hand job in the shower before dinner but he was still keyed up. Indira could tell.
"Sahib Sheldon, I think you are over wrought by these deliberations and decisions. The Indians are master programmers. I am sure that they will satisfy your requirements in the end."
"Probably, but it's still a risk. They are upstarts at this programming stuff. But economical upstarts and with our limited financing at present, we need their thrifty efforts."
"They will succeed. We Indians have been programmers for millenniums."
"Millennia!? Computers have only been around for a few decades, maybe a few centuries if you include early weaving loom controls. Millennia?"
Indira held her ground. "Yes, millennia. Have you never heard of the Kama Sutra? It is the programming and control manual for love and sexual intercourse. It is millennia old, first written in ancient Sanskrit." She gave Sheldon a 'gotcha' look and wink. "At your direction, I have performed oral and digital sex for you. But there is so much more that my culture has to offer. We take the Kama Sutra seriously. It teaches all ages of men how to be truly intimate with their wives and it stabilizes our families. It is a wonderful and success filled program."
Sheldon finished his chai and stood up. "Okay, I'm game. Prove it."
Indira rose slowly and spread her sari wrapped arms like a newly blossoming flower. Her hand settled on his. Sheldon and Indira departed to the central atrium. They took the glass caged elevator to their floor. Indira glided along the carpet, her unseen sari draped feet propelling her forward. Sheldon keyed the lock and they entered their suite.
Indira removed her pale blue head scarf, uncovering her jet black hair held in a bun behind her head. She slipped off her sandals. She walked the intervening carpet to Sheldon and undid his tie and belt. His buttons were next. His shirt fluttered off and his pants dropped to the carpet. Finally his boxers and sox joined the growing pile. Sheldon stood naked. There was nothing new for Indira to behold that she hadn't already seen, felt or tasted.
She helped Sheldon to a knee stand on the carpet. Positioned similarly, she placed his hands together in front, palms together, straightened fingers pointing up. She brushed her fingers over his eyelids, signaling him to close them. Indira took a similar pose and started a whispered hum in her throat. Sheldon opened one eye to peek and saw her in an apparent deep meditation. He closed his eyes again and listened. The tones brought him a quiet peace he hadn't felt before. He noticed that his breathing had slowed.
Sheldon tried making Indira's sound. His tone was deeper but the vibration touched his neck and chest with serenity. His constant torment, a low grade tension headache, went missing in action. His shoulders relaxed. He sensed motion, a swaying or rocking in his upper body. He opened his eyes. He was holding steady as a rock. Indira had moved her tone up an octave. Sheldon continued with his low tone.
Indira stopped making noise and opened her eyes. Sheldon was watching her. She motioned for him to remain down as she stood. She placed a loose end of her sari between his palms and began a slow rotation as she backed away, unwrapping the saffron colored cloth from her body. She reached the limit of its length and it fluttered away to the ground. She came back to Sheldon and placed a second silky wrap between his palms. Her second twirling unwrapped a second cloth, pastel green this time. Abdominal and shoulder skin appeared. The last wrap was pale blue, like her head scarf. It draped her thighs. Then she danced and it didn't anymore. Sheldon had seen Indira fully naked but she looked extraordinarily exotic in her dark blue panties and midriff shirt. She was athletically fit with muscle definition and tone. Indira returned to her place in front of Sheldon, kneeling upright as before. She pulled his hands to the lower hem of her shirt. Sheldon understood and lifted the obscuring garment off her chest and over her head. Her breasts bounced and settled, generous globes, natural with dark areoles. Their color matched her eye shadow; the nubs matched her lips. Sheldon placed his hands on the soft slopes above.
Indira reached up and unfastened her hair pin. The black strands fell loose and cascaded to almost the floor in her kneel up pose. She rested her hands on Sheldon's hips and leaned in. She rubbed the tip of his nose with hers, maintaining a steady eye contact. Sheldon was too mesmerized to look away. When he felt her hand on his cock, he broke the stare and looked down. He had grown hard without realizing it. His erection stood high, full and proud, encased in Indira's palm.
The disrobing ritual had one more rite. Indira gracefully stood and pulled the panties off; presenting her bare vagina covering split flesh at his eye level. Sheldon could not maintain the tactile connection with her boobs when Indira stood up but here was new ground to explore. He spread her outer lips with his thumbs and spied the glossy inner lips at the mouth of her cunt tube. He leaned in and planted a lingering kiss on the moist reddened folds. It just felt like the natural thing to do. Strawberries; sometime today Indira had douched with strawberry flavored cleanser. He licked along the folds and smacked his lips. He would ask her later about other available flavors.
He looked up and she was looking down at him, smiling but not focused on his face. She held his head as she glided down to his stance. A full kiss ensued. They didn't play or probe. It was a leisurely, lingering connection of wet lips, opened mouthed. Sheldon closed his eyes and felt like his body was rocking again. Indira stopped the kissing but stayed close. She reattached her hand to his erection, using the peg to lead him to the bed.
Indira put Sheldon in the middle, sitting sideways so that he saw himself in the lateral full wall mirror. Another was behind him. She positioned him, folding his legs under and resting his ass on his heels. His erection was a spike on a thigh shelf. She crawled forward and sat on his lap, folding her legs behind his ass, locking her ankles. His erection pressed her belly; her boobs pressed his chest. Her arms locked behind his head and he saw his hands in the mirror planted on her back ass. He squeezed the cheeks, testing their firmness.
Indira drew herself up, running her nipples up his chest to his neck. She locked eyes with Sheldon in the reflected mirrors and nodded. Sheldon used a hand to point his cock at her opening and Indira relaxed down, burying Sheldon deep. She settled her butt and stayed still. Sheldon felt a contraction around his cock; then another. Indira was clamping her vagina muscles, pressing his flesh with hers. The pressure increased. Sheldon bounced his hips, thinking that strokes would give him extra stimulation. But Indira calmed him with a caress and look. She was only getting started.
Sheldon watched Indira's reflected toes curl towards the soles of her feet. The clamping pressure intensified. He was feeling flush, blood rushing everywhere: head, groin, limbs. His toes tingled. Then the soles of his feet tingled. The static electricity in his nerves moved across his ankles and up his legs. His head felt light. He hugged Indira for stability. His chest was pulsing with heavier breathing. Sheldon feared a heart attack but in reality, is heart was beating more peaceably that it had in years. His core felt hot and suddenly the muscles around his prostate clenched, squeezing the seminal fluid out through his urethra, up his cock, blasting out into Indira's moist cavern. Sheldon saw lights and sparks flash under his closed eyelids.
They lay sideways where they had fallen over, limbs still inner tangled. Sheldon's erection was softer but not fully dissipated. Indira held his head and gave off the whispered moan that had started this demonstration of ancient Indian love lore. Sheldon fell asleep; a peaceful and satisfying slumber, as his corporate hosts had prayed he would.
During the night, Indira and Sheldon untangled. Before drifting back to sleep, Sheldon arose, opened his briefcase and signed the contract ordering the manufacturing control software. Indira had shown him examples and references enough to convince him their claims were true: The Indians were indeed ancient and successful programmers. The CAM software for his robots was in good hands.
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Outside, the TWI Gulfstream G4 slid its long plump body through the smooth encompassing air. Inside, Jeffery slid his long plump cock through Greta's smooth encompassing cunt. The airplane went straight and true towards its ultimate destination, Munich Airport. Jeffery went back and forth towards his ultimate destination, another orgasm.
Greta was his host country national guide and interpreter. Her services were engaged by Jeffery's wife, Nadia, for this journey to Bavaria. In addition to guide and interpreter, Greta provided Jeffery with stress relief. The long flights and constant technical and management work onboard got Jeffery very tense. Greta helped remedy that. Right now, she was lying nude on her back, legs wide. Jeffery was face down on her pushing his meat as deep as her narrow tunnel would accommodate. Fortunately, she was long enough to take all of his cock's length but its broadness strained her walls. She was hugging her head against his neck. Jeffery was beginning to breathe hard. She fingered the hairs on the back of his neck. Jeffery moaned and put his cock as deep as it would go, pressing pubic bone to pubic bone. He strained an upward arc into his back and exhaled long and loud as he sprayed his cum into Greta. After a few whole body quivers, he collapsed on her.
Greta waited patiently for Jeffery to feel strong enough to lift and look at her face. He smiled and pecked her lips, raising his hips, extracting himself. He rolled over on his back and put an arm over his eyes, blocking out the overhead light glare. Greta rose and used a soft warm towel to clean his groin. She handed Jeffery his terrycloth inflight robe as he sat up and resumed his seat at the onboard executive workstation. Greta repaired to the galley to clean, don her own robe and return with refreshments to rehydrate Jeffery. That was his third cum during the flight and she feared he would get dehydrated from all the ejaculations.
Jeffery was travelling to Bavaria to inspect and test special-order robots from a German company. A joint venture between his firm and a firm owned by a network contact of his magnificent wife, Nadia, was building an electric car that was going to blow the doors off the competition. Its effectiveness was the precise tooling tolerances. The robotic arms coupled with precision software were state-of-the-art. But the anxieties of the risks in the venture were taking their toll on Jeffery. Thus, he needed nonstop stress relief to keep his mind clear and focused.
Eventually, the captain turned on the seatbelt sign and announced they were approaching the airport, cleared for landing. Jeffery downloaded the remaining documents to his PDA for access during their negotiation meetings. Greta unpacked the clothes necessary for deplaning and strapped in. The plane landed smoothly and taxied to the VIP terminal. Jeffery donned a grey wool suit; Greta a fashionable woman's business suit. Her peach blouse added a daring splash of color to the stead German business environment.
There were very little hassle at customs and immigration, the efficient German bureaucrats stamping Greta's accurate paperwork and forms.
The company's welcoming party included several corporate executives. Introductions were perfunctory; they had all researched each other's dossiers extensively and all knew all. Greta still went through the protocol introductions as those were her duty.
The group took several limousines through the city to the fabrication facility. On facility tour, Jeffery found that in many cases that robots were fabricating and assembling other robots, including parts of his. A bit of science fiction paranoia crossed his mind; robots taking control. Jeffery looked over everything and it seemed to be in order. They discussed a demonstration for the next morning. The technicians were assembling the test unit today and would work as long as necessary. Jeffery would stay at his hotel in the city until the exhibition tomorrow.
The limousine dropped them back at the hotel. The air crew had sent their luggage and it was waiting in their suite. Greta unpacked their clothes and settled them in. The hotel held a cabaret dinner show each evening. Jeffery and Greta took it in. It was a mishmash of singing and fetish costumes, with cover songs by lounge singers. Greta laughed through most of it. It was a very poor sampling of the Modern German culture. The food was better than the show: sauerbraten, potatoes, sauerkraut, bread and beer, a traditional Bavarian fare.
The diners retired to their suite. Jeffery doffed his clothes and lounged in his boxers. The TV had several on demand porn channels. The voice track was German. He selected one and settled into the sofa with feet up on a cushioned settee. Greta took most of her clothes off, retaining her topless bustier, stockings and thong panties. She sat next to Jeffery on the sofa. The movie was pure fuckfest, little plot and lots of action. Jeffery let his cock out through his fly and Greta palmed it, stroking the head and vein with her thumb. The movie cut to a close up blowjob scene. The woman onscreen held the erect cock deep in her scarlet rimmed mouth as she looked up at the man's point-of-view camera angle. Her dark wavy hair framed her face and covered her ears. Loose bangs hung strands over her dark eyes.
Greta's hand froze on Jeffery's fully developed erection. Jeffery felt her stop and looked over. Her mouth was open in shock. He looked back at the TV where the scene had moved on. He grabbed the remote and back-tracked the movie, pausing at the POV scene. A digital younger Greta with a mouth full of tumescent meat stared from the TV screen.
Greta stuttered "OMG! I thought they had taken that movie off the market. I was young and wild back then. It was only that once. I needed tuition money and succumbed to the temptation."
Jeffery put the scene in motion and watched a high definition Greta gobble a high definition cock. He stopped the movie again and restarted it at the beginning. Greta recovered her senses and returned to manipulating Jeffery's groin meat. The cat was out of the bag and Jeffery seemed sincerely interested in her early, foolish public exposure to adult life.
Jeffery chuckled "So the director isn't here for the voice over commentary. How about talking me through it? I don't speak German and you are my interpreter, so interpret it for me."
Greta maintained her hold on Jerry's cock, cleared her throat and began her dialog.
"It's an FFM, two females with one male. We are chatting in a living room when the doorbell rings. There you see us greeting our friend with cheek kisses. We each take an arm, hugging them to our teeshirt encased boobs, escorting him to the sofa. We were arguing about which one gives a better blowjob. We make him agree to test us.
"The other woman goes first. I don't remember her name; it's irrelevant to the story anyway. See how she is whipping s her teeshirt over her head exposing her tits, fluffing her hair. The makeup guy before the shooting was insistent on lots of makeup, including our nipples. See how she works off his pants and sandals but leaves his teeshirt. She takes his soft cock in hand and strokes it to get started, which there you can see is working. Watch here how see kisses and licks the crown. Now you see he's building size, almost full. She covers the crown with her mouth and pushes down, taking him halfway. There her hand is stroking the base. Her technique is simplistic and she doesn't even get her lips halfway down his shaft. See his bored look. He is not impressed.
"Now it's my turn. Watch here as I remove his teeshirt. There I kneel but higher up, taking his cock in my hand but not moving on it. Watch here, I kiss his lips and then descend to kiss and lick each of his nipples. Holding his erection up, here I am kissing the tip and probing it with my tongue, then washing the crown.
"Watch this part, it is special. I open my mouth wide and go down without touching the dick to my lips or the sides of my mouth. His first contact is the entrance of my throat with his crown. See there? He just laid his head back and closed his eyes. He's a good actor; playing like he's enjoying that.
"Now I close my mouth and apply maximum suction, like his dick is a straw and I am pulling on a thick milkshake. See my throat ripple; I am using swallowing actions on his tip. Look, his mouth is open. He's breathing harder. There, you can see him open his eyes and look down.
"They cut the scene here to move to this Point Of View camera angle. Here's the part you saw before with me looking up at him, fully involved in the deep sucking. The end is near, he's groaning and you see my eyes widen in mild surprise as he jets off in my mouth. Watch me pull half back with closed lips, letting him fill my mouth with cum. Okay, now I back all the way off and show the camera my open mouth and his cum. Can you see me swallow? Here I stand and he raises my arm like a boxing champ in the ring. That means I won"
"Yeah, I understood the arm raised-champion thing. So how did you get involved with this anyway?"
"I was in school, needed tuition money, saw an ad in the newspaper and followed up. I had to prove myself. I blew the producer, the director, the cameraman, the soundman and finally the stagehand. It took several days to audition for the part. The stagehand was huge but that was the point. They wanted to see me take a good size cock before I was selected. I did him in front of the others. Then the producer helped me celebrate my good fortune by taking me home all night. He was an insatiable animal in bed and it nearly wore me out."
Jeffery was very stiff now and Greta noticed. He asked "Do you still remember how it's done?"
"Of course, let me show you."
Greta rose and stood before Jeffery in her bustier and stockings. She leaned in to gently remove his briefs. Her swaying breasts brushed his bare chest. Jeffery didn't want the contact to stop so he reached down and helped remove the barrier to his own impending scene. Greta kissed his lips, hard, lingering her tongue on his. Her breasts jostled on his chest. She broke off and moved to his left nipple, lipping, tonguing and teething it. The right nipple got the same caresses. The tip of Jeffery's knob tingled from the reflected nerve activity.
Greta went further down, kissing his belly button resulting in more tingling in Jeffery's dick. She held him erect, opened wide and went down. Her warm breath wafted the shaft but there was no skin contact until his tip bumped her tonsils. She closed and encased him in moisture, then pressure. She sucked hard. The tingling grew. Jeffery received her stunning visual, tactile and now groin stimulation. He was ready already.
Jeffery laid his head back as the tingling began at his outer extremities and crawled inward towards his core. This was no act; it was the real thing. When his whole body was electrified, he looked down. Greta was staring up with her dark eyes locked on his. Jeffery was fully embedded, Greta sucking and swallowing. He opened his mouth and exhaled long and hard as he jetted his cum deep in her mouth. His eyes closed losing the visual contact. His mind melted and then re-gelled. He lay gasping for air.
Greta held him inside her mouth through it all. When he was fully conscious, he looked down again. She slowly backed off, scraping teeth and lips along his shaft. She opened her mouth to show him the milky white fluid, then tossed her head and swallowed.
That night, Jeffery was an insatiable animal in bed and it nearly wore them both out. The morning dawned. Jeffery attended the factory demonstration. He reviewed the German robots' performance; he was satisfied with their dexterity and precision. He confirmed the purchase contract and took Greta back to the waiting aircraft. The flight home would give Greta an opportunity satisfy him with her dexterity and precision on his cock.
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The jet landed with a mild thump. Jeffery looked out at the dust devils and heat mirages on the land next to the runway. The United Arab Emirates was a hot dusty place and the financial capital of the Arab Peninsula, flush with oil revenues and skimmed war money. Aiesha, his host country national guide and interpreter, was seated across the aisle, wearing much more conservative dress than the little to nothing she had worn during most of the flight. Her inflight duties included stress relief which she performed admirably to Jeffery's gratification, several times.
Total Woman Industries was happily rolling along. The technical and business aspects were running smooth, just like the machine they manufactured. Their expansion required capital. Banks and brokerage houses demanded details, reports and assurances before committing funds. Issuing stock to outsiders involved the SEC. All well and good but it was time consuming and risky. Trade secret details of the operation could leak out to competitors. Jeffery wanted confidentially and trust. He had come to these wealthy private venture investors who were less intrusive. He was scheduled to meet the Emir this afternoon to solicit his financial support.
In the meeting room of the Emir's Grand Palace, Aiesha was seated slightly behind and to the left of Jeffery interpreting the Emir's questions. The Emir was attended by his closest advisors, namely his younger brother and his three sons. The five listened to Jeffery, now a better pitchman since Francine had coached him in Cannes.
"The TWI Electric Car will outperform, outlast and cost less to run than any car on the market. The rare earth alloy electromagnets in the wheel motors perform better. It will outlast our competitor's car because we have fewer moving parts. It costs less to run because rare earth alloys in the batteries recharge faster and discharge slower. The car is manufactured to the highest standard of fit and finish eliminating potential corrosion spots and airfoils. The whole car weighs less due to carbon fiber and other lightweight materials. The aerodynamics alone will add mileage by reducing air friction. The car is superbly balanced with the power plant located in the trunk. All the moving parts are permanently lubricated. She's always ready to go."
The Emir liked what he heard and his advisors were nodding their heads as well. Jeffery felt good about the prospects. They discussed terms and conditions. The Emir was not interested in too many collateral guarantees. He had contempt for international courts and their fruitless deliberations. The Emir's special collection branch within his security forces was much quicker and more efficient in collecting bad debts. Regular payments would be timely and complete.
Jeffery agreed to the transaction and the Emir directed his advisors to draw up the details for his and Jeffery's review and signature. The documents would be ready the next day. The Emir clapped his hands once and gossamer clad serving girls brought refreshments: bitter cardamom tea mellowed by bites of sweet dates and cakes. The discussion turned to domestic issues.
Was Sheldon married? Yes, happily to a special Total Woman graduate that he loved dearly and who provided for his total wellbeing at home and even when he travelled. The Emir volunteered that he had four wives, as allowed by the Koran, Allah's truths given to the Prophet Mohammed, Blessed Be His Name. Each wife had given him a strong son, the three older ones here and the fourth away at school. The Emir also kept a Harem, not official wives but concubines. Man cannot live by four women alone. Jeffery said he understood.
The Emir asked about Jeffery's accommodations for the night. Jeffery was booked at the Intercontinental Hotel. The Emir guffawed; a tawdry place for such an important guest. That would not do; Jeffery would be the Emir's guest that night. Aiesha would remain with him as his guide and interpreter. It was settled. The Emir dismissed his advisors and the serving girls, all except for one who lingered as he touched her hand. Jeffery departed the room with Aiesha, a backward glance showing the serving girl standing alone with the Emir's hand rummaging between her legs.
Outside they were met by a eunuch. Aiesha and he spoke and then he led the pair to their room. It was sumptuous: silk pillows, a huge bed and attached bath with precious metal fixtures. Jeffery's luggage soon arrived and Aiesha settled them in. They walked the sculptured adjacent garden. Attractive females in light translucent clothes sat on benches, read books, chatted or moved through poses of yoga, tai chi or something. Jeffery became aware that he was the only male about. Aiesha asked the eunuch Jeffery's question.
"The eunuch says this is the garden of the Harem. Your room is reserved for special guests. The Emir has commanded it."
Jeffery finished his stroll. The Emir's housekeepers had been busy during their stroll, fluffing the comforters and pillows. Jeffery found a silky waistcloth laid out. Aiesha showed him how to wrap and fasten it about his waist. He settled into the bed with his briefcase open, reviewing documents and reports. There was a knock on the door. Aiesha answered and spoke with the eunuch. Turning to Jeffery, she said "Your guests are here."
"What guests?"
"It's a delegation from the Harem, sent to pay their respects. There are four here who represent the other 26. I must let them in; the Emir has commanded it."
Jeffery thought 'The Emir always gets what he commands, so let's get this over with.' Four women entered his chamber. They were similar but different. Their similar dresses were gossamer Harem outfits: billowy translucent silk pants, no panties, loose translucent blouses. They all wore similar slippers. The Emir's tastes went to buxom; their nipples strained the flimsy fabric. But the Emir also liked variety: a redhead, a blonde, a brunette and a black haired woman. They arranged themselves around Jeffery's bed. Aiesha stood at the foot of the bed.
The raven haired beauty spoke. Aiesha translated for Jeffery. "Welcome, Sayyid Jeffery. They bid you greetings and hope that your sojourn here is peaceful and pleasant, Ishallah. The Emir has commanded it."
Jeffery listened to Aiesha translate. He wanted to observe protocol so thanked them and bid them peace as well. They were free to leave. He picked up his paperwork as Aiesha translated, expecting them to depart. The blonde spoke and Aiesha translated.
"They cannot leave. They must stay and assure that your night is peaceful and pleasant. The Emir has commanded it."
The redhead climbed on the bed, gathered Jeffery's scattered papers and placed them in the briefcase. She handed it to the brunette who placed it on the stand next to the bed. The others climbed into the bed and knee stood two to a side. They waited expectantly for Jeffery's direction. Jeffery was ignorant of their customs and didn't know what to do. The blond reached a hand and stroked the inside of Jeffery's thigh as they all watched his face. The brunette did the same with the other leg. The redhead was closer to Jeffery's head, so she smoothed caresses across his upper body. The black haired woman bent down and cradled Jeffery's head as she plumped his pillow, raising his head enough to look down his nearly naked body. Her soft covered breasts brushed his arm and chest as she adjusted him.
The action paused as the women held a short organizational meeting. Aiesha let Jeffery know that they had divided up roles and had come up with a rough program of events. Jeffery looked troubled; Aiesha shrugged as she said "Just let it happen, boss. You're in good hands."
Aiesha spoke and nodded to the redhead. She went back to rubbing Jeffery's chest. The blond and brunette caressed his legs. The black haired woman pulled the ties of his waistcloth. All the women stopped their caresses to pay attention as Jeffery's groin was exposed. They ooh'ed when his cock came into view. It wasn't hard yet but it was large and showing true signs of life.
The redhead reached for the side table and retrieved a bottle of liquid. She poured some in her hands and rubbed Jeffery's chest with it. It was soothing to the touch. The blond and brunette gathered some and applied it to Jeffery's inner legs, making longer strokes that grazed his scrotum with their fingers. The redhead quit all pretenses and wrapped a hand around his shaft. The residual balm gave Jeffery a calamine tingle. His cock grew in her grasp. The blond and redhead swept their strokes higher.
The black haired woman put a leg across Jeffery and straddled his midsection. The blonde took Jeffery's erection from the redhead and held it up as the black haired woman descended on his prick. The warmth, the tingle and the manipulation had Jeffery in a state of arousal that wasn't going to last. The woman stroked steadily but not to Jeffery's completion. She was replaced by the redhead who also gave a good performance. She was further replaced by the blond. Finally, the brunette got her turn. Jeffery arrived at his limit and spewed inside the brunette. The women clapped and congratulated their colleague. Aiesha translated their question. Who and/or what did he like best? Jeffery didn't answer. He lay back overcome with a peaceful and pleasant feeling.
Jeffery awoke from his doze. The room was dark. Aiesha was resting at the foot of the giant bed. Jeffery's four companions were ranged around him. He lay quiet but the redhead sensed his stirring and reached out to touch his shoulder. Jeffery looked at her. She motioned him over. He rolled on his side and she attached her hand to his cock, drawing him closer. When he was bare chest to bare chest with her, she hugged him lightly and rolled on her back, thighs spread, Jeffery lying on top. She placed his tip at her entrance and hauled on his ass with her hands. Verbal translation was unnecessary; Jeffery got the message.
Jeffery dove into the redhead's vagina, reveling in its rippled texture and moisture. She was silent as he pumped away. Before long, he let go inside and painted her walls with his essence. He rolled back to his starting point and closed his eyes.
He awoke later with wet warmth on his cock. Looking down, he saw a bundle of black hair bobbing on his dick. He was a man of action but the action tonight was getting intense. He lay back, and as Aiesha had advised, just let it happen. It took a long time this time to happen. But happen it eventually did and Jeffery provided his mate with an allotment of sperm.
Dawn broke. He opened his eyes to stare into the eyes of the blond hovering over him staring back. Each of the others had received his ejaculate somewhere. She wanted a turn. Her hand grasped his cock. Jeffery slowly shook his head 'No'. The blond pouted. Jeffery felt sympathy for her situation but wasn't going to be able to help in that way. He took her hand and led her to the bathroom. Stripping her down, though there wasn't much to strip away; he pushed her into the shower stall and got in with her.
Jeffery lazily soaped and rinsed her body. He spent tons of time brushing and kneading her tits and ass. As he worked, he used his hand to caress her vaginal lips, palming her ass and cunt with a finger up her pussy strumming her G spot. He got the response he sought. She hugged his neck as she peaked and slid over the edge of an orgasm on his hand. Jeffery held her as she vibrated before she slumped in his arms. He helped her out of the shower to a seat in the tiled bathroom. Her companions came in and took her away to care for her. They were excitedly chattering, asking questions. Aiesha stood in the doorway, naked, translation unnecessary.
Jeffery asked how long the Emir had commanded the delegation to assure his peace and happiness. Aiesha said the quartet were leaving at that very moment. The eunuch had come to take them back to their room. Jeffery slumped into the seat recently occupied by the drained out blond. He was exhausted as well. Aiesha took her shower and then helped Jeffery to dress, pack and prepare to leave the Palace. The signed contracts had arrived earlier with the eunuch and were stowed in Jeffery's briefcase.
The flight home was a repeat of the flight in with Aiesha fully attentive to Jeffery's needs but Jeffery was in less need of stress relief. They had the raw materials, the customers, the equipment and the CAD programming. The car was in production and the financing secure. What could possibly stress him now?
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The captain's voice came over the cabin annunciators of the TWI Gulfstream G4. "Sir, the tower just informed us that the air hostess's car has passed security and she will arrive shortly. However, we're late and have missed our takeoff slot. We are at ground stop for at least an hour. We will try to make up the time inflight but no guarantees."
GODDAMMIT!
Sheldon was angry. Krista had arranged Svetlana, his host national guide and interpreter, to accompany him on this trip to Sweden. He needed to inspect the fabrication facility. Things were running smoothly at the plant but Sheldon was a stickler for precise results. There was always room for procedural improvement and production efficiency. He was a hard man to please and this delay was intolerable.
A white limousine pulled beside the plane and before it stopped, a rear door flew open and a tall buxom blonde in high heels and a tight abbreviated air hostess suit piled out. She grabbed her valise and loped towards the plane's folding gangway. The pale blue fabric struggled to restrain the exaggerated bounce of her breasts. She clamored up the steps and stooped her statuesque body through the hatch. She dropped the valise and closed the hatch. All secured, she transited the aisle toward the rear of the plane, trying hard to look nonchalant. Sheldon was seated at the executive workstation glaring at her.
Seeing Sheldon's stern look, she stuttered out "Sorry, sir, there was traffic and the driver went to the wrong gate and ....." She tapered off as Sheldon's face took on a sneer.
"I don't like excuses. We're at ground stop because of your unpunctuality. Get your things stowed away and bring me something to snack on."
Svetlana hurried to the galley and returned quickly with some fruit juice and a cheese and cracker platter. Sheldon sipped his juice and fumed. He picked at the cheese but it was unappealing to him. He was so worked up he was starting to get a tension headache. It was bad enough that they were stuck on the apron but he would not get much done at the workstation in this tense mood. Relief was required.
Svetlana waited at his side for any further requirements. Sheldon had requirements. He stood and faced her. He silently reached out and began unbuttoning Svetlana's uniform jacket. Three buttons later, he pushed the jacket over her shoulders and yanked the sleeves off her arms, throwing the jacket towards the back of the cabin. He picked at the top two blouse buttons but they gave him difficulty. Frustrated, he grabbed the labels and ripped out and down, tearing the thin fabric as it swept down her arms. He yanked it off her wrists and threw it towards the jacket. The bra was front closure. This clasp he popped open easily. He spun her by the shoulders facing away and took hold of the shoulder straps in his fists. He felt Svetlana tense up and quiver.
Sheldon took a deep breath and paused. He realized he was losing control of his temper and that was not his way. Gently, he lifted the bra straps and glided them off her arms. Dropping the fabric to the floor, Sheldon reached around and palmed Svetlana's globes, crossing over her chest to hold her right tit in his left hand and vice versa. He drew her back against him and bit gently on her trapezia muscle. He squeezed her boobs and thumbed her nipples.
Svetlana physically relaxed and Sheldon appreciated her recognition of his change in behavior. She knew her stuff. She rested her straight blond head back against his shoulder and rubbed his cheek with hers. She twisted her face to his and he kissed her, not deeply, just a sideways smooch. He released his tight hold on her body and turned her by her shoulders to face him. His first sight of her chest was awe inspiring. Cheese and crackers? Hell no. Here was an appealing snack he could feast on.
Sheldon leaned in and tongue lashed one nipple, then the other. Svetlana cradled his head to her bosom, thankful his ostensible anger had passed. She fingered the hairs on the back of his head. Her nipples were sensitive and the nubs responded to his attention. Sheldon bit the morsels lightly and used this hold to move her breasts back and forth, testing their resiliency. Svetlana's tits were a perfect combination of plumpness and liquidity.
Svetlana waited for his next move. Sheldon freed the nubs and leaned back. Svetlana took the opportunity to kneel. She worked at his buckle and zipper, dropping his pants and briefs in one swoop. Krista had briefed Svetlana about Sheldon's size and Krista had told the truth. Half hard, it was still larger than the many others she was acquainted with.
Svetlana stroked the tumescent meat. Sheldon looked at the top of her head, the straight blond hair falling in cascades down her back. He liked the way it flickered in waves and rolls when she moved. Svetlana leaned in and kissed his tip and rubbed faster. Sheldon was becoming impatient. His anger was not abated, just controlled. It was time to get on with the show.
Sheldon pushed her back. Svetlana looked up. Sheldon pushed her harder and she fell back on the carpet. He dropped between her thighs and pulled at her skirt. It was bound between the carpet and her butt, tight on her ass. She was a tall woman and well proportioned. She lifted her ass and he pushed her skirt to her waist. Her thong covered crotch came into view. Sheldon didn't know if he should have expected her to being wearing panties or not. He hooked a finger under the crotch and pulled it aside. Laying over her, he positioned himself and pushed for entry. He made it half way in the first stroke, drew back and pushed all the way in.
Svetlana let out an exclamation and then stifled it. Sheldon paused to let her accommodate his size and then impatiently pounded away. He knew he ought to be gentle but he was really worked up. He stroked hard, wanting to cum and get the tension out. As he pumped, his chest lay on hers, rolling her generous boobs between them. Finally, Sheldon got what Sheldon wanted. He blew sperm up her tube, letting his tension out. He lay still, breathing deeply, gaining back his senses. Sheldon rose, sitting back. He looked at Svetlana still lying on her back, thighs spread open, cunt exposed.
"After we're airborne, I want a massage. I hear you're good at that. Thanks for being so obliging now. I am having a hard day."
Svetlana rose and helped Sheldon up. She put his cock away in his pants for now. Later, before the massage, she would get him into more comfortable lounge wear. And maybe get more of his tension out; she was good at that.
Later, Svetlana heard Sheldon bawling someone out over the SATphone. She retreated to the galley area to retrieve her massage paraphernalia and lounging clothes for Sheldon. She stripped down and donned a towel wrap tucked over her boobs and extending to her thighs. Sheldon was off the SATphone now and noted the approaching Svetlana's casual attire. He remembered his earlier request for a massage and loved her timing. She helped him undress and put his clothes away in a locker. Sheldon lay face down naked on a special massage table built into the aircraft cabin especially for these occasions.
Svetlana poured coconut oil in her hands and started by kneading Sheldon's toes, bending and cracking the joints. She mashed hard on the soles of his feet. His calf muscles succumbed to her hands next. The backs of his thighs and lower butt, the largest muscles on the body, took some time to loosen up. But under Svetlana's expertise, loosen they did. Sheldon admired her capabilities; Krista always chose wisely.
Svetlana stroked his back, discovering and banishing some pesky knots in his shoulders. The triceps were relatively easy after that. She gripped and squeezed his neck muscles. Her fingers rolled his scalp around which she knew reflected a nerve response in the groin. That got her first moan from Sheldon.
Svetlana asked Sheldon to roll over. She placed a warm, moist folded cloth over his eyes. She was a little disappointed to see that he wasn't a bit hard in the target area, not a bit. His cock just lay there relaxed. Svetlana rerolled his scalp and watched. Sheldon twitched. So his nerve reflexes worked as they should. She just needed to work as she should. She rubbed his trapezia muscles. She rubbed his chest, fingering his nipples. She played a little with his navel, poking a finger and wiggling it. Sheldon twitched again, another reflected nerve response. He was coming around, the semi-hardness pointing northerly and growing stronger.
She briefly wiped a single hand stroke across it, letting Sheldon know she knew it was there, but he would have to wait a little longer. The thighs front thighs were almost as large as the rear muscles and she lingered there, working the tissue. The front calves are mostly bone, nothing much to do there. She gave his toes another flexible run. Well, at least the nerve reflection was working; he finally stood long and firm.
Svetlana climbed onto the table, straddling Sheldon's knees and dropping her towel on the floor. She leaned over and rubbed her breasts liberally on his groin. Her straight blond hair swept his torso. She lined up and pressed her boobs together around Sheldon's shaft. Svetlana stroked fore and aft, the sweat sheen from her prior manipulation of Sheldon's body supplying the lubrication. Sheldon grunted. She sat up and retrieved the coconut oil. Her oiled hands grasped Sheldon's cock and stroked.
Sheldon was making little moans now. Svetlana varied the rhythm, length and grip pressure, responding to Jeffry's varied noises as selections of which method he liked. After inventorying his tastes, she applied the top three vote getters in succession, rotating back to the beginning in turn. Sheldon was breathing easy but deeper and deeper as time passed. Svetlana continued, gauging his excitement by the vitality of his exhales. He was approaching his peak. She held him with one hand and used the other to remove his scented eye shield. Svetlana fixed her blue eyes on his brown ones, Sheldon returning the gaze. Finally, he had to close his eyes to howl as he spurted white essence on his belly and dribbled the last bits on her stroking hand.
Sheldon dozed after Svetlana cleaned him up. She laid a towel over his resting body and sat in a seat facing him, waiting for him to wake. She was glad to see him sleep. She was concerned with his health, all the stress. She liked these little interludes between her commercial flights. The money was good and the accommodations better than the packed pens the commercial airlines flew.
Sheldon stirred. Svetlana stood by his side as he woke. His terrycloth inflight loungewear waited. Sheldon returned to his onboard executive work station. Hours later, when the captain announced they were less than an hour from touchdown, Sheldon realized he had completed all the work he had for this flight. Despite the delay and timeouts, Svetlana had gotten him in a proper state of mind and he was working efficiently again. He must convey that to Krista. She should be pleased with her selection of guide and interpreter for this trip.
The jet taxied to the VIP terminal in Stockholm. Customs and immigration was no problem. The TWI limousine whisked them to the TWI fabrication facility. Sheldon spent the rest of the day walking the factory floor. He avoided conference rooms, where subordinates droned descriptions of Powerpoint presentations. He didn't pay them to prepare Powerpoints; he paid them to monitor and care for the precious robots that built his fine quality cars.
The factory was sited in Sweden because that was the world's nexus of resources, brains and climate best suited for manufacturing. There were unending mines and forests, hydroelectricity and ports. The long winters meant people had to find gainful indoor employment, the perfect motive to perfect first-rate fabrication and manufacturing technologies. They got very good at it. Their talents were enhanced, not replaced, by the advanced robot and CAD processes. Sheldon found some areas of the line that could be improved. He was the planet's premiere expert on this system. He expected to find ways to fine tune the line but otherwise he was very contented with what he found.
At the end of the day, he retired to his hotel. Svetlana unpacked their cases and arranged the luxury room. The dining room served them a superb meal. Afterwards, Svetlana and Sheldon returned to their luxury room with its private sauna. In Scandinavian winters, a regular sauna was expected and welcome. Sheldon found the heat invigorating and his sauna mate inspiring. Svetlana had taken care of Sheldon's needs all during the flight without regard for her own. Now that the trip was turning positive, she hoped for some consideration.
The sauna timer dinged, the heat beginning to recede. Svetlana crawled over to lay sideways to Sheldon, sprawled on a wide bench. She laid her head on his chest. He laid his hand on her chest, or rather on the mounds of soft breast mounted there. He lazily dabbled with her nipples and the erect nubs. Svetlana reached back and ran a finger pad along Sheldon's cock vein. Neither spoke, just letting the internal heat build as the external heat dissipated. Sheldon became hard. Svetlana got up and straddled his cock. She tented her cunt lips over his rigidity and rubbed his length with her gash, treating them both to smooth, moist friction.
Svetlana closed her eyes and concentrated on the sensations. Sheldon lay still and let her use him, though it was a consensual use. Her lower lips swelled and got very wet. She coated Sheldon with her musk. Svetlana was ready. She cruised up his shaft until the bow bobbed against her port. She docked it with her lips, hands free. Pushing down, her hyper lubricated channel took him in. Svetlana pulled up and pushed down, Sheldon stayed still, letting Svetlana set the course. She was taking care of them both and Sheldon was happy to ride her rolling waves. On the flight Svetlana had found Sheldon's favorite methods and she tried to mix in a few along with the ones she liked.
Apparently, Svetlana had a good memory because her methods were working. Svetlana felt her core beginning to clench in that familiar and desired way. Sheldon's face was flush and his ears rosy. Svetlana turned her concentration inward and moved to her own spirit. Sheldon was along for the ride: if he wanted to cum, so be it but this was her turn. As her turn finally arrived, Svetlana breathed a moan, then a gasp, a cry and, last but not least, threw her head back and wailed. Sheldon felt her tube tighten on him and joined her in noisy celebration, spouting his sperm deep in her womb. Svetlana collapsed forward, laying her weight on Sheldon's body. She wiggled dreamily, giving Sheldon a wonderful squishy chest massage with her tits, a chance for him to take an inspection tour of her body. He was contented with what he found.
The next day's flight home was relatively uneventful. Svetlana kept Jeffery unstressed with a blowjob, a hand job and fucked him twice, once missionary and once cowgirl with Sheldon pinching her nipples unduly hard but it helped her come hard. It was a successful journey for everyone. The future for Total Woman Industries was looking up.
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Spence wacked the ball hard using his best overhand shot. It flew to the corner of the tennis court but too far.
"Out" called Ariel.
"You sure?" he called back. There wasn't much to argue. There was no judge seated at midcourt in this friendly match at the Total Woman Excursions sports complex, a part of the larger resort compound.
"Of course, I'm sure" she laughed.
"Okay, 40 Love. Your serve."
Spence squatted at the center back tee, bouncing back and forth. Ariel tossed the ball high and pounded it towards Spence's left. He got there and lobbed it back. She ran in and struck it solidly towards the opposite side. Spence hardly tried; the ball bounced inside the backline and pinged off the chainlink fence.
Ariel called out "Match point. Ready?"
'Hardly' thought Spence. He waited for his inevitable defeat. Ariel was the resort's tennis pro. He thought he was better than this but Ariel was trouncing his game. Maybe he was a little distracted by her outfit. Lots of female tennis players wore short skirts and tight tops but Ariel filled hers out a lot better than most.
Ariel struck the ball across the net straight at Spence. He sidestepped to line up the shot. The ball and his racket met solidly. The ball flew straight and true and ....out.
"Game... Set... Match" said Ariel.
She jogged around the net to Spence's side, boobs and strawberry red ponytail bouncing. Spence wondered how she could play so well braless with such unwieldy chest weights. They should throw her balance off but he figured she had become accustomed to the altered center of gravity. She bent to retrieve her water bottle and Spence got a good view down her top. Magnificent pendulums of flesh swayed as she rose.
Ariel saw Spence staring and knew why. She was used to being stared at. Sometimes that helped her win matches in the semi-pro circuit. Most, but not all, leagues required a modicum of modesty. Those that didn't were beneficial to Ariel. All is fair in love, war and gamesmanship. If her assets distracted the competition, she wasn't going to volunteer to miss an advantage.
Spence was tired from the exercise. Ariel guided him to the mini-set of bleachers outside the court fence. No one else was using the dual courts. They sat and sipped their liquids, cooling down. The air was balmy in April, especially this late in the afternoon. The equinox was barely passed; it was officially Spring but still not really warm. Spence felt a chill as he wiped sweat from his forehead.
"You did pretty well today. I saw some improvement in your return strokes. Maybe tomorrow we can work on your serves. If you work on control over speed you will see improvement there as well....Hey, are you feeling a chill. You shivered."
"Yeah, I'm kind of wet and the temps are dipping like the afternoon sun."
"Here, wrap this around you." Ariel produced a wool sports blanket from her gym bag.
"Thanks."
"You're right, it is a little chilly. Can we share that blanket?"
Spence opened the front like wings with both flaps wrapped around his arms. Ariel snuggled in. The blanket was just big enough for them to cover themselves if they sat close. Her teeshirt covered breasts mashed against his arm. Spence liked that. It actually began to get steamy under the covers. He maneuvered his arm around her shoulder.
Ariel asked Spence about his career. He said he was an inventor and investor who liked the sea and sailing. She was a free spirit, a little of this and a little of that. Weary, neither was interested in deep conversation. The sunset glowed reddish. Spence remembered the old adage: red at night, sailors delight; red in morning, sailors take mooring. It should be a rainless evening. His eyes drooped and he felt the tiredness take hold.
Spence startled awake. The post dusk darkness was settling in. There were stars out in the cloudless sky; the new moon pale on the horizon. He was leaning into Ariel who seemed to have fallen asleep as well. Her head rested on his shoulder and her hand rested on his leg, fingers dangling inside his thigh near his crotch. She stirred and the fingers tapped and scratched against his skin. That delighted the sailor.
He let his far hand dangle and it brushed her breasts. She didn't seem to notice. He reached down and brushed a finger around her nipple; still no acknowledgement. He squeezed the globe lightly. Ariel's hand raised the hem of her teeshirt over her boob, grabbed his hand and placed his palm square over her nipple. She pressed his hand into a grip.
"Don't be so shy." she said.
Spence stopped being shy and so did Ariel. Her hand moved north and under the material of his shorts' leg. She wormed higher, finding the jockstrap covered scrotum. Higher still, the stretchy support covered his cock.
Ariel sat upright, Spence's hand still coupled to her boob. She used both hands to undo his buckle and zipper. Her hand dove in under the tight waist band of the supporter. It became obvious that the athlete's cock pocket had to go; it was an encumbrance.
The pretense ended. She lifted off the blanket and doffed her teeshirt. The night air stiffened her nipples even more than Spence's stimulation had done. Her shorts were next. She grabbed at Spence's shirt and removed it. She slid his jock and shorts off in one long sweep. Laying Spence back down on the blanket covered bleacher seat, Ariel lay atop him, breast to chest and groin to groin. Spence's shaft lay between them, growing rapidly. She pulled the other half over them. The blanket resumed warming them.
They kissed. Spence stroked her back and butt cheeks. Ariel reached between them and positioned his erection for insertion. Insertion proceeded smoothly. She had Spence tied up, 40 Love, by both sets of lips. They volleyed back and forth, lobs and slams, varying the returns. Her rounded globes rolled on his chest, rubbing everywhere. His plump shaft danced in her vagina, rubbing everywhere. Neither hurried the pace.
But even with the indolent pace, the clock was ticking down. The players were into their end-game. Both felt the pins and needles imminent in limps, body and core. Ariel's breathing and moaning amplified. Spence's grunts matched her volume and timing. They panted in sync and then howled together. Ariel's cunt clamped down in orgasm on Spence's cock. His prostate gave the extra effort needed to shoot his cum up the confined tube and deep into Ariel. It was a massive orgasm for him. He had felt exhausted before, now he felt further drained of energy and hydration.
Calm returned slowly. Humid air escaping the blanket misted in the night air. Ariel lifted her face to his and kissed him. Spence rubbed her back. He had only begun to deflate, still reveling in the afterglow. They were just as unhurried now as before. But the chill was penetrating the wool cover and they needed to seek shelter before continuing.
Ariel asked "Your place or mine?"
He replied. "Mine."
They unraveled their bodies and the blanket and retrieved their sportswear, carrying everything, walking naked but for sneakers. The pale moon and twinkling stars lit their way as they journeyed to a roof over their heads and another match of mating.
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May Day was an event worldwide where governments paraded intimidating messages to their adversaries, impressive displays of military power, facing down their enemies.
On a lesser scale, Spence was facing down Mai Mai in the dojo. They were eyeing and circling, sending intimidating looks, wanting to display impressive moves in martial arts, facing each other down. Mai Mai was dressed in her keikogi , clinched at the waist by a black belt, her jet black hair tied in a bun. Spence was similarly dressed but with a far lower belt color.
Mai Mai was employing extraordinary tactics. She had omitted bra and teeshirt. Her pert rosy nipples flashed when the jacket flapped. Spence lost his martial concentration. Mai Mai grabbed his collars and rolled him over her shoulder, dropping him to the mat and backing off, resuming her stance.
Spence picked himself up ..again.. and resumed his position. They circled yet again, arms up, hands on guard. Mai Mai lunged but this time Spence was ready. He grabbed her small body and threw her on her back. Her jacket flapped completely open, exposing her whole chest. The breasts quivered from the impact.
Spence straddled her hips and held her arms against the mat, preventing her from closing her top. The breasts were firm, not large, tipped with wide conical areoles. They suited a woman of Mai Mai's fitness. Spence liked what he saw.
Mai Mai bucked her hips trying to dislodge her captor. He wasn't budging, his weight too great for her size and strength. Nor was he volunteering to dismount, especially when her attempts further quavered her tits. Spence liked what he saw.
Mai Mai said "Okay. You win this skirmish. That's 2-1. Let's start again. But we'll try a different tactic."
Spence let her up, reluctantly. Mai Mai retreated to her side of the exercise mat. She threw him a grin, untied her belt and doffed her jacket throwing it aside. The string tied pants dropped and joined the jacket. Mai Mai stood naked and barefoot, assuming a crouched on-guard stance. Spence took the hint. He got nude as well. Now they were equally disarmed.
Spence stood straight up, luring Mai Mai into an attack. She didn't abandon her defensive posture. Spence advanced across no man's land, still standing straight up. He stopped in the middle. Mai Mai inched forward. When she was close, she stopped and stood straight also. Spence reached out and undid the hair bun. The raven colored strands cascaded down her back, the ends teasing the top of her ass crack. Her bangs hung past her thin eyebrows, half concealing her black almond eyes. Spence liked what he saw.
Mai Mai hefted his flaccid cock. It was larger than her usual mates', something new to explore. She scratched the underside with a long fingernail. Spence's cock twitched in response. She looked up innocently through the rifts in her bangs. She kneeled.
Spence looked down, smiled and joked "Kiss it, Slant Eyes." She leaned in, feigning capitulation, but grasped his ankle and yanked. Her sneak attack dropped him on his back. Mai Mai mounted his torso reversed, trapping his head in a thigh lock. Spence was stuck, mouth to cunt, and unable to move.
It was Mai Mai's turn to joke. "Lick it, Round Eyes."
Even if Spence had a choice, he wouldn't have refused. He puckered up and planted a kiss on the dewy pink lips pressed to his. His tongue flickered along the trench. Mai Mai gave a small shudder. Spence licked again. She shuddered again. She may have been making noises also but his thigh covered ears couldn't hear a sound. What he could feel, however, was her moist hot breath on his growing erection. Then he felt a lick, her tongue lapping his cock crown.
Having very little say in the matter, Spence returned to his own task at hand, or task at mouth, as it were. He tested his tongue's maneuvering range, patrolling far down the length of her cunt lips. The underside of his tongue rubbed the rosy scallops as it slithered until he could feel a different texture, recognizing that the tip had ramped out of red flesh onto white flesh. He retreated to the center.
He rolled his tongue and probed the hole, reconnoitering his range of depth. He fluttered the tip against the inner crests. Retreating, he reconnoitered the other flank. He ran the top side of his tongue flat up the gulley, feeling the tip push against her stiff but pliable urethra protrusion. His chin and nose were getting coated with her moisture. Spence liked what he tasted.
His own arousal was building. Mai Mai held his knob in her mouth, lashing her tongue all around the tip, probing his smaller hole with her stiffened tongue just as he had probed her interior. She drew his barrel in and tongued around the column. Halfway in it bumped her throat. Breathing deep, she charged ahead, marching the rim past her uvula. Spence's whole body jumped and settled.
Mai Mai felt her orgasm begin. She pulled back for one more breath and pushed his erection in again. The wave of her orgasm washed over her. Spence sensed its arrival by the increased throbbing of her pussy and the increased clench about his head. He fluttered his tongue as much as he could, hoping to make it all that much better for her. And he succeeded. Mai Mai's body went rigid as a board. She vibrated. She sucked. She moaned loudly. She would have shrieked but her throat was otherwise engaged.
When Mai Mai's rigidity had tempered its hardness, she disengaged her ankles and released Spence's head and cock. He took a deep breath. Mai Mai rolled aside on her back, spent, throwing her arm across her forehead. Spence rose and rolled on top, swaddled in the cradle of her thighs. He had not cum. It was his turn.
Spence captured her facial lips with his. They kissed long, sharing her moisture, coating both chins and cheeks with genital dampness. Mai Mai lay surrendered. Spence reached down and placed himself, marshaling his force for the advance. He marched into her opening, the spot of his recent tang and tactile patrol. Previously overcomed, but not having cummed, he pushed hard and quick, burying himself halfway in the first stroke. Mai Mai caught her breath. She was wet enough but not broad enough. Spence hesitated, letting her natural stretchiness catch up.
Spence drew back and pushed hard again, his tip bumping her cervix. Not fully embedded, he reared back and pushed once more. The knob jarred her cervix, dilated the ring and charged through. Pubic bone bumped against pubic bone, declaring full penetration. Then it bumped again and again as Spence reciprocated his erection in her close-fitting passageway. Spence liked what he felt.
Spence sensed his impending triumph. He bottomed out and went over the top, spraying spunk directly into her womb. He dug in, going deep, tilting his head with a cry of victory. Mai Mai held his biceps where they propped his torso in a backward arch. Spence quivered and fell forward, panting noisily. Mai Mai rubbed his back and head. She licked around her mouth, preening the musk from her face.
Spence rolled over and the mutually subdued combatants lay side by side, awash with afterglow, temporary allies in a sexual détente. Spence reckoned cross cultural exchanges like this could achieve miracles of world peace.
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Spence gasped for breath but didn't stop. They had walked several miles through the forested trails and had now started to climb the ridge. Joan was leading and Spence followed her waggling shorts over trim buttocks. Spence was pleased with the motivation to keep the pace and keep Joan in sight.
Today was Summer Solstice, the solar zenith occurring at exactly 1:22 PM. Joan and Spence would honor the occurrence from the utmost point available, closest to the sun. They were hiking to the high vista overlooking the resort valley owned by Total Woman Excursions.
The trail led upward towards the lookout atop the mountain. The trail was not used often and several stretches required the trekkers to clamber up the path between protruding boulders. Spence helped Joan ahead of him by boosting her butt. She would lean down from above, showing cleavage and a nipple flash down the loose teeshirt collar, as she pull him up by the hand to a face-full of teeshirt covered boobs.
Near the summit, the grade eased and Joan stretched the lead. Spence was feeling the tension in his legs. Thankfully, the rustic guardrail and bench at the high point came into view. Joan headed for them. Spence hobbled in, bending over and massaging his calves. Joan put a hand on his bent over back. Her braless boobs hung down inside the teeshirt.
"Trouble with cramps, sweety?"
"Yeah, maybe. You are a hard, but pleasant, act to follow. I may have pushed it a little too much." He stared down her open collar at the hanging beauties.
"Lay down on the bench. Maybe I can help."
Spence complied and Joan gripped and ungripped his calf muscles, encouraging more blood circulation.
"Any better?"
"Not yet."
Joan gripped and squeezed his butt muscles through his shorts. She took off his sneakers and rolled his toes and arches. Spence felt the cramps ease somewhat.
"That's a little better" he said.
Joan worked Spence's legs some more. She had him sit on the bench with his legs flat out in front. She sat behind him, mashing her mounds into his back, as she helped him lean forward into a stretch. Spence maintained that position for a long time, feeling the pleasant softness mold against him through the two thin teeshirts, hers and his.
Joan reached forward around his torso and gripped his top thigh muscles, kneading them and rubbing along their length. Her hands furtively rubbed the insides, thumbs brushing his groin. Her chin rested on his left shoulder. Her sweeps got bolder, rubbing his khaki covered genitals. The cramps were going away but why mention it. This was pretty pleasant. He pressed back into Joan's boobs.
Joan rose off the bench and went to the rustic wood railing at the edge of the cliff. She turned her head slowly, looked up at the sun, then left and right across the panorama. Far below was the resort facility, appearing as a miniature village with lodging, pool and sports grounds surrounding it. The surrounding unimproved lands buffered the resort from nosy neighbors and the frantic faraway highway on the horizon. The wind swirled among the trees, singing nature's praises. Soaring birds danced on the thermal updrafts. Butterflies flitted from flower to flower just beyond the rail.
Joan leaned her arms on the rail and said "Beautiful sight, isn't it?"
Spence sat up on the bench, surveyed Joan's trim ass in the silky shorts and said "Sure is."
Joan leaned further in, resting her elbows and boobs on the rail, chin in hands. Spence got up and strolled over behind her, bumping her butt with his groin, mashing in. His hands went around her body and slipped between the rail and her teeshirted nipples. He cupped her hanging breasts, kneading them. Spence revolved his groin on her ass. Joan glanced back, returned her gaze to the vista and let him continue.
Message sent, message received, message accepted. He put his chin on her back, resting his head and continuing the manipulations. He also took in the valley view. The scenery was peaceful and calming.
Spence pulled one hand away from her boob and put it inside the loose leg of her shorts, tunneling for her labia. It was soft, warm and moist, barely covered by a narrow strip of the thong underwear. He probed under the fabric, pushed it aside, acquiring tactile contact, finger skin to cunt skin.
Rearing back, Spence's other hand unbuttoned his snap and lowered his zipper, spreading the khaki flaps. His tumescent meat found free air. He maneuvered it pass the silky loose leg opening and put the tip against the oily labia, pressing forward. The knob easily slipped in. His cock being well wedged, Spence's hand was free for other duties and he placed both around on Joan's belly. He moved them upward, resuming his tit cupping under the teeshirt, on the bare nipples, pinching them.
Joan leaned back and braced herself with her hands on the rail. Spence pulled her into his chest, peeking over her shoulder. He pushed his hips and buried his cock in her cunt. They started a counterstroke, long and slow, careful not to let him fall out. His knob was brushing all the length of her tunnel.
Spence regarded the pleasant view. He felt great, fucking a beautiful woman, looking out on the world, fondling her boobs. Joan kept looking forward but she moaned and whimpered when his rim rubbed past her G-spot. Spence just stroked, grunting at the bottom of each thrust, giving an extra bump before backing out.
Joan leaned up higher and locked her elbows. The noises of the wind and bird calls competed with the noises of their coupling. Their volume rose as their heat built. Spence was panting, getting closer to his summit on the summit. Joan was breathing deeper. She sensed Spence's impending eruption and twisted her head back, imploring his kiss. He leaned in and their lips locked. He gave a muffled growl, Joan moaned into his mouth and Spence poured his solar offering into Joan's alter. It was precisely 1:22 PM, Summer Solstice.
Joan stayed braced on the rail as Spence bowed over her back. They inched down from their high climax, standing on the edge of the high terrain. Spence backed out of her cunt and shorts. She turned and helped him to put his cock back in his shorts. They sat on the bench, recovering some energy for the hike back.
On the descent, Spence led them through the steep rough part of the trail, turning to lend Joan a hand down the chasms, catching her chest to chest if she slipped. On the lower, more level path, they strolled hand in hand through the cleared sports areas surrounding the main facility. A brief summer shower drenched them. They continued on, Joan's breasts jostling in the wet stretched teeshirt, her nipples aroused by the cool rain and prominently displayed through the translucent shrouds. In Spence's room, they stripped the wet clothes, showered away the chills and played in a warm spray. Joan gave Spence a soapy handjob.
Joan stayed with Spence through the mid-summer night. When he awoke in the dark, she reached out and found him half-aroused, only mid-erect on this midsummer night. She licked and lapped it into fullness, then rolled Spence on top of her, into the cradle of her open thighs. She placed him for entry and he helped out by plunging in. They thrust and rocked, deep and shallow, until Spence felt the inevitable rush and bellowed his satisfaction. Lying beside Joan in the bed at Total Woman Excursions, Spence figured, all in all, this was a pretty good start to his summer.
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Spence peered between his legs at dangling boobs, rows of dangling boobs. His down dog yoga stance had him looking backward at his nude yoga session mates on the pool deck of the Total Woman Excursions resort facility. His own hanging appendage read '6 o'clock'. The instructor directed that the practitioners move to an up dog pose and then stand. Spence lost the panorama of breast but was nonplused; there was plenty of session to go.
The instructor said "Now let's partner up for tantric yoga practice." Spence looked over at redhead Ariel and raised an eyebrow. She nodded. They moved facing each other.
"Thank you for the invitation" said Ariel.
Spence grinned back. "My pleasure, I hope."
The instructor said "Face each other and hold hands lightly, practice coordinated breathing. Watch each other's diaphragms."
That was pretty easy for Spence, although the Ariel's diaphragm was a bit lower than where he really focused. Ariel's breasts were almost perfect. Her freckled milky globes were topped with fleshy cones tipped with rouged nipples centered by cylindrical nubs, all symmetrical. They rose and fell with her breaths. Her toned abdominals flexed as she slowly took air in and out of her lungs. Spence timed his breathing to Ariel's. She was more practiced than he and he had to consciously slow his rate.
Spence rarely held hands with a woman. The touch of Ariel's warm fingers interlaced with his was unfamiliar but pleasant. It added a connection. He glanced up and saw her focused on his belly, watching his breathing but also making furtive glances at his flaccid organ.
The instructor said "Now, go down to a knee stand. Do not loose hand contact during the move."
Spence and Ariel continued to hold hands as they leaned in and down, resting on their knees, somewhat closer, or so it seemed. The hand holding helped to stabilize them during the descent; a partnership in balance. After settling, they watched each other's bellies as before. Spence found it easier to maintain his breathing rate in conformance with Ariel's pace, in and out at the same time.
The instructor said "Now, if you have matched your breathing, you may gaze into each other's eyes."
Spence looked almost level while Ariel raised her eyes up. They were close but Spence was taller. Spence's blue eyes met her bottle green ones. The subtle specter of her eyes contrasting with the long wavy strawberry locks got a first twitch in Spence's groin, momentarily interrupting his concentration. Spence recovered nicely without an outward sign.
They held the stare for untold moments before the instructor continued with "Now sit facing each other with knees raised and genitals in proximity but not touching. Interlace the knees but lay them wide apart and relaxed. Female's legs lay over the male."
This required Spence and Ariel to squat and shuffle. They continued to hold hands and settled into a sit with their groins inches apart, skin contacting at points along calves and thighs. They focused again on each other's face and coordinated their breathing as before. The separating inches reduced slightly as Spence's organ showed life and began its protrusion into the intervening gap. Spence's mind was awash in Ariel's liquid gaze.
The instructor's voice intruded on Spence's trance. "You may touch genitals. Be gentle and slow. Then place your arms on each other's shoulders"
Spence butt-walked forward, his tumescence wagging as he moved the few remaining inches. Its swing brushed her Venus Mount. Ariel blinked at the contact. She had been deep inside her mind and only refocused to the external with Spence's new spot of contact. Spence released her hands and glided his past her shoulders, reaching beneath her tresses to interlace his fingers in a light hold behind her neck. Ariel reflected that move and now she and Spence touched at necks, shoulders, thighs and groin.
Their breathing diverged but they concerted it back to a coordinated pace. Spence was feeling his erection grow with the increased touching. As he headed 'north', he brushed her cunt lips. Ariel gave a small Mona Lisa smile and let it fade.
The instructor said "Prepare them for mounting."
Spence felt a touch on his back and Mai Mai and Joan were kneeling at their sides, each with a hand on a partner's back. Mai Mai reached between and lightly grasped Spence's shaft with an oiled hand. She stroked once up, then down, sliding her palm over and past his scrotum. Her finger tips twirled on the perineum. Then she reversed and slid over his scrotum, all the way up his length and completely off the tip. Hollowing her palm, she slid down again all the way, again pressing the spot beneath his balls. This went on for some time. Spence broke his regular breathing pattern. Mai Mai stopped her strokes and pinched the tip between forefinger and thumb, backing him down until he returned to coordinated breaths with Ariel.
Meanwhile, Joan worked Ariel. Her finger tips travelled from Ariel's perineum, over her slash and fluttered the rosy lips. Ariel kept her eyes open but they were focused into the distance. Spence tried to swim through and beyond with his own gaze. They both felt the sensations of Mai Mai and Joan's manipulations but found that their synched breathing help hold back their immediate lust. They were in a phantasm of twilight ardor.
The instructor gave the expected command. "Mount!"
Joan and Mai Mai each put one hand behind Ariel's back and the other under her ass. They lifted and moved Ariel over Spence's upright slippery cock and lowered her onto him. The readied and lubricated interconnecting parts fit snuggly. Their nipples touched. Their heads moved pass each other. Spence's face was embedded in strawberry waves and his nose inhaled strawberry fragrants.
Mai Mai and Joan stayed in a dual sideways hug with the partners, hands interclasped behind their backs. Their breath pulsed in the pairs ears. Spence tried to ripple his abdominals to get a genital stroke. He succeeded a little but not much. The four hugged together closely. Spence's efforts did jostle Ariel's breasts and their softness waltzed charmingly against his chest.
Mai Mai and Joan took up the reciprocation task, boosting their hands below Ariel's butt and moving her hips. Ariel locked her arms around Spence's neck, using the leverage to add motion, rippling her abdominals. The strokes were small but Spence was feeling the wet friction on his knob and shaft. He felt a different pressure timed with tiny grunts from Ariel. She was tightening and relaxing her vaginal muscles. Spence was getting more aroused.
Mai Mai monitored his facial expressions. When Spence contorted his jaw, Mai Mai whispered into Ariel's ear, coaxing her to slow and stop. Spence's blood cooled a bit and he breathed deep. Mai Mai signaled Ariel to recommence. When Spence closed in again, Mai Mai let Spence rise further before she directed Ariel to pause. On the third peak Spence groaned, shivered, his groin tingled and he relaxed with a whoosh of exhale.
Spence was a little disappointed; the orgasm was good but not great. He started to release his hold on Ariel but Joan touched his arm and shook her head. She hugged them together again. Mai Mai pecked Ariel's ear through her tresses and the climb began again, small strokes and clenches. Spence was still rock hard and his erection had not flagged an iota. He thought he had cum but now realized his nerves had orgasmed but his prostate had not discharged. Three builds and drawbacks later, Spence orgasmed again, harder, but still did not cum. The women were going to wear him to a frazzle.
"I can't survive another one of those. Please let me cum this time."
Ariel moaned her agreement as Mai Mai and Joan nodded. Spence felt them redouble their efforts. Ariel was giving her all, clenching tightly, letting Mai Mai and Joan add the small strokes. The sheen of perspiration was everywhere, temples dew-dropped and Ariel's damp boobs undulating on Spence's chest. Spence was cosseted in sensations. He listened to Ariel's breathing; it had quickened from her exertions and he worked to reflect its exact pace.
Spence was granted his request to discharge. Enclosed in flesh by three women intent on his pleasure, his body aroused by multiple pre-ecstasy orgasms, he climbed to the heights, then climbed some more, and then even higher. Ultimately Spence's brain spasmed ever muscle, joint and bone in his body. He closed his eyes, fearing they would pop out. He groaned so loud Ariel winced from the blare. She added her own scream when she felt Spence clatter four shots against her cervix. Spence blacked out.
When Spence came to, he was wrapped in moist warm female flesh. The women still hugged him, front and both sides. The sun was setting. The instructor was standing over them on the darkening pool deck.
"Get him into the Jacuzzi so he doesn't cool too quickly. Then help him to his room and don't leave him until you're sure he's okay."
The women unraveled and dismounted, all but carrying Spence to a seat in the bubbly waters. They caressed him and swashed warm water over his head and shoulders. When he was more aware of his surroundings, they propped him on the deck and helped him shuffle to his room. They laid him face up in bed. Climbing in, Mai Mai and Joan each retained an arm, hugging it into their cleavage, heads lying on his shoulders. Ariel leaned over him, sweeping her hands from his neck to his knees, touching as much skin as possible, especially his intimate places. Spence fell asleep in their loving care watching Ariel's breasts stir as she swayed above him.
Spence woke at dawn, alone. He dressed and called for staff to escort him to checkout. He was due to depart. His booking at Total Woman Excursions was over, for now.
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The tables were loaded with a splendid Independence Day picnic: hamburgers, hot dogs, fried chicken, potato and pasta salads, cool drinks, ice cream and baked desserts. The guests chatted in the sun and shade around the pool deck. The weather was warm. The dress was casual and minimal. Bikinis predominated, from traditional to thongs. The biggest holiday picnic of the summer was in full swing at Total Woman Excursions resort.
Somerset, but everyone called him Somer, mingled with the other guests. The diversity of women covered the waterfront: buxom, trim, athletic, full-sized, petite, redhead, brunette, blond. Each was a host guide of the facility, formally assigned to a particular guest. Informally, everyone was consentingly available to everyone. Somer walked around, browsing.
Somer's formal host guide was Julie. Her high heels brought her almost to Somer's height. The straight haired blond wore a patterned pale green bikini. It tightly molded her buxom body. She held his arm occasionally, squeezing his bicep into her cleavage as she introduced him around to other host guides and their assigned guests.
Food and drink had the crowd in a jolly mood. The after lunch games began. Sack races, balloon bursting and Jell-O wrestling were the more popular games. Somer watched the sack races and thoroughly enjoyed seeing buxom women jumping along in their sacks, boobs bouncing, straining the challenged bikini tops.
Somer participated in the water balloon toss, and then the water balloon bursting, hugging balloons with several different women. He found the less curvy women made superior competitors while the more full featured ones tended to lose the balloons in their cleavage, requiring more effort to burst the water containers.
Somer stood by as the Jell-O wrestling commenced. The women struggled for slippery holds and takedowns. Inevitably, the best grip involved the opponent's bikini, which all inevitably yielded to the breaking forces applied and were torn off the color splotched bodies. Somer enjoyed the view.
Somer got too close. An ankle was grabbed by each of the two current participants and he was drug into the melee. Slipping and sliding on the wet plastic arena, Somer was encompassed by Jell-O lubricated nude female bodies. He rolled around with them in the colored gelatin. Laughing, he copped numerous feels of boobs, butts and crotches.
Finally pinned down by the pair, one on each side, he voiced capitulation and delighted in the swaying montage of multi-colored beasts as the victors high-5'ed their success. Somer's hair, face and clothes were a motley mélange of Jell-O mess. His match-mates helped him to stand and walked him to the poolside shower. They removed his shorts and teeshirt and rinsed the Jell-O off Somer and themselves, applying far more sweeps and caresses than necessary to find latent gel in all the wrong places.
Squeaky clean, one woman squatted and grabbed his ankles. Somer leaned over to fend her off. The other woman took his wrists and together they carried Somer to the edge of the pool, swung him one..two..three and threw him nude and noisy in the cool water.
Somer breached the surface to find his shower mates beside him in the pool. A little splash fight broke out. The activity attracted allies for the women. Several other host guides jumped in and Somer was surrounded. He sportingly surrendered.
The women swan a circle around him at arm's length. Somer took hold of an ally and drew her in. It wasn't fair to wear a bikini when others were naked. He reached behind to draw apart the string ties at her neck and back. Grabbing the fabric at her cleavage, he pulled the top off and flung it on the pool deck. She turned to a shallow dive and porpoised her bottom. Siezing the moment, he seized her slippery bikini bottom and it came off in his hand as the mermaid escaped. The wad of cloth followed its other half on the pool deck. Somer decided to browse some more.
Somer caught another circling swimmer and released her from her swimsuit. Two more followed. He had six mermaids slowly circling him like sharks hungry for dinner. Somer was getting hungry but not for dinner. He looked up and bikini-clad Julie watched his fun from the deck. He broke the circle and swam to the edge. Julie squatted on her high heels, cameltoe in Somer's face..
Julie peered down at him. "How's it going?
"Swimmingly" he joked.
"Find anything that pricks your fancy?"
Somer turned and saw six nude floating women smiling back.
"The brunette on the left and the blond in the middle have a certain appeal."
Julie nodded and stood. She walked away and Somer returned to the circle. They played some more, dunking heads and grabbing tits, butts and cock underwater. As each contestant tired, they left the group and climbed out. Somer remained with an Oriental black-haired woman and a freckled redhead. Somer and the women floated fatigued and drifted to the steps. Julie waited with a towel and dried Somer, then wrapped it around his waist. She led him to a poolside umbrella table, where the favored brunette and blond sat wearing their retrieved bikinis.
Somer chatted with his select group of host guides. Julie let it be known that Somer fancied his chat-mates and asked if the two women could arrange a swap with their guests. They said they would try. Somer excused himself and returned to his room to dress for dinner. That evening, the facility roasted a pig and the host guides and guests enjoyed a luau with topless hula dancers followed by aerial fireworks.
Somer and Julie strolled to Somer's bungalow. Inside, Julie tended to Somer; undressing him and relaxing him with a sensual massage. She laid him in bed and climbed in beside him. Julie stroked his cock and he lapped at her nipples between deep kisses. He was getting hard. Julie leaned down and lapped his knob, licking under and around the crown, before swallowing him deep. Somer was getting very hard. Julie moaned adding vibrations to the sensations. Somer held her head down on his cock and his deep rapid breaths preceded his own fireworks bursting deep in her throat.
Julie held his shaft half in her mouth and suckled, swallowing the sperm that remained on her tongue. Somer's mind swam in the post orgasm glow. Julie crawled up beside him. They lay quiet as Somer cooled down from his orgasm. They dozed.
Somer awoke to the mattress shifting. It was Julie getting up. She donned a sheer robe, translucent in the moonlight. Leaning in, she pecked Somer's lips and whispered 'Ready for your swap?" Somer just stared at her as she left the room. Before the door closed, a shadow slipped in. The shadow wore a similar translucent robe, had long blond hair and looked a lot like the 'mermaid' from the pool. The blond mounted the bed and leaned to kiss Somer.
"I hope Julie enjoys my guest as much as I am going to enjoy you."
She wrapped her arms around Somer's neck and planted a big kiss on his lips. She opened her robe and snuggled next to him. Her generous breasts molded his side and she placed a leg across his thighs. Her hand lay on his groin. Somer wrapped his arm around her body and palmed the top breast. He kneaded it like a water balloon, hard squeezes. Somer closed his eyes. The blond rubbed his cock. All of this was having the desired effect. Somer got hard.
The blond rolled and mounted up. Her robe billowed behind her as she arranged Somer properly and dropped down. She began her ride with long sweeping strokes, rolling her hips to drag the wedged crown along the length of her tube. Somer bounced his hips a few times as a signal to speed up but the blond placed a hand on his chest and maintained a steady pace. Somer relaxed back and surrendered to her control. In the moonlight he could see her face rapt in an expression of concentration and determination. The pace continued unhurried and unabated.
Somer heard the blond beginning to moan. The pace increased slightly. Somer felt a quickening of his own. The blond moaned louder. Somer tried again to buck his hips and this time she responded by increasing the pace. The strokes were shorter now, deep and short. His knob scraped the sides and his tip tickled her cervix. Somer was nearing his plunge into ecstasy. The blond was rasping through her open mouth. As one, they climaxed, the blond stopping with Somer as deep as he could go. Somer spouted into her womb, crying out.
The blond vibrated for a few moments, breathed out and fell forward to lie on Somer's torso. Her boobs splayed across his chest, squished between them. She wrapped her arms around his neck, lips buzzing his earlobe. Somer rubbed her back and ass, caressing her warmth. They lay quiet while Somer shrank and fell out of the blonde's cunt. They dozed that way. Somer awoke briefly as the blonde adjusted to lie at his side. Somer dozed off again.
The mattress shifted as the blonde got out and left. Shortly thereafter, Julie returned, shuffling and looking extremely disheveled. She crawled in and took the other blonde's place next to Somer. He was awake now.
"Was she good to you?" Julie asked.
"Very" he replied.
"I'm glad. You smell like 'fuck'. Let's get you cleaned up."
Julie drew a tub of water and helped Somer get in, leaning in from the outside, boobs dangling in the suds. Somer let her wash him thoroughly. She played with his prick but got no real response. Somer was exhausted. That was fine with Julie; she was sore from the workout the other blonde's guest had given her. She hadn't known some of those positions existed in human sexual activities. She had gotten a few new lessons in lovemaking. Someday, she would write a new chapter in the Total Woman Excursions Host Guide Manual.
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Sirius, the Dog Star, progressed to its annual position closest to the sun and the orbs would rise together in the eastern sky for the next month. These were the sultry dog days of summer. It was perfect weather for a beach volleyball tournament at Total Woman Excursions.
The heaped sand was white to reflect the sunlight and soft to protect the players. The four duets of women were evenly matched to provide superb competition. The team uniforms were skimpy thongs to provide superb entertainment.
Somer was seated in the bleachers with his host guide Agnes. She wore the standard beach volleyball uniform. Hers was blue. The others teams wore orange, yellow and green. It was a round robin tournament, two losses and you're out. 'Out' meant you were the service staff for the winners after the match.
Agnes team had one win and one loss. Yellow and green were on the field, closing in on their end game. They had each reached 11 and now both sides teetered on defeat, holding back the two point win margin. Yellow served, green set and spiked, yellow saved and returned a lob. Green set again but badly, almost dropping. Expecting a spike, Yellow retreated too far back to save the ball that dribbled over the net. The Greens bumped their chests and high fived.
The Yellows loped off the court to the bleachers. Two losses, they were 'out'; now servants to the others. A brunette Yellow sat down and wiped her brow with a towel. A chug of her Gatorade and a deep breath readied her for her duties. She stood and walked to Somer and Agnes.
"Anything I can get or do for you?"
Agnes said "No."
Somer said "How about a Dr Pepper and a blowjob?"
The Yellow brunette turned and walked down the bleachers to a cooler and returned with the soda. She opened and handed it to Somer who took a chug. Yellow started to squat down but Somer raised his hand.
"I was only kidding" he said.
Yellow shrugged and asked "Anything else then?"
Agnes shook her head and gently motioned her away. "You know she would have done you right here and now."
"I guess so but it's hot and pretty public."
Agnes laughed "Don't be so shy."
It was time for Blue and Green to play. Somer watched Agnes and the other Blue handily defeat the recently victorious Greens, now eliminated like the Yellows. That left Blue and Orange with one loss each. This would be the final match to determine the champion.
The ball sailed back and forth across the court. Several times a diving player would get a face and cleavage full of sand, which scratched inside the bra, irritating the competitor. On the final match points, one of the Oranges doffed her top to rid herself of the itchy nuisance but to no avail. Agnes and her Blue teammate spiked a hotshot and ended the game as tournament champions. Orange retrieved her top and was prepared to don it when Agnes taunted her "Forget it, loser. You'll have it off again soon enough."
Agnes and her Blue champion chum skipped over to Somer. Agnes introduced her teammate Audrey to Somer. They sat like bookends to Somer on the lowest bench with their bare feet on the ground. Agnes clapped her hands and said "Okay, losers, over here! Form a line!"
The Greens, Yellows and Oranges shuffled in front of Somer and his host guides. They stood with hands clasped behind their backs, boobs jutting out in tight bikini tops, except for the one Orange, who remained bare chested. Agnes invited Somer to inspect the offerings.
Somer rose to review this line of beauties. First were the Oranges, 1 and 2. Orange 1 stood topless. He slid his fingers over her firm top slopes, around underneath and checked their bouncability. Orange 2 had retained her top which seemed unfair to Somer. He stepped in front of Orange 2, reached behind her and unsnapped the bikini top. She shrugged it down her arms. His hands rose to her pert nipples, perkier from the exercise or maybe by the excitement of being handled by Somer. He flicked the nubs and she twitched at the feeling.
What was good for some was good for all. Somer moved to his right. Green 1 was next. The Greens and Yellows were shorter and chestier than the other teams, possibly explaining their slower play and somewhat unwieldy balance. Green 1 stoically awaited Somer's inspection. Her boobs sagged a bit when Somer removed their supports. The nipples were large, flat and red against her allover tan. Green 2 had firmer breasts with conical points. Yellow 1 waited impatiently for her turn and fidgeted rubbing her thighs together in anticipation. Somer noted the movements and choose to strip off her bottoms instead of the top. Her cunt lips were fleshy and he saw she also had an allover tan. His fingers slid undercover, along the rosy lips and found them soft and dewy, evidence of her arousal.
Yellow 2 smiled as Somer fumbled with her clasp. She bumped his chest with hers when she reached back to help unfasten the problematic catch. Somer cupped her generous beauties. They were more than a hand full and he tested their weight with little bumps and bounces, sending ripples through the flesh.
Agnes coughed an 'ahem'. Somer looked back to where she patted the bench beside her, in between her and Audrey. Having completed his limited inspection, Somer returned to his assigned seat. Agnes and Audrey huddled in and, for the next few moments, Somer and the winning team strategized the services to be rendered by the losers. With nods of agreement, they sat up again and composed themselves into a stern line of judges, ready to mete out their justice.
Yellow 1, the ready fellatrix, was beckoned forward. She squatted in front of Somer and removed his pants. She found her patron tumescent. She lapped and worked him to firmness. Setting his cock upright she spiked it into her mouth.
Yellow 2 sat down between Somer and Audrey and the women began kissing and petting, lolling tongues in open mouths. Somer reached around to recapture Yellow 2's breast. He found it just as hefty and kneadable as a few minutes past. Somer felt a touch to his left and found Green 2's pointy nipple poking his bicep. He threw an arm around and twisted the far nipple, rolling it in his thumb and fingers. Green 2 moaned as he captured her lips with his.
Orange 1 was kneeling before a bottomless Agnes carving her tongue along the victor's gash. Orange 2 was similarly kneeling at Audrey's front, tugging to remove Audrey's blue thong. Her efforts were helped when Audrey, continuing the tongue play with Yellow 2, lifted her butt to ease the release. Orange 2 dropped them to the sand, spread Audrey's thighs and dove in.
Orange 2 and Green 1 stood by, awaiting any opening in the action to assist or substitute for a player in this new post tournament round robin. Yellow 2 paused and leaned up, Somer's hand still gripping her breast. Seeing Audrey's face unencumbered, Green 1 leaned over Orange 1, who continued to lap at Audrey's groin, and smooched Audrey's face. Yellow 2 covered Somer's hand with her own, looking at him and demonstrating the fierce clutch she wanted from him. He complied with her guidance and squeezed hard. She moaned and nodded. Somer was unable to separately control the force of his hands and the other pitched hard on Green 2's nipple, getting a squeak but no resistance from his left hand partner.
Green 1 saw Yellow 1 lean back from Somer's cock, needing a few quick breathes. She pushed Yellow 1 aside and gobbled Somer's prick deep, employing long strokes and swallows at the bottom. Yellow 1 looked left and right, searching for her next opening. Everyone was engaged, so she squatted and waited.
During the matchups, the players rotated positions, trying different roles, expanding their versatility and displaying their abilities. Towards the end, Somer was leaning back into a cradle of big boobs, had each hand full of compressed chest meat and his face full of lips and tongue as the current kisser rode his cock and mashed her tits into his chest. That was the round that finally defeated Somer's stamina and he took his best shot, crying into the kissing mouth as he served his essence into her warm, spongy channel.
Agnes and Audrey watched the finale from aside, having received their trophy orgasms just before they had released their service mates to Somer's needs. Green 1 and 2 were liplocked on the bench beyond Somer. The Oranges and Yellows were untangling themselves from the scrum pile that trapped Somer. Ignoring the Greens, Agnes dismissed the others to resume their resort host guide duties elsewhere. She hugged Somer's arm and guided him back to his room. Showering with him, she cleaned him up before they relaxed in his room.
Agnes stayed the night. She was truly attentive to Somer's needs, providing all of her body for his pleasure. Somer ended the night with a sunrise doggy style fuck pumping into Agnes from behind as she bent over the edge of bed. It seemed a fit ending to a sultry Total Woman Excursions Dog Day.
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The afternoon weather was still balmy but Labor Day marked the end of summer, if not astronomically, well then socially. The duties of school and career beckoned vacationers back to work. Somer sat across from Stephanie at the wooden table. They picked their way through the last of this summer's picnics: hamburgers, hotdogs, chicken, macaroni and potato salads, watermelon, beer and wine. They had spent the day in lawn games and other light festivities.
"So, Somer, where are you off to after this?"
"I have to return to the manufacturing facility that my family owns. We make car parts. What will you do?"
"I have another week of fun here and then off to teach school."
"School? Where?"
"I am a guest lecturer at the Total Woman Academy. We train candidates to use their utmost skills and abilities to live a life full of intelligence, beauty and pose. Our graduates become very prosperous in their careers and society roles. Some graduates you have met. Many of the host guides here at Total Woman Excursions are graduates. Of course, I am a graduate myself."
"It must be a very enlightened institution. What do you teach there?"
"My specialty is poise. Our candidates gain intelligence by earning real degrees from distance learning universities. Although beauty is only skin deep, it can be bolstered and illuminated by diet, exercise and grooming.
"But it is poise that sets our graduates apart from all others. Poise is the runway model's strides and poses. It's the self-confidence of proper manners. It's the engagement of all the student's capacities to make another person feel wanted and appreciated. Sensuous capabilities are not ignored. Many of the mental and physical exercises at the Academy were developed to free the student's mind from unfounded social inhibitions."
Somer smiled "And you're the expert?"
"One of them."
"What are the classes like?"
"Freshmen learn touch sensuality, sophomores study enhanced vaginal sex and juniors acquire mastery of oral sex. Seniors continually tweak their looks and performances to discover their highest potential before graduation. You seem intrigued by the concept. How big is your curiosity? I need to practice up my repertoire before opening day at the Academy. Do you want to be my practice dummy?"
"Will it hurt?"
"No one has complained yet."
Somer smiled and nodded. They finished their food as the sun started to set. Stephanie led Somer back to her resort suite. She seated him in the main bedroom. She closed the door when she entered the separate dressing room. Somer was left to look around while Stephanie changed into her teaching uniform. There were some chairs and a low message table beside a padded floor area. A gleaming bathroom adjoined the main room.
Stephanie came out of the dressing room topless wearing just a thong and high heels. Her makeup was perfect, as always. She came close as he stood to meet her. She posed square on, statuesque, hands on hips.
"This is the standard daily uniform for Academy freshmen. The freshmen candidates find near nudity dispels secrets and encourages them to get their bodies into their healthiest form. The classmates support each other to attain their best tone and trim. They study sensual anatomy and learn the location of the body's erogenous points. Let's get you undressed and I'll show you the 'touch game'."
Stephanie helped Somer disrobe and hung his clothes in the closet, telling him that he wouldn't need them the rest of the night. She sat Somer on a plain stool in the middle of the room, blindfolded him and explained the rules.
"Sit quiet. I will try to touch one of your sensual points before you know I'm there. If you sense my proximate presence, point at where you think I am."
For the next dozen minutes, Stephanie stalked the sightless Somer and touched a point on his body. He detected about half of her approaches and pointed at her. She stopped, retreated and slinked forward again, from a different angle. When he didn't catch her approach, she found some unusual sensory locations. In addition to the obvious groin, nipples and lips, Stephanie stealthily contacted his earlobes, tip of nose, hairs on his neck and inner elbows and knees. Somer was becoming excited by the thrill of the contest.
Stephanie took Somer to the massage table and lay him face down. She kneaded his back, arms and legs, ending the backside portion with a toe crunching foot massage. Turning him face up, she placed a scented cloth over his eyes. Her scalp massage was gentle and sent reflexive nerve sensations to Somer's stirring cock. She worked his arms, chest and legs, saving his groin for last. Before going for the main target, Stephanie spent some time on Somer's nipples, demonstrating that man's nipples could be just as sensitive as a female's.
It was time for the main event. Stephanie cupped her palm beneath the engorged rod pointing at Somer's navel, using her thumb pad to circle the soft area under the V of the rim. Somer got very hard. Stephanie switched to an overhand grip and swept down the shaft with one hand until it cleared off the base of Somer's scrotum. As it left the sac, the other hand engaged the knob and swept in the same motion, alternated again with the first. Somer felt like he was entering a never ending flesh tunnel. His brain was persuaded that he was infinitely long. She changed to piston strokes with one hand. She slowly brushed along the shaft, gripping tighter and tighter in small increments after every third stroke.
Somer felt a throbbing in his temple, chest, feet and hands. His eyes covered, Stephanie judged his exhilaration by his breath sound and the tempo of the clenching-unclenching of his grips on the table sides. Somer's breaths and moans grew louder and closer together until there was no break in between. He roared out and shot four big cum ropes across his abdomen to pool in the hollow of his chest and form a line down to his bellybutton. Stephanie held his vibrating erection in one hand as it sputtered to an end and began to relax and shrink. The other hand removed his eye cover and he blinked even though the lights were very soft. Stephanie retrieved warm moist towels to clean and dry him.
He reached out to cup her magnificent bare boob. She gently took his hand and guided him in caressing her tit the way she liked. After a bit, she placed his hand back on the table side.
"Patience, my darling, the night is young but we are not as young as we once were. Let's rest a while."
The room was aglow with moonlight. It was after midnight. Somer opened his eyes and looked at the ceiling above the round bed. They were taking that rest that Stephanie had recommended. She stirred next to him, his arm cradled in her cleavage as she lay on her side. Somer glanced over and found her looking back at him. She smiled.
"Are you ready to help me tune-up on the next level: sophomore vaginal exercises? I need to practice muscle contraction and control."
Somer nodded. Stephanie laid her hand over his semi-erection. She smoothed caresses along its length until it responded properly. When she had its full attention, she raised herself and straddled his hips. She placed Somer's hands on her breasts, encouraging him to pinch her nipples and grip her spongy globes whole handed.
When Somer was sufficiently involved on her chest, she reached between them and stood his cock up, angling it for entry. Stephanie lowered herself, putting the first half inside her. She stroked up and down, up and down, lowering herself a little more each time until he was fully seated. Her hips and ass moved like a piston, a steady rhythm along his entire shaft. She kept the going pace for a long time. Somer felt his tip bump her cervix each stroke.
Then Somer stopped kneading her tits, his eyes closed and his breath quickened. Stephanie knew it was time to change the tempo. She paused at the bottom of the next stroke, adjusted her hips and began a front to back movement along the lines of his legs. His knob was drug along the walls of her tunnel, caressing her G spot. Somer found the experience awesome. She kept going and going; her stamina was amazing.
Stephanie needed to move to the third stage of the vaginal procedure before Somer popped off. She settled down deep and halted. Somer opened his eyes and his breathing slowed. Stephanie locked Somer in a stare. Somer felt a tremor on the base of his cock, then one midshaft and then another on the knob rim. After a pause, he felt the ripple again, and then again. Stephanie was contracting her vagina muscle rings in sequence to milk his cock.
Somer was spellbound. He resumed squeezing Stephanie's boobs in time with her contractions. His breathing quickened again. Stephanie noted the panting and decided to conclude this exercise. She grimaced and moaned, panting loud as she bore down in time with the breaths, using all her considerable cunt strength. Somer's titillation rose higher and higher. He cried out as he splashed his cum deep inside Stephanie. She felt the discharge and let herself go as well, crying out her own ecstasy. When their body vibrations wound down, she lay on his chest, pressing her manhandled boobs into Somer's chest.
Dawn broke its pale light across the room. The sleeping sexed out pair spooned with Somer's groin tight against Stephanie's ass and one hand enclosing her tit. As Somer awoke, he smelled the scent of her hair. Strawberries. Stephanie pushed back and rolled Somer onto his back, propping herself on an elbow, a finger brushing his flaccid cock..
"Now it's junior curriculum time: oral sex. You look tired. I'll take it from here on. You just lay back and enjoy."
Somer was not one to protest, so he put his hands behind the pillow and looked down to where Stephanie was focusing her attention. She swept back the covers.
Stephanie relocated to kneel between Somer's spread thighs. His meat was still soft. She laid it pointing north and licked along the exposed underside from scrotum to tip. She returned to the base and repeated the lick. After a dozen laps, he was semi-hard. That was enough to commence kissing the tip and pushing her hollowed lips over the knob. Her stiffened tongue tapped on his tip. She went lower, drawing more in. Her tongue lashed the sides of the crown, all the way around. The rough texture of her tongue on the sensitive rim edge got Somer even harder.
He was now erect enough for her to take it all in. She slid down in one stroke until the tip met the opening to her throat. She dawdled there and then returned to the top. The next probe passed her tonsils and lodged the knob in her throat. She swallowed, the action requiring her to suck firmly.
Stephanie looked up and monitored his expressions. Somer was open mouthed, eyes blinking and moans sounding. Stephanie maintained her gaze on him. She increased the pace, then decreased the pace, shortened the strokes then lengthened them, all the while controlling the level of Somer's excitement and appraising its intensity by the contortions of his face. She held him just below the ultimate pleasure mark, keeping him plateaued but not letting him peak. It went on and on.
But nothing can last forever. Somer's face was flush; his breathing strained. Stephanie did not want him to suffer harm. She paused, an invitation for Somer to look down. Somer bumped his hips against her jaw, begging her with his eyes to resume. She nodded accord with her own eyes. Taking a deep breath, she plunged him all the way in, shifting her head side to side, rubbing her tongue on his shaft, tapping his knob to the sides of her throat. Somer exploded, gushing cum straight into her stomach. His hands beat the mattress as he bellowed. Stephanie swallowed fast and furious, drinking him. Somer's panting slowed down and Stephanie felt the erection diminish in her mouth. She held him as long as she could, kept him warm and moist. When she finally let him out, she quickly covered him with the bedcovers to avoid any inclement temperature shock. Sitting up, she scanned his face for signs of discomfort but there were none. She watched him fall asleep.
Somer woke to the sound of running water. Stephanie strode topless out of the bathroom, clothed in her freshman standard uniform, thong and heels. Her hair and makeup were freshened. Her statuesque body with its generous breasts shone in the morning light.
"Well, that's the basic poise curriculum, though each senior is encouraged to find her best combination of talents. What do you think?"
"Fantastic! I don't want this to end."
"Maybe it won't have to. You have shown amazing stamina. The Academy has something called Freewill Weekends where selected gentlemen are given access so consenting senior candidates. It's an opportunity for the senior candidates to experience authentic male contact and a chance to practice variations of their skills. You will need an extensive background check for any past indiscretions and, of course, there are financial contributions. Would you like me to pass along your name?"
Somer couldn't believe his ears. Stephanie had just asked him to let consenting young women practice their skills on him. He wanted to holler 'HELL, YES' but she had said 'selected gentlemen', so instead he said "Yes, please."
"Good. Come on; let me show you another freshman level skill: sensual bathing."
Somer tripped into the bathroom and Stephanie helped him into a tub of warm bubble bath. After that, she demonstrated how a TWA candidate should clean her man, sensually and thoroughly. And thus, Somer experienced the joys available at Total Woman Excursions: techniques borrowed from the curriculum of the Total Woman Academy.
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The Total Woman Excursions beachside was pure white sand, lapped by leisurely waves of the clear blue sea. The scarab speed boat was anchored offshore. Somer was accompanied by his three host guides of the resort: Julie, Agnes and Stephanie. The topless snorkelers plunged the coral depths in search of aquatic flora and fauna.
There were many to behold. The reef glimmered with neon colors and exotic shapes. Large and small fish circled, crisscrossed and skittered around them. Somer floated inert among the displays. At times, one of the host guides waggled her chest as she swam by below him. He was at peace.
An hour later, he was climbing the back of the scarab speed boat. His three wet snorkel-mates were already aboard and drying themselves with towels and sunshine. The sun was descending. When Somer was aboard, they revved up and coasted towards the dock.
The topless crew brought her in and tied her up. The resort staff had delivered a catered dinner to the dockside. The rear deck of the boat became the dining room. The guest and his host guide crew supped on a seafood feast with champagne and wine. The meal was accompanied by laughter and gests, everyone in a jolly mood. Finally the talk turned to plans for the evening. There were no illusions or doubts that tonight Somer was going to be fucked within an inch of his natural life. It wasn't if or whether, it was how and when. The women wanted to know what Somer required and in what manner he required it.
Somer contemplated his time with Julie and the picnic games. She had been thoughtfully aware of his desire for another companion besides herself and readily made the necessary arrangements. Her blowjob had been very good. The swap she had arranged with the other blonde host guide was truly wonderful. But Somer remembered how Julie looked a bit roughed up when returning from her round with the blonde's assigned guest. Somer wondered if he could get some more out of her by that route.
Somer remembered the group sex with the losers of Agnes and her team-mate Audrey's beach volleyball tournament. The winning Agnes and Audrey y had watched him frolic with the losers and had each received their own orgasmic trophies. The night was wonderful and the positions extensive. What more could Agnes provide in personal services?
Last, but certainly never least, was buxom Stephanie. She was a loner in this group. Her strong body had wrenched cum out of Somer three different ways. He had some performance anxiety about keeping up with her marathon sessions but craved using her body again for his pleasure.
Somer shared these thoughts with the group and they openly discussed the ways and means to achieve the culmination of his visit to the resort. At last, plans were laid, leaving certain details to the creativity of the host guides. The women went ashore to make arrangements and gather resources. Somer retired to the cabin, lay on the bunk, with the waves swaying the moored boat as he dozed in a twilight rest.
Somer awoke when the cabin hatch opened and the moonlight streamed past a topless Stephanie. She was wearing her swim thong and heels. Her boobs danced as she stooped through the hatch, reaching back to latch it and walked to the bed. Somer became more alert as she knelt and swept off his swim shorts. She rose again and laid her breasts across his groin, straddling his soft cock in her hanging cleavage. The rocking motion of the boat began the friction but Stephanie was not lax in adding her own efforts.
Somer put his hands under his pillow and adjusted his head to a comfortable watching point of view. Stephanie paused occasionally to lick his lengthening length, adding saliva as lubrication. Somer liked the feel of her nipples grazing the skin between his legs and groin. Her stiff nubs disclosed that she liked it too.
Stephanie placed her hands either side of her soft flesh and captured Somer's now stiff shaft in a warm skin tunnel. Her strokes lengthened. She pecked at the tip but as he grew, she gave full kisses and then took the available knob past her lips. Her oral and boob contact with Somer's tool got his motor running.
Stephanie rose up and released his shaft from her cleavage, angled the rod up and put her mouth down, as far down as she could. She paused at bottom, made swallowing contractions on his tip and slowly drew back up. She swept her hair aside and looked at his face. Somer's mouth was open, not so much in surprise, as in awe. Stephanie smiled around the meat in her mouth. Her tongue tip painted the tube, little fluttering strokes. She took a deep breath, closed her eyes and pushed down all the way again. Her throat swallowed the tip and her tongue rubbed the shaft. Somer leaned his head back and moaned. Where Stephanie's cunt had been tight and undulating, this orifice with its sucking and swallowing was even better.
Stephanie held the shaft deep, not stroking, just using her oral muscles as she had her cunt muscles to milk Somer's cum out. He wasn't giving in yet; he wanted to see how long he could last under her expert slurping. Somer admired her efforts but wanted the sensations to last. But alas, he couldn't hold out. Somer popped his cork deep in Stephanie's throat. She felt the flow and backed off to capture it in her mouth, tongue wagging beneath the rim and crown. Somer wanted to blame it on the all-day stimulation of topless snorkeling and dining. But he knew that Stephanie was so accomplished at her task that he had no chance of withstanding her onslaught.
Somer's breathing settled down. He had his first cum of the evening behind him. Stephanie rose, tilted back and swallowed, forgoing a kiss and left by the hatchway.
Somer lay quiet. The boat rolled a bit as Stephanie disembarked and his next session boarded. A naked Agnes entered the cabin. She was followed by a nude Audrey.
"I hope you don't mind. Audrey wanted to come along and experience some of what she saw you do on the beach volleyball bleachers that day. Is that okay with you?"
"Yeah, sure. How are you, Audrey?"
"Hot and horny."
"Well, forgive me but I seem to have some residue from my last session. I need to clean up a little."
"I'll do it" said Agnes. She grabbed a towel and started dabbing Somer's groin. Audrey climbed on the bunk and planted an open mouth kiss on Somer's lips. Their tongues intermingled. Her boobs dangled. He hefted them and palmed the globes.
Agnes took Somer in hand and slowly stroked his meat but it was slow to respond, too soon after Stephanie's magnificent boob and blowjob. Audrey lay beside Somer and rubbed his chest, pinching and flicking his nipples. Agnes crawled to the other side, maintaining tactile contact with his cock. Time would tell and there was all night if needed. They encouraged Somer to lay back and relax and listen. He closed his eyes. The waves lapped the hull, the women breathed and cooed and Somer felt his tension soften and his cock harden.
Audrey noted as much and climbed aboard. Agnes tilted the stiff cock up and helped rub the knob against Audrey's cunt lips. Audrey pushed down and embedded Somer in her moist warmth. She set a moderate pace. Somer lay still and let the women work. Agnes, still lying beside Somer, took over nipple massage for Audrey, stroking Somer's chest and nipples, biting his earlobe, tonguing the inner ear and nuzzling his neck. Somer was doubly assailed by the two able and willing lovers. And despite his previous magnificent session with Stephanie, he was approaching another orgasm. He contorted his face and sounded off as he came. This time, he shot out his own essence without feeling like it was being sucked from him. But the effort pushed his limits of strength and the orgasm banged his brain in its intensity.
Audrey slowed the strokes and settled on his hips, bracing her arms on his abdomen. Agnes watched Somer's face until his grimace relaxed, then nodded to Audrey. She dismounted. Agnes used the towel to dab and dry Somer's groin. Audrey and Agnes each kissed Somer deeply before departing. The boat rolled dockside as the pair disembarked.
Somer lay recovering. He expected Julie to arrive as the pair left but any delay was welcome; he needed a little time to regain his strength. Finally he felt the boat rock and knew someone was coming aboard. He waited for the hatch to open but instead there was a knock.
"Come hither" he almost giggled. There was no response. Again, there was a knock.
"Come in" he said. No response except for another knock. Irritated, Somer jumped out of the bunk and marched to the hatchway, slapping it open. He strode on deck to find three women. The two on opposite ends were dressed in scanty pirate wench costumes. The bloused tops almost, but not quite, covered their nipples on their bulbous breasts while ragged skirts barely covered their nethers. They were barefoot. The black triangular hats and eye patches were an amusing although clichéd dash.
Between them knelt a tousled looking Julie, head hung down with her long hair massed on the deck. One pirate wench held a rope tied around Julie's neck. Julie, like her handlers, was barefoot. Her lacy top was torn open and her breasts hung out. Her hands were tied with the ruptured remains of her bra. She was blindfolded with one bandanna and gagged with another.
"Beggin' yur pardon, sir, but we took this noble gal off a captured merchantman sailing out of Kingstown. We got the cargo of gold and thought to sell this lassy to a whorehouse for a little more. But she's full a' trouble, gov'ner, tried to escape twice and we can't get her ta' behave. Can ya' help us?"
Somer was tired, yes, but this 'scene' made his cock twitch. He was ready to play again. He motioned for the pirate wenches to remove the captive's gag. Free from the gag, Julie shook her head and wiggled her jaw but remained head looking down.
"What's your name, whore?"
"Julie. Lady Julie of Cunnysex. And I protest this treatment."
"Protest away, Whore Julie. It's time you accepted your situation and learned the ropes. Like the sisal ropes around your neck and the semen ropes you'll soon be spouting out of my cock."
The pirate wenches replaced her gag. Julie felt Somer tug on her sisal leash and struggled to stand. It was difficult with her hands fastened behind her back; her pirate scene-mates pulled her up by her arms. Her free breasts jostled. The pair turned to leave.
"Bye, sweetie, have fun!" they giggled and skipped across the gangplank to shore. Julie threw a gagged but smiling pucker kiss towards the retreating sounds then returned to face forward.
Somer put a couple fingers under the blindfold bandanna and yanked it off. Julie's terrified muffled yelp was priceless. His cock twitched again. He fondled her left breast, digging inside the torn blouse to squeeze it, pushing the shreds aside with his wrist. He switched leash hands and fondled the other. Somer held the leash in his teeth. There were still a few buttons fastened near her waist. He grabbed the panels and torn down and aside completely exposing her bobbing boobs. The tattered fabric draped the outsides of her globes. Hands tied behind, she offered no resistance, and probably wouldn't have anyway. This was Somer's 'scene', the one he had conjectured about at dinner.
Somer took her nipples and pinched hard. Julie yelped again at the real discomfort. Somer almost apologized but silently resolved instead to be gentler. Somer spun her around by her shoulders and pulled the blouse remnants down her arms. He found the skirt closure at the back waist and popped it open. Buttons formed a line down from there and he ripped them apart, dropping the garment to the deck. Her toned ass cheeks and thighs flexed adorably as she struggled to maintain balance. He spun her back and her boobs bobbed and settled.
Taking up the leash once more, he led her onto the foredeck of the speedboat. He made her kneel again, putting her forehead on the deck and liftingher ass high. He dropped his shorts and knelt behind her. By now his cock had twitched itself to hardness. He positioned himself behind her, lined up and thrust. Julie grunted through the gag. Somer held her bra-wrapped wrists as handles as he thrust again and again, reveling in the friction. He may have been tired before but he found new vigor from the feeling of control over the 'captive'. His long deep strokes became short shallow strokes as he neared his peak. At the last moment, he pulled out, rolled Julie sideways and came on her face. Julie closed her eyes as the four shots painted her cheeks, nose and forehead.
"There's your first lesson in 'the ropes'" he laughed.
Still gagged, Julie simply looked at him. Somer dipped a bucket over the side and poured it over Julie's face, washing away the spunk. She rolled on her back, boobs flopping, adjusting her arms to the side so she wouldn't lie directly on her bound wrists. Her wet matted hair and wet body held a moonlight sheen. Somer sat next to her, twisting nipples, clutching boobs and fingering cunt lips. As he played, his cock began to grow again. Julie could see it. She made a grunt and eye bobbed to her gag. Somer took it off her.
Julie whined "Please, sir, I know how to behave now. If you let go my restraints, I'll show you."
Somer pretended to doubt that and hesitated, then shrugged and untied her wrists. Julie sat up and rubbed her wrists, threw the broken bra and shredded clothing remnants overboard. She loosed the sisal rope from her neck but Somer stopped her hand.
"That one stays." he said. He tightened it back but not too tight and let the loose lead hang.
She leaned in and kissed Somer, holding his head against hers. Her hand furtively touched his cock and when he didn't resist, she gently rubbed it. Somer's hand cupped her breast as he thumbed her nipple, flicking the nub.
Still holding Somer in a kiss, Julie leaned back and lay on the deck, drawing Somer into the cradle of her spread thighs. This time, Somer was more considerate, positioning his body to support his weight on hands and knees above Julie's welcoming body. And welcome she did, easing his erection into her juicy cunt, the interlocking parts finding their best fit. Somer's knob scoured the crenelated passage as he moved in and out, in and out. Julie rolled her hips, timing the rhythm to the strokes, brushing the rim over her G-spot.
Somer heard Julie breath faster. As her breathing deepened and she moaned, Somer felt the tingling begin in him. The pair panted louder and louder as they stroked. They reached their joint crescendo and surfed the wave of orgasm. Somer crashed his sperm into Julie's vagina. The sensual high went on and on, each body vibrating in the other body's arms.
Somer regained his senses lying on top and inside Julie. She rubbed his back but otherwise didn't move. He pecked her lips. He was shrinking but slowly.
"Well, Lady Julie, I don't think you're going back to the pirates. I'm keeping you for myself. You will be my captive from now on."
"Okay, Somer, but really, I have to stay here at the Total Woman Excursions resort after you check out tomorrow." She bumped her groin against his. "But until then you can keep me captive. Let's go below. You can tie me to your bunk just in case I try to escape."
"Deal" said Somer, rising and helping Julie up before leading her leashed nudity below for more of her ongoing 'captivity'.
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"Pull" The clay pigeon sailed forth on its arced journey down the Total Woman Excursions resort skeet range. Blam! The 12 gauge shotgun pounded Fallston's shoulder. The target disc burst into a spray of pieces as the lead pellets followed and found their mark. He was two for three this round!
"Not bad, not bad at all. But not as good as me" said Oksana. Her blond hair and blue eyes bespoke her Scandinavian heritage. Her 3-3 marksmanship bespoke her hunter instincts. Olivia, the Mediterranean brunette, and Opal, the black haired Oriental, stood behind the firing line watching the contest.
"Okay, Oksana, you win this time. I'm usually better when I'm in the field, whe I'm really hunting. I always bring home the meat."
"I'll bet you do" snickered Oksana. Olivia and Opal giggled.
"You don't believe me?"
"Everyone talks big. Prove it."
Fallston said "Well, we can't hunt here! The Total Woman Excursions resort is also a nature preserve. What did you have in mind?"
The women huddled and whispered. Oksana turned back to Fallston as Olivia and Opal hurried off.
"We will let you hunt us in the woods with a paintball gun. If you hit us, you get a reward. But we get a head start. Then we'll escape and evade within a limited area. How's that sound? Are you up for the challenge?"
Fallston agreed as Olivia and Opal returned. They carried a game bag and paint rifle for Fallston. They had changed into camouflaged shorts and teeshirts. The rest of their exposed skin was mottled with grease paint stripes and splats: green, brown and umber. They gave a similar outfit to Oksana who shrugged off her shooting vest, stripped down and redonned the camo running outfit. The other women helped her with her grease paint body makeup.
The women trotted across the skeet field and into the woods. Fallston counted to 100 and trotted after them. At the edge of the woods, he paused to catch his breath and listen. A light wind rustled the drying seasonal vegetation. Off to his left he heard faint footfalls, regularly crunching the leaves underfoot. He crept in that direction. There was movement. Olivia was walking away, not aware of Fallston's approach. He slowly raised his weapon and took aim for a body shot.
"HEY" Fallston called. Olivia turned towards his shout. He squeezed the trigger and a single paintball splatted at the center of her torso, just below her pendulous breasts. She yipped and clutched at the neon yellow stain on her shirt.
"Gotcha!" Recovering from her surprise, Olivia stood stoically, arms down, face neutral, as Fallston ran up to claim his reward. Olivia was shorter than the others, round in all the right places. Fallston walked around her, examining his first catch. He shouldered his rifle and, from behind, lifted the hem of the camo teeshirt and pulled it over her head. Her brown curls covered her shoulders and the top part of her back. He told her to gather her hair atop her head. When she lifted her tresses, Fallston caught a rear view of her boobs as they showed sidewinder past the edge of her ribcage.
"Turn around"
Olivia rotated 180 and Fallston got his first real view of her magnificent breasts. They were round and firm with large dark disks against lightly tanned skin. It only seemed sporting that he should make use of the body part closest to his hit.
"Lie down for a boobjob."
Olivia let her hair fall. "Of course, your choice is my command but check the game bag, please. We gave you some things to make the rewards more rewarding."
Fallston dug in the bag and found, among the other contents, a solar blanket and a tube of lubricant. He spread the silvery Mylar on the forest floor. Olivia knelt on it and worked Fallston's shorts down. He knelt on the blanket in front of her. Using the lubricant, he liberally oiled up her tits, spending time massaging the jellied masses while Olivia treated his growing erection to similar moves and preparations. When Fallston was hard and long, she lay down and pulled him forward to straddle her abdomen. Fallston held his cock against her breastbone as she handled the orbs by the sides and pressed her flesh around his meat.
Olivia swaged her boobs fore and aft as Fallston thrust his hips to get some friction going. His knob retreated deep into the oiled tunnel, and then poked out, bumping its tip against Olivia's chin. Olivia tilted her head up slightly and licked the tip whenever it came in reach of her tongue.
Fallston was getting excited. Olivia noted his sights and sounds and pressed her boobs tighter. Fallston pinched her wobbling nipples. Olivia moaned. Fallston was ready. He blew his load over her face and neck, adding white cum lines to her camo style 'makeup'. He grimaced and slowed. Olivia lay patiently, awaiting his cool-down and dismount. He backed off and stood. Olivia helped Fallston don his shorts. She folded the solar blanket and put it with the lubricant back in the game bag. They heard a shout from atop a low rise a short distance away.
Oksana and Opal were waving. "Well, that looked nice. Got anything left for us? Come on. Catch us if you can." They jogged over the tree crowned crest and out of sight.
Fallston shouldered the game bag. He turned to Olivia, kissed her, gave her a good natured slap on the butt, and then started out after his next quarry. Olivia carried her paint stained teeshirt in hand as she moved back towards the skeet area. Her sheen covered tits bobbed, bouncing gently as she picked her way across the uneven ground.
Fallston crested the hillock and looked around. Two rustled paths in the leaves diverged to the left and right. The prey had split up to better evade their predator. Fallston chose the left track and stalked confidently along the spoor. The tree cover was old growth, a tall canopy and open range around the big trunks. The trail petered out. He stopped to listen. The wind rattled clinging dried leaves in the trees. But there was another sound, heavy breathing. He peered around 360 but saw no trace of a camouflaged woman. Overhead he heard a grunt, looked up and ducked as a body fell to earth on top of him, knocking him down. Regaining his feet, he saw a small camo covered figure with long black hair in a ponytail running away. He pulled the rifle up and popped a hipshot towards the diminishing target. Bingo! A lucky hit. The top of the black ponytail turned neon yellow as the paintball caught Opal in the back of the head. The surprise set her off balance and she tumbled to the ground.
Fallston ran up as Opal was sitting up, rubbing her head. "Are you hurt?" he asked.
"No, not really, just a bruised ego."
Fallston stood over her letting her recover as he contemplated his reward. Opal looked up.
"Well, I've decided one rule is that I get a reward from the body part closest my hit. That would involve your head, so a blowjob it will be. And you're already in a perfect posture to proceed. Let's go."
Opal thought a little more arranging was in order. She pushed Fallston back against a large tree and he sat in the crook of the disseminating roots. Opal kneeled before him and yanked his shorts off. She dove on his semi-erection, sucking hard like a straw, trying to slurp out cum. Fallston felt his cock stretch from the vacuum pull and then inflate to stay at that length. He got fatter, filling the little Oriental woman's mouth with his raw meat. Opal bobbed her head, sliding half the shaft out. Only three quarters of his new longer length would fit. She worked that top portion for all she was worth.
Fallston put his hands on her head to slow and guide her but she pushed his hands away and continued sucking hard. Fallston let her go, leaning back and letting the quick blowjob happen. He wasn't sure how Opal was doing but he was doing great, really great. He felt his eruption coming on and forced himself to relax and go with the flow. And flow he did. Gobs and gobs of cum flowed into Opal's eager mouth. His whole body felt the pins and needles from the orgasm and he stayed high in a post-orgasmic tingle.
Opal continued to suck and swallow but less forcefully. She yielded the vacuum slowly until her open mouth let his shrunken meat slide over her chin and droop down. Fallston sat dazed, drained of energy and liquid. He never thought he could cum that hard that quickly after the previous session.
Opal gathered his pants and helped the exhausted hunter redress. She asked the tired looking Fallston if he was okay to continue. He crawled to a stand, shouldered his game bag and rifle and said he was. Opal winked and pointed behind him. There stood Oksana. Fallston gave Opal a quick pat on the butt to send her off. When he turned back, Oksana was already jogging off into the distance. Fallston took off after her. One more quarry too bag.
He was able to keep Oksana in sight as they maneuvered around tree trucks and patches of low shrubs. She was following a well-used path and the travelling was easy. Oksana turned left and started to scramble up a leafy embankment. Fallston reached the point where she had turned. She was not getting away very fast, slowed by the slippery ascent. He took aim and shot her in the ass, neon yellow splashing across her rear end. She stopped climbing and butt slid back down the slope, smearing a yellow streak of paint behind her.
"I have a rule that says I get to use the body part closest to my hit. Nice ass but I'm not into boys. We're going to fuck, but it will be doggy. And not here; let's find a better place." Oksana furtively looked right and left, wanting to escape and continue the pursuit. Fallston recognized the signs and grabbed her arm. He dug into the game bag and brought out a rope. He roughly spun her around and tied her wrists behind her back. He trailed the rope between her legs and pulled it out the front. Taking the lead he headed back towards the skeet range. Oksana silently followed along, careful to keep the rough rope loose so it didn't brush burn her clit.
A winter storm had toppled a large tree at the edge of the clearing. Fallston dug out the solar blanket, laid it over the horizontal log and then laid Oksana over that, facing the clearing. He rummaged out a folding knife. Gripping the paint splattered waistband, he sliced it on both sides of her hips and pulled it off, throwing it into the clearing in front of her. He gripped her shirt and sliced the back and shoulders. Grabbing the ponytail near her scalp, he hauled her up and raked the teeshirt tatters from under her chest. She grunted but didn't protest. While he held her elevated off the log by her hair, he reached under and grabbed a boob, squeezing whole hand then pinching hard on the nipple. That got a loud cry from Oksana. But the treatment suited Oksana. She was a predator herself and covertly desired this rough domination by the hunter. Her cunt flowed with excitement.
Olivia and Opal were across the field, waiting at the skeet shooting pavilion. They had seen the sun flash when Fallston had draped the log with the silver blanket.. they were amused when the flash of yellow fluttered into the field showing that Oksana had lost her shorts. The outcry was a bit disconcerting. They sauntered across the field to investigate.
By now, Fallston had his shorts down about his ankles. He was hard from the coarse preparations. He lined up and entered Oksana's cunt from the rear. It was heavenly: soft, warm, juicy and tight. He took her rope shackles in hand and braced with them as he levered in and out. Oksana's half lidded eyes saw Opal and Olivia coming towards them. Fearing they would interrupt her coveted rough episode, she caught their eye and surreptitiously shook her head in a little 'No'. They saw her signal and stopped, standing by at a courteous distance.
Fallston had his eyes closed as he hammered his meat into Oksana. He concentrated on the friction and sensations all along his cock. He could hear his own grunts mixed with Oksana's. He felt her shake as he pounded. The sense of conquest had his blood in a fever. As his ardor built, he yanked her arms back, catching her with his arms clutched around her body. He drew her back against his chest, pulling on handfuls of hand trapped tit flesh. Oksana cried out again. Fallston felt his cock throb from the sound.
In the foreground, Olivia and Opal held vigil but did not interfere. Olivia had her own sense of submission and bit her knuckle in awe of Fallston's use of Oksana. Opal just stared, transfixed by the power of the scene.
Fallston panted and sweated. He was reaching the end. It crept up on him. His diaphragm toiled mightily, trying to push the shout of victory out his constricted throat. His prostate was crushed by the effort to expel sperm where there was little sperm left to expel. Fallston arched back rigid and his body vibrated. He shot his load into her as Oksana melted in the sexual heat, limply enfolded in Fallston's arms. Her head drooped. Both bodies fell forward to rest on the felled tree.
Olivia and Opal crept forward and helped tenderly unwind the tangled paramours. They lay Fallston back and helped Oksana to sit next to him. When the hunter and his last prey had resumed full consciousness, they all stumbled back to the resort lodge to shower and rest from their trials of being pursued and captured by the most ferocious predator on earth: a sexually aroused human male.
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Thanksgiving Day was proclaimed to commemorate the sacrifice and friendship of the Pilgrims and the Indians. Today it commemorates feasting and football. Fallston was on the sidelines of the annual Total Woman Excursions lingerie football game. Most of the host guides were on the field. In the past, touch or flag football on a 40 yard shortened field was the norm. But as the rivalry grew over the years, it escalated to tackle. There had been so many fouls called that the staff finally gave up and let them play rough.
The uniforms, from bottom to top, were sneakers, knee sox, knee pads, thong panties, midriff tee-shirts over light shoulder pads and helmets. Bras were optional depending on the will of the player. Most precluded them as too confining and not titillating enough for the spectators who voted for the game's MVP: Most Voluptuous Player.
Though only the third quarter, Fallston already had a couple candidates for his MVP vote. White Team's center was suitably weighty for that position; at least her breasts were suitably weighty. The Black Team's tight end was lithe and her breasts shook tantalizingly as she blocked or ran to receive a pass. Fallston wanted to throw her his own kind of pass to see if tight end was a true title. The White quarterback had amazing abs that rippled when she threw the ball. A drawback to the vista was the amount of dirt and grime that covered the bodacious athletes' sweaty bodies.
The score was even. The Blacks had the ball on the 15 yard line of the Whites. Black's quarterback tucked the ball and ran left, straight into White's guard. Bam! Both players fell in a tumble and the ball popped out. A scrum broke out to recover the fumble. The inevitable clothes tugging led to the inevitable clothes tearing. Shreds of cloth flew through the air as players ripped, rolled and scrambled for the ball. When the pile of bodies was unleveraged, White's safety held the ball high.
On the next play, the players, now wearing even less than before, gave one last ditch effort to win the game. White's quarterback ran right in a sideline sweep, both teams in support and pursuit. They ran right at, and over, the sideline and Fallston. The heap of bodies rolled to a stop as the whistle blew. Tie score, end of game. Fallston lay with a face full of bare boobs, White's center on top of him. Another's softness cuddled his groin. He felt bodies shifting and rubbing as the pile unpiled. Black's tight end gave him a hand up.
"Good game, good sport" she laughed as she slapped his butt. Her swing jiggled her soiled bare tits. Several players were in a heated discussion. Someone shoved someone; there was more shoving and hair grabbing broke out. The remaining intact teeshirts didn't remain intact much longer. Cooler heads intervened and pulled the combatants apart. The sides separated and headed to the locker room.
Fallston's host guide Noreen, the White team's safety who had recovered the fumble, jogged over. Her teeshirt was torn down the front. One boob poked through the gap as the other tit matched its twin's bounce, but 'modestly' covered. Noreen unclipped the chin strap and doffed her helmet. Her dark red wavy hair cascaded around her shoulders and down her back. Her green eyes twinkled about the same as her smile.
"Did you see me recover the fumble? How did you like the game?"
"Yeah, and other than that final play, I loved it." Fallston's slacks and sweater were covered in dirt, his face smeared with mud.
Noreen hugged his arm. "Come on. You need a shower too. Let's not waste water." She led Fallston to the locker room. The women athletes were in various stages of dress, mostly undress. They put away sneakers, pads and thongs in gym bags. The remains of tee-shirts hit the trashcans. Helmets were shelved. With towels over shoulders, the women trooped to the already vaporous group shower.
Noreen stripped and stowed her uniform and gear. Fallston saved Noreen's torn teeshirt from the trash and kept it as a souvenir. She undressed Fallston and telephoned staff to bring him fresh clothes.
"So, who gets your Most Voluptuous Player vote?"
He cupped both her breasts and said "You."
"That's sweet but it would look biased. I'm your host guide. Any of the others catch your eye?"
"A couple but I haven't decided yet."
"It's an important decision. Only one woman each year gets the title and the bragging rights. You should considerate your vote carefully. Let's go re-examine the candidates." Noreen led Fallston to the group shower.
Fallston stepped into a bevy of beauties: wet, soapy, athletically toned and trim beauties. The hot water steamed the room but he could clearly see everything he wanted or needed to see. However, first impressions could be deceiving. Further inspection was warranted.
"Ladies, Fallston says he hasn't decided on MVP. Does anyone want to help make up his mind?"
Every hand went up to a chorus of "Yeah, me...I'm ready...Over here..." Wetter and cleaner, with helmets and uniforms off, Fallston couldn't distinguish the individual players. He said so. Noreen had a solution.
"Everybody line up in their team positions. Whites get on this side; Blacks come over here. No more fighting. Game's over. Be good sports while Fallston makes his choice."
The host guides shuffled into their team lineups. Fallston started in the backfield of White. The running back was a tall black woman. Her musculature rippled under her ebony skin. He walked around her looking up and down, trailing a palm on her ass and abdomen like he was rounding a marble column in a gallery. She flexed the muscles beneath his hand, showing off her tone. He nodded to her bright smile and moved on.
White's quarterback stood behind the heavy center. The center was crouched over in her stance. Fallston pushed the QB aside and took her place. He crouched and reached between the center's splayed legs. He rubbed her cunt lips with his fingers. They were slick with her excitement. Fallston squatted deeper and reached further, cupping her hanging globes, remembering his face full of contact with the treasures. They were pendulous, still weighty but somewhat firm. He pinched the nipples. The center groaned. Fallston stood and slapped her butt, moving on.
Fallston rounded the line to the Black side. The tight end held his gaze as he cupped and bounced her boobs. The globes were firm and the nipples danced as he patted them up and down. He thumbed her nubs. His hands descended to her crotch. His long finger entered her and she clamped down on it, forcing him to pull hard to remove it. Fallston discovered that the position matched the condition; she truly was a tight end.
And so it went, each player examined. Fallston mentally eliminated some as he toured the room. It was a difficult decision but he finally made up his mind. He whispered his choice to Noreen. She announced the decision and there were congratulations all around. The women helped Fallston finish his shower. The staff had brought clean attire for Fallston.
After a hearty supper, Noreen and he departed for Fallston's suite. The day had been long and rigorous so they retired early. Noreen stroked his inner legs as her mouth stroked his growing erection. When he was ready, she rolled him into her cradling hips and they made near-endless missionary love until Fallston fell asleep in the saddle.
The room was dark when he woke alone in bed. His eyes adjusted to the minimal light. Someone was lounging in the stuffed chair across the bedroom. She rose and approached the bed, climbing in. Her face came close to his and she held his gaze with her big brown eyes before kissing him. Her kiss was warm and gentle. She lingered. Her bonnet of brunette hair dangled around his cheeks and forehead, tickling him, teasing him.
"I wanted to thank you properly for awarding me the MVP."
Fallston reached under and pushed his middle finger into her. She clamped it tightly, again demonstrating her claim to be a true tight end. He probed for her G spot and excited it. She gave a small gasp and smiled widely. They kissed some more.
Her hand found his prick, already starting to grow with anticipation. She lightly stroked its length with a flesh ring made of thumb and index finger. They kissed again. She broke off and rose to sitting, leaned in and kissed the tip of his erection. It was now fully grown.
Sitting astraddle his hips, she ran her slickened cunt lips along his rod, transferring lubrication to him. Adjusting her position, she centered her core on the tip and leveraged it up. Holding his gaze in the dimness, she pushed down, taking him in with little stutter strokes.
She began a slow tempo, quickened it, and then slowed it again. She made long strokes. Her firm breasts, so little sag, vibrated and rippled. Her shoulder length hair swayed. Her nipples danced to the beat of the music played by their interconnected groins. Her tube snugly sheathed his cock. She knew that was her best feature and employed it generously in gratitude to his choice of her.
When Fallston moaned, she knew to slow a little and allow him to cool a bit. Then she quickened the pace, reheating his brain, his face becoming flush. Over and over she led him up and let him down, but never quite as far down as before. He was climbing the staircase of happiness, two steps up and one step back. The top of the stairs was a long way from the bottom but Fallston was approaching that top landing. He was breathing hard, as if he was really climbing a long stairway. She was also getting high on the sensations and sought to conclude the event. On the next high, she plunged down and clamped hard, pressuring his cock with all of her strength. Fallston topped the last step and hosed his semen into her tightness. He groaned, moaned and blew out his cry of ecstasy. She matched his volume with her own announcement of pleasure.
When the waves of sensations passed, she carefully dismounted but lay over him, trapping his dwindling meat between their groins. Her hair fanned across his face. Her hugs poked her nipples into his. They lay quiet except for little caresses: earlobes, shoulders, back. He palmed and massaged her ass. She stirred, raising off and getting out of bed. She left the room. Fallston was alone again in bed. Noreen returned to lie at his side and keep him company through the remainder of the night.
Lying in a relaxed afterglow, Fallston's thoughts turned to the future. Today was Black Friday, the biggest shopping day of the year, the kickoff of the merchant favorable Xmas shopping season. He mentally ticked off the friends and relatives he needed presents for. He hoped that Total Woman Excursions had a limo and a host guide to act as personal shopper who could accompany him to the Mall.
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Santa Clauses rang their bells at the entrances. Green and red dominated the décor within the atrium of the two story shopping mall. Holiday 'musak' competed with the buzzing babble of the shoppers. It was the holiday rush to meet self-imposed expectations of happiness which could only be satisfied by conspicuous consumption.
Fallston strolled the storefronts with Debra, his Total Woman Excursions host guide and personal shopper. Debra had helped many guests with this annual burden and understood the mental and emotional stress involved. She was well connected with the mall merchants' managers and sales staff. Debra knew where the very best goods and services could be found. She also knew where the very best in very personal services could be found. That was her particular specialty.
The shopping partners had found many of the presents Fallston needed for his co-workers and family, even some gag gifts for his buddies. Their chauffeur had hauled a few arm loads back to the parked limousine. As they passed a department store cosmetics counter, Fallston noticed the group of makeup saleswomen mingling with the passing customers, extolling their products and offering samples of scents and colors. Three of the saleswomen excitedly waved at them.
"Hi, Debra! How's it going? We haven't seen you around lately. Have you been keeping yourself busy?"
Debra gave the trio bijou cheek kisses. "I've been fine. Haven't seen you helping at the resort socials lately either. How's your sales volume this year? Have you got any new products that I should be aware of?"
"Oh, yes. We have a new line of lipsticks that have natural ingredients guaranteed to please your special man's special place." They giggled and glanced at Debra's guest.
"Ladies, this is Fallston. He's my guest this week. New products, huh; how about a demonstration? He might be an interested buyer."
"Okay, but not out here. Let's move to the office in the back."
They grabbed a couple of sample cases and led Debra and Fallston past the dressing rooms to the office area. They entered the room marked 'Store Manager'.
"He's off sick today. We can settle in here. We won't be disturbed."
The three saleswomen opened the sample cases and helped each other apply fresh makeup. They selected three widely different colors of lipstick and took time thickly coating their lips. There was Fire Engine Red on the redhead, Sultry Pink on the brunette and Gothic Black on the saleswoman with short spiky black hair.
They settled Fallston in the boss's desk chair, Debra at his side, her hand on his shoulder. Fire Engine Red was first. She leaned in and softly kissed Fallston. He tasted cherry with a slight tingle of camphor. Red backed up, unzipped his fly and extracted his soft cock. She kneeled in front and placed her lips over half the knob. Fallston felt the camphor prickle the delicate skin. Red used her tongue to swab the entire crown surface. She spread the natural ingredients all over his knob. Fallston gave a start when the tip of her tongue picked at the slit on the end. Debra's reassuring hand squeezed his shoulder and he resettled in his seat. Red held his knob in her mouth as she looked up into his eyes. Fallston nodded approval. Red released him and he saw the smudge ring of red just below the rim of his crown.
Sultry Pink followed Red. She passionately kissed Fallston; letting him taste the watermelon flavored gloss on her lips. Fallston again felt the tang of camphor. Then Pink knelt to take Red's place to continue the demonstration. Pink angled his erection up, opened wide, descended and closed her lips only at midshaft. Her tongue washed around the top and sides. Pink puckered her lips, squeezing the meat tube in her mouth. She let Fallston feel her tongue tip paint his sensitive underside skin. Tilting her head but not letting any of him out of her mouth, she smiled around a mouth full of cock. Fallston also gave her his nod of approval. She opened wide and backed off, leaving her pink smudge ring at half-staff.
Fallston waited. Debra inquired "You okay, sweetie? Need a break? No? Okay, now just relax as Black brings it home. She's legendary around the Goth Clubs. You'll see what I mean in a minute."
Just before Black kissed Fallston, he saw the pockmarks on ears and eyebrows where her temporarily missing body piercings had been. Her lips tasted of anise but the natural stimulation ingredient was peppery and intense, almost a burn. When she backed off, she smiled a mischievous smile.
Black held his erection in her whole hand, tilting it left and right, examining it closely. Satisfied at what she found, she opened up and plunged down, bumping his tip against the entrance to her throat. She paused and pushed more, swallowed and let the knob pass by her tonsils. Her lips circled the very base of Fallston cock. Her bristly black bangs tickled his navel. Fallston felt the pepper sting the skin of his scrotum as her tainted saliva trickled over it. He jumped to get up and, this time, no reassuring hand was going to hold him back. He levered his hips up with his hands braced on the chair arms and his heels braced hard on the floor. Black didn't budge from her complete embedment of his erection. She slipped her arms under his elevated ass to hug his groin tighter to her face. Fallston watched and anxiously waited for Black to take a breath. She outlasted him. Fallston cried out, not from ecstasy or pleasure but from fear and discomfort. That was her signal and she opened and extracted herself, sitting back and smiling her mischievous smile.
Before Debra tucked Fallston's cock into his pants, she pointed to the black ring at the base. She said "Black won. At the clubs, she always wins. She's a legend." Fallston had experienced the 'legend'. He would happily forgo any sequels.
Fallston followed Debra along the second floor walkway. He gazed over the railing at the cleavage displayed by the female shoppers strolling below. Debra entered a famous international lingerie shop. The saleswomen mingled with the ordinary customers, endorsing the piles of colorful panties, lacy pushup bras and scented lotions. The saleswomen wore racy red and green bedroom costumes, acting as their own living mannequins displaying the goods. They recommended the comfortable styles to shy husbands as a romantic alternative to the store's other, more fetish-styled fashions. Debra took Fallston to the showroom area where those more fetish-styled fashions were on display. She signaled to a saleswoman for assistance.
The fetish fashion knockout brunette was attired, from bottom to top, in spiked black heels, holdup dark stockings, lacy thong, supple black leather bustier and a velvet collar with a silver ring sewn into the front at her throat. Her makeup was perfect: cherry red lips and smoky eyelid shadows over her star blue eyes. Her full wavy hair fell over her shoulders in cascades that reached her mid back. She was the definition of voluptuous: large pushed up cleavage, fine rounded hips and lithe arms ending in manicured nails. Fallston recognized her as the celebrity model on all the lingerie store's advertisements.
Fallston stared until Debra coughed an 'ahem' that got Fallston and the model's attention.
"Debra! How are you? You look great! Where have you been for so long? Are you here on business or personal shopping? Personal I hope. You look fantastic in this stuff."
"You look marvelous, too. I'm here this time on business. This is Fallston and I am his personal shopper today. He needs something for his special lady in the real world. What have you got?"
"Everything a woman needs and a man desires. Tell me Fallston, what your favorite fantasy?"
Fallston shrugged.
"Don't know? Well, let's model a few to see what you like. I'm too 'rigged out' right now to change easily. Let's get someone to help us."
The model trailed two fingers across Fallston abdomen as she looked up in passing. She returned with a scantily clad blonde saleswoman from the 'plain vanilla' side in tow. She positioned her in front of Fallston.
"This is our normal package: colored thong panties and pushup foam bra with lace edging. Either piece comes as mix and match, colors and sizes. This is the full cup but there is also the half cup and a no-cup frame only style." She whispered to the blond who disappeared into the dressing rooms. They made small talk until she returned.
"Now she's wearing our haute culture variation. The half cup barely covers the center of her nipples. See how the upper areolas peek over the top? Check the thong. It shows a snug cameltoe. Go ahead, feel it."
The model moved Fallston hand to the blonde's cunt and his fingers found moisture where the panty crotch was split.
"This little outfit is ideal for those times when you can't wait or don't want to wait. You can fuck without undressing. It comes highly recommended for underneath wedding gowns, great for the limo ride to the reception."
The model whispered again to the blonde who disappeared for a time and then returned in a very short hip rider plaid skirt and a midriff tied white sleeveless blouse. She had rearranged her hair in two side ponytails. She wore no bra, her dark disks plainly visible through the stretched translucent white cotton.
Fallston felt his blood pressure rise and his face go flush. He had just gotten three uncompleted blowjobs and this fetish lingerie show. Without a pause, he grabbed the blonde's hand and skipped with her quickly to the dressing rooms, pulled her inside one and locked the door. Neither said nor needed to say a word. The blonde placed one foot on the bench seat, parting her thighs in invitation. Fallston flipped up the front of the short plaid skirt and almost swore when he saw the thong panty guarding her cunt. This was one of those times when he couldn't wait and didn't want to wait.
Fallston fingered the narrow strap and found that luck favored him. The blonde still wore the split crotch thong and he felt lots of slippery moisture on his fingers. Fallston unzipped and pulled his full erection through his fly. He slithered his erection through the thong gap and into her fleshy tunnel. The blonde circled her arms around his neck as he crushed her cotton covered boobs to his chest. She caught his lips with hers and probed her tongue deep into his mouth, exploring its depth and sides, brushing his gums and teeth.
Fallston popped his hips, burying the shaft as far as possible, stopped by his pubic bone banging into hers. He banged that bone again and again, getting an 'oh..oh..oh..' from the blonde each time he mashed it. He released her tongue and bit her earlobe, smelling the lingering merchandise scents in her hair. But his cum refused to linger. He roared out his orgasm, splashing his sperm inside her. She hugged him tight as she peaked with him, almost breaking his neck with her frantic hug.
They leaned on each other. Finally, Fallston pulled his half stiff cock out of her warm, wet cunt. She assisted him by tucking his sticky cock to his pants. They smoothed down their clothes. Unlocking the door they nonchalantly walked back to the showroom floor, lightly holding hands. Debra and the model were chatting but stopped when the pair appeared.
Fallston said "I'll take it. Please gift wrap it to go."
"No problem, but, of course, you mean the clothing. The saleswoman has to stay and finish her shift."
The model motioned the blonde back to the contemporary sales floor. The blonde slid her hand off his, brushing her finger tips across his palm. As she sashayed between the clothes racks, she looked back over her shoulder, eyes half lidded, and blew a pucker kiss. She trailed a new scent of musk which should induce gullible husbands to make unintentional purchases in the 'plain vanilla' sales area.
Debra said to the model "Okay, well, bye, sweetie. See you again soon?"
"It's never soon enough. Okay, bye for now."
Debra led Fallston to the limousine, now loaded with his Xmas gifts. They returned to the Total Woman Excursions resort.
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It was New Year's Eve. Dinner was served to the guests in the Total Woman Excursions resort main dining room. It was fine food and drink. The guests lazed in the main lounge, the fireplace dancing twinkles across the walls and ceiling, dispelling the growing cold outside. The mood was merry, in keeping with season. Debra lowered her wine goblet to her chin and looked seriously at Fallston.
"You seemed very satisfied exiting that dressing room at the lingerie store. I think you like the kinky stuff."
"After three pseudo blowjobs and the lingerie show, hell, yes, I was so ready for that. I usually maintain control but I couldn't wait. Yeah, I liked it."
Debra smiled across the rim of her glass. "I'm glad."
Time passed, the fireplace logs reduced themselves to a bed of glowing embers. Guests sporadically departed the lounge for their suites and treats. Debra led Fallston back to his suite. At the door she stopped and addressed him again.
"You said you liked the kinky stuff, right?" Fallston nodded. She opened the door wide and said "Okay, then...behold the night."
Fallston was stunned by the panorama before him. In the middle of the room, not far from the bed, was a rectangular upright wooden frame. Attached to the corners with cuffs at wrist and ankles was a blindfolded brunette wearing spiked black heels, holdup dark stockings, lacy thong and supple black leather corset. A velvet collar with silver ring sewn into the front encircled her throat. A fine silver chain with its own silver leash ring hung suspended to her knees between her fully exposed breasts. Her hair was gathered into a loose bun on the back of her head. Fallston recognized the international lingerie store's top advertising model: his saleswoman from the lingerie store today at the mall.
Debra chuckled at his surprised expression. She turned and walked to the center of the room.
Debra's heels clicked on the floor as she strode behind the bound woman. She hauled back and swung her arm. CRACK! Her hand left a pink mark on the model's exposed butt cheek. The model's yell was muffled by the black cloth that gagged her.
"So, you shameless whore, you prance around all day in your slutty attire, teasing virtuous men to distraction. Fallston, what should we do with this scoffer of decent communal morality?"
Fallston stood just inside the doorway, mouth still open, speechless. Debra invited him to talk, giving him frantic hand gestures to join the conversation. He said not a word. Debra shrugged, came around the contraption and walked up beside him. Facing away from the model, she put her face close to his ear and whispered.
"While you took her sales partner into the dressing room to fuck, we talked. She was awed by the way you confidently took charge and greedily addressed your needs. This high class model likes the kinky stuff too, the rougher the better. She asked if you were available and I said I'd set it up. She has been suspended here a few hours now waiting for you. I hope you don't mind the little ruse. She's my friend, so please don't hurt her, well not too much anyway. Go ahead and have some fun!"
Debra pecked his cheek and left, closing the door. He heard the lock click; there was no chance of being disturbed. Left alone with the model, Fallston recovered his composure and walked forward to stand in front of the suspended brunette. Walking behind, he saw the spank splotch on her ass cheek. In front again he cupped her cunt. She was wearing the lingerie store's special split black thong. He took the opportunity to fold the parts outside her cunt lips, freeing her vagina from any obstructing cover. His fingers got wet from her moisture. He undid her hair and wiped his fingers with the tresses, flipping the mane behind her to keep her big round boobs uncovered.
He rattled the chains at her wrists and found they were really locked, not looped play-style. It was the same with the ankle restraints. On his way back up, he licked and kissed high inside her spread thighs. The skin was soft and pliable above the stocking bands. Her thighs would feel good rubbing along the outside of his hips when he buried himself in their saddle. He could smell her arousal. He stripped his clothes off quickly. His discarded garments flew around the room.
His cock was stiff and bobbed at horizontal. He stepped near her front. His erection slapped happily up against her cunt lips. She moaned. He licked one nipple, then the other. Then he bit it. The model replied with a muffled yell. He bit the other. She repeated her reply. He squatted down and examined her pussy lips again. The split thong was damp. Fallston found scissors on a side table. He snipped the thongs waist band and tore off the moist tattered scrap of silk. He fingered her pink lips and found them wet and oily, ready to go.
Standing at her front, he held her hips as he dipped his own, aimed himself and speared her in one long stroke. The bound model emitted a long, low moan. Fallston felt a throb rippling from her sheath to his pole. Leaning back, Fallston initiated the subsequent strokes. The model's boobs waggled, her breathe panted and she squeaked as she peaked, that quick. Fallston stopped. He started again. She peaked quickly, again. Fallston dropped out and backed off. She was too hot and bothered by the bondage; she couldn't even wait a respectable time for him to catch up.
He walked behind her. He cupped the ass cheeks, bouncing their softness in his hands. He hauled back and cracked the cheek not smacked by Debra. Now the pink splotches were symmetrical. He returned to her front. Enough! She had cum twice; he had barely started.
Fallston unlocked the model's ankle and wrist restraints. He removed her gag. He helped her off the frame; her legs trembled from the extended stretch. She tumbled and fell against him. He caught her around the waist, the other hand on a boob. He kneaded the globe. Damn, it felt so good. Her head lolled back, face upward. He captured her lips for a wet open mouth kiss, pushing his tongue as far back in her mouth as he could. She automatically sucked on it.
Reaching up, he tore off the blindfold, getting reacquainted from earlier today with the star blue eyes surrounded by the smoky makeup. Her eyes fluttered open as she saw soft light and came more to her wits.
Fallston retained a grip on her tit and half carried the model as she tried to walk to the bed. She was limp from the strain of the suspension and her dual orgasm. He threw her out on her back. Her boobs jostled, her arms splayed wide and her thighs fell apart. He ran his hands up those soft inner thighs; the skin warm and soft, begging to caress his outer thighs. He sawed a finger through the waiting pink slit. It was his turn now.
Fallston mounted up, using one hand to position his erection. Bracing on knees and elbows he re-entered the fetish clad model. It was heavenly. She broke out of her daze and held the back of his head, cuddling him into her neck, making whispered cooing sounds. Fallston set a pace that was meant to prolong the action. They were long, slow strokes; strokes that went deep and dug his rim along her slippery ridged vaginal walls. The model rocked her hips in time with his; her welcoming inner thighs rubbed his legs. Her cushiony breasts rolled under his chest.
Fallston kept his wits about him. When he felt his excitement rising too high, he stopped, kissing her face and playing tongue tag until he cooled and was ready to start again. She continued to have intermittent peaks. During each one, Fallston would stop and hug her body tight to his own until her vibrations ended. The hours went on and on.
Fallston was finally ready. He pushed as far as he could go and held himself deep inside. The model rocked and rolled under him, her expert movements brushing her cervix over his knob, stimulating his tip slit. Fallston panted, panted louder, panted still louder and then thundered out his orgasmic call. The model rocked and rolled beneath him, milking his cock, extracting the volleys of sperm into her pulsing womb.
Fallston collapsed on top of her. She caressed his neck, shoulders and back. When his breathing was again slow and regular, she rolled him over, tossed her stiletto heels on the floor and then pulled the bedcovers over them both. Fallston fastened her cuffs to the headboard. He spooned into her back and positioned his flaccid cock into the valley of her butt while he palmed a boob. Just before he fell asleep, Fallston heard a clock chime 12 times; midnight passed and it was New Year's Day.
During the night, Fallston stirred awake with his cock still ensconced in the model's ass crack and a hand full of plump, firm tit. As the model awoke, he rolled her on her back and straddled her chest. Her hands were still locked to the headboard. He grabbed a handful of her hair and roughly raised her head, jamming an extra pillow underneath it to tilt her face towards their next point of contact.
Laying his stiff prick between her warm tits, he used his own hands to compress her boob flesh around his cock. He shoved forward, bounced his tip against her chin, then drew back until the knob disappeared inside the crevasse of her cleavage. Many thrusts later and just as he spewed his sperm on her face, he seized her nipples and pinched. She cried out and some of his discharge fell into her open mouth. He collapsed sideways afterwards and reassumed their spooning posture as he fell back asleep.
Dawn broke with Fallston alone in bed. He was pleased to see the model reappear from the bathroom, cleansed, hair re-coiffed and perfect makeup reapplied. She retrieved her heels and sat on the side of the bed, preparing to leave. Fallston grabbed the ring on the thin silver leash still attached to her velvet collar. Pulling her face to his, he kissed her.
"Where do you think you're going? I wouldn't consider myself a gentleman if I didn't feed my lady breakfast in the morning. Put your heels on."
The model bent over to fasten the straps, swaying boobs hanging. Fallston cupped the near one and played with its meaty weight. He clamped down, crushing the flesh. The model's star blue eyes, shrouded by her loose hair, glanced sideways at him, her mouth a silent, prolonged 'ooh'. He got out of bed, not wanting to release the leash or the tit. But he did release the tit as he donned a bathrobe and slippers. He retained the leash throughout. Unlocking the suite door, he jerked the leash.
"Come along. The dining room is this way."
With her trailing on the silver leash, Fallston led the international lingerie store's top advertising model, topless, pantyless, dressed in her fetish costume, down the hallway, across the courtyard and into the Total Woman Excursions dining room. A couple of other gentlemen guests and their escorts were scattered about the large dining room. Fallston hardly noticed their presence as he marveled at the perfect magnificence seated across the table as she dined on a Continental breakfast.
After topping off his coffee cup one last time, Fallston said "I told you I wouldn't consider myself a gentleman if I didn't feed my lady breakfast in the morning."
Fallston took hold of the silver leash and pulled the model beneath the table. He flicked open his robe. She didn't hesitate. Her hands caressed his thighs as she lapped and sucked his cock, letting it grow and fill her mouth. Fallston reached under the table and tousled her tresses, sometimes guiding her pace and depth, otherwise taking a complaisant role. She worked hard and finally got her second morning meal, letting his cum flow across her tongue and down her gullet. She held him inside and sucked hard to remove any latent sperm still trapped in the tube.
The model crawled out as he stood. His robe hung open; he hugged her breasts to his bare chest. His flaccid cock poked at her groin. He took a deep lingering kiss from her, then dropped the loose silver leash in her upturned palm, dismissing her with a resounding full swing smack on her bare ass as she turned to leave. He watched as the model jiggled meekly across the dining room, the smack mark blush merging with the others on her ass cheeks.
The sound of the ass smack drew the attention of another guest who stared at the model as she approached his table near the door. From the front, the sides of her round rear-end could be seen oscillating behind her and her full, soft, liquidly breasts jostled gently above her corset with every step of her stilettoes. As she sashayed forward to pass beside his table, he reached out a hand and brushed it on her bare lower abdomen and let it slide down over her shaved cunt. The model halted. She glanced questioningly at the gentleman's seated host guide who was wearing a thin, translucent lounging robe. The host guide smirked and nodded.
The model stood still and silent. She relaxed her arms and let the silver lead clatter to the floor. The glittering leash bisected her bare breasts and swung across her vulva. Her eyes half hid beneath her bangs gazed downward. The gentleman rose and slowly circumnavigated her. He knowingly inspected the reddened marks on her derriere. He walked to face her front. He grabbed the leash and wound the chain tight around his fist until he was clasping the part of the chain near her collar. He drew her neck up and pushed his tongue between her lips for a mouth-watering kiss. She sucked it automatically. His other hand simultaneously cupped, squeezed and then crushed her tit. He released the tit mass only to pinch and twist the swollen nipple nub. The model's eyes winced closed but otherwise, she did nothing to resist.
The gentleman's hardening cock began to protrude through the front of his loose robe. He slackened the length of chain between his grip and her collar. He walked behind the model and, seizing her wrists, drew back her hands and clasped her bracelets behind her. She felt his elongating cock brush her fingertips and playfully gave soft caresses to the hardening knob and shaft. As she fondled his shaft, the gentleman leaned forward next to her ear.
"Well....you ARE a HORNY wench, aren't you? So you like the rough stuff?" The model didn't flinch at the coarse questions, just stood there calmly waiting for the gentleman's next move. The gentleman moved around to face her again and buried his tongue in her upturned mouth for another deep kiss. She automatically sucked on it again. He kept his face close to hers as he growled:
"I am taking you to my room. We're going to play some games that will fire my lust and cool my cravings." He turned away not wanting or needing a reply.
The gentleman marched towards the dining room door, taking up the slack in the leash as he yanked his captive playmate behind him, anxious to get started. As the gentleman paused to open the door, the model looked back at Fallston and blew a quick pucker kiss, signifying her thorough satisfaction with Fallston's great rough fucking. She was jerked forward, staggered in her stiletto heels but recovered her balance. She controlled a faint smile. She could already feel the faint tingle register in her clitoris as she was hauled down the hallway to her next adventure at the hands of this stern new paramour.
Fallston saw the gentleman's host guide rise and sauntered towards his table. He eyed her unfettered tinted nipples stirring gently under the fluttering translucent garment. She stood next to him as she said "Mind if I sit down?"
Fallston motioned to the empty seat at the table. The host guide grinned and eased her trim toned ass onto his lap. She leaned in and circled an arm around his neck and laid her head on his shoulder. Fallston instinctively furrowed a hand inside her robe. Her breast was warm, soft and pliable. His thumb circled her shaded nipple until the nub grew. His thumb and index finger gave it a pinch and roll.
The host guide mewed. She whispered in Fallston's ear "Well, it looks as though we have been left to our own devices. My name is Janice. We can continue things here but I know of a great museum nearby with a statuary display unlike anything you've ever experienced. Let's go get a cultural treat."
Fallston contentedly nodded and turned his gaze out the nearby sliding glass doors. Fallen snowflakes sparkled on the pool deck and manicured hedges. The calendar had turned, making Total Woman Excursions resort into a new Winter Wonderland again.
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Victor's doorbell rang. He opened to a short bronzed beauty, well rounded in all the right places. She wore a short skirt, sleeveless white blouse and stylish high heels. She handed Victor an envelope and said "This is my letter of introduction." Victor opened the letter and read:
To: Victor, Senior Pageant Trainer
From: Ms. Smith, Chairwoman, Total Woman Pageants Board of Directors
Subject: Bianca, Contestant for Miss Brazil
The bearer of this communique is Bianca. She is a candidate for this year's Miss Brazil. She has won several regional contests and is gifted with intelligence and beauty. She speaks adequate English. Total Woman Pageants has been retained by her benefactor to perfect her in every way in order to outclass the competition in the upcoming pageant.
You are at liberty to use any and all means and methods necessary to instill in her the arts and skills demanded both onstage and backstage to win a world class beauty pageant. Please afford her the FULL range of your specialized tutoring. However, if at any time, you find this candidate to be reluctant or recalcitrant, feel free to return her to us without any regret or further obligation. She and her benefactor have been briefed on these terms and conditions and both have agreed in writing.
This Board, her benefactor and especially the pageant judges will truly appreciate your upmost attention to refining her abilities. As always, we thank you for favoring us with your valuable time and labors.
Victor folded the letter and looked over his latest charge. She was standing with eyes down, waiting his instructions or dismissal. He stepped out, waved the limousine driver on his way and carried her valises into the studio reception. Returning to the entrance, he ushered the woman inside, closed and locked the door and resigned himself to another long grueling week of work.
He took his usual seat in the director's chair in the main room. He motioned the woman to mount a low practice stage in front of him.
"Miss Brazil, what is your name?"
"My name is Bianca." She carefully sounded out each word in English.
"And why are you here today?"
"I want the judges to pick me as the winner."
"Good reason."
"What is your talent."
"I am a photographer. I have an extensive portfolio of our natural Brazilian beauty: Amazonia flora and fauna, sandy white beaches and Andean green mountains, plus our hardworking people."
"Wonderful. We'll review those later. How did you get started in the competitions?"
"I was a student at the University. Money was tight. I danced in the Carnival parades. I was noticed and hired to dance in men's clubs; the pay was much better, especially the private dances. That's where I met a wealthy businessman. He hired a few of us to dance at one of his executive retreats. We danced and otherwise entertained the executives all weekend. After that, one of the elder Board members put me in an apartment and paid my tuition. I eventually graduated from the University and the old gentleman went on to become my sponsor for beauty contests. I won some small ones but the bigger pageants are different. He wants me to learn how to handle the big contests."
"That's my specialty: training you to handle the big ones. Let's start with the basics. Show me how you danced and stripped at the clubs. There's the music center. Pick whatever you like."
Bianca shuffled through some disks and picked samba, her Carnival favorite. It filled the air with an even Latin beat. She mounted the low stage, standing a few feet from Victor.
Bianca was a classic young Brazilian. Her long, thick very dark hair hung straight to her low back. Her face was golden, somewhat round, with almond contoured eyes, irises very dark. Although she wore mascara, it was a light veneer, her eye lids naturally smoky. Her body was short with full chest and hips. The sleeveless cotton shirt was furrowed with the strain of closure. Her pleated skirt stopped midthigh, well above the knees. Her feet were elevated in colorful, beaded high heels. She began to sway to the music.
Bianca brushed her hair around her head, leaving it ruffled from being swished about. Her hands descended to brush her body. She spun her back to Victor, her elbows out level, dipping, unseen hands working her blouse buttons. She held the panels wide, and then dropped the shirt down her arms. There were no bra straps. She peeked over her shoulder through gaps in her mane and smiled, her hips still swaying. The topless woman cross stepped and twirled around to face front, keeping pace with the music tempo.
Victor got his first view of her breasts. The areolae were dark, large and round, atop firm high mounted breasts. The effect was tarnished by the triangles of pale skin on her otherwise beach tanned orbs. Victor made a mental note to get that flaw corrected. Bianca was not making eye contact, uncomfortable with him from wariness or anxiety, another trait he would soon fix.
Bianca swayed her hips as she loosed the skirt's waist. The garment dropped and she danced away from the pool of fabric around her heels. She wore a thong, a very small thong. Victor held up his hand signaling her to stop. He motioned her off the stage to stand in front of him. Grasping the waistband, he lowered her panties finding another triangle of pale skin. He fingered the side skin covering her pink gash, inspecting it for softness and resiliency.
"I want you in the tanning booth every day until you have an all-over tan. We are finished for now. Take your luggage to the guest suite. Dress for dinner, formal attire. I will see you in the dining room at eight. We will discuss your schedule for the week."
He patted her bare butt. "You're dismissed. Be on time for dinner."
At dinner, Bianca wore a gossamer seafoam-green floor length, backless gown. It draped from her neck strap over her breasts to her waist with the two narrow top triangles leaving lots of skin showing in the cleavage and on the sides. Victor noted that her choice of evening gown was appropriate to a beauty contestant and did not need upgrading.
After dinner, Victor went through her schedule. They would move through the week from basics to advanced and finally expert techniques. Victor told Bianca that each day would begin with exercise and tanning, followed by midmorning brunch. He would teach her specific arts and skills at midday and hold practice interviews in the late afternoon when her energies were drained; it would help her learn to think under pressure. There would be nightly stage practice. Bianca agreed and Victor dismissed her to her room.
Victor went to his own room, lay on his bed and rested. He would soon give Bianca the first test of her commitment to his intensive training and hopefully eliminate her discomfort at being around him. At 1 AM, he rose, crossed the hall fingering his growing erection and unlocked the door to her suite. He smeared his stiff cock with a gob of lubricant as he walked to the bed and climbed in. Bianca was sleeping on her back, wearing a light sleep slip. He lifted the hem, pushed her knees aside to spread her thighs, saddled up and drove his stiff meat into her unready core. No talk, no request, just taking command. Bianca was aroused from her slumber when he touched her knees and saddled up but she really woke up when he plunged in. She pushed on his shoulders and shook her head. Even her benefactor had never been this audacious.
"Wait, I'm not ready. Can we kiss or something?"
Victor pumped without regard to her disinclination, enjoying the ride but wanting to get the task completed. He lifted his hips and drove deeply and steadily, finally erupted in her womb. After his heat dissipated, he withdrew and dismounted.
Standing beside the bed, Victor said "This demonstrates that I am in charge and you will follow my instructions in everything unquestioned. It's for your own good and I am here to help you. Understood? Tomorrow, you will tell me whether you will embrace my training methods or would rather leave now. Get some sleep. We start early and the days will be long."
He returned to his room and slept peacefully the remainder of the night. Bianca lay awake, stunned. How would she respond to this forceful man?
In the morning, after entering the gym where Victor was waiting, Bianca acknowledged Victor's control and agreed to be a compliant student.
"I was surprised but I understand that the judges will be powerful, impatient men, used to taking command and being automatically obeyed. I will learn how to always be ready to make them happy with my performance. Thank you for showing me what I must do."
Victor knew that the first night test was hard on the candidates but it was also hard on him. After decades of public pageant coaching and judging, he tired of the mediocre efforts of giddy contestants. His worldly professional training methods were more real and effective to the challenge. But his age was catching up with him. A week was not a long time and he needed the women's eager cooperation. He believed a woman who readily accepts an unexpected, uninvited and unfamiliar fuck is a woman who will readily accept uninhibited tutoring. Bianca had passed the first test.
Bianca pecked his cheek to show her acceptance and gratitude. Victor reluctantly let her stand. She had been sitting on his lap sideways with her arms circling his neck as one of his hands kneaded her ass cheek and the other fondled her boob through the soft weave skimpy maillot.
Victor watched Bianca exercise in her spandex suit. Her nubs and cameltoe were bulging under the stretchy material. After the exercise routine, Victor helped Bianca strip down for her all over tanning. Victor used a few extra squeezes and caresses to get her settled into the tanning booth, then went to see about brunch. An hour later, Bianca was eating her food seated topless in her thong and heels. Victor noted that the pale triangles on her tits were beginning to blend with the tan.
After brunch, they retired to the lounge room and sat side by side on the sofa. Victor introduced her in daylight to his penis. They examined it together and he pointed out its more and less sensitive spots and areas. Bianca repeated the inventory and replayed the lesson until she had a thorough understanding. Victor used his fingers to probe her cunt and indicated to her the different sensitivities of her assorted genital areas.
Later, in the afternoon, Tricia stood topless on the practice stage and answered Victor's questions about current events and social issues. Victor coached her English for positive phrases in response to the more esoteric and controversial topics. After dinner, Bianca modeled various Carnival costumes and evening gowns. She changed dresses and costumes on stage so Victor could critique the subtle minutiae of being risqué and still staying just inside the pageant rules.
That second night, Victor did not bother Bianca in her room. She had passed her first night test and he would use his limited energies for her daytime coaching.
The week proceeded apace with each new day developing in intensity and intricacy. Bianca liked the exercises and the tanning. Victor was satisfied with her acquisition of the onstage arts and skills. During the last few days of the training week, they moved to the necessary backstage training. The judges coveted private evaluations of the candidates in the weeks before the main staged event.
Victor was seated in the director chair with his cock in Bianca's mouth. She had danced in and out of her costumes, showing Victor her supple body's moves and graces. Victor opened his fly and pointed. Bianca didn't hesitate to show how eager she would be to please her judge. Victor did not hesitate to show how eager to be pleased a judge would be, rumbling out his howl over her bobbing head and rambling out his cum over her tongue. She repeated this exercise during the week as often as Victor indicated, getting in plenty of practice.
As planned, Bianca and Victor were seated in the lounge sofa. Bianca had loaded her portfolio of pictures to show Victor. She used a remote to control the display. Exotic Amazonian birds and flowers flashed on the screen. There were panoramas of beaches, mountains, city monuments, all original photos by Bianca. Victor was impressed by her talent behind the camera. Then there were portraits of people: native jungle villagers, industrial workers and street scenes. The presentation mode changed to video: Carnival parades with samba music and costumed dancers, beach noises and beauties sunbathing, then the action paused.
"These parts of the videos were filmed by others but I was one of the artists. Let me help you experience the reality of the scenes."
Bianca opened Victor's fly and extracted his cock. Her hand found a few of the sensitive spots and she stimulated them as she resumed the videos. The action moved to the Rio night clubs with neon stage lights splashing on Carnival costumed dancers. One of the dancers was Bianca, who started with an elaborate Carnival costume that slowly disintegrated as she stripped it off piece by little piece, teasing the camera with subtle flashes of furtive places.
The visual and tactile stimulus hardened Victor in her hand. He reached an arm over Bianca's shoulder and palmed her bare breast. Bianca found some lotion and lubricated her hand and Victor's cock. The video continued with cameras following the dancers offstage into the audience. Each of the dancers selected an audience guest, brought them to ecstasy in different ways and then moved to another.
Onscreen, Bianca used tactile manipulation of successive penises in the audience to satisfy their owner's needs. What Victor saw on-screen was what Victor felt in real-time as Bianca matched her actions on-screen with her actions here and now.
"Do you like the way my hand feels? I think that gentleman in the club was a bit shy. I did the very same thing to him but I had to keep asking him how and what he liked me to do with his cock. He wanted me to use my mouth but he didn't let me know that for a long time."
"Bianca, just keep doing what you're doing. There will be more opportunities for variations later. Show me now how much you've learned about my cock."
Bianca swallowed the gentleman onscreen and gave a facial look of surprise at the power of his pulse. She licked him off and went to the next, and the next, and the next. Victor outlasted some of the audience but not all. Bianca drew out his essence as he groaned and loosed his cum as she dropped down and took him inside her quickly enfolding lips. He squeezed hard on her tit, gripping it as he vibrated up to then down from his high. The nightclub video ended and the montage re-looped to Amazonian flora and fauna.
"Bianca, I think we have found your unique onstage and backstage advantages. We will practice your other roles and methods tonight after I have had a chance to recoup my energy."
That night and all the next day and the next night, Bianca perfected her advanced roles, methods and techniques on Victor. Bedroom, pool, hot tub, stage, everywhere became a training venue for Bianca's erudition in competition winning performances. Victor coached and critiqued her until he was satisfied that she would be able to garner the approval of any judge, backstage or onstage, during the crowning event. Victor had trained Bianca to handle the big ones.
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Victor's doorbell rang. He opened to a Polynesian beauty with almond eyes, thick straight black hair and all the right contours in all the right places. She was dressed in a woman's business suit. She handed Victor an envelope and said "This is my letter of introduction." Victor opened the letter and read:
To: Victor, Senior Pageant Trainer
From: Ms. Smith, Chairwoman, Total Woman Pageants Board of Directors
Subject: Fiona, Miss Fiji, Contestant for Miss Pacifica
The bearer of this communique is Fiona, the current Miss Fiji. She is a candidate for this year's Miss Pacifica. She has won her local and island-wide contests and is gifted with intelligence and beauty. She speaks adequate English. Total Woman Pageants has been retained by her benefactor to perfect her in every way in order to outclass the competition in the upcoming pageant.
You are at liberty to use any and all means and methods necessary to instill in her the arts and skills demanded both onstage and backstage to win a world class beauty pageant. Please afford her the FULL range of your specialized tutoring. However, if at any time, you find this candidate to be reluctant or recalcitrant, feel free to return her to us without any regret or further obligation. She and her benefactor have been briefed on these terms and conditions and both have agreed in writing.
This Board, her benefactor and especially the pageant judges will truly appreciate your upmost attention to refining her abilities. As always, we thank you for favoring us with your valuable time and labors.
Victor folded the letter and looked over his latest charge. She was standing with eyes down, waiting his instructions or dismissal. He stepped out, waved the limousine driver on his way and carried her valises into the studio reception. Returning to the entrance, he ushered the woman inside, closed and locked the door and resigned himself to another long grueling week of work.
Victor led Fiona through the studio to the outdoor pool. The deck stretched half round and the remaining circumference was surfaced with white sand, simulating a seaside beach. Fiona was dressed in grey wool well-tailored woman's business suit set off by a flowered patterned blouse and white strappy high heels. The blouse and jackets collars were very open, displaying bounteous cleavage. Her attire was a coordinated combination of business, leisure and 'come hither'. Victor seated her under a table and umbrella at the boundary of deck and sand. He offered her refreshments and she picked at them nervously.
"Miss Fiji, were you born there?"
"Yes, my mother is a Fijian mix of native and Indian. My father is a Chinese businessman: fisheries, a tourist resort, even a small gold mine."
"How did you get started in the pageants?"
"I used to hang out at the resort. I loved watching the nightly shows: meke dancing, fire dances and the hula. The hula is not a native dance but the foreign guests didn't know and expected that as part of the show. The dancers taught me to dance when I was a little girl and I performed in early evening sometimes. Late at night the dances became very risqué. I didn't know that until I was older. After I finished Business College, I became a part-time regular. That was when I was allowed to dance late at night. It was sensuous and exciting. I got to know many boyfriends, both locals and tourists. I also followed the regular dancers to the beauty pageants. I was lucky and won some. But I need training to become a true competitor. Will you help me?"
"That's why you and I are here. We will tune you up this whole week. For now, get your luggage to the guest suite and we will have dinner at eight. Dress is formal."
Fiona seemed to relax. She went inside to prepare. Victor liked her already. There was something about her that got him going. He almost regretted the need for her first test tonight. But his methods were honed from years of experience and what must be must be.
She wore a black gown to dinner, sparkling with silver accessories. Her black hair, dark almond eyes and robust hourglass figure mounted on heels showed she was okay in the formal dress phases of competition. He would make a final decision after a closer inspection, a much closer inspection. They chatted about the work week daily schedule: exercise, arts and skills training, current events and policies for the Q & A, performance practice in the evening. Fiona seemed well cultured and well briefed on the training program.
At 1AM, Victor arose from his own bed to administer Fiona's preview of his methods. He worked his cock to hardness and strode across the hall to Fiona's suite. He entered the dim room without knocking and approached her bed. He lubricated his cock for the first test. He looked about surprised; she wasn't in bed. He heard a chair creak. Fiona rose naked from its cushions.
"I've been expecting you" she said.
She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him into a smothering kiss. Her hand descended to his cock, finding it slippery.
"I am very anxious to be a compliant student and if it's your wish that I suck your cock right now, then I will. But please, may I clean the lotion off of it first? I doubt it will taste very good."
"No need for that."
Victor palmed her ass, lifted her and laid Fiona on the bed. She aimed him accurately as he pushed in. She assisted him with hip rolls. When he tired, she lay still rubbing his back, swirling her hips side to side to keep a gentle vagina caress on his embedded cock, tickling his slit with her cervix. When he had recovered some energy, they stroked some more, building the heat higher until a mighty orgasm swept over them. Obviously, she was fully in agreement with his demands for complete cooperation so he forewent the stern speech he had conveyed to other candidates so many times before.
For the next few mornings, they began with exercise, Fiona wearing a saggy see-thru thong bikini. Her dark nipples moved about enticingly as she performed her weight lifting and stretching sets. They ate brunch and held talent practices. The afternoons were for review of question topics. They spent the evenings in performance practice. Fiona had that special something that Victor found intriguing. Despite his age, he was almost constantly aroused. And Fiona constantly availed herself to serve his needs. At any point of any session, Victor would pause, lounge back and Fiona would recognize the signal. They fucked and sucked anytime and anywhere.
Towards the end of the week, Fiona showed Victor her hula moves. They were at the beach area of the pool. It was after dark and the glow and glitter of tiki torches surrounded the woman as she gyrated her hips to the drumming music. She wore a modern revision of the traditional grass skirt. Her attire was an obscuring drape of individual fine silver chains, knee length. As she undulated her hips, the cascading metal skirt reflected the flames and shimmered like water waves pouring down her legs. Two shorter decorative chains hung from her nipples, clamped to the nubs. They swung like synchronized pendulums from her wobbling bare breasts. Her hair bounced all around her torso and sometimes had to be swept back to keep her jiggling boobs unconcealed.
Fiona danced and revolved giving Victor, relaxed in his chaise lounge, a 360 view of her talents and stamina. He already had opened his pants and was playing with his cock. Fiona noticed that but prolonged the show. As the music concluded and the beat slowed, she let her body run down like a toy loosing energy, bending forward at the waist and letting her arms hang limp. Her long dangling hair shrouded the full frontal view. She tilted her head back and peered through the narrow gaps in the strands, looking at Victor and smiling. As she stood back erect, she fluffed her tresses behind her.
Victor watched and continued to handle himself. Fiona's bare feet carried her forward and she kneeled by his side. Her hand replaced his, continuing the rhythm of the cock caress. She leaned in and kissed what she touched. She opened and drank in the stiff meat, slurping it with her tongue. Victor's freed-up hands held her head, petting her coiffure. Her nipple chains swung in time below her swaying tits but her waist chains had parted to the side revealing her pantiless ass in the torch glow.
Victor moved a hand to her rump and rubbed the smooth cheeks, finding moisture at the entrance to her cunt. He embedded his finger there and she moaned around the prick embedded in her mouth. His other hand started at the base of one tit chain and collected it upward until his palm contacted her flesh. He grappled her suspended boob, squeezing, massaging, and pinching. She moaned some more. Victor released his holds and lay back. Fiona continued her work. Victor let his body feel and enjoy her efforts. He was insatiable with her, never getting enough. But the 'enough' for this session was coming on. He breathed, panted, gasped and gushed into her mouth. His eyeballs saw colored lights inside his closed eyelids, bright enough to match the fires of the tiki torches sputtering nearby.
She was caressing his chest with her hands when he came around to consciousness. After a hiatus to get some strength, he lifted himself out of the lounge, took her hand and led her inside. They played in her bed throughout the night. Fiona retained the glittering decorations. She took her time and let her multiple orgasms flow. Victor was selfless in helping her achieve joy again and again. Victor himself enjoyed two more big ones, once in her womb cowgirl style with her nipple chains swinging and again missionary style when he required a less strenuous buildup to his ultimate release.
The final day of training was spent in critical review of all the lessons. He recommended that she use her best judgment of the pageant rules and customs to determine when and how to display her special silvery hula talents to its greatest advantage. Victor was exhausted from the previous evening and night. They did not fuck or suck at all that day.
Victor was sleeping alone on the last night. At 1AM, his door opened and Fiona entered his room. She went straight to his bed and crawled in beside him. She started slow, barely brushing his body, hoping she could elicit one more erection from him before departing the studio the next morning. She engaged a unwavering effort, letting him take the time he needed to get set. When he finally was ready, she rolled him on top of her and pulled him in. She rocked and rolled her hips, simulating a horizontal hula, as she gyrated her legs around his legs and her genitals around his genitals. Victor hung on through the ride, simply letting the Polynesian beauty finish her time with him in her own cultural style. He completed his last cum of the week inside her.
When he awoke the next morning, she was gone, off to her glamorous life as a world class beauty pageant competitor, leaving him available to help the next young woman learn to achieve a lifelong dream.
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Victor's doorbell rang. He opened to find his latest tutoring subject. She was a brown beauty with shoulder length dreadlocks bound haphazard in a narrow flowered headscarf tied close to her scalp. Dark eyes, dusky smooth face and baggy Reggae clothing completed the look. She handed Victor an envelope and said: "This is my letter of introduction." Victor opened the letter and read:
To: Victor, Senior Pageant Trainer
From: Ms. Smith, Chairwoman, Total Woman Pageants Board of Directors
Subject: Jamie, Contestant for Miss Jamaica
The bearer of this communique is Jamie, the current Miss Jamaica. She is a candidate for this year's Miss Caribbean. She is gifted with intelligence and beauty. She speaks adequate Island English. Total Woman Pageants has been retained by her benefactor to perfect her in every way in order to outclass the competition in the upcoming pageant.
You are at liberty to use any and all means and methods necessary to instill in her the arts and skills demanded both onstage and backstage to win a world class beauty pageant. Please afford her the FULL range of your specialized tutoring. However, if at any time, you find this candidate to be reluctant or recalcitrant, feel free to return her to us without any regret or further obligation. She and her benefactor have been briefed on these terms and conditions and both have agreed in writing.
This Board, her benefactor and especially the pageant judges will truly appreciate your upmost attention to refining her abilities. As always, we thank you for favoring us with your valuable time and labors.
Victor folded the letter and looked over his latest charge. Her bold eyes stared forward, expecting his instructions or dismissal. He stepped out, waved the limousine driver on his way and carried her valises into the studio reception. Returning to the entrance, he ushered the woman inside, closed and locked the door and resigned himself to another long grueling week of work.
Jamie looked around at her accommodations for the coming week. Appearing unimpressed, she eyeballed Victor. He began his usual routine and guided her to the stage for an impromptu interview and once over. She was tall and firm figured, very self-assured by her stature.
"So, Miss Jamaica, why are you here?"
She boldly challenged him. "They told me you would teach me how to win beauty contests."
"And why do you want to win beauty contests? Frankly, you don't seem the type. The women are often shy and meek, needing to build confidence and self-esteem that they think can be gotten through external validation. Look at your stance right now. You look combative. Those are not beauty contest mannerisms. I may just dismiss you now and get it over with."
Jamie's shoulders sagged and her face melted, almost to a sniffle but that was not her style. She held her arms straight down, fists clenched. In between lumps in her throat, her frustrated staccato voice managed to say: "You wouldn't believe how hard and degrading life is for a young woman on the island. There is no gainful employment. Macho Rastafari dudes constantly grab and hit on me, drunken tourists diss' me as a local streggae tramp, expecting me to sell them ganja or cheap casual sex. Winning a beauty contest would be my ticket out, to a larger world where people treat each other with a modicum of dignity. I need your help. Please!"
In all Victor's years, he had not seen such a dichotomy between the image and the substance in a candidate. Inside the rough nugget exterior standing before him was a gemstone screaming to be let out for the world to appreciate. Hell, yes, he would help her. This was a chance of a lifetime for him: his Eliza Doolittle, his My Fair Lady.
Victor offered Jamie a handkerchief. She dried her eyes.
"Jamie, take your things to the guest suite. By the way, what is your talent?"
"I sing reggae. I get some gigs in the clubs when I can. But the audience can be a bit rough."
"Okay, we can work with that. Dinner is at eight. Dress is formal. You will find appropriate clothes in the closet. No more wearing those reggae rags unless we use them as part of your talent routine. Now go along. I'll see you at eight o'clock in the dining room."
At precisely eight o'clock, Victor heard clicking heels approach the dining room. A tall stunning, buxom woman in an ivory white smooth gown turned the corner. Anywhere else he would never have recognized the reggae Jamie that had knocked on his door. Her sheened dreadlocks were coiffed with a silver headband. Her face glowed in perfect makeup. Her white floor length gown draped her like a shroud, split down each side from her swaying hips, revealing shadowy nylon encased legs when she walked. Her boobs jostled adoringly beneath the sheer backless top.
"Jamie, you look fabulous. That is a great choice of dress for your figure."
Jamie smiled shyly. She swashed the tapered fitted skirt panels around with her hands like a young ingénue. Victor the gentleman rose and helped her to be seated. They ate dinner as Victor explained the schedule for the week. Mornings would be spent in exercise and brunch followed by arts and skills training into the afternoon. Late afternoons would be practice Q&A; evenings would dwell upon onstage and runway rehearsals.
Victor was conflicted about the usual way he began the week's work. He usually surprised the sleeping young candidate in her room in the middle of the night with a sudden fuck. He believed a woman who readily accepted an unexpected, uninvited and unfamiliar fuck was a woman who would readily accept uninhibited tutoring. If she didn't, she was free to leave.
However, Jamie had shown spunk and Victor, growing older, was concerned for his own safety. He decided a different, straight forward path was justified.
Victor explained to Jamie his usual first night's way of removing barriers to coaching. He knew she had experienced a rougher but more realistic world on the island. He honestly described why he wouldn't surprise fuck her tonight, including his real concern for his own welfare. Instead, he would observe her commitment to his training methods over the first few days. If either of them was dissatisfied with the progress, they could end the training and she would be free to leave or be dismissed as the situation warranted.
Jamie said "I am committed to readily accepting whatever you choose to offer me. I want to show you right now how prepared I am to accept your offerings."
Jamie stood and unclasped the neck strap of her gown. The dress front fluttered down to hang from her waist. Victor almost choked with admiration when her boobs were exposed to his view. They were smooth, round, firm, pointed, just perfect. Jamie gathered her skirt and the fallen top in her arms and knelt at his feet. She opened his zipper. She extracted his cock and rubbed it, keen on getting it to firm up.
Victor used that simmer time to cup her breasts, running his thumbs over the dark areolas and nubs. Jamie rolled her shoulders encouraging his caresses. She smiled up at him, then turned her head down and descended on his firm-enough-to-get-started erection, taking half of it in on the first suck.
Jamie's tongue and cheeks rubbed Victor's rim and crown. She sucked hard and drew the rest of him in. His gasps of pleasure cheered her further efforts. Victor stared down at the silvery headband holding and decorating Jamie's lustrous dreadlocks. The silver stripe moved near and away from his abdomen as Jamie made long slow strokes. It flashed and glimmered when the strokes became rapid. It stopped and crowded his stomach when he erupted deep in her mouth. The silvery band squirmed while Jamie swallowed, drinking his essence and massaging his cock tip in her throat.
When she couldn't get another drop of sperm to emit from his tip, she unsheathed the rod and rubbed it gently, watching Victor's face resume a calm relaxed look. She licked a few final laps and carefully replaced his cock in his pants.
"I hope that shows my commitment but if there is any doubt, I can demonstrate my total commitment again at any time. Just let me know when, where and how."
"I'll keep that in mind."
Victor lay in his own bed that night staring at the ceiling. Jamie had certainly accepted him as her coach. He hoped he was worthy of her faith in him. He went to sleep with a handle on his own firm commitment to her training.
Morning exercises consisted of weights and stretches. Jamie's sky blue spandex maillot hugged her prodigious body. Solid pastel colors loved Jamie. Victor would use that adulation for the swimsuit and gown selections. Brunch, arts and skills classes and even the Q&A were done with Jamie topless. Her dark on dark brown tones mottled any light. Victor hardly noticed her solid pastel thong and heels. Her breasts had just that right combination of firm and liquid motion to keep Victor in constant stimulation.
At evening stage practice, Jamie modeled every gown and swimsuit, swathed in each piece as if was an integral part of her body. Victor would take frequent opportunities to come onstage, reposition her stance, adjust a strap or demonstrate a walk, any opportunity to touch, fondle or handle her. The sessions sooner or later disintegrated into sexual frolics. Victor would remove some, all or none of her clothes, then Jamie would ride his lap in the director's chair, get mounted by him onstage or play with him outside in the hot tub. Jamie was unrelenting and Victor insatiable.
Despite the time lost to interludes, Jamie was quickly improving her beauty pageant capabilities. Naturally sturdy and energetic from a hard physical life, she learned quickly to sublimate those qualities into poise and grace. Victor was amazed by her progress and proud of her many changes and achievements.
At the last afternoon, Victor sat in front of the stage as Jamie selected some background music for her reggae talent practice. She held the microphone and warmed up with bumps and bounces of her body. They had exchanged the droopy reggae outfit she had arrived in for a pastel colored short skirt and midriff-baring braless half tee. As she sang, and sang very well in Victor's opinion, her body jostled beneath the fabrics as she swayed to the beat. The hard life reggae lyrics contrasted pleasantly with the tempting dream that Jamie could whisk your life's troubles away with a wink, a smile and a stroll to her bed, if only for a night.
And that last night with Victor, that is exactly what Jamie did. She used her body to confirm her faith in his capabilities as a coach and teacher, whisking away his doubts. Victor laid back as the lovely Jamie rode him cowgirl, her skin yet again mottling the soft moonlight as she rose and lowered over him, dreadlocks tumbling gaily from atop her silver banded scalp. That first time, when he cried out his passion, she wanted to find in his face the evidence of his pride in her. She found it in the sequence of his grimace, wilt and smile. He palmed her breasts as she lay forward on him.
During his second and third time that night, Jamie didn't see Victor's expression at orgasm. Her face was next to his ear, tongue licking the appendage as she hugged her breasts tightly to his chest; hugging him until she found her own simultaneous ecstasy in his encompassing arms and thumping groin.
Victor awoke. Jamie was still there. She had been watching him sleep. She hated the thought of leaving. But this was a profession relationship. They both knew it had to end this morning. Victor gently pushed her from the bed. She preened in the bath and emerged dressed as she arrived in her droopy reggae clothes. She walked out the door and left Victor with an opening and closing image of a woman hardened by her life style. But in between those times, she had shown him a dream where that woman could whisk your life's troubles away with a wink, a smile and a stroll to her bed, if only for a week.
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Victor's doorbell rang. He opened to find his latest tutoring subject. She was a buxom goddess with dark hair, blue eyes, rosy cheeks, wearing a diaphanous translucent harem costume. It revealed her entire barefoot body as she wore nothing else underneath. She handed Victor an envelope and said "This is my letter of introduction." Victor opened the letter and read:
To: Victor, Senior Pageant Trainer
From: Ms. Smith, Chairwoman, Total Woman Pageants Board of Directors
Subject: Moryha of the Crown Prince's Harem, in line to become the Royal Consort
The bearer of this communique is Moryha, a member of the Crown Prince's Royal Harem. For political reasons, the Queen Mother has made arrangements for the Crown Prince to marry a clan chief's daughter who will then become the official Royal Princess. Moryha will become the Royal Consort. She is gifted with intelligence and beauty. She speaks adequate English. Total Woman Pageants has been retained by the Crown Prince to perfect her in every way for a life as his Royal Consort.
You are at liberty to use any and all means and methods necessary to instill in her the arts and skills demanded of life at court. Please afford her the FULL range of your specialized tutoring. However, if at any time, you find her to be a reluctant or recalcitrant, feel free to return her to us without any regret or further obligation. She and the Crown Prince have been briefed on these terms and conditions and both have agreed in writing.
This Board, His Royal Highness and the especially the Crown Prince will truly appreciate your upmost attention to refining her abilities. As always, we thank you for favoring us with your valuable time and labors.
Victor folded the letter and looked over his latest charge. She was standing with eyes down, waiting his instructions or dismissal. He stepped out, waved the limousine driver on his way. He found no valises; Moryha came just as she was without any luggage. He ushered the woman inside, closed and locked the door and resigned himself to another long grueling week of work.
Moryha stood passively waiting his direction. Victor walked around her and fingered the translucent gown, examining it and the delightfully featured woman inside it. He found what he was looking for, untied the drawstrings and lowered the garment off of her. He cupped her breasts from behind, finding them firm but fluid with conical caps and stiff nubs on the large brown nipples. He patted her round ass, soft but muscled in the rump and legs. Her abdomen was flat.
Victor was already hard after only a few moments acquaintance with this woman. Coming to her front, pressing down on her shoulders, he pushed her into a kneeling and then back into a prone position on the carpet. He unclasped and lowered his pants.
Positioning himself between her spread thighs, Victor lay over Moryha and adjusted his cock to her cunt lips. He pressed, tapping in, an inch at a time. When he was half way in, Moryha reached out, grasping his butt cheeks and helped pull him towards her core. When firmly seated, he braced his straightened arms on the floor and raised his head to gaze in her blue eyes. He started the interview.
"Moryha, do you know why you are here?"
"My Prince wishes me to become the perfect Royal Consort. I am to follow your orders without question so I can learn to be that perfect consort."
"Very good. How much training in the ways of pleasure have you had?"
Victor felt Moryha ripple her vagina muscles around his embedded erection. She raised her chest and shimmied her shoulders beneath him. Her firm breasts jiggled, brushing her erect nipples against his chest. She lifted one eyebrow as she lay back. Her eyes shone a little brighter. Victor felt his cock grow larger.
"The older women of the Harem taught me some simple pleasures like that. But I need to know much more if I am to satisfy the Prince. Did you feel my simple pleasures? Did they please you?"
"Yes, and I will teach you much more. What do you have for artistic talents?
"I can belly dance. Would you like to see me belly dance?"
"Yes, later, but for now, that concludes your initial interview. Now, we must finish your initial assessment. Help me with that."
Victor began pumping long slow strokes, rubbing all along the inside of Moryha, exploring her vagina with his knob and rim. He pulled almost completely out and stimulated her vagina lips with his crown. He drove deep feeling her cervix touch his tip. He heard her gasp when he found and fluttered on her G spot with his crown. That was a good sign.
Having completed his initial inventory, Victor settled in for the conclusion to this introduction of his methods. He ran his cock in and out, getting more energetic as he went. Her nipples continued to buff his chest as he moved more rapidly, bumping her body beneath him. She palmed his butt cheeks, pulling and assisting his access. He twisted higher and surged his torrent into her womb, collapsed on her, panting. She fingered his back, little lazy swipes while he recovered.
Victor dismounted and stood, waiting for Moryha to stand and collect her discarded body veil. Victor led her to the guest suite. He asked her to find suitable clothing in the closet. He wanted her dressed respectfully for the rest of the week, no more transparent harem covers.
Victor waited in the studio main room for Moryha's arts and skills training. She entered barefoot, wearing pastel veils around her upper chest and low on her hips. Her hair was covered with a jeweled net, jeweled strands suspended that swashed her neck as she moved her head. She wore ankle and wrist bands with small disks that clinked when shaken, reminiscent of a tambourine sound.
She found the music center and selected a song of Middle Eastern female vocals with a heavy, slow beat. She mounted the stage and began saying to the tempo, performing a sensual belly dance with hip pops and figure eights, chest shimmies and twirls. As she shook and rotated her hips, her top became loose at her neck and slipped down. Moryha shimmied some more and it fell until the neckline was hung up over her round boobs, just above the nipples. She turned her back on Victor, letting the garment slip and fall. She bent backwards, placing her hands behind her on the floor in front of Victor. Her rounded breasts were jostling on the shelf of her chest as she looked into Victor's eyes, upside down. The inverted strands of the jeweled hair piece scraped the stage floor. She shimmied to give her tits great sideways shakes. Victor felt his groin tingle.
She righted herself and turned to face him. She snaked her arms skyward, wrists rotating and fingers curled. Her boobs changed to a rounder shape as they were elevated higher on her frame. She turned 360, popping her hips as she rotated. The jiggling chest orbs moved out of Victor's line of vision behind her turning body then reappeared on the other side. After the second turn, the waist band had loosened and the veil style skirt was slipping lower. Victor saw her taut abdomen under-V emerge above the sinking garment. The skirt hit the floor. Victor felt another tingle in his groin.
Moryha snaked her arms downward and advanced off the stage. She swirled her arms around his neck and brought her perfect lips to his for a dewy kiss. Victor stood as they maintained the liplock. He put one arm around her back, the other under her knees and carried her to bed.
That first night, Victor learned more about Moryha as he familiarized himself with her body: mouth, cunt, hands, and breasts, nothing left unexplored. He awoke exhausted and it was only the first day. He was getting too old for this kind of grind but his heart and libido weren't listening to his aged body.
Back on stage a few days later, Moryha went through another belly dance routine. The past days had been spent with Moryha listening intently as Victor explained the various ways she could and must please the Crown Prince. They had practiced oral and hand sex, letting Moryha get familiar and comfortable with receiving the male offerings. Moryha now writhed topless on the stage, on her knees, shaking every shakable part of her anatomy. Victor was taking careful mental notes to critique and modify her moves.
Moryha descended to her back, pumping her hips vertically as she shimmied her shoulders laterally. The beads and jingles she wore made a pleasant background to the light flute music emanating from the sound system. As the music wound down, Victor mounted the stage. He straddled her abdomen and captured the sides of her trembling boobs. He lay himself between and pressed her mounds together around his stiffness. Moryha was carrying perspiration sheen from her dance. It was adequate lubrication as Victor stroked himself in her cleavage.
Moryha lay tired and quiescent after her recent dance exercises. But she still helped Victor by taking over the side compression duties. That left Victor's hands free to play with her nipples. Moryha had donned jeweled clamps to each one. Victor squeezed them tighter, pinching her nubs in the steel jaws. Moryha grimaced and then relaxed, acquiescing to even these most bizarre aspects of Victor's training. In exchange for a life of luxury, Moryha had chosen this path but who knew what zests of arousal the Crown Price would require of her. Better to be fully prepared than be surprised.
Victor maintained his grip and wobbled the tits by the nipples, continuing his strokes. His cock was assaulted by rubs, vibrations, bumps and bounces. His groin struck the base of her boobs and sent waves of flesh swashing up and down her chest. The sensations for Moryha bordered on pain but she didn't complain or hesitate to help.
Victor was breathing harder and she hoped he was approaching climax and the end of the abuse of her breasts. Her hopes were partially fulfilled when he growled and spurted his cream on her neck and chin. She squealed but continued the wobble and side pressure. At eruption, Victor had heaved upward, bracing himself by her stretched nipples, as his back tightened into an orgasmic arch.
Calm of sorts was regained as Victor panted down and Moryha endured the pain, awaiting his spasms to recede. She tolerated the throbbing in her nipples; they hurt but were not damaged as far as she could tell. Victor whooshed out a sigh and rolled off her chest. Moryha relaxed her hold on her tits and finger stirred the white milky pools on her neck cavity, licking her sticky fingertip. The taste was salty warm; same as the errant spurt she had just licked from her lips. Victor simply stood and departed for his bedroom, letting Moryha make her own way to her rest. Moryha wiped up the sperm with her fingers and licked it all off before heading to her own suite.
Next day, Victor and Moryha talked about the pain during the boobjob. Moryha wanted to be prepared for anything the Prince desired of her. Victor recognized that control and dominance would be ingrained in any future monarch. They should explore this area now to fully acclimate Moryha.
That evening, Victor stood in the middle of a room full of wooden, leather and steel contraptions and accessories. He wore tight black leather shorts open in front to expose his genitals. Beside him was a table full of gadgets. Moryha wore a stylish dress with all the accoutrements. Her hair was done up in a fashionable bun, with earrings, makeup and heels reminiscent of a formal soiree.
Victor took some apparatus off the table.
"Moryha, these are wrist cuffs. Remove your fancy bracelets and we'll replace them with these." He took the jewelry from her and placed it in a felt lined jewelry box. She lifted her bare wrists to him and he wrapped them in leather bands with embedded iron rings. Moryha rolled her wrists to inspect her new ornaments. Victor poked a finger between her skin and the leather to check for a snug fit, ensuring that they would not slip off over her hands. Victor selected a larger band similar to the wrist bands. He removed her sparkly necklace and placed it in the jewelry box. He selected another piece of leather from the table.
"This is your collar. Fortunately your hair is up. It will be easy to don it. But if you are being prepared elsewhere, some other time in the future, you may need to raise your hair to assist with your binding. Raise your chin, please."
Moryha tilted her face higher as Victor clipped the leather ends behind her head. He drew the buckle tight and checked for fit, this time to ensure she could breathe, pant or holler as needed when the time came. Last he pulled a pair of shiny black heels from the table and dropped them to the floor. Moryha bent to the task, removing her elegant heels and placing her feet into the sturdier heels with their broad ankle straps. She buckled the straps and stood tall again. Victor bent and checked the fit, adding small locks to the clasps, securing them so that only a key would release them.
Victor helped Moryha remove her earrings and placed those with the necklace and bracelets in the jewelry box. He guided her by the arm around the room, letting her test and get accustomed to the restraint heels. She stepped small and long. They paused again before the table. Victor selected a dual clip iron ring. He turned Moryha's back to him and drew her limp armed wrists behind her, fastening the wristbands together. Moryha tested the range of the clips and found them secure as well.
Victor found the clasp at the top of the dress's back zipper and lowered the tab. The dress panels tumbled open revealing Moryha's brassiere backstrap. He lowered more and revealed the waist band of her panties. Task complete, he turned her by her shoulders to face him.
At this point Victor would have used scissors to cut the shoulder straps. But for training purposes, he had ordered the dress made with clip closures at the shoulders. He duly slipped the clasps and pulled the garment down Moryha's body, exposing her bra, panties and stockings. She stepped out of the expensive dress and he laid it aside. Underwear was less costly and easily replaced. Those would not be as gently handled.
Victor selected a folding utility knife from the table. He slid the blade beneath Moryha's bra strap. A quick slice and it parted with an elastic pop. The other strap followed. Her breasts sagged slightly with the loss of support. Victor took a circuit around Moryha and stopped again in front. The knife made quick work of the thin strip between the cups and the cut bra fell to the floor. He had seen this view before but still admired the beauty of her boobs. He patted up against the bottom of each orb to watch the reactive ripples in the globes.
Victor decided to place Moryha in suspension before any more undressing, not that there was that much more to go. He backed her against a square post frame in the center of the room. Victor reached behind her, bumping her chest to his and unclipped the wrists, reattaching each to an upper corner of the frame. Moryha was in a Y stance. Victor knelt and attached each ankle to a lower corner. Moryha was now in an X stance. He gathered a blindfold from the table.
"It is best for your excitement if you hear and feel but not see the next preparations."
Victor fastened the folded black cloth over her eyes and behind her head after losing her hairdo and letting the tresses fall down her back. He palmed her pantie covered cameltoe, rubbing the damp silk. Moryha gave a low breath at the contact.
Victor retrieved the knife. He slid it under the side hip panel of the panties and sliced the left side. The severed panties folded forward but not off her groin. He matched that cut with another on the right. The panties fell more but not off, adhering to her wet cunt lips. Victor peeled them the rest of the way off and tossed them aside.
Other than Moryha's deep breaths, the room was silent. Victor quietly traded the knife for a silver bullet vibrating dildo. He snuck close and placed the probe an inch from her groin. He switched it on at the same instant he touched her clit. The buzz sound and touch of cold metal startled Moryha. She hopped in the restraints but Victor anticipated the move and held the vibrator against her elusive clitoris. Moryha cried out. Victor worried the buzzing tip around her rosy flesh, getting more gallops and whoops from the woman. He kept at it until she tired and slowed.
Victor removed the probe but let it buzz in the air near her groin. When Moryha had stopped wiggling in her cuffs, he positioned the buzzing tool beneath her and pushed it up her vaginal tract. Her moisture was plentiful and he slid the probe upward in one motion until it bumped against the top end of Moryha's tunnel. It was hard to maintain that contact as she jumped and jogged from the intense sensations but Victor had learned from his experiences with previous young women how to follow the wild gyrations. He performed his duties well.
This time, Moryha howled out long and hard and Victor recognized her orgasmic cries. She collapsed in the restraints, weight held by the wrists cuffs, head hanging on her palpitating chest, boobs rising and falling with her slackening breaths. Victor moved back to the table to allow her time for rest and recovery. When she raised her blindfolded face to front again, he returned to her.
Victor licked his flattened tongue on her left boob from underside, over the nipple to the top. He repeated with the right tit. He palmed the fleshy masses, kneading and pinching, gripping and squeezing, not so much to excite Moryha as simply displaying his ability to fondle her at will while she was restrained.
During his oral caresses of Moryha's tits, Victor's stiff cock wagged against her cunt lips, slightly distended by the handling and peaking. He chose to proceed with his own pleasure, bent his knees and drove himself up into her welcoming receptacle. He brushed a few stray strands behind before gripping his teeth on her neck and his hands behind her back. Her wetted boobs flattened into his chest. He thrust his hips as the rest of his body held her still. Victor prodded her with short strokes and it wasn't long before he pumped his essence into her. He clung to her body while his panting abated.
Stepping back, Victor shuffled to the table and retrieved nipple clamps from the jewelry box. He twisted one nipple until the nub stiffened. Carefully, aligning the clamp, he let the spring clips fasten on the little flesh cylinder. Moryha gasped and shook her shoulders trying to dislodge the cold metal pinching her nip.
Victor removed her blindfold so Moryha could see the shiny metal compressed on her throbbing nipple. Victor then raised the other clamp and rotated it in his fingers before her face. Moryha saw Victor move it to her other nipple and stifled a sob. Victor used a roll of his fingers to raise the nub. Moryha held her breath, awaiting the sting. Victor waited her out until she exhaled. The spring closed its levers on the nipple before Moryha could completely recover her inhale. She let out a yelp. Victor backed off. He checked the fit and security of her four cuffs.
"Moryha, I'm tired and now must rest. I will return for more of this lesson when I have regained some energy."
Victor left her suspended as he headed out the door.
"When? When are you coming back?" she called out.
Victor closed the door and left her alone, suspended, nipple clamped without reply.
Victor awoke in his bed refreshed from a few hours nap. He trudged back to the room containing Moryha and her riggings. She may have dozed off but unlikely. She raised her head when he entered. He checked her nipples. They were redder than before but did not appear marked. He opened the springs and put them in the jewelry box. He returned with a silver leash which he attached to the ring on the front of her collar. He knew that the sting of returned blood flow was unpleasant for Moryha. Victor finger snapped the newly freed nipple nubs. She squeezed her eyes shut but never whimpered.



Victor released her ankle cuffs first, then the wrists. She was wobbly on her heels. He held her arm tightly so she wouldn't topple. When she appeared steady, he took the leash and led her out of the room, down the hallway to her suite, his anticipation already stiffening his cock.
Victor led her to the bed and lay her face down on the comforter with her legs off the side of the mattress. Their next fuck would be from behind. He was considerate of her hurting chest and allowed her the luxury of cushioning her discomfort on the soft covers. He jolted the inside of her heels to spread her ankles and thighs wider. Laying over her, he aligned and pushed in. Victor tapped, tapped and pushed, but was rebuffed. Moryha was slow to lubricate after her suspension ordeal.
Victor climbed off and rounded the bed. He kneed up on the mattress in front of Moryha, gripped her hair in both hands, yanked up her face and put his cock tip at her lips. She understood. She kissed and licked his knob, transferring saliva to his erection. Using the hair grips, Victor pulled Moryha's head onto his cock and probed inside to help spread the wetness all along his shaft.
Dismounting the bed, he rounded back to behind Moryha and tried again. This trial met with much better success and he was soon ensconced deep within her vagina. He had good leverage and balance so took his time running long strokes the full distance available. The time passed with his cock feeling wonderful tight caresses in her soft warmth. His orgasm washed over him as he jetted into her womb. He lay on her back and rested as his erection shrank and fell out.
Victor unlocked the collar, cuffs and heels, leaving Moryha naked and facedown on her bed. Victor returned to his bed for a night's rest.
At dawn, Moryha crept into Victor's room and climbed into his bed. He had been awake before she entered but did not greet or stop her. She swept back the covers and handled his prick to semi-hardness. She lapped it from base to tip and back again. Victor watched as she took him into her mouth. He groaned as she descended and sucked hard. He growled when he approached his cum and cried out when it arrived. Moryha was happy to get one more chance at the salty sweet savor. She would leave this morning. This last blowjob was a good culmination to her training and a good launch to her new life as the future Crown Prince Consort.
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Victor's doorbell rang. He opened to find his latest tutoring subject. She was more petite than the usual candidates. Her pixie cut blond hair hung over her eyes and barely covered her neck. Her petite build was offset by modest firm breasts with nipples poking at the tight gym teeshirt and a trim ass under silky gym shorts. She handed Victor an envelope and said "This is my letter of introduction." Victor opened the letter and read:
To: Victor, Senior Pageant Trainer
From: Ms. Smith, Chairwoman, Total Woman Pageants Board of Directors
Subject: Romysha, Miss Romania, Contestant for Miss Europe
The bearer of this communique is Romysha, the current Miss Romania. She is a candidate for this year's Miss Europe. She is gifted with intelligence and beauty. She speaks adequate English. Total Woman Pageants has been retained by her benefactor to perfect her in every way in order to outclass the competition in the upcoming pageant.
You are at liberty to use any and all means and methods necessary to instill in her the arts and skills demanded both onstage and backstage to win a world class beauty pageant. Please afford her the FULL range of your specialized tutoring. However, if at any time, you find this candidate to be a reluctant or recalcitrant, feel free to return her to us without any regret or further obligation. She and her benefactor have been briefed on these terms and conditions and both have agreed in writing.
This Board, her benefactor and especially the pageant judges will truly appreciate your upmost attention to refining her abilities. As always, we thank you for favoring us with your valuable time and labors.
Victor folded the letter and looked over his latest charge. She was standing with eyes down, waiting his instructions or dismissal. He stepped out, waved the limousine driver on his way and carried her valises into the studio reception. Returning to the entrance, he ushered the woman inside, closed and locked the door and resigned himself to another long grueling week of work.
Romysha stood with hands folded in front, looking up at Victor through her blond bangs. Victor motioned her to an easy chair and began the interview.
"Miss Romania, why are you here?"
"I want to train for the beauty contests with the same dedication that I applied to becoming a champion gymnast. I know every victory requires hard work and training."
"Very well, we will discuss this more later. Come to dinner at eight o'clock, formally dressed."
Romysha wore a cute little sleeveless black dress that molded her compact shape. Her hair, makeup, jewelry and heels were the perfect accessories. She looked very attractive in athletic chic, subtly showing her healthy physique. Victor explained the program of morning exercise, healthy brunch, skills training, current events afternoons and stage practice in the evenings. He sent her to bed, indicating that they would start her program tomorrow.
At 1AM on the morrow, Victor awoke to start Romysha's training. He crossed the hall fingering his growing erection and unlocked the door to her suite. He smeared his stiff cock with a gob of lubricant as he walked to the bed and climbed in, resting on his knees behind her. Romysha was sleeping on her stomach. He lifted her hips and folded her legs into a front lying squat, lining up for entry into her cunt. No talk, no request, just taking command. Romysha woke and looked over her shoulder as Victor aligned her derriere and tapped his knob at her cunt lips. He pushed gently but steadily, apprehensive that her petite size might not accommodate his grander size. He sheathed himself to her cries of incredulity. She feared the same size differential. He fit but barely, her pressure around his rod noteworthy.
When he was fully enclosed within her, he drew her back up against his chest, using the modest boobs as grips to hug her tight. Victor pumped without regard to her reluctance, finally erupting in her womb. He withdrew and pushed her off of him.
Standing beside the bed, he said "This demonstrates that I am in charge and you will follow my instructions in everything unquestioned. It's for your own good and I am here to help you. Understood? Tomorrow, you will tell me whether you will follow my training methods or would rather leave now. Get some sleep. We start early and the days will be long." He returned to his room and slept the remainder of the night.
In the morning, Romysha acknowledged his control and agreed to be a compliant student.
"It's more than I anticipated but if that's what it takes for me to learn the complete set of skills, then teach me all you know. I will follow your instructions willingly."
The week proceeded smoothly. The exercises for the little gymnast were perfunctory. Her knowledge of current events was tempered by the closed nature of her society, still recovering from decades of communist dictatorship. She sounded as if she was parroting the party line. The evenings were spent in model walks and poses, trying various gowns and swimsuits in the quest for her personal perfect look. She learned how to be discreetly coy, flashing a nipple or her crotch, displaying a lack of undergarments. They worked on making it seem accidental, titillation for the judges and audience, bettering her scores.
During one session, while Victor was onstage with Romysha, she stumbled when her dress caught on her heel. The sudden wrench yanked the precariously fastened top half down her torso. Victor caught her as she fell against him, one hand cupping her bare boob. He righted her but maintained the boob contact. Romysha looked up at Victor looking down at her. The kiss came naturally; as did what followed. Victor gathered her up in his arms and took her to the stage front sofa. He lay her down and removed the rest of the already half removed gown. She drew him in for another kiss. He was kneeling over her body.
Victor's kisses started at Romysha's lips, pecked her chin, bussed deeply in her neck well, licked her sternum and finally covered the far nipple. He opened wide and sucked lots of firm flesh into his mouth, picking the elongating nipple in his teeth. Victor pulled up. Romysha's tit formed a symmetrical cone atop her prone chest. He freed it from his tooth grip and it snapped back to a rounded torus with a pointy tip. He captured and pulled again. He tried the other nipple and got the same result. Her nubs were prominent and her nipples enflamed with the blood flowing to the objects of his attention. Romysha's eyes squinted in her pleasure. Victor wanted to delay further action until later to really give her his full attention, maybe overnight in his bed.
"We need to return to your practices. We have a tight schedule to keep."
Victor rose to end the petting and resume practice but Romysha stopped him with a hand behind his neck.
"Please...can we finish this practice first?"
Victor considered Romysha's tight schedule. Then he considered Romysha's tight pussy. Victor decided a short break would be okay. He tugged his pants down and exposed his cock. She stroked it as he moved over her spreading legs. He positioned and pushed. She rolled her hips up to help the angle and pulled on his ass. In one long cooperative effort, Victor smoothly went the distance to the other end of her vagina, butting against her cervix. 'God, she's so tight' he thought. They kissed as they fucked. Their pecks and strokes were not in synch with the timing of their genital strokes but they were effective nonetheless. They played tongue tag, groin bump and then came together, their orgasms washing over them. That was the first of many more intermissions during the following days' dress rehearsals.
The skills and talents training also went well; Romysha demonstrated amazing grace and flexibility. Daytimes, Victor had her practice gymnastic routines in the nude beside the pool. She walked the balance beam, on her feet and on her hands. She skipped, jumped and tumbled on the deck. Whenever her legs scissored over her head, her little pink pussy flashed a 'hello' to Victor, who was just as naked and watching from his seat at a table.
Romysha was rolling through a parallel bars routine when Victor felt the urge. She was swinging upside down, knees hooked over a bar. He approached as she paused, upside down, and put his tumescence near her face. She reached out, pulled him in, hugged his hips and swallowed his cock down her inverted throat. Victor leaned in and kissed and licked the proffered pussy lips. Her routine had generated perspiration which added salty sweetness to the musky emollients delighting his tongue.
Victor hugged her waist, supporting her in case she swooned and lost her cling to the bar. Romysha felt him lift her weight and curled her thighs forward to rest on his shoulders, locking ankles behind his head. She bent her legs and drew his mouth in closer to her lower orifice. He dove his tongue in deeper.
At his age, Victor wasn't the stud he used to be. He would be unable to finish standing up while holding a woman unaided, even one as petite as Romysha. He straddle walked over to the table with her still engaged on his cock. Laying her on it, with her head hanging over the edge, he had her in decent alignment for a in-depth throat fucking. He plowed ahead, never losing his face contact with Romysha's rosy maw.
After watching the little gymnast give it her all, Victor was set to give her his all. He used his full repertoire to get the most satisfaction for himself. He employed strokes, pauses, deep buries, flutters and rams to receive pleasure from her mouth, tongue and tonsils. She moaned at the power of his fucking, swallowing, glazing his knob with those vocal vibrations. He shook his head loose from her leg lock, raised his head and closed his eyes. He growled as he pulsed, hosing sperm straight to her stomach.
They lazed on the chaise lounge, Victor face up, Romysha face down on top of him, her lips against his neck, kissing and cooing. Their afterglow sluggishly faded into serenity, their diminishing intensity emulating the vanishing hues of the setting sun. Victor rousted his charge to go inside. They padded to her guest suite where they showered off the redolence of sweat and fuck. Barely dressed, they ate dinner and retired early.
Victor led her to his bedroom where they spend the rest of the night on last minute fine-tuning of Romysha's sucking and fucking skills until Victor was too exhausted to continue. He awoke alone in the morning. Romysha had departed for her new life of glamour on the New Frontiers of the old Eastern Bloc.



        Total Woman Pageants 06

        North America: Mrs Texas, Tricia.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/total-woman-pageants-06

Title: Total Woman Pageants 06

Author: bhuff

Category: Novels and Novellas

Description: North America: Mrs Texas, Tricia.

Tags: boobs, fetish, tits, music, bondage, breasts, contest, gown, blowjob, singing

Series: Total Woman Pageants


Victor's doorbell rang. He opened to find his latest tutoring subject. She wore a leather neck collar with silver rings peeking beneath her shoulder length red tresses. Her outfit was a tight fitting sleeveless black dress, cut low in the cleavage and high on her thighs. Her strappy black heels held ankle rings with little locks for closures. She carried her overnight bag in both hands in front, as if further shielding her dress obscured pussy. The wrists cuffs held rings also. She handed Victor an envelope and said "This is my letter of introduction." Victor opened the letter and read:
To: Victor, Senior Pageant Trainer
From: Ms. Smith, Chairwoman, Total Woman Pageants Board of Directors
Subject: Tricia, Mrs Texas, Contestant for Mrs North America
The bearer of this communique is Tricia, the current Mrs Texas. She is a candidate for this year's Mrs North America. She is gifted with intelligence and beauty. Total Woman Pageants has been retained by her benefactor to perfect her in every way in order to outclass the competition in the upcoming pageant.
You are at liberty to use any and all means and methods necessary to instill in her the arts and skills demanded both onstage and backstage to win a world class beauty pageant. Please afford her the FULL range of your specialized tutoring. However, if at any time, you find this candidate to be a reluctant or recalcitrant, feel free to return her to us without any regret or further obligation. She and her benefactor have been briefed on these terms and conditions and both have agreed in writing.
This Board, her benefactor and especially the pageant judges will truly appreciate your upmost attention to refining her abilities. As always, we thank you for favoring us with your valuable time and labors.
Victor folded the letter and looked over his latest charge. She was standing with eyes down, waiting his instructions or dismissal. He stepped out, waved the limousine driver on his way and ushered the woman inside, closed and locked the door and resigned himself to another long grueling week of work.
Tricia stood in the room still clutching her overnight bag in front of her. Victor took the bag, opened it and found numerous toys, restraints and scraps of fabric. He rummaged and found the key for the locks and restraints and pocketed it. He dropped the bag and surveyed his latest assignment, wiping his palm on her hips and torso as he strolled around her. Stopping behind, he found the zipper tab under her shoulder length hair and drew it downward. Her black bra strap and thong waist band appeared in the gap.
"Remove the dress, please."
Tricia took the shoulder straps over her arms and to the floor. Her bra was a pushup, and pushup it did, into a wondrous creamy valley of freckled flesh. She was not fat but carried more body weight than the usual younger woman contestant. Her hips were trapped in a thong that was a size too small, cameltoe conspicuous. Victor thought training her might be a challenge but one he relished.
"Stand straight, eyes forward, hands clasped behind your back, don't move, and just answer my questions. Now, why are you here?"
"My husband has left me because he thinks I am inadequate. The Mrs North America pageant is in a few weeks; it's a fetish and bondage competition. Winning it is the start of my plan to get him back. I am here to learn how to succeed at these special types of contests."
Victor ran his finger over her cameltoe, pressing into the softness under the thong. He strolled around her again, patting her soft exposed ass cheeks. He toyed with the wrist cuffs, testing their strength and tautness on her arms. He discovered they were locked on. He checked the clasp on her collar and was unsurprised to discover that it also locked. He walked around and knelt in front of her. The heels were tall and, again, were locked on. He examined the cameltoe closely from this optimum vantage point. He detected the odor of her musk.
Standing, he walked one more circuit and stopped behind her. He leaned in close to her ear.
"Go to the guest suite and settle in. Dinner is at eight o'clock in the dining room. Dress is formal. We will discuss your schedule and training program for the week. Don't be late."
With that, he slapped her ass and sent her to her room.
Victor was sipping his cocktail as Tricia floated into the dining room. Of course, she still wore the locked collar, cuffs and heels; their key was currently suspended on the bead neck chain under Victor's shirt, readily available if he should need it. She had found a light blue gown, the color matched her eyes. The front draped her cleavage with folds and scallops, allowing hints of her braless nipple bumps under the shrouding fabric. It was smooth across her waists and hips, displaying no panty line. The skirt was split up the back of her legs so she could stride rather than shuffle in her heels. Her collar and wrist rings held short jewelry chains to match her silver chain ear baubles.
As she walked towards him, her breasts jostled freely under the dress. Her silvery jewelry chains glittered in the soft light and her red mane bounced gently. Victor helped her sit. As they ate, they discussed the week ahead. Victor wanted her to exercise each morning before a light brunch. The early afternoon would be skills training, the rest of the day reserved for presentation and display skills training. He expected her to keep him company in his bed overnight. Tricia gave her complete consent to the agenda.
"Other than fetish roles, what are your arts and talents?"
"I love music. I sing a little and play several instruments: violin, oboe and piano."
"Good variety. We will see what we can do with those combined in a fetish program. Now let's break the ice and properly start the week. "
Victor stood and gave her a hand up. He turned her to face the table and leaned her over it. He gathered her split skirt and draped the panels aside her hips, exposing her bare ass. Victor unzipped and dropped his pants. He knocked his shoes against the inside of her heels, signaling her to spread her legs wider. She complied unspoken. He fingered her slit, finding it moist, ready for him. He was certainly ready for her.
His knob slid in easily, and then the shaft followed until his lower belly was warmed by contact with the bare flesh of her ass cheeks. He put a hand on her head, pressing down to lay her cheek against the table cloth. Her eyes were closed; her boobs compressed to splay out as squished roundettes on the underside of her torso. He pulled and pushed back into her tunnel. She moaned. Victor was enjoying the warm wetness enclosing his erection. His first with a woman was always a delightful adventure as he reconnoitered the differences between the individual contestants. Nothing about Tricia was as yet unpleasing. He continued the trek.
Victor had been a long time between matings and he was not his usual resilient self. Too soon he came inside Tricia and thereby launched the beginning of her week of practice and training. Preliminaries accomplished, he dismissed her to her suite, told her to prepare herself. He would join her there later tonight.
Tricia rose, smoothed her garb and exited. Victor remained and enjoyed the rest of his coffee and dessert, his second dessert as it were.
Victor entered her suite nude. Tricia could not remove her restraints without his key, but she had removed all else. She lay in bed, turned on her side to watch his approach into her suite. Her red waves of hair hung askew around the back of her head. Her makeup dark eyes, partially obscured by her bangs, rosy high cheek bones and bright red lipstick were crinkled in a Mona Lisa smile of shy welcome. Her large round breasts hung sidewise and were shelved on an arm almost buried beneath the masses. The nipples appeared larger; Tricia had used rouge to enhance their size and color in contrast to her lightly freckled skin. Her waist formed a swale between her shoulders and hips, abdomen bulls-eyed by her navel. Her cunt was bare, forming an inviting V between her thighs. Her long legs stretched to her strappy black bondage heels.
Victor felt his cock jump. Tricia saw the judder. Rather than assume she was the cause, she thought it might just be his movement across the room. Victor came to the edge of the bed and poked his hardness at her chin. She maneuvered her jaw into a proper angle and licked.
Victor maneuvered his fingers under Tricia's boobs. He hefted the masses together in one hand and bounced them, feeling their weight. His other hand fingered her clit. Tricia licked and kissed his cock, but only the tip and knob. She had not received an invitation to go further. Victor buried his fingers in her vagina: one at first plumbing shallow depths, then two in a finger scissoring movement and then three with rotating half hands inside. Her walls were supple and ridged, ready to provide a slippery burnishing to his rod. And Victor's rod was aching for a good burnishing; but first things first.
Victor held her head by her wavy locks and pushed his growing groin stiffness past her red lips. Tricia ran her tongue all over the surface, mentally tracking the route, trying to touch every spot. Victor noted and appreciated the courtesy Tricia showed in trying to learn as much about him as quickly as possible. A week can sometimes fly by without a proper introduction.
Victor pulled out, both fingers and cock. He stroked Tricia's flank and pushed her hips to roll her on her back. He climbed in and lay on his side next to Tricia. His fingers twitched at her rouged nipples. She stared at the ceiling, then didn't as she closed her eyes. Victor palmed the breast fully. Victor closed his eyes also...and fell asleep.
Victor woke as he felt Tricia's fingers circling his knob. They lay as they had when they dozed off. His cock re-hardened in response to her ministrations. He kneaded both tits in succession, interchanging grabs, slaps and pinches until her nipples and her moans hardened in reply.
Rested, invigorated and aroused, Victor crawled atop Tricia, scooted up her body, over her mounds and demanded re-entry. She was most welcoming. His cock hit the back of her mouth before he was fully settled and braced. She explored him some more with her tongue. Finding much the same as before, she palmed his butt cheeks and dragged him in further, avoiding the gag reflex by swallowing quickly, over and over. Victor groaned his orgasm and gave her something to swallow. What was it with this woman that got him so high and so low so quickly and repeatedly? She was a rollercoaster of passion.
When he was down from his cum, he took Tricia's wrist restraints and locked them together at the bedhead. He locked her ankles together at the bedfoot. He left enough slack so she could bend her knees lying sideways. Victor spooned her delectable ass, palmed a handful of tit and dozed off again.
The following morning and into the afternoon, Tricia exercised, brunched and practiced her musical instruments, all topless and wearing her restraints, though not restrained. Victor had taken violin and piano lessons as a youth. He could tell she was accomplished. She said she had performed violin and oboe in amateur and semi-professional orchestras. Nothing further developed and she lost interest when she dedicated all her time to her now estranged husband. She relished the thought of finding her musical interest again.
Victor liked the piano pieces but the violin and oboe pieces haunted him. The quiet shrill of the notes gave him goose bumps, they were that sweet. The melodies made him reminisce his long past youth. It got his ardor up again and he quenched it there and then in Tricia's cunt right on stage.
During the evening, Tricia modeled fetish and bondage costumes. There were the usual: teachers, secretaries, nuns, and tavern wenches; all vanilla to Victor. He was attentive to Tricia's necessary wardrobe alterations. Fingers pried under bras and panties to check for fit, corsets were tightened beyond reason, blindfolds tested for blockage and gags tested for sound muffling. Spanks worked best for the sound tests.
Tricia modeled a nun's habit for Victor that he had sliced in front so the black cloak flapped, as she approached, flapped open to expose her full frontal nudity underneath. Her fully covered head bobbed as she practiced a blowjob on him while he sat in a red cushioned bishop's arm chair wearing modified red robes that left his groin uncovered.
For the secretary and teacher routines, Victor dressed Tricia in blouse and skirts without underwear, and then sat in a school or office chair as she rode his lap, his cock buried in her cunt and his face buried in her cleavage. Tricia the tavern wench leaned over and took his bare bottom spankings before he ripped off her flimsy top and drilled her from behind on hands and knees.
The exhibitions and routines were still just not enough to win a fetish competition. They needed a show stopper. Victor would think harder on it.
Each night in bed, Victor spooned Tricia, awaking and slaking his thirst for her at will. She was always willing. At the second or third fucking, she was usually on top. That required a loosing of the holding chains but not the restraining collar or cuffs themselves. Victor never closed his eyes during those times. He prized the silhouettes her breasts made in movement. Her bright eyes almost emitted crystal rays when she flashed in surprise at a sudden sensation catching her unawares in her core.
Victor recalled how, in his initial tactile probe that first night, his rod ached to feel her supple and ridged vagina walls providing a slippery burnishing. Now, Victor's aches were soothed again and again. During their fucks, he imagined his erection growing endlessly larger inside her tightness. His intense explosions of cum sometimes startled him until he remembered he was just cumming out the end, not rupturing out the sides.
One morning, Tricia was blindfolded, her arms fastened overhead to a hook in the shower. Victor had unlocked and removed her collar and heels. He was scrubbing the fuck odor from her body. He would shampoo her hair later after systematically washing her down, face to foot.
Tricia felt his sudsy sponge wipe all over her aroused body. Victor had been very thorough in his cleansing, including the douche. The rough sponge on her clitoris and nipples had them glowing a rosy blush, some from the external heat of the shower water, but more from her blood flowing to those parts. Satisfied with the job he had done, he lowered her to kneeling in the tub and shampooed her hair. When that chore was finished, he retrieved a stool and placed it in the tub in front of her, seating himself.
Victor pulled Tricia's blindfolded face to his groin. She felt his semi-hard cock rub her cheek. She found the tip and starting drawing it into her lips. Victor sat still, letting the blindfolded woman perform her duty. He had left her wrists connected, but in front. She brought her hands under his scrotum and fingered beneath the balls within the sac, carefully, for she knew he was very sensitive there. Tricia's whole being was focused on the gem on her tongue and the jewels on her fingers.
Victor's treasures deserved Tricia's upmost attention and she gave it. She painted the underside of the rod tip with the underside of her tongue tip. Victor leaped in her mouth. She tried it again; another throb. She had found his special place and her special touch. She set a pattern of stroke, swallow, reverse and paint. Victor moaned out loud and held her head. His sac was not ignored and she jimmied each ball on a fingertip, up and down in sequence, timed with the oral caresses.
Time ran out. Victor clutched her head tight to his groin as he neared his orgasm. Tricia swallowed briskly, eager to add vibrations to the sensitive knob and increase the power of his spasm. She succeeded. Victor's head tilted back, his legs braced straight against the end of the tub and he roared with his face pointed skyward. It went on and on until he was whimpering.
Victor lay exhausted in the tub of bubbly water. He had disconnected Tricia's cuffs but the bands remained locked on her wrists. She had prepared his bath for his external cleansing. She was remitting his favor of sensual bathing, having just scoured the inside of his tube in her singular oral fashion. Victor was fascinated by this woman. He closed his eyes and dozed off, satiated for now, napping in the suds to conserve his energy.
Late in the week, while Tricia exercised, Victor spent the morning preparing the stage to practice Tricia's ultimate fetish routine for the pageant. It all came down to the need for a show stopping performance. Simply prancing onstage in a fetish costume and fucking the host MC for the audience would only put her in the same league as everyone else. Incorporating an uncanny contraption was the game changer necessary to win.
Tricia strolled naked to the practice stage after her exercise session. She saw Victor's equipment arrangement.
"Ohh...I love it! Victor, you're a genius!" she cooed, clapping her hands to small jumps.
He told her to get dressed in the same elegant gown she had worn when he enjoyed fucking her on their first night. She took some extra time putting her hair in a stylish upswept bun above and behind her head. Her makeup was stage perfect with cherry red lipstick and muted eye shadow. She wore sophisticated jewelry, silver and diamond dangly earrings and diamond baubles on her restraints, exuding elegance in bondage. The first night's blue drape of a gown again accented her breasts and hips.
Tricia strode to the center of the stage. Her legs flashed through the rear skirt slit as she walked. She stopped next to the grand piano.
Victor waited at its side, dressed in a light velvet black robe. His hands held two long silver chains. Tricia stopped before the piano bench where a lubricated dual-shaft dildo, a 'rabbit', stood erect in its center. Victor motioned for her to take a seat. Tricia moved to stand before the keyboard, looked back, pulled the split rear dress panels open and carefully sat on the bench, letting the main dildo slide up her cunt and the second probe press her clitoris. She wiggled her exposed ass to get everything arranged in a comfortable position. She let the dress panels drape inside her stocking cased legs. The side view of her ass, thighs and legs were visible for the future audience to enjoy. Victor took the chains and clipped her wrists loosely to the ends of the keyboard. There was plenty of slack for her to run her hands all along the keys. Victor then loosed her shoulder straps and lowered her bodice to pool in her lap. To the future audience, she would present a fine profile view of her magnificent breasts with their makeup enhanced nipples. The dress pooled around her waist.
Having positioned Tricia for her performance, Victor mounted the piano, seating himself on the piano's front lid above the keyboard facing Tricia, his feet braced on the ends of the keyboard. He had the best seat in the house to view the upcoming performance.
"Play me a tune, Tricia; something slow and sensuous and exotic. Something with reverbing base tones and high twilling tweets. You won't be disappointed, nor will I, nor the audience."
Tricia placed her hands, played the first three notes of a warm up scale, suddenly halted in surprise, and then resumed. The piano notes were reflected electronically to her dildos, low vibrations in her cunt, high tones on her clitoris. She played a low scale, then a high scale, testing the range of the sensations.
Tricia began with a short piece from a Bach fugue, heavy base notes thumping her vagina. A little Mozart tickled her clit. Now that she understood the basic techniques, she needed a dynamic song to use as her main piece. She selected the rock symphony 'Love Reign O'er Me' by The Who.



The song began slowly, with low notes, interspersed with twills. Tricia swayed her upper body as she reached for keys up and down the keyboard, her head and breasts shifting side to side with the melody. Her rocking shifted the instrument in her cunt, letting the dildo place its harmonious throbs in various places inside her vagina and on her clitoris. The legendary song increased in its speed and intensity as it flowed along. The melodic twins increased in reflected speed and intensity in and on Tricia's groin. The vision of oscillating boobs and facial bliss combined with the essential sensuality of the song was getting Victor hard.
Tricia was well along in the music, the lyrics sung with her sweet voice. Tricia was totally in the groove and her body was in constant motion: her shoulders swayed in rhythm, her boobs jiggled. The crescendo finale was coming close. She finished the lyrics, with their plaintive words begging the gods to 'Love Reign O'er Me'. The final measures of the tune were high ending tweets that diddled her clit. Her mouth grimaced a strange smile then opened to puff in ascending breathy pants. She peaked as the last note reverberated long and loud.
Victor saw her near her peak, swept back his robe, exposed his ready erection and stroked it hurriedly. As Tricia opened her mouth to proclaim her ecstasy, he rained his cum o'er Tricia's face, one shot flying between her stretched lips, the others landing on her eyes and nose. She fell forward and speared her face on his deflating meat, sucking the remaining cum out of his penis. Victor flopped back on the piano rung out. Tricia rested her head between his legs, mouth full of deflating cock, letting her own ardor float back to earth.
Victor roused himself off the piano. He helped Tricia to sit upright and then stand, carefully drawing her off the cunt pleasuring twins. They discarded her bunched dress, unclipped the chains and departed for his bedroom. Victor unlocked the clasps of her restraints. Tricia emerged from the bathroom preened with fresh makeup, uncuffed and uncollared. She retained the heels, hairdo and jewelry. She climbed atop Victor and spent the rest of the night composing her own symphony of love, employing all the instruments in her corporeal orchestra to craft her own epochal masterpiece of passion.
Victor woke. Tricia was gone from his bed. He felt sad, remarkably sad. Tricia was supposed to be just another duty, an assignment. He was a professional. Yet he felt sad. He was getting too old for these long weeks of toil. Somehow, she had touched his soul.
In Victor's twilight waking, Tricia's music lingered in his ears, the memories too exquisite to forget. An oboe solo floated in the air. The tune faded and a violin elated his thoughts, mirroring the sadness that he felt. He was more awake now and the tune continued. He wandered to the Main Room and his heart skipped a beat. Tricia was engrossed in playing the tune of sorrow on her violin. Victor watched small tears drizzle down her cheeks as she held the violin under her chin. She ended the tune and let the instrument and bow hang down. He stood over her as she looked up at him.
"Must I leave now?" she asked.
Victor delayed only a moment before kissing Tricia and whispering: "No...please stay as long as you like."
____________
To: Victor, Senior Pageant Trainer, Retired
From: Ms. Smith, Chairwoman, Total Woman Pageants Board of Directors
Subject: Congratulations!!!
What joy! On behalf of everyone at Total Woman Pageants, I extend our fondest best wishes to you and your new bride, this year's Mrs North America!
We are happy that, after your lifetime of dedication to guiding and steering countless young women in attaining their life dreams, you have found the one who can bring you the true happiness you so deserve.
But as well, we are saddened to learn of your decision to retire from pageant training. We, and our clients, will miss your expertise and the results you achieved through your special and effective training techniques. We understand your desire to rest from your exertions and concentrate your attention and energies to your new nuptial responsibilities.
However, if and when you become ready for diversity in your new life, please do not hesitate to contact us. We can afford you opportunities to be a select gentleman for Total Woman Academy Freewill Weekends. And we would be thrilled to sponsor both you and your wife as Academy Guest Lecturers Emeritus. Other business ventures requiring your unique skills might also be considered.
As always, you have our greatest admiration and gratitude for your past endeavors. Please be assured that our desire for future collaborations is genuine. Please consider our offers at your leisure. The door at Total Woman Pageants and its affiliates is always open to you, Victor, our old and valued associate.
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Karl heard a knock; it was his 2 o'clock appointment. "You may enter" he called. His next coaching tune-up appointment, topless, toned and pensive, glided meekly through the door.
The buxom blonde student stood silently, head faintly bowed, shyly observing Karl's face for an indication of how to proceed. Karl let her wait while he surveyed her near nakedness. Her black high heels were strap-ons, buckled around her ankles. She held her hands clasped in front of her cameltoe-forming green thong panties. Her blond hair hung past her shoulders, half in front and half behind. She saw him examining her and finally flinched under his gaze, giving Karl the excuse he needed speak sternly to her.
"Odette! Why have you asked for a coaching tune-up?"
The little blonde stuttered a reply that confirmed what Karl had been told: "I need to exercise my seated vaginal position."
Karl thought a while about how to proceed. The standard coaching routine for face to face seated vaginal took several steps. Each step usually ended when the male partner orgasmed. He would then take time to 'refract' his fortitude. The student and coach would regroup, often the next day, and continue.
Face to face seated vaginal training was a combination of 'threes'. The student was instructed to use three long axial strokes, three hip waggles and three vaginal clamps in a sequential repetition. She would repeat each set non-stop and was required to bring herself to orgasm as often as she could before her partner's first orgasm. Three times for her was the mandatory minimum to pass an evaluation assessment. The training routine was successful when the student achieved three cums before her coach cums in any one session.
Just prior to Odette's arrival, Karl had cum hard inside Olivia during her hands and knees position coaching tuneup. He thought it would take him an hour to cum again. But he hoped to be able to hold an erection while percolating his prostate. This lucky student Odette would get the full face to face seated curriculum in one hour-long session.
Karl rose from the arm chair and retrieved a stool which he placed in the middle of the room. He stood in front of it and commanded her, "Approach me, Odette!"
Odette walked forward; her heels clicking on the parquet floor. She stood at arm's length in front of Karl.
Karl said, "Take my shorts off."
Odette squatted upright in her heels and loosed the waistband wide before carefully lowering them over Karl's flaccid cock. He stepped out and Odette neatly folded them and laid them aside out of the way. She looked up at Karl surveying her from above. Karl ordered her to stand up. He held her eyes with his gaze as she smoothly stood and returned her hands across her hips. Karl yanked her thong's drawstring ties. He grasped the waistband above her vulva and rudely swept the silky scrap off her crotch and threw it over his shoulder.
Karl sat on the stool and adjusted his rump to a comfortable position.
"You need to prepare me for the coaching session. As a sophomore, you haven't received oral training but this is not a formal evaluation assessment. Do whatever you can to get me erect."
Odette kept her knees stiff as she bent at the waist. Her ass jutted high behind her as her hair draped Karl's groin. Her nipples contacted his thighs. Resting her weight there, her tits compressed like soft pillows. Her face and hands tunneled under the hair until her lips found Karl's flaccid tip hanging between his spread hips. She kissed, tongued and sucked the knob. She used one hand to cradle his balls and the other to support the shaft for better access. Odette felt Karl's successive twitches. She used a hand to sweep back her hair so Karl could see her actions. The tactile and visual scene got Karl harder until his cock tilted on its own to horizontal. Odette backed off her mouth and now stroked him with her hands, using palms full of her hair to slick along the rising tube. Her thumb rubbed the underside of the crown until Karl was suitably erect. Karl stopped her by jerking her hair up. He pushed her shoulders back and Odette stood up.
Karl closed his knees. "Shuffle forward and straddle my legs. Remain standing. Don't sit down."
Odette trundled forward until her inner thighs framed Karl's legs at mid-thigh. Karl run his palms up Odette's finely tuned inner thighs. He further and wiped a finger along her shaved gash. Finding oily moisture at the entrance, he inserted his finger to the second knuckle and waggled it. Dragging it out, he rubbed the wetness between finger and thumb to test the viscosity. She was juicing nicely. It was really the first he had touched her. More likely, she was excited by her unease in his presence. That boded well. Karl would use that nervousness and trepidation to intensify the effect of his coaching.
Karl grasped the sides of Odette's naked hips.
"Come closer now. Stand close to me so we can get you into a good position to 'mount'. I will help guide you over my cock but don't sit until instructed. Keep your heels on the floor; you will need the leverage. "
Odette moved until their stomachs touched. Karl's could no longer see his groin. He reached around under her ass and found the germane body parts. Odette was close enough for Karl to smell her mélange of odors: minty breath, floral body wash and vaginal musk.
"Sink down a bit...a little to the left...my left...down a fraction. Hold! Do you feel my tip at your slit?...Yes?...Okay, rise up." Karl moved his hands to her hips. "Now find the tip again unassisted and hold it lightly in place with your sticky cunt lips."
Odette cautiously maneuvered her ass around until she located Karl's knob again. She held the tip barely inside her cunt lips. Karl moved his hands to her ass cheeks.
"When I tell you to start, you will use one long push to bury me in in your cunt. You can do it; you're amply lubricated. You may brace your hands on my shoulders. "
Karl took a deep breath and exhaled. He braced his feet for stability and adjusted his hands on her hips.
"Okay, we are correctly arranged. I'm ready for you to showcase your capabilities. Enlighten me with an enjoyable first plunge into your cunt. Start now."
Odette clenched her jaw and glided down. Karl suppressed his moan as she slid his erection all the way in with one nonstop stroke. Her tube was textured and wet and warm. She wiggled her bottom as she placed her arms on his shoulders and held the back of his head with her hands.
Karl explained the three-three system. Three strokes, three waggles, three clamps, then repeat. Odette must follow his lead for his desired pace and rhythm. He made it very clear that she must bring herself to three orgasms before she brought him to his first orgasm. And he counseled her to maintain his desired rhythm no matter what. Her signal to end the continuous stimulation would be his first rope of cum shooting into the deepest depths of her cunt. Thereafter, she must cuddle his tool inside her receptacle until he instructed her on how to cleanly dismount.
"Is that all understood?"
"Yes, I will not stop until you cum."
Karl let her begin and patted her ass to signal the speed he desired. Odette rose until Karl's crown rim barely peeked out between her juicy cunt lips. Then she stroked down his entire shaft,, banging her clitoris against his pubic bone at the bottom. On the upstroke, Odette braced off her high heels to get the leveraged lift Karl had advised. She could feel his sensitive knob rim scour her tunnel and it felt good. She hoped Karl liked it, too.
At the bottom of the third stroke, Odette's clitoris banged Karl's pubic bone again. She rolled her hips and rubbed her clit hard against his skin. Two more hip rolls, two more hard rubs of her clitoris. She felt a deep tingling building there.
She bore down and clenched her vaginal muscles as hard as she could, three pulses. Bracing again, she rose and fell on the long strokes to begin the next set of repetitions.
Karl enjoyed how his rim skimmed along the walls of her wet tube. He sat still as Odette cycled through countless sets. For an evaluation assessment, Karl would have counted and later recorded the number of cycles. But this was training, so he spent the time mentally rehearsing his speech. Coaching was like acting; he was playing the role of teacher, disciplinarian and cheerleader all at the same time. The script never changed. He always delivered it after first time students had their first orgasm.
Karl knew that Odette was approaching her first orgasm. Her breathing changed and she emitted small moans at her hip roll-clitoris rubs. Her breathing, her rhythm of motions and her moans were accelerating. Odette drew in a deep breath, sank to the bottom of her last stroke, arched backwards and hugged Karl's neck, garbling out a cry of ecstasy. Karl kept his hands firmly on her ass to be sure she didn't move about errantly and hurt him.
When Odette had regained her regular breathes and senses, Karl moved his hands to her sweat streaked breasts, fondled the globes and tweaked the nipples. He pushed her gently back so he could talk to her. Odette clasped her hands behind Karl's neck for support. Karl's stiff cock remained warmly entombed in her warm, juicy cunt. But his face expressed his dissatisfaction and his voice was demanding as he admonished her.
"That was not what I told you to do! You agreed to provide continuous stimulation, unabated, until I cum deep in your cunt. Have I cum yet? Even before you stopped, you changed the pace without my permission. "
Odette's face looked shocked. She was dumbstruck by his ire. Karl allowed time for the words to sink in. Then he continued to invoke his professional training program.
"Let review the procedures again for the TWA curriculum in face-to-face seated vaginal sex. Mastering the techniques of this position and all the other curriculum positions is mandatory for graduation.
"First, you must cum often before your partner, three times is an acceptable minimum. Your orgasms will be an undeniable sign that you find your partner sexy, viral and desired. It will boost his self-esteem and deepen his lust for you.
"Second, you must commence with the three-three's stimulation at a rhythm that your partner demands of you through his variety of visual, tactile and vocals signals. If or when he demands a different stimulation rhythm, you must follow his new directives.
"Third, you must maintain the rhythm steadily until your partner cums. Gain control of your mind and body. Bring yourself to orgasm in such a way that you can enjoy the mental rapture while your muscle memory subconsciously sustains the carnal coitus motions. You may lose focus during your mind dazing tremor but your partner is still lucid and he expects your continuous stimulus.
"Lastly, relax and enjoy the ride. Your focus as a Total Woman Academy student is to give full devotion to your partner's desires. With practice and experience, you will learn to succeed in all the standard curriculum positions, just like graduates before you. You can do it!"
Karl smiled and gave Odette's nipple a playful tweak. He felt a reflexive twitch in her cunt around his erection. He would make note of that in Odette's training report and recommend further investigation into her nerve sensitivity. A thorough study could discover special ways to cultivate her sexual gifts.
Odette remained leaning back and waited for Karl's next command.
"Ready to try again?" he asked.
"Yes, I will follow the procedures this time."
"See that you do."
Remarkably, his erection was full and hard and still buried deep in Odette, despite the intermission.
Karl gave Odette's tits a quick firm squeeze, felt another twitch, and moved his hands to her back. He hugged her to his chest, squashing her boobs.
"You may begin" he said as he indicated his preferred pace by pattering the beat on her butt cheeks.
Odette commenced the three-three cycles. Karl let his mind drift as he assessed how well Odette regulated her movements. He wanted her to concentrate on her technique but he wanted her to achieve the second orgasm soon. He would wait out her third one before cumming himself but he was beginning to feel the pressure build from Odette's delightful manipulation of his dick.
Odette wanted to peak soon as well. She was anxious to prove her success in this position. She worked the stroke-roll-clamp cycles until she felt her pussy tingle and her neck and face blush from the excitement. She concentrated on maintaining a continuous steady pace that Karl expected from her. Her fervor climbed until, at the peak, she was overwhelmed by the intensity of this second orgasm and broke stride, halted and quivered violently.
After the surge of her passion dissipated, Odette's anxiety butterflies flicked nervous sparks from her stomach to her still glowing clitoris. She dreaded Karl's inevitable admonition for her repeat failure to govern her mind and body during their second episode.
Odette felt a quick palm slap burn her ass cheek. Karl gripped her tits hard as he pushed her back roughly for the pending second rebuke. Again he felt her cunt twitches on his dick. His report would definitely include a recommendation to investigate those charming tics.
"What was that?" he snarled. He saw her face crinkle towards a suppressed sob and hesitated before continuing. Coaching tuneups were always a fine balance between encouragement and disheartenment.
"Oh....stop that! Everybody starts slow, some slower than others. But every student who graduates learns these skills. You were better this time. You can do this. You simply need more practice."
Karl let these new words sink in. Odette's face calmed. Karl softened his voice.
"Let's try again. You haven't had your third one yet. I will wait you out and finish a little bit after you. Remember, when you feel my first rope burst out, go for the bottom and just roll and clamp, no stroking. Ease off on those after your feel my last rope, usually the fourth or fifth one. Then rest quietly. When I am re-composed, I direct you to dismount. Okay, straighten up your alignment and begin your cycling."
Odette hugged her body to his and held extra tight, determined to execute the procedures correctly on this third attempt. She braced her feet and elevated until Karl's knob rim reached the limit of her entrapping cunt lips. Three strokes, three hip rolls with clit rubs and three clenches, then she rose all the way up again. Odette now understood why the TWA curriculum included the strenuous aerobics, yoga stretching and muscle toning. She had been pumping her legs and hips continuously for most of an hour. Odette's legs felt the 'burn' but she pushed through it. She was resolutely trekking towards her third orgasm and applied her mind and body to the final missions.
Karl hoped Odette would peak soon. He sensed the energy returning to his own sexual batteries. He had been able to maintain his erection throughout the session. Now his prostate was teeming with creamy nectar eager to inundate Odette's tight snatch and he was toiling to hold it back.
Karl heard Odette whimper, struggling to control her moans. He mentally checked his groin and found no vacillation in her pace. He caressed her ass cheeks trying to help her arousal and cooed praises in her ear.
"That's it...keep going...don't stop...you're almost there...let your muscle memory drive the pace...let your mind ascend to the heights."
Odette responded with "ah...ahh...AHH", hugged Karl's neck and then blew out a long constricted "Ohh" as her legs, hips and ass kept churning without missing a beat. As she descended from her summit, she caught the sob of joy that rippled from her throat. She had done it! She knew she had done it. Karl would surely confirm it later.
Odette now focused on her final duty. She must maximize Karl's orgasm. Her hips kept beat to the unchanged cycle of three strokes, three rolls and three clenches.
Odette had continued the rhythms non-stop through her orgasm. She had worked Karl's genital nerves to a frazzle. His semen was ready at the gate. He was not obliged to use any more restraint.
Karl let his breath puff in and out through his half-opened mouth and, with a final ferocious gust, his back went rigid and he squeezed his eyes shut. Karl roared. His hands spontaneously gripped handfuls of Odette's ass flesh and he held her still on his lap with force. His first cum rope dashed from his tip and struck Odette's cervix.
Odette felt that first rope and bottomed out. She rolled and clenched but no longer stroked. Karl's severe clutch of her ass made her pussy almost vibrate. Karl felt them despite his swoon. His following ropes packed Odette's sensual grotto. Odette counted the fifth rope and stopped her vaginal contractions. She rested her weight in Karl's lap while breathing deep tranquil yoga breaths.
Karl's mind emerged from its stupor to sense his body swathed in warm female flesh. He disturbed Odette's 'chi' by pushing her away from his chest. They paused to regain their composures. Karl initiated the final steps.
"Carefully dismount but hold my sperm inside by clamping your cunt muscles. Don't spill any."
Odette tensed her core and slowly drew herself off Karl's cock. She clenched hard but an hour of Karl's cock probing her cunt had stretched her abilities thin and her hole wide. The life essence dribbled onto Karl's lap. Karl frowned.
Odette bounced to the bathroom and returned with towels. She wiped Karl's sullied legs and her cum smeared crotch. She retrieved her discarded panties. She stood impatiently before him as she had arrived, hands clasped in front, but now holding the thong in her hands. She awaited his verdict.
"You made a mess. Don't worry. You will err less with practice. I will file your training report with the housemother and she will review it with you. You did progressively better throughout the session but still need much practice. We're done here. "
She beheld Karl as she thought 'Man, what a ride!' Or should she say 'What a man-ride!' Karl had coached her through an entire position in a single session but she had much more to learn. Karl had been stern and tender with her in a masterful combination. She would ask the housemother for a regular schedule of coaching tuneups during her time at the Academy. She hoped Karl could find time to be her coach tutor for a lot of them.
Karl stared back at Odette. She seemed lost in thought.
"Odette! Odette!! We're done here." Karl waved the back of his hand at her as he added "You're dismissed!"
Odette departed the coaching tuneup suite. Karl spied his rosy hand prints marring the delicate skin on her undulating ass. That was not his fault. Odette responded erotically to fear and anticipation, even to discomfort. Odette's discomfort reaction had pulsed in her pussy. It had been beguiling and made him lose control. He would report on those special nerve reflexes which warranted further investigation. The housemothers rotated assignments randomly among the coaching roster to afford students different styles of coaching expertise. Karl would especially ask to be her lead researcher so he could robustly examine Odette's appetites.
These long afternoons could fatigue him. Karl checked his schedule to find he had an hour break before his next assignment, a 'reverse cowgirl' session. He hoped the student had a cute butt. The visuals of rebounding ass cheeks would help him maintain his ardor.
Karl staggered to the bathroom to clean up and refresh before his next assignment arrived. He would rest before setting the stage for another virtuoso performance as a coach at Total Woman Academy.
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Allan hurried down the sidewalk. The middle-aged pudgy bachelor turned on the sidewalk and looked at himself in the mirrored glass curtain wall. He adjusted his bowtie and smoothed the tuxedo jacket reflected in the smoked glass wall one more time. Allan's best client (ever) had insisted that he meet this potential investor, a widow needing his expert financial counsel. He assumed the spinster was more comfortable keeping a formal professional atmosphere with her consultants, thus the tuxedo. Still nervous, he acknowledged the doorman as he entered the downtown luxury hotel.
The lobby was audaciously brilliant with ornate lights, shining brass features and a soaring atrium. Allan gazed upward. The atrium ended high against the skyscraper's crown; the luxurious accommodations were stacked at least 50 stories high.
The pretty little cocktail hostess found his name on her list and led him to his appointment. Allan was preoccupied as he trailed behind the snug cocktail dress covering the hostess's fine ass. After the appointment, he might seek relief elsewhere on the town. The hostess stopped beside a linen-covered table and pointed out his party.
Allan gawked. The 'widow' was a buxom Nordic goddess swathed tightly in a chic evening dress. She stood and Allan saw her toned leg peek through the waist-high slit in the floor-length gown. As she extended her hand, her generous breasts rolled unconstrained beneath her low cut bodice.
"Allan, I presume. How do you do? I am so excited to meet you. Our mutual acquaintance speaks so highly of you. Please sit down. Would you care for a drink?"
Allan stood dumbfounded but recovered enough to release her hand and find his seat.
"Yes, a martini, please." The widow nodded to the hostess who departed to render the service.
"Well, you know my name is Allan, but I didn't catch yours."
"Gretchen. My name is Gretchen. I am Norwegian and make my home in Oslo. I have interests in America and I make it a habit to visit here when I can."
The waitress returned with Allan's drink.
"So, Allan, do you live in New York City?"
"Yes, I'm a life-long resident; private high school, then NYU. Career based at Wall Street ever since."
Gretchen and Allan chatted until they found common ground with their mutual affection for off-Broadway shows, dinner theatres and other nightlife. Gretchen talked about European attractions but Allan was not as conversant with those.
"Allan, do you travel much?"
"I don't get out of the city very often. I have seen Cancun and Las Vegas. But my work keeps me busy and New York has lots of fine attractions."
"Yes, I find New York very attractive as well. But Norway has a lot of beauty. We Norwegians boast of many beautiful views to enjoy. If our collaboration looks fruitful, I promise to arrange a Nordic setting that you can explore very soon. I could show you some wonderful sights and intercultural treasures."
The alcohol and conversation had Allan more comfortable with this blonde vision before him. He leaned his head in and took a professional posture. Gretchen had opened the door to using his services.
"Our mutual acquaintance said you wanted to discuss my potential as your financial advisor. What kind of assets do you need managed?"
"Allan, I prefer not to discuss that in public. Let's adjourn to someplace private where we can talk without being disturbed or overheard. I am staying in the penthouse suite. It has a lovely view and plenty of privacy for our dealings. I haven't had dinner. We can order room service and you can peruse my portfolio of assets after we eat."
Gretchen signaled the waitress, ordered the chef's special for two and asked that it be delivered to her suite. The waitress said the meal would be delivered to the penthouse in 30 minutes.
"Well then, Allan, let's finish our drinks and attend to our affairs upstairs."
They strolled from the lounge.
Gretchen swiped her keycard through the elevator's access reader. They rode the atrium elevator non-stop to the penthouse. Allan scanned his potential new client in the crystal compartment's mirrors. Gretchen was almost his height in her heels, although he wasn't overly tall. Her hips and breasts were generous; her midsection narrow. Her cleavage was magnificently revealed by the evening gown's clenching, uplifting bodice. Her stylish blonde coiffure touched her shoulders. Her jewelry glittered in the cheery lights. Her makeup was perfect. Her perfume was floral and exotic.
The elevator topped out and glided to a halt. The doors opened to a plush vestibule surrounded by four suite doors. Gretchen carded one and it granted them access. Allan entered her luxurious chamber with its fine fixtures and furnishings. Their dinner was already set on a table next to the gossamer curtained window. The view over the city was fantastic; scattered dots of light carpeted the ground to the horizon. These accommodations never came cheap and Allan had a growing keenness to study Gretchen's assets.
Gretchen accompanied Allan to the table where they continued to chat as they ate the delicious cuisine. As they sat sipping coffee, Allan finally worked the conversation around again to his services.
"Gretchen, I would love to see your assortment of assets. I think we should begin with a general overview of your wealth."
"Certainly, Allan, I am ready to show you what I have."
She stood and unzipped the back of her gown. Her bodice fell away from her large round dark-nippled breasts.
"How's this overview, Allan?"
Allan choked on his last swig of coffee. Gretchen stepped to him quickly in case he stopped breathing. She put a hand on his shoulder. Allan recovered to face the finest set of boobs he had ever seen.
Moving onward, Gretchen pulled Allan's bowtie off and opened his top shirt button. She took his hands and lifted him to stand before her.
"I am a very guarded business woman. I want to be sure that my counselors have the capacity to totally service my needs."
Gretchen continued her labors lower, opening his shirt, then his belt, then his zipper. She pushed Allan's shirt off his shoulders and his pants down his legs. Next went the shoes and sox until Allan wore only his boxer shorts.
Allan stood still and let her work. This was the most extraordinary client interview he had ever experienced but he was intrigued by the direction it was headed. He remembered the cliché phrase 'the customer is always right' and in this instance he was inclined to agree.
Finished for now with prepping Allan, Gretchen placed his hands on her bare breasts and lent her own hands in a demonstration of the ways she liked to be cupped, rubbed, kneaded, fondled and caressed. Allan was an apt pupil and learned her 'likes' quickly. They were completely in accord with his likes.
For Gretchen, this evening's meeting was proceeding as envisioned and planned. She embarked on the next topic of the itinerary. Having delegated her tit manipulations to capable hands, Gretchen dropped the rest of her dress to the floor and was left wearing thigh high stockings, high heels, face makeup and jewelry.
Allan was so enthralled in his man-handling of Gretchen's magnificent chest orbs that he was startled when she stooped down and away from his grasp. That was when he perceived Gretchen's practical near nudity. Then he perceived her hands tugging his briefs off. Lastly, he perceived Gretchen's cherry glossed lips kiss the knob of his half hard cock and her grainy tongue swipe a lick along the underside of his shaft. Allan was becoming very perceptive.
But Allan was also becoming wobbly. He wavered and Gretchen quickly steadied him and seated him into his chair. Allan clutched the arm rests to regain his equilibrium.
Suitably recovered, Allan compliantly let Gretchen kneel between his legs and recommence her assessment of his capacities. She efficiently scooped his cock onto her extended tongue and absorbed it past her lips into her warm mouth. She lapped its length as she lazily bobbed on the tube. Allan liked the feel and laid his head back, closing his eyes to focus his attention on his sensitized dick. Gretchen continued a steady drill.
Allan began to moan, his deepening breathes were swelling his chest. When his breaths were almost hyper-ventilations, he opened his eyes and looked down at the blonde haired head plowing up and down at his groin. Gretchen kept pace as her crystal blue eyes tilted up and locked gaze with Allan. He called out as he blew his first rope of sperm to the back of Gretchen's mouth. He believed he saw a sly grin of approval curl on Gretchen's lips.
The following ropes accumulated in an oral pool before Gretchen deep throated him and swallowed his spunk past the constricting bulk. Allan laid his head back again and closed his eyes. Gretchen cat-lapped his deflating erection until it lay limp over his ball sack.
Gretchen arose. "I think our first analysis shows promise. Let take a break and then spread out in a more spacious working area and further examine my assets."
--------------------
Allan woke from his siesta lying naked in bed beside an equally naked Gretchen. He felt refreshed from the short rest. Gretchen was laying face up, her breasts mounded on her chest, her flat stomach bowed down to her compact hips framing her shaved pussy. Allan looked puzzled.
"Are investment consultations in Norway usually as exhilarating as this?"
"Not always, but I try to keep them interesting. Did you find our negotiations interesting?"
"Yes. And I would be delighted to have even more revealing conversations with you. Maybe I could come to Norway and see those sights you promised me."
"We don't have to travel so far. I can show you the delights of Norway right here and now."
Gretchen cupped her bare breasts into twin crests on her chest.
"For example, we have big billowy mountains like these that yearn for skiing tourists to glide across their summits and slopes, exploring every nook and cranny."
Her hands moved slowly down her belly to rest beside her shaved cunt.
"We have flat valleys leading to narrow misty fjords begging to be probed and explored."
Gretchen's hand moved over and surrounded Allan's cock.
"And we welcome bulky loaded vessels that navigate the full length of those fjords until they berth in the deepest recesses to disgorge their valuable aquatic treasures and discharge the seamen that ride the surging waves."
Gretchen's hand stayed connected as Allan soared atop the Nordic landscape. His face floated down to her nipples. Allan expended long moments satiating her yearning for a tongue to ski the summits and slopes, explore the nooks and crannies of her plump round mounts. He kissed his way down the valley of her abdomen with its bellybutton grotto. He piloted his lips to the gateway of her narrow misty fjord. Carefully scouting the topography with tongue patrols, Allan satisfied himself that the cove's ebbs and flows were advantageous for entrance.
Allan rose and positioned his bulky vessel for entry and propelled straight into the welcoming haven. He probed deep again and again, seeking safe harbor for his valuable aquatic treasures and seamen. He took his time, fathoming every quay and hollow along the route, enjoying the thrill of discovering and conquering this mysterious unmapped territory.
Allan's dwindling bunker of sexual fuel and his faltering grasp on restraint forced him to finally seek safe harbor for his cargo. He discharged his payload at the furthest point with a roar of delight. He was ecstatic to be mentally cruising in beautiful Norway while he was firmly anchored in a beautiful Norwegian in New York.
Gretchen steered his attention back to her presence and when his anchor slipped out, she rolled him on his side and posed him for more rest. The lights of the city and glow of the moon softly illuminated the room through the sheer curtains. Allan fell asleep in Gretchen's swaddling arms and legs.
--------------------
Allan dreamed. Gretchen was caressing him everywhere but varying the spots at random. His skin tingled with anticipation for her next touch point. His cock was hard as a rock, a stalagmite sex organ. He whispered her name.
The mattress tilted him awake. Gretchen was moving him onto his back. His cock really was hard as a rock.
"Sorry to disturb you but you were apparently dreaming and moaning my name. When I saw you were fully aroused, I didn't want the prospect of more cultural exchanges to pass us by. You're probably tired. Relax, lay still but try to stay focused and firm for me. I'll do the rest. "
Gretchen rose up and straddled Allan's hips. She levered up his cock and descended her slick vagina over him. Adjusting her position to a better angle, Gretchen power stroked Allan's prick. The sensations to Allan were very good but apparently even better for Gretchen. She was moaning loudly. Allan had not heard her vocalize her excitement before now. It occurred to him that throughout the evening, he had cum twice and Gretchen not at all. He felt a little selfish and quietly resolved to end the pleasure imbalance. Allan wanted to stay hard for as long as it was necessary for Gretchen to reach her own ecstasy.
Gretchen pumped harder and moaned louder. At last her back arched and she shrilled out a cry skyward as vibrations shook her body. Allan was proud of his manful fortitude. Gretchen rested for a moment and then to Allan's amazement, started the pumping action again. He gripped the sheets and focused on maintaining his erection as Gretchen ascended her sensual gradient and sang her siren song again from the summit. She rested a little longer this time before recommencing the strokes.
Allan was freshly excited and titillated with her aspiration for yet another orgasm on his cock. He was having no trouble maintaining his erection; his new worry was closing the session too soon with a premature orgasm.
Gretchen had been gazing dreamily into the distance through closed eyes as she achieved her first and second peak. Now she braced her hands on his chest as she looked Allan in the eyes.
"It's okay if you join me on this one. Thank you for being a real gentleman and letting me have my turns. Let's make this one the best one yet."
Allan was agreeable to that suggestion. He jogged his hips to signal Gretchen to start. She changed the rhythm of the strokes, rolling her hips, bushing her clitoris on him, sliding fore and back, side to side, every variation of movement she could employ to lather his cock around in her cunt. The desired result arrived and Allan felt his semen rush up his sperm tube and out into Gretchen's tight box. She felt it too and it set off her third consecutive orgasm, her biggest one yet. Her wild panting and spasms sent vibrations along Allan's embedded erection and prolonged his scintillating sensations.
When Gretchen stopped panting and shaking, she looked down, carefully extracted Allan and then fell to his side. They spooned, Gretchen's soft, full boobs mashed into Allan's back, her arms hugging his chest and shoulders, her blonde coif tickling his neck when she bussed his ears.
Satiated, knowing that he wasn't going to be able to fuck again soon, Allan thought ahead to tomorrow and his office schedule. He tilted his head back towards Gretchen.
"Can we begin to really review your financial portfolio in the morning? I love our preliminary affairs but I do want to help you manage your finances. Will I get what I need to understand your capital position?"
Gretchen shushed him mildly with a delicate finger caress to his lips. She hugged him tighter and rolled her mushed boobs on his back.
"Shhhh...rest now, darling, the morning will be here soon enough. I promise you will have all the relevant information needed to understand my position and your role in my endeavors."
Allan decided to leave it alone until morning. This was one client prospect he intended to cajole ad infinitum if that's what it took. The consulting fees would be attractive but the perks were simply irresistible. He dozed off contented and gratified.
--------------------
Allan awoke with dawn's sunlight splashing across his face. Gretchen was not in the bed. He sat up and scanned the room but she wasn't there. He saw the ivory parchment envelop on her pillow. It was addressed to 'Allan' with a lipstick smooch beneath his name. Maybe she had gone to breakfast and wanted him to meet her there.
He opened and read the calligraphic message.
ALLAN,
HAPPY BIRTHDAY, BUDDY, FROM YOUR BEST CLIENT.
I understand the reality of this message is going to be a downer after such a potent encounter with Gretchen but I am in awe of your years of service and the wealth you have helped me accumulate.
Words and money alone could not adequately express my admiration. I like actions.
So...I arranged this more suitable reward. I hope you liked it and will forgive my subterfuge. But, hey, how would you like to continue this birthday party? Let's make a deal.
- Do a GOOD job with my money over the coming year and you can look forward to a similar birthday present next year.
- Do a GREAT job with my money over the coming year and you can look forward to spending your birthday on a weeklong tour of Norway. Guess who could be your tour guide? I hear there are many marvels to see in Norway...but you have to leave the hotel suite. Or not...
So, stay very focused on MY best interests and you'll find me very focused on YOURS.
GRATEFULLY,
YOUR BEST CLIENT (EVER!)
----------------------------------------------
Allan let the transient disappointment at Gretchen's departure wash over him. He had truly enjoyed his fantastic night with this exceptional woman. And his best client was always true to his word. Allan's opportunity to get another date with Gretchen, incredibly, an overseas week-long date, was firmly in his control.
Allan was more determined than ever to prove to his best client that he was a fiscal wizard. When he did, his reward would be a week with Gretchen, who had already proved to Allan that she was a sexual wizard.
Time to go to work and get results! Birthdays can creep up on you before you know it.
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This Pledge Contributor had requested a topless beach weekend adventure for his brother. The brother suspected something was up but had agreed to play along.
Mrs. Rush scrawled her approval on the Voucher form and handed it to her secretary. The fantasy was underway.....
-------------------------------------------
Boyd sucked in his gut as he strolled along the beach edge, the surf occasionally wetting his sandaled feet. The sun drenched the sand and broiled off the bucketfuls of suntan oil lathered on the near naked bronzing bodies. It was New Year's Eve at South Beach.
Boyd strolled the entire length of the beach seeking out the topless section where he had been directed to meet his hostess and tour guide for the weekend. He knew he was closer to the meeting point as a greater abundance of exposed female nipples dotted the crowds. Holding his hand over his brow to block the sun's glare, he scanned west onto the landward beach expanse searching for his contact.
Boyd spied an arm waving him toward the center of the packed group of bodies. As he picked his path between the sunbathers, he saw that the arm was attached to a lithe brown female with long dark hair and a green thong bikini bottom. Her modest uncovered breasts danced as she waved. Boyd waved a delusory acknowledgement and continued picking his way past the numerous semi-naked males and females dozing in the afternoon rays.
Closing in on the beckoning woman, he heard her ask "Are you Boyd?" Boyd nodded and took her extended handshake. Her boobs shook modestly in time with the motions of the greeting.
"You're here at last. I'm Fabianna, your hostess. I was afraid you had been detained by business or changed your mind about coming. It would have been a sad New Year's Eve if our date stood us up!"
Boyd gave a puzzled look. Fabianna's arm swept across a group of three similarly semi-dressed females sunbathing on the beach towels arrayed around her.
"I hope you don't mind. I know you were expecting only me but at the last minute my three sisters showed up. Can they join us? They promise not to be a nuisance."
On that pronouncement, the three prone women turned their attention to Boyd in keen hope that he would accept the modified circumstances. Boyd was not sure what to say. As Boyd hesitated, one of the three sisters spoke up, filling the uncomfortable silence.
"We promise to be good, real good. Please.....can we come along?"
Sensing their apprehension and their commitment to behaving, Boyd agreed.
"Okay...I guess that will be alright."
All three girls donned broad smiles and relaxed back into their towels. Fabianna was still holding Boyd's hand and she clasped it in both of hers.
"Thank you, Boyd, you're a real sport. Since they will be joining us, I think introductions are in order. You know me, Fabianna, as your primary hostess. I am the oldest of four sisters. Our mother is a graduate of an extraordinary college academy and after we each finished high school, she enrolled us there as well. The curriculum is unique and comprehensive. I graduated recently. Two of my sisters are seniors and the third is a junior.
"These two are Fedicia and Fidelia, the twins, seniors at the Academy. There is Fortuna, our baby sister; she's only a junior."
Boyd acknowledged each in turn. They invited him to sit in the center as they began chatting about themselves. Boyd was enthralled by the bounty of bronzed nubile flesh surrounding him. The girls had been coming to South Beach for years and though financially secure with their parents accumulated wealth, they still enjoyed taking small artistic and marketing jobs in the area to fill the down time.
Fabianna fulfilled these TWR hostess assignments. Fortuna, the baby sister, liked to dance in exotic costumes in the Carnival samba parades. The twins, Fedicia and Fidelia, found gigs as product display models or waitresses. They operated separately or sometimes functioned as teams. All the sisters were involved in promoting a unique line of fruity scented suntan products. That was their paramount interest at the moment. They hoped to purge the beach of the ubiquitous odor of pineapple and coconut. They preferred that combination in their nightclub pina coladas.
Boyd smelled the different fruit aromas emanating from their well-oiled bodies. He saw plastic bottles of dissimilar colors lying near each woman. Fedelia spoke first.
"Boyd, could you help me re-apply my suntan lotion?" The other girls picked up the chorus. "Me,too! Yah, me, three!"
Boyd was overwhelmed by the multiple appeals for assistance and didn't know where to begin. Fabianna intervened and organized the group in order: youngest to oldest.
Boyd knee walked to Fortuna where she lay face down on her beach towel. Her lotion bottle showed a picture of an orange. Boyd filled his hand with a generous dollop and began at her calves. He spread the orange tinted balm up and down her legs. He mischievously dwelt a long time on coating her pert ass cheeks. Fortuna arranged her hair in a roll pulled to the side and Boyd finished lathering her back and neck.
With that, Fortuna rolled over and, except for her tiny thong, gave Boyd a full frontal nudity view. Boyd recovered his composure and recommenced at her calves. He worked up her legs to her abdomen, skipped her upper chest and glazed her neck and lightly daubed her face. Boyd leaned back.
Fortuna giggled and said, "You missed the most important place!" She grabbed his wrists and used his palms like spatulas to frost her boobs. The others tittered at the joke.
As a good hostess should, Fabianna rescued Boyd again. She wiped the excess orange lotion from his hands and moved him to Felicia.
Felicia's preference was a lime scented concoction. Boyd repeated the two sided process, hesitating only a moment before surging ahead on the 'most important place'. Felicia smiled at Boyd's new found confidence and wiggled her shoulders in time with his swipes to encourage his tit play.
Fabianna cleaned the excess lime oil from Boyd's hands and guided him to his third duty station, Fidelia, the other twin. She liked mango. Boyd was becoming fond of any flavor that made the girls happy.
Fidelia received Boyd's full treatment and lay quiescent as he loitered during the last step. After thoroughly covering the spongy orbs, Boyd used his thumb pads to circle her nipples. The nubs grew tall and prominent atop her mounds. He plucked at them and Fidelia released a low moan behind closed eyes. Boyd left off the chore before he lost his own composure.
Fabianna retrieved her own favorite: apricot. She helped Boyd stand up beside her and raised her hair, inviting Boyd to spread the balm all over her thong-only clad body. He worked the salve into her supple tanned skin. He spent oodles of time and energy massaging her ass and boobs, faithful to performing a flawless job. Boyd looked peripherally at the dozens of tanning bodies in the immediate area. No one paid them any attention.
The girls reciprocated, each giving Boyd a sample of their particular fragrance on a different limb or torso area. When they were done, Boyd realized he smelled like a fruit cocktail. They spent the rest of the afternoon chatting and dozing until sundown brought its daily end to the beach scene. Gathering the seaside paraphernalia, they retired to their nearby art deco hotel suites to prepare for a night on the town.
--------------------
Boyd was casually dressed in a white linen shirt, lightweight khakis and sockless loafers. Fabianna sat across the table at the Ocean Drive sidewalk table. She was wearing a knockout pastel cocktail dress and stiletto heels. They were surrounded by similarly garbed revelers crowding the avenue-turned-pedestrian-way for this biggest party night of the year. The food was typically fabulous for this playground of the rich and famous.
The younger sisters had departed for their own ventures. The twins were working the crowds, distributing samples and marketing their fruity sunblocks. Fortuna had gone off to prepare for her dance in a samba parade scheduled to strut down Ocean Drive later this evening. Boyd and Fabianna relaxed over dinner, conserving their energies. It was prudent to start slow in this long evening that would stretch well past the midnight fireworks show.
A commotion up the street got their attention. Drums rattled and whistles pieced the air. The samba parade was making it slow way down the blocked off street. Boyd could see the mass of the crowd move back as the obscured bodies of a dozen samba dancers processed through it. Their costume headdresses bobbed and weaved above the crowd, marking their progress.
Eventually, the traditional regalia drew nigh and Boyd saw Fortuna amidst the action. Every part of her body was moving in time with the music. Her high heeled legs stepped and twisted, causing her nylon covered ass to wiggle adorably. Her stomach was taut and rippled as she moved. Her tits were buoyed by the jeweled bra straining to hold its jiggling payload. The feathered headdress quivered in the night air. Boyd was impressed with her skills and his cock stirred from the sensual display.
The parade passed, the waitress brought their check and Fabianna steered Boyd to a nearby nightclub and their reserved circular booth in the corner.
The drinks arrived just before the twins. They had distributed their samples and garnered a few orders. Their work for the evening was finished. Fabianna let them sit either side of Boyd who was stationed in the center of the cushioned booth. He smelled residual lime and mango on their skin.
The night was still young but the alcohol was flowing liberally. Boyd was feeling a small buzz, just enough to dull his nerves. He was laughing at the sisters' jokes and generally enjoying the nightlife. From his seat he could see a few scantily clad patrons dancing on table tops. The music was peppy and the volume subdued, not bombarding his eardrums like cheaper venues.
Through the crowd, he saw a familiar sight approaching. Fortuna had finished her dancing for the evening but she was still in costume, or as much of it as there was. She had dispensed with the headdress but retained the heels, jeweled bra and a short low-rider skirt barely covering her vulva. She walked with a bounce that jiggled everything and excitedly pranced the last distance as she spied Boyd and her sisters.
"Did you see me dance? Did you like it? Was I the best one in the crew?"
Boyd answered positive to all of her excited queries. Fortuna looked for a seat to join them in the booth but the spaces were full. Not to be denied, she crawled over the table and plopped herself in Boyd's lap. She hugged his neck and snickered as she jostled her supple boobs against his chest.
"Last but not least! I'd say I got the best seat in the house!" The others groaned but laughed. Boyd got her adjusted comfortably on his legs and the group went on drinking and partying.
Boyd was beginning to feel his liquor. He furtively brushed and fondled Fortuna's tits and butt whenever he sipped or replaced his drink on the table, trying to make it look accidental. The exchanged looks among the sisters judged the acts deliberate but the smiles and chortles passed a verdict of 'mutual consent'.
Fortuna decided to dispense with the 'innocence' act. She could feel Boyd's erection under her thin clad bottom. She leaned over and whispered to her twin sisters, who nodded in conspiracy. Fortuna stood up and straddled Boyd's legs. Each twin grabbed one hand and arm and immobilized them to the side. Fortuna unbuckled Boyd's belt and downed his zipper, reached in and exposed his thick cock to the air conditioned air.
Fortuna lowered her crotch to Boyd's extracted erection and parked her forehead against his.
"Oh, your dick looks cold and lonely down there. Let's warm it up with some company."
Fortuna touched his shaft with her warm lower lips. Boyd discovered that her pussy was uncovered beneath the abbreviated skirt: no panties and a pair of split crotch pantyhose. Fortuna tented his shaft and rubbed her oily folds along his length.
"Does that feel better?" she asked. Boyd smelled her left over orange aroma. He closed his eyes and responded with a moan.
Fortuna said "I'll take that as a 'Yes'"
Fabianna coughed and the other sisters caught her signal to 'cool it' as other patrons were starting to notice something happening in the corner booth. Fortuna kissed Boyd and stood back. The twins helped fasten Boyd back in his pants.
Boyd squinted through the alcohol and sexual fog he was submerged in. As an experienced hostess, Fabianna knew what to do. She scaled back Boyd's drinks and cued her sisters to contain their activities. Through the remaining time before the fireworks show, Boyd regained some stability. Close to midnight, Boyd and the sisters exited the nightclub onto the beach. They clustered together and watched the lighted clock click down to midnight.
At exactly midnight, Fabianna embraced Boyd and gave him a traditional Happy New Year kiss. A kiss may have been traditional but this one was not conventional. She smothered his mouth with hers, licking his lips and tongue, offering passion and affection, all dedicated to conveying to Boyd her abundant joy with his presence here tonight. It was a spectacular start to a spectacular fireworks show.
--------------------
Later in their hotel suite, Fabianna undressed Boyd and hung his clothes. He was seated naked in an easy chair. She went to the door.
"I need to check on the girls. They have a room down the hall. Wait here. It won't be long." She doused the light. The window glowed with the colors of the nearby art deco hotel neon marquees.
Soon, the door reopened and Boyd was surprised that it wasn't Fabianna. Fortuna stood in her samba ensemble. She approached his chair and straddled his legs just as she had done at the nightclub.
"Let's pick up where we left off earlier."
Boyd was agreeable but with a small modification. He loosed and removed her bra, throwing the offending scrap behind him. He filled his hands with bounteous tit flesh. Fortuna planted her forehead against his and smiled her concurrence to the alteration.
Fortuna shuffled forward and Boyd was re-introduced to the oily soft lips which had been indecorously curfewed from his cock earlier in the evening. The introduction was more leisurely this time with plenty of time to get fully acquainted. Fortuna slid her tenting cunt lips up and back along his length. Boyd fondled her breasts as they played tongue tag. When Boyd was moaning from the sensations, Fortuna rose up, trapped his knob with her vaginal lips and stretched her pussy down over him, taking him inside. She smoothly rode him, setting an elongated rhythm that thrilled them both.
Fortuna's nipples stiffened and Boyd rolled and pinched the nubs. Fortuna's cunt pulsed. He pinched again and she pulsed again. Boyd was exhilarated by the sensations and wanted to continue playing with the tit-cunt reflexes. But after a long evening of recurrent foreplay, he swooned and dumped his load deep in Fortuna's womb. She held his face to her breasts, enjoying his autonomic licking of her nipples.
As he came back from his near stupor, she dismounted and led him to the bed. Laying him comfortably, she gave him a final kiss, then gathered her discarded bra and left the room.
The colorful lights danced on the ceiling and walls. Boyd was still a bit dazed from his orgasm. His thoughts were disjointed and he craved the soothing influence of Fabianna. He was conflicted when the door opened and Fabianna again failed appear. There stood the twins, naked.
His confliction turned to conviction as they climbed into his bed. One twin straddled his legs as the other straddled his chest. He smelled mangos. The far twin handled his cock, slowly but steadily, returning it to a useful condition. The near twin caressed his face and cooed. Boyd raised his arms and twiddled the near twin nipples as the far twin twiddled his knob.
Her mission accomplished, the far twin said, "I'm think I'm ready to go down here."
The near twin quipped "What took you so long? I've been ready to 'go' since this beau-hunk showed up on the beach!"
The near twin slinked up and Boyd lowered his hands to palm her butt. She settled her shaved cunt lips against Boyd's oral lips. His tongue took a tentative lick and confirmed mangos. That would make his face twin Fidelia with the lime-loving Felicia preparing to mount his dick, which she proceeded to do. Unseen, he felt his rod swathed in warm moist flesh. Other than some hip jogs, there wasn't much he could do to enhance that action. Instead Boyd contemplated the job that directly confronted him.
Boyd actually liked the taste of mangos. His tongue wiped up one pussy side then down the other enjoying the flavor. He centered up and struggled his tongue up the enclosed gash. Two fingers appeared and spread the encumbering outer lips away from the pink inner folds. They tasted strongly of mangos and Boyd figured the product line must include mango-flavored douche.
The tri-mutual caresses continued for some time. Boyd was too tired to cum so soon after Fortuna but the twins had a rollicking good ride. Felicia came twice on Boyd's cock. Boyd could tell that Fidelia was approaching her second one. Her breathing was gusting again just like it had on her first one. Remarkably, Boyd felt an unexpected tingling in his toes that shot up his body, careened off his skull and ricocheted down to his balls. The nuggets compacted and Boyd shot a modest load of semen into Felicia.
Felicia jumped as the unexpected volley hit her cervix. She 'ooh'ed and pressed down on his shaft. Fidelia heard her sister's reaction but already knew what was happening. She had felt Boyd tense and then shove his stiffened tongue into her hole. His head bobbed from his spasms, giving Felicia the last little bit she needed to achieve her own orgasm.
The trio soared then floated to earth; in due course they disengaged their connections. The twins rose and got off the bed. Boyd lay exhausted. They pecked his cheeks and left the room.
The door reopened and Boyd spirits were brightened when Fabianna entered. She crawled in beside him and whispered in his ear.
"Were my sisters 'good, real good' like they promised?"
"Yes...they kept their word."
"I'm glad. Now that the preludes are done, you and I can take it from here."
Boyd was almost whining as he said "Fabianna, I am worn out. I can't go again right now."
Fabianna placed a finger on his lips, brushed his cheek and covered his eyes with her palm. She whispered to him.
"Shhh...my darling, don't despair. The weekend is young and we have plenty of time ahead of us. Rest now, my handsome prince...just rest now...and we will see tomorrow if it can be my turn...until then, rest...sleep now...sleep..."
Boyd melted into a slumber. Fabianna lay dutifully awake for a while until she was sure he was deep in dreamland. Then she closed her eyes and joined him, happy that this assignment was going so well.



        Total Woman Requests 03

        Rocky Mountains: Erin, Irene.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/total-woman-requests-03

Title: Total Woman Requests 03

Author: bhuff

Category: Novels and Novellas

Description: Rocky Mountains: Erin, Irene.

Tags: seated vaginal, topless, corsets, redheads, twins, bathtub, museum, ddoggie, uniforms, blowjob

Series: Total Woman Requests


Mrs. Rush reviewed the TWR Final Request Voucher. It looked to be in order: the Pledge Contributor's Requested Scenario, TWA Security's Clearances for Scenario Participants, Electronic Funds Transfer Authorization and the Confirmed Venue Schedule.
All Total Woman Academy Pledge Contributors (PC's) had discretionary use of the Total Woman Academy Graduate Network. TWA graduates donated their time and talents to events that contributed their earnings to the TWA Alumni Fund. The graduates volunteered for assignments at exclusive TWA Health Clinics and Resorts. Total Woman Requests offered the graduates additional volunteer assignments in unusual places and settings. All assignments offered abundant opportunities for graduates to refine their unique talents.
This Pledge Contributor had achieved a spectacular professional football career whereas his college roommate had contributed to society as a community college history teacher. His professional specialty was economic development of the old American West. A mountain resort town's pioneer museum was holding a costume pageant fund raiser. The PC would sponsor his old friend's outing and had requested some post-pageant carousing.
Mrs. Rush scrawled her approval on the Voucher form and handed it to her secretary. The fantasy was underway.....
-----------------------------------------
Calvin tugged the high starched collar of his costume business suit where it irritated his neck. It was amusing playing dress up and he loved the venue. The Rocky Mountains Pioneer Museum was having its Annual Vintage Costume Fair and Fundraiser. The museum was dedicated to authentic displays of the rough and tumble mining, timber and ranching days of the late 19th century. Calvin's college roommate had given Calvin his ticket and a generous amount for expense money so he could attend in his stead and present the roommate's generous donation.
Calvin wandered through the main museum rooms. Dioramas displayed various skills for daily life in the mountains and open ranges. Cattle ranching had branding and fence mending, timber operations with its human powered tree cutting equipment and power driven sawmills, mining industries showing drills, explosives and hydraulic excavation.
Calvin's strolls brought him to a rear area of the museum and a full-size diorama of a typical ranch station house. The front entrance room, kitchen and a bedroom of the private quarters had been re- created with antique replicas of the era's furniture and fittings.
After inspecting the main room and kitchen, Calvin entered the bedroom. It contained a four poster bed, lace curtains, chest of drawers, and claw foot iron bathtub. There was a large sepia photo on the wall showing the ranch manager and his family.
Calvin knew that many of the ranches, mines and timber tracts were founded by British financiers who placed their trustworthy manager/agents onsite to oversee the operations. The London based owners supplied investment capital and industrial equipment to the remote sites, sold the enterprises' products and reinvested the profits.
Calvin looked closely at the sepia photo of the onsite agent. He was standing, wearing the period fashionable high starched collar shirt but he wore no pants. His arms were draped across the shoulders of two young women and each hand grasped the outer tit of the lasses above their cupless bustiers. Both girls were also naked below the waist and each had a hand tucked under the agent's shirt tail at his groin. Everyone was smiling.
Calvin understood the nature of the photograph. In addition to capital and equipment, the absentee London owners were called upon to supply relief and comfort to their isolated agents. Concurrent to the expansion of the American West, Ireland was suffering the potato famine. There were many orphans, particularly nubile young females, who could be 'rescued' and sent to better living conditions in the hinterlands. Most transportees were impressive of body and impressionable of mind. It really worked out well for all parties.
Calvin's musings were interrupted by a petite redhead. She was dressed in the museum's security guard uniform.
"Sir, the museum will be closing in ten minutes. We ask that you make your way to the front entrance, please."
"Yes, of course, thank you."
The redhead went away and Calvin dawdled in the area for a few moments and lazed towards the front. The museum seemed empty and the front hallway was deserted. He pushed the entrance door to leave but it was locked. He heard someone and turned to find the security guard walking towards him.
"Sir? Are you still here? We thought you had left with the others."
The guard tried the door. It was locked.
"Sir, I don't have the key to this one. I will let you out the backdoor. Please follow me."
Calvin enjoyed the journey as he followed the uniformed redhead through the hallways, taking the opportunity to admire her tight little ass in the tailored uniform. As they approached the ranch station diorama, she went through the display to a door near the back. It was also locked. She guided Calvin to the bedroom display and motioned for him to sit.
"Okay, why don't you have a seat in here and I'll get the key. I won't be long."
Calvin waited somewhat impatiently for her return. Finally, he heard footsteps and rose from his seat. Through the bedroom door walked, not one redhead, but twin redheads and they were definitely out-of-uniform. Each wore a cupless bustier and panties, pretty similar to the girls in the sepia photo. Their shoes were period button-ups with mid height heels.
Calvin stared while the twins stood quietly and waited with their eyes lowered and their hands clasped across their groins. Calvin finally found his voice and spoke.
"Are you dressed like that for a reason?"
The twins exchanged quick glances before one said "Sir, don't you remember that you gave us house-rules when we arrived last summer? You said we must wear panties in the house unless you wanted them off and then, only you could take them off. Otherwise you would spank our bottoms until there were redder than our hair. Don't you remember that?"
Calvin quickly recovered and now understood the way of things. His roommate had said there would be special events during the weekend and Calvin should let go of his inhibitions and play along.
"Of course, I remember. I was referring to the shoes. I don't like you wearing shoes in the bedroom. Take them off."
The twins leaned forward at the waist in unison and struggled with the tight shoe buttons. Their exertions bobbled their dangling boobs for Calvin's enjoyment. They removed and tossed aside the footwear before standing up. The twins resumed their poses but a few inches shorter.
Calvin walked forward and around the lasses. He plucked at the side panty ties and, facing them again, performed his role as the obligatory panty remover.
"Who helps me out of my clothes?"
"We do" they said in unison.
"Okay, then...go ahead."
Each hugging an arm, the twins steered Calvin to the middle of the room. They methodically removed his boots, coat, vest, pants and underwear, each taking one article to the closet as the other worked the next item until Calvin was naked. They sat him in his chair.
"Do you want us to get you ready for playtime?"
Calvin nodded and the twins kneeled before him. They fondled and kissed his limp tube and soft knob in unison. In time, they took turns sucking the erect shaft and its engorged head until each had experienced Calvin's full length in their mouths and throats.
Calvin watched a long time as the cascading rosy tresses surged and bounced around the underlying heads bobbing on his cock. It was not long enough before he felt the tingling and groaned out his ejaculate into one of the twin's mouth. She did not back-off but remained locked on and swallowed vigorously. When Calvin calmed to lucidity, he gently lifted her head up and off his deflated prick.
Calvin tilted her face up with his palms on her cheeks. She smiled after she swiped her lips with her tongue.
Calvin asked "So...what's your name?"
She smiled and said "I'm Erin. My sister is Irene."
Calvin looked from Erin over to Irene, who gave a cozy little 'cupping' wave with a raised palm near her cheek. Calvin released Erin who stood and rejoined her sister. The twins stood holding hands and meekly gazing at Calvin. He rose and sat on the edge of the bed, before flopping on his back, arms out-stretched. He closed his eyes.
--------------------
Calvin's eyes popped open. He had dozed. Tucked beside him and each resting her head on an arm were Irene and Erin, which arm load was which he wasn't able to tell. Their loose straight hair splayed around their heads, on the bed and on Calvin's naked torso. He must have stirred for both girls were now alert and watching his face. He moved his hands to each girl's chest and twirled finger pad circles around the nipple available at hand.
"Whichever of you is Erin: Thanks. That was wonderful. I think Irene should get her turn now."
The luscious redhead on the left arm smiled wide while the other sulked. Calvin decided 'lefty' must be Irene. He rolled his arm, bringing her in for a kiss. They kissed long and deep and playfully. Erin remained still to give them uninterrupted focus. Calvin stopped, lifted his head and pulled his arm from underneath Erin. He pushed Irene off the side of the bed and moved to sit in the chair.
"Irene, straddle me."
Irene swung her leg across and sat on Calvin's thighs. Erin stood to the pair's side and steadied Irene whose feet didn't touch the floor. Calvin palmed Irene's ass cheeks and pulled her towards his groin. He reached under and fingered her clitoris. She was wet and oily, ready for the upcoming ride. He re-palmed her ass and lifted her upright body over his ready erection. Erin was helpfully holding his cock upright at a proper angle. Calvin positioned Irene and let her cunt descend over his hardened rod. It was heavenly.
Irene's feet still could not touch the floor. She hugged Calvin's neck and braced herself against him. Irene levered her butt using hips, thighs and arms, stroking Calvin's erection with her pussy. Her nipples brushed Calvin's chest on the upstroke, then rolled between them as she fell. At the bottom, Calvin could feel his tip slit strike her cervix.
Erin caressed Irene's and Calvin's backs and scalps, cooing whispered assurances to the paramours.
"Oh...that's looks so good...I can feel your little shudders at the bottom....Is he tickling your core?...Yes?...I wish it were mine...Ohhh, sir...your breathing is getting louder...Are you close?....Ease back a little...make it last longer..."
But it couldn't last much longer. Calvin gusted out a cry and pumped his milky juice deep into Irene.
Irene felt the discharges and slowed her strokes, trying to match the pace to the signals of Calvin's body language. She wanted to stimulate him beyond the first pulse but not irritate his newly hyper-sensitized cock skin. Calvin finally pressed her hips down tight against his groin and she stopped all motion.
Calvin and Irene untangled form each other's arms and Erin helped Irene dismount from a satiated Calvin.
The twins returned to stand side by side. Calvin pointed out his cum leaking from Irene's cunt and dribbling down her leg. Erin used some standby towels to wipe up the mess.
Calvin was spent and wouldn't recover for the immediate future. He lounged on the bed and inquired about the giant claw foot iron bathtub along one wall. In days past, the water would be heated elsewhere and carried to the room in buckets. But, as a replica assembled in modern times, hidden taps filled the tub with bathwater. The girls puttered with soaps and perfumed oils while the water rose until the room took on a floral aroma. The scents help revive Calvin's vigor. The girls approached unbidden and stood by the bed using their hands to caress his manhood to hardness.
Calvin stood and motioned the girls to mount the bed.
"Hands and knees now, lassies. Back up to the edge and let me see those juicy pussies offered for my pleasure. And this time, what with all my recent endeavors, I will take a lot longer to cum. This is your opportunity to multi-gasm. Try for all you can get. I'll alternate between your holes so use your fingers to stay hot until I rotate back."
Again, Calvin couldn't tell who was who so simply started on the left. He lined up and sank his hard cock all the way in. Slow mid-length thrusts were controlled by hands on her hips. After twenty strokes he pulled out, moved right and entered her sister's welcoming warmth. Twenty thrusts there drew out harmonizing sounds and motions from the sex players. Then he moved back left. This time, after ten thrusts, the redhead drew a big breath and moaned loudly as Calvin felt her tube pulsate along his rod. She let the breath out and relaxed her stance.
Calvin returned for round two on the right. As he entered he felt her flick her finger on their two connected organs. She was maintaining the heat and anticipated an orgasm that would replicate her sister's a moment ago. Calvin slowed his speed to let the finger press a furrow along his length as he pushed. He liked the unusual contact, a firm spot amongst the softness. His current fuck partner was jerking her hips to add a unsteadiness to the stroke which Calvin usually found unsettling but here he found it to be a nice touch.
Calvin pulled out after a few minutes in order to relocate to the other available cunt. The air put a coolness on his wet prick and he rammed quickly home again to regain the heat. A sudden intake of breath by the recipient told him he was being effectively vigorous and it raised his ardor. This might be it. And it was. The wave washed across his brain as he pumped his essence into the redhead's pussy. The lass took it all and mewed for more. Calvin gave her all he could before shrinking and falling out. He braced himself against the bed as he caught his breath.
"Let's get him cleaned up" one said to the other. They helped Calvin into the tub of scented bathwater. The tub was big. One sat behind him while the other kneeled straddled across his calves. They scrubbed him front and back, playfully tweaking his erogenous areas. But Calvin was spent and the twins gave into reality and finished the bathing. They arose and wrapped a squeaky clean Calvin in terry robes. Somehow, Calvin's street clothes were laid out and waiting on the bed. The twins helped him dress and led him to the chair.
"Wait here, please." The twins leaned over and planted kisses on his cheeks as they each took one of Calvin's hands and placed it on a boob. They encouraged him to squeeze and fondle at will.
After a time, the twins departed the bedroom. Calvin waited until some moments later, the door reopened and the two, now as security uniformed redheads, appeared.
"We found the keys, Sir, and will escort you out the front door. Follow us, please." Calvin followed the pair of trim asses that, moments before, he had enthusiastically fucked to satisfaction. They led him through the museum to the front entrance. They unlocked the door and stood aside as Calvin hesitated.
"The museum opens tomorrow at 10 AM. There are several conferences and exhibitions scheduled. We hope you have enjoyed your tour today and will enjoy the rest of your weekend. Good night."
Calvin reluctantly passed outside and the door closed and clicked behind him. He headed for his hotel. Calvin mused about his new admiration for the lonely station agents isolated on the bonanza operations in the Old West.
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Donald sat in the front row, close against the stage. This modern theatre wasted little space on an orchestra pit, equipped instead with a state of the art sound system. Donald would almost be in the midst of the action when the show started. A small crowd, maybe a dozen men, made up the remaining audience with plenty of room between the distributed seating for their cocktail waitresses to maneuver amongst the patrons.
Donald sipped his vodka 'whatever' and settled into his couch seat as the lights dimmed. His scantily clad waitress slipped onto the cushion next to him. Each guest had selected their exclusive cocktail waitress from a receiving line upon entering the theater. Her name tag said 'Dorothy'. She would attend to his needs throughout the show.
A buxom high-coiffed knockout blonde strode to center stage. Her glittery strapless dress was floor length but slit to the waist. Her hosed and heeled legs flashed as she walked.
"Good evening, gentlemen. We will be presenting several performances tonight for your amusement. After the warm-up scenes, our door prize raffle winner will be selected and he will assist with the finale. Your cocktail hostesses will see to your wishes during the show. We hope you will enjoy your evening with us. Without further delay, let's get started."
She strode off stage. The acts began with a series of uniformed strippers: airline hostess, policewoman, dive-bar waitress, private nurse, slutty secretary, French housemaid. Each took turns teasing and dancing as they dropped their clothes in detail on stage. Each had a varied shtick to her routine. It was all cliché but mildly effective.
Donald became semi-hard and his waitress, Dorothy, rubbed his crotch ever so softly and slowly to help him along.
The stage went dark and the curtain rose. A spot light played upon a formally dressed young woman. She stood between a table full of implements and a wood beam box frame. The buxom blonde re-entered stage right and slowly circled the statuesque debutante, trailing a hand across her hip and belly, all the while examining her deportment closely.
The model was brunette, her hair pooled into a high bun with sparkled hair clasps holding it in place. Her stage makeup accented the smoky eye shadow and puffy cherry lips. She was displaying generous cleavage pushed up by her tight bodice. The fashionable cocktail dress draped her hourglass figure like a glittery blue membrane. The hem stopped well above her knees. Taupe hose sheathed her toned legs and terminated in black stiletto heels. She was every college boy's prom goddess fantasy.
The blonde moved behind the brunette and fiddled with the zipper tab. She pulled it down below the brunette's waist. The shoulder straps loosened and the blonde skimmed the garment off her quarry's chest and arms whence it fell in a puddle around her heels. The brunette trod her heels as the blonde removed the disrobed gown from beneath her. The brunette retained a black bustier and panty set, the hose held up by the bustier garter straps.
The blonde retrieved two black circles from the table. Lifting each wrist in turn, she banded them with locking leather cuffs. The cuffs had embedded chrome rings. The blonde drew the brunette's hands behind her and linked the cuffs. The brunette stoically acquiesced to the binding and handling.
Donald fidgeted in his seat, trying to adjust his thickening cock inside his trousers. Dorothy placed one hand on his shoulder and used the other to unclasp his belt and open his fly, providing Donald more room to grow.
The blonde took up a large pair of scissors. She snipped the bustier's garter straps. Putting one edge under the thigh band of the hose, she sliced the nylon tube down to the brunette's ankle and trimmed around to cut it off. The other leg similarly lost its matching nylon.
Replacing the scissors, the blonde took up a shiny knife. She circled the model and stood beside her, giving the audience an unobstructed view. She inserted the blade under the bustier's front laces and plucked each cross stitch as she descended the corded ladder. The constraining black vestment blossomed open as she went. When the last stitch was cut, the panels parted and hung open suspended on the brunette's breasts. The blonde used the knife to flick the panels aside and the bustier fell to the floor.
The brunette's tits were simply glorious. Large pointed puffy areolae topped her nose cone boobs. The nipples were dark, probably from makeup.
The knife cut the panty side straps and the brunette now stood with hands cuffed behind her wearing only heels and hair pins. She had not helped or hindered her uncovering, tranquilly accepting the manipulations.
The blonde pulled out the jeweled hair clasps one by one and the brown tendrils individually cascaded to past the debutante's shoulders. The blonde finger- combed the tresses to a rumpled uncouth tumble. The brunette was suitably prepared and primed for the next part of the scene.
Taking her elbow, the blonde guided the brunette back and forth across the front of the stage, allowing the audience to observe the bounce and sway of her boobs as she strutted in her heels. The blonde marched her to stand in front of the beam frame box. She unlinked the cuffs.
Taking one wrist, the blonde fastened it to an upper corner chain. She helped the brunette to alight the base beam and slapped her inner thighs as a sign to widen her stance. She fastened the other wrist to the other corner chain. Bending, she fastened the strapped heels to the opposing base corners. The brunette was loosely suspended in an X posture.
The blonde picked up two last items from the table: one a stiff opened circle, the other a limp cloth. She paused, pondering which to place on the brunette first. She chose the stiff circle: a black leather collar with chrome rings. Placing it around the bound brunette's neck, she pulled it snug and clicked it closed. A leash-like silver chain dangled between the brunette's breasts, which were now displayed separated and elevated by her raised arms. With a final flourish, the blonde flipped the blindfold across the brunette's face and tied it behind her head, trapping her hair under the velvet band.
During this scene, a proud classic glamour queen had been transmuted, piece by piece, into a naked vulnerable bondage slave.
The blonde returned to the front of the stage as the spotlight faded on the framed, bound model and the curtain closed.
"We'll continue with more of that later in the show. Now, let's enjoy some more lively entertainment."
A naked female musician performed a few rock numbers and her voice and guitar skills were pretty good. The electric stringboard hung by its strap from her shoulder below her perky breasts which shook in time with the beat as she capered about the stage.
A female standup comedian told familiar risqué jokes. And when she got a laugh from the audience, she doffed an article of clothing. The jokes may have been ordinary but her body was extraordinary.
Donald's cock grew some more. Dorothy rummaged in his shorts to get him situated more comfortably. She left her hand lying on his warm erection inside his pants and leaned her head on his shoulder.
The blonde returned to center stage with a small black satin box.
"It's time for our door prize raffle drawing. Please look at your tickets as I read the winning number."
After a pause, she dramatically withdrew a slip of colored paper from the box and held it high. She lowered to read the writing. In reality, there was no writing on this slip of paper or any of the others. She had memorized the ticket number of the pre-arranged winner.
"9-8-4-6-1-3...that's...9-8-4-6-1-3"
Donald read his ticket. Holy shit! '9-8-4-6-1-3'. He was dumbstruck. He liked to win raffles and door prizes but rarely did. This one could be a jackpot.
His hostess Dorothy also read the numbers and 'whooped' a cheer for her client. There were groans of disappointment from the other patrons. Donald found his voice and said "It's my ticket" as he held it up.
Dorothy quickly re-arranged Donald's pants and escorted onto the stage. He handed his ticket to the blonde.
"Congratulations, sir. You will be our guest master of ceremonies for tonight's finale. Dorothy will take you backstage for a briefing of your roles and duties."
Dorothy guided him stage right and backstage. As he exited, he heard the blonde announcing the next act. They followed a hallway out of earshot behind the stage.
"My name is Dorothy. I know you are Donald. We are going to the dressing room to get you ready and into proper attire as a master of ceremonies."
Dorothy swung open a door and bade Donald forward. Donald walked into a typical dressing room with racks of clothes and lighted mirrored makeup tables. All of the dressing room's occupants turned to greet him as he entered. They were the strippers and performers from the show and none of them was wearing much clothing.
"Everyone, this is Donald, our winner of tonight's master of ceremonies door prize raffle. Donald, this is your briefing and preparation crew. Have a seat and we will start getting you prepared."
Donald sat on a stool and tried to hide his newly throbbing erection. Dorothy saw his discomfort and began her spiel.
"Don't be embarrassed about being aroused. This is a sex show and you ARE going to get laid tonight. How that happens is why we are here. You will be back onstage with two experienced assistants who will chaperon you through the opening scenes. As you get familiar with the limits and bounds of activity, you should show initiative and take charge. Look around this room and select two lovely ladies to be your stage assistants."
Donald heard the words but was slow absorbing them. The girls knew that this was normal, too much information too quickly. The ladies approached him and formed a small circle.
The first spoke. "Hi, Donald. Do you remember me? I stripped out of the air hostess uniform at the beginning of the show. I would be honored to be your assistant tonight."
Another said "I was the naughty nurse. It would be fun to help you tonight."
Still another "Why not pick me, the secretary? You liked my act, didn't you?"
Donald was suddenly conscious that he would have to choose only two. He turned to Dorothy.
"I pick you."
"Sorry, Donald. I have other duties with you that will keep me busy. You must pick two of them."
"How about the prom queen-bondage slave?"
One of the ladies chimed in "She's not here right now. She's tied up." The other ladies tittered.
Donald sighed and looked at the available candidates. "I choose the air hostess and the secretary."
Excited 'yeah's and disappointed 'ohh's were expressed and died out. The two selected ladies stayed and the others returned to their preening.
"Donald, let me introduce our redhead air hostess, Dani, and this cute brunette secretary is named Dawn. The three of us will get you ready for the show. After that, Dani and Dawn will be your assistants onstage. Let's start with getting you out of your street clothes and into costume."
Dorothy helped Donald completely undress. Dani produced tight black leather shorts which Dorothy squeezed Donald into. The front crotch cup was removable and allowed his entire groin to be exposed. Black leather suspenders crisscrossed his chest and back. A small wireless mike was attached at the top of the suspenders. Finally, he donned a velvet cloak and slippers.
"There, that should be enough. Donald, you look ferocious in that outfit, very rugged, brawny and masculine. Do you exercise or play sports? Oh, never mind, it doesn't matter. Just remember to pace yourself a bit onstage. The routines can get quite physical. We want you to last throughout the show."
Dani and Dawn returned wearing their stage costumes. Each was dressed in a black satin cupless corset and thigh high stockings with stiletto heels. No panties covered their smooth shaved pussies. They carried a small stage makeup tray and, like their own faces, added Goth-style makeup to Donald, darkening his eye lids and lips. Dorothy took on a serious expression as she did a final check of Donald's outfit.
"Now, Donald, there is one more detail before we send you onstage. We have seen other shows end too early because our prize winners get too aroused even before the curtain rises. One of my duties is to circumvent that. Dani, Dawn and I are going to help you cool down. Just relax and let us do our jobs."
Dani and Dawn each hugged one of Donald's upper arms tight to their bare boobs. They leaned in and braced him upright in the stool. Dorothy knelt, opened his robe and gently lowered the codpiece covering Donald's stiffened cock. She took the shaft in both hands as she looked up at the assistants and nodded her head once. They nodded back, signaling that they were ready.
Donald watched Dorothy's mouth slowly descend his cock. When it reached her throat she kept going, popping his knob into her throat in a continuous motion until her lips bumped his pubic bone. She reversed and ascended, fluttering his shaft with the tip of her tongue until she flat tongue lashed the top of the crown. Then down she went again. Dani and Dawn clamped tightly on Donald's arms and nuzzled his neck and ears with their noses. Donald's earlobes tickled from their breaths.
Dorothy was proficient in her duties; her record was ten strokes, maximum. After all the prior stimuli this evening, Donald only lasted through four. Dani and Dawn felt Donald's back arch as he grunted out his cum into Dorothy's gullet. They held him through his vibrations and supported his weight when he buckled forward.
When his head came up, Dorothy was re-covering his flaccid organ with the leather codpiece.
"Keep an eye on his cock, ladies. I'm sure it will swell again soon. Be prepared to release it from its cage when it is ready to roar again. Donald, I am leaving you in Dani and Dawn's capable hands now. Follow their advice, have some fun and enjoy the show."
Dani and Dawn hoisted Donald to his feet and walked him out the dressing room door. As they made their way to the stage, Dani and Dawn gave him some last minute counsel.
"We will get things started. Listen to our entreaties and respond like the master in charge. We will call you master or sir. The audience expects you to call us slut, wench, cunt, slave, stuff like that. As you get the swing of things, it's okay to get creative and differ the program to suit your tastes."
They approached the side of the stage. The curtain was down and the stage was pitch-black. Donald jolted as he suddenly sensed a little stage fright. He worried that his recent orgasm would sap his strength and he would be embarrassed by failing to perform virulently as expected. The assistants sensed this normal reaction and were prepared to coach him through it.
"We will get all of us into position at center stage. The scene will be announced. You'll see that when the curtain rises, all the flood and spot lights screen out your view of the audience. Forget about them and just stay focused on us and our interactions with you."
Dani and Dawn still held an arm and drew Donald across the darkened stage. As they approached center stage, there was just enough light for Donald to notice a large stage prop already in position. At close range, he recognized it and remembered the ladies snickers when he asked for the debutante-slave as his assistant. She wasn't there in the dressing room because she was still here waiting for him, 'tied up'. She was the center-piece of the show, trussed on the frame and waiting for him to perform with her. Dani and Dawn placed Donald in front of the framed woman and took their own positions to either side. Dani scurried back to hand Donald a coiled bullwhip. The blonde announcer beyond the curtain called out to the audience.
"Gentlemen! Remember our prom queen debutante that was transformed into our bondage slave? For our finale this evening, and for your continued entertainment, she's back to be further debased by our door prize winner. Behold and enjoy."
She walked off stage as the curtain rose. The ladies had been right. He saw the blonde walk off stage right but beyond the edge of the stage, he saw nothing but glare.
Off to his right, Dani chimed out "Master, are you going to punish us with that whip?"
Donald saw the thing in his hand. He let it uncoil to the floor and flicked it towards the front of the stage.
"You know I hate to go that far. Don't defy me and we can try something just as effective but less painful."
He dropped the whip and turned to face the three women. Dani and Dawn stood, heads bowed to either side of the bondage slave that was blindfolded and suspended in the heavy wooden frame.
Dawn tentatively shuffled forward, head bowed. "Master, may I take your robe. It will restrict your movements while handling us."
"You have my permission, wench."
Dawn untied the cloak and swept it off his shoulders. She placed it off to the side away from the action.
"Why is this stripped cunt tethered up there?"
"Master, we are obedient students at your slave school. But this wayward cunt has disobeyed your instructions. You assigned us homework projects but this disobedient wench slipped out to a fancy fraternity party instead. The housemother caught her trying to sneak back in and, after stripping her of her illicit party apparel, bound her to this frame. The wicked slut now awaits your judgment."
"She disobeyed my commands!? Which homework task did this 'slut-cunt' disregard?"
"Master, you commanded us to practice sucking and fucking skills for an hour each."
Donald stood with hands on hips and declared "Then let the punishment fit the transgression. She will accomplish her overdue homework now. Prepare this 'slut-cunt' to suck my cock!"
Dani and Dawn suppressed a smirk. Donald was into his groove. This was getting very good.
They pushed the frame towards the front of the stage and rotated it 90 degrees so 'slut-cunt' would be in profile to the audience. They positioned an attached metal tube across the middle of 'slut-cunt's lower abdomen. Finding the locking hinges, they folded the top half of the frame down to horizontal and bent 'slut-cunt' into a classic bent-over posture. Her head hung down and her hair draped almost to the floor. Donald surveyed the situation. Looking around he found the stage prop he needed.
He wheeled a low gurney bed to the front of 'slut-cunt'. He jumped on and used the levers to adjust the height. Dani and Dawn came to his aid. He lay back as they unbuckled and removed his codpiece. They wheeled him to the front of the frame. 'Slut-cunt' lifted her blindfolded head at the sound of the movement. Dani grabbed a handful of 'slut-cunt's hair and lifted further. Dawn wheeled Donald's exposed groin into position beneath 'slut-cunt's head. Dani used a hand to elevate Donald's erection to vertical and gave Dawn little commands to shimmy the gurney with Donald on it to a perfect position. Dawn cranked up the gurney's tilted headrest so Donald could witness 'slut-cunt's work on his prick from the ease of pillowed comfort.



Dani used her hair-grip to shake 'slut-cunt's head as the signal for her open her mouth. 'Slut-cunt' complied and Dani lowered her head until her lips contacted Donald's knob. 'Slut-cunt', though blindfolded, was able to take over from there. She lowered and raised her head, sucking and tonguing Donald's cock as he lay in comfort on the gurney.
Slut-cunt' was apparently very agile. She had not faltered in her pace despite the bizarre strained position she was in. Sometimes she let her body sag and her boobs ambled around on Donald's thighs. He liked that. Then she would arch up in the restraints to get better leverage and give more span to her strokes. Her hair caressed his stomach.
Donald could hear murmurs and sighs from the audience beyond the floodlight glare. He took them for sounds of approval and figured he must be doing okay as the master of ceremonies. He didn't see that the patrons were receiving comparable blowjobs from their select hostesses.
Remarkably, even though he had cum just a short time ago in the dressing room, Donald felt his balls beginning to tingle from 'slut-cunt's ministrations. He closed his eyes and relaxed, letting the impending electricity in his groin build until it flickered across his scalp, his toes and all parts in between. Donald jetted his semen up and out into 'slut-cunt's mouth. Donald heard a distant groan and then realized it was him.
'Slut-cunt' rested her forehead on his stomach but sustained a soft suckle on the meat in her mouth. It eventually shrank to where she couldn't hold it and it fell out. Donald felt the gurney being lowered and his assistants wheeled him out from under the cock-sucking captive.
Donald lay still not really knowing what to do next. Dani came to his rescue.
"Master, we were also assigned fucking."
'Whew' thought Donald. Three? He was going to need some big time stimulation. He was restless to finish sometime soon and let the audience leave before morning! Dawn helped him off the gurney and he stood turned away from the unseen audience. Dani was waiting at 'slut-cunt's exposed pussy. Donald noted it was at the same height as his cock where he stood. Dawn produced a chrome bullet vibrator. Donald switched it on and touched his arm. It buzzed and tickled.
Donald walked to 'slut-cunt's side away from the audience and squatted down. He poked the chrome bullet's end up against 'slut-cunt's dangling right nipple. She jumped in her restraints at the sudden vibration on her tit. Her breasts flopped and danced but settled again as she re-settled into her suspension stance. Donald poked the other nipple. 'Slut-cunt' hopped her boobs again and then settled down. Donald played a game varying the timing and rotation between the fleshy globes. It must have become uncomfortable for the bondage-slave. She twisted her torso violently trying to avoid the tremors.
Donald eventually tired of the game. He moved on. Standing behind her ass, he placed the chrome probe along her cunt gash. 'Slut-cunt' was held more tightly at this end and had to accept his contact with little free movement. Donald rubbed and rolled the cylinder generously around her sensitive pussy lips. Next he went for the gold; he placed the tip at her vaginal opening. Donald tenderly thrust, twisted, rolled, levered and used every other motion he could conceive of all around the outside and inside of her twat. 'Slut-cunt' had been physically active but quiescent in her sounds until this point. But now she moaned...loudly. Donald liked that. She was beginning to really respond to the stimulus and it made him feel manly giving her dominating duress.
Donald's uncovered cock was beginning to respond to the psychological stimulus of manipulating this bound captive's sexuality. His cock was angling upward even as it bobbed horizontal when he moved. He decided his cock would next sample 'slut-cunt's cunt. Dani read his mind and came to his rescue again.
Dani cradled Donald's half hard prick in her palm and rubbed her fingers across the sensitive skin below the crown. Donald stood still with the vibrating chrome cylinder in his hand. He was so engrossed watching and feeling Dani handle his erection that he barely knew that Dawn took the vibrator from him and set it aside.
Dawn squirted some lubricant into 'slut-cunt's pussy hole. Dani led Donald to the primed pussy and placed Donald's knob against it. Donald needed no more help, assistance, council or advice. He knew what to do and drove his rod deep, bottoming out in one long stab.
Damn! She's TIGHT! Slut-cunt's pussy was warm and snug on his cock which was nearly trapped by her vaginal compressions. 'Slut-cunt' wailed and jerked. Donald's prick stayed fully embedded in her tight, slippery flesh but his cock twitched hard at this auditory sign of his dominant control over 'slut-cunt's frenzy.
Donald was done playing and ready to rumble. He pulled back and shoved hard, drawing almost all the way out and in again. 'Slut-cunt's body was slammed forward into the restraining waist bar. Donald held her hips to get better leverage for his ram strokes. 'Slut-cunt' was grunting with each blow of Donald's groin against her ass cheeks. Donald was in the groove and climbing the thrill hill. 'Slut-cunt's growls grew louder as Donald initiated a final frenzy of strokes, halting deep on the last one and pouring out the dregs of his remaining semen into the welcoming womb.
'Slut-cunt' sensed his discharge and let her own orgasm out of its confinement. Her tube clenched and throbbed on Donald's heated rod. He remained still and let her orgasmic contractions massage his cock deep inside her pulsating tunnel. Finally the pulses died down.
Donald slid his still hard cock out of 'slut-cunt' and waggled to her front. Dawn lifted 'slut-cunt's head by her hair and Donald slapped her lips with his slippery rod. 'Slut-cunt' opened wide and took the cock in her mouth, licking and sucking his prick clean of semen and cunt lubricant.
Dawn held Donald's velvet robe for him to don. He swirled the hems around his legs with gusto and marched stage left to a waiting Dorothy. She pecked his cheek and told him what a wonderful performance he had given. She hugged his arm and guided him back to the dressing room.
Onstage, Dani and Dawn righted the bondage frame. They unfastened 'slut-cunt's ankle and wrist shackles and took off her blindfold. The assistants supported 'slut-cunt' as she regained her balance from the strain of being slung up for several hours. Placing her between them, they linked hands and bowed to the unseen audience. There was some applause but the onstage ladies understood that beyond the lights the gentlemen were deep into second or third rounds of coitus with their hostesses. Their attentions and energies were engaged elsewhere. The curtain fell and the trio exited the stage.
Dorothy removed Donald's suspender shorts and face make up. She helped him don his street clothes and led him out to the lobby. The theatre bar was nearly empty but they sat for a while over a simple drink. Dorothy subtly interviewed Donald to be sure he was not troubled or distraught by the spectacle he had endured. He seemed okay. The theatre management lamented past incidents where a patron had ended up in a police drunk tank or emergency room from the unfamiliar psychological distress.
Dorothy escorted Donald to the entrance and kissed him sweetly goodnight. Donald walked out to hail a cab back to his hotel. His flight would take him home tomorrow. He was content that his time in Las Vegas had been well spent. He would come back someday. But he doubted it would ever get this good again.
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Edwin tried to look poised as he promenaded the pool deck at the Total Woman Graduate Academy. His friend and client had arranged this Freewill Weekend visit as a thank you for 'services' rendered. The services were not wholly legal and a money trail was not preferred. Enough said...
On arrival, Edwin's TWA Free-Will Weekend Orientation emphasized that all interactions must be safe and consensual to both parties. No undue force was allowed. Edwin would have unlimited access to all Academy facilities and a special coaching suite had been set aside for his exclusive use. He was expected to fulfill the role of a guest coach trainer, providing real tutoring to the students. Therefore, if Edwin had a particular sexual expertise he wished to explore, the student was expected to comply un-hesitantly with his instructions, even in public.
Edwin was encouraged to give the students constructive feedback during and immediately after the lessons. Otherwise easy to use checkbox and fill-in-the-blank forms were required for later review by staff with the students. Variety was compulsory. If he dwelt too much on any one student, his freewill selections would be restricted. He would be delegated to a roster with a randomly assigned schedule of students to tutor. 'Spread the wealth around' was the mantra for Freewill Weekend.
The students were aware a special visitor would be attending this weekend and there was a buzz of excited anticipation in the air. It was a great opportunity to get intimate familiarity with diverse males' desires and responses.
Edwin was getting his first look at the glorious smorgasbord of nubile flesh that was his obligation to tutor. And the women were getting a first look at him. All the women were at least topless, many wearing nothing at all. They were playing in the pool, sunbathing on lounges or sitting at umbrella tables savoring drinks or snacks. Edwin's boner was already obvious, even inside his baggy board shorts.
Edwin paused at the edge of the pool. There were several naked nymphs playing a game of tag and splash. He watched as they jumped, laughed, dunked and porpoised. Wet tanned skin contrasted with the sapphire tint of the pool bottom and the clear water.
Edwin looked over to the far edge of the deck at a shaded lounge draped by a curvaceous naked blonde. He strolled that way. She spied his approach and levered up her sunglasses. She smiled cheerfully, meeting his gaze with obvious welcome. She stayed attentive as he neared. When he sat on the lounge next to her, she rolled to give him a full frontal exposure and extended her hand.
"Hi, there. My name's Carol."
"I'm Edwin."
"Are you this weekend's guest trainer?"
"Yes, I think so. Were you-all expecting someone?"
"Oh, yes. I thought it might be you since I haven't seen you here before. I know most of the regular guest tutor PC's. We heard someone special was coming this weekend and I guess that's you. Everyone is dying to meet you. We heard you will be tutoring us with your distinct penchants that will add new topics to our current curriculum."
Edwin felt his dick twitch and his face begin to flush. He had come here for a little rest and recreation but these women seriously expected to learn from him.
"I hear the TWA curriculum is pretty thorough. I can probably offer some coaching and tune up of what you already know. How much do you know already?"
Carol stroked her finger tips along his inner thigh.
"I know that I want some expert coaching. I know that the weekends can be short so it's good to start early. I can see by the lump in your shorts that you are also ready for an early start. I know I want to be first in line. And I know that there's no time like the present to begin."
"I like the sound of your knowledge so far. And, yes, there's no time like the present to begin."
Carol moved her hand higher under Edwin's shorts. He watched good-naturedly as she sat up and smoothly began unfastening his waistband and lowering the zipper. As he stood up, her hands cradled his tumescent shaft and balls as the shorts dropped to his ankles. His thick dick was level with her face and she leaned in to kiss his tip. She eased off her lounge onto her knees and guided him to sit again.
Carol looked up at Edwin. "Please teach me what you like and how you like it. I will try hard to learn to do whatever you want. I want to absorb anything you care to offer me."
Edwin was a little surprised at her eagerness.
"Okay...use the tip of your tongue to stimulate the underside V of the corona...Ooo Ooo, that's right...then the flat of your tongue on the tip...try some different angles...oh, yes..."
Carol swiveled her head to get her tongue on all sides of the knob and shaft. Edwin sat still and mused on her techniques and this unbelievable setting. His cock throbbed with fullness.
"That's enough foreplay. Deep throat me; all the way."
Carol kneeled up, faced straight down and sank his cock to the back of her mouth...and beyond. His cock head popped into her throat as the passage brushed his crown. Edwin moaned. Carol took note and rubbed the corona little by little back and forth across the narrow gullet channel.
Edwin's thermostat was in the red zone; he was ready to flare into her his first load of the weekend.
Carol heard him wind up and grunt loudly. She felt the pulses run up his shaft. Three shots of semen pumped out and collected in her mouth. She bobbed and swallowed. The fourth and fifth shots took up the newly empty space. Edwin placed his hands on her head to slow her pace and eventually stop altogether. Carol swallowed the accumulated sperm.
Carol stayed in place as the man meat shrank in her mouth. Before it completely deflated, she opened and lapped up the errant cum dregs lingering on his skin.
A shadow fell across Edwin's face and he looked up to a smiling topless brunette.
"Carol, you sure are the early bird that gets the worm." Her tone was playfully sarcastic.
"Cheryl, I like being the early bird. And this mighty muscle here is a lot more than a worm."
Carol held Edwin's still fat shaft across her palm for the new-comer to see.
"This is Edwin, our Freewill weekend guest coach trainer."
Edwin raised a hand and politely took Cheryl's proffered hand in greeting. Cheryl held his hand and didn't let go.
"So, Edwin, as you can see, we are all anxious to acquire your experience and expertise this weekend. Can we do anything to get you comfortable? Your work here may become arduous. We want you to stay strong and virile so the most students possible get ample tutoring during the short time available. Carol, let's show Edwin the amenities we offer our guest coach trainers."
Carol rose, naked, and stepped into her low heeled clogs. She took Edwin's other hand and the pair guided him to a main building side entrance off the deck. They entered the pool's locker room. A few other guest coach trainers and their initial selection of student trainee for weekend were milling around paying Edwin and his tour guides little attention. Edwin's trio found their way to the sauna.
Edwin lay prone on a broad towel-draped cedar bench with Carol and Cheryl lay out beside him. The timer let them swelter for 20 minutes before clicking off the heat. Edwin laid quiescent, eyes closed. He felt hands creeping up his thighs and fondling his limp cock. It didn't stay limp for long. The hands took turns sliding up and down the shaft. When Edwin was erect and pointing northward, Cheryl leaned up on an elbow.
"Please, sir, what can I learn from you right here and now?"
"Hand grasp and control are always a useful skill."
Edwin put his hand over hers, guided her pace, adjusted her grip and showed her his favorite finger strums beneath the corona. Cheryl followed his every instruction, noted his facial expressions during her movements and adjusted her efforts to prolong his pleasure. His exhilaration level rose to a crescendo.
Edwin gusted and sprayed his cum all over his abdomen and Cheryl's hand. She held him gently as he came down from his orgasm. When calm was restored, Carol awaited Edwin signs that he was ready to get to his feet.
Carol and Cheryl led Edwin to the group shower room. The women took positions aside Edwin and soaped him down under the warm spray. Edwin got squeaky clean. Carol gave Edwin a fond kiss 'adieu' and departed. She was eager to mingle with the other guest coach trainers and maximize her ration of tutoring.
Cheryl toweled him down and wrapped the terrycloth around his waist. Taking his hand, she led him through the hallways to a room marked 'Guest Coaching Tune-up Suite'.
"These are your private quarters for the weekend. They are fully equipped with a large bed, floor matted yoga and exercise areas, massage table and private garden tub bath. Cabinets and closets contain sex toys, costumes and assorted training aids. You can bring a student here that perks your interest or have your selection from the pool of available students delivered at a scheduled time. Room service meals are served ensuite or you can partake of our gourmet cuisine in the dining room. Any questions?"
"That's a pretty thorough introduction. When would you like a tutoring demonstration?"
Carol was thrilled at the invitation. "I am free right now for your choice of lessons. What would you like me to teach me?"
"Let me think a moment. I think better with my hands occupied."
Edwin reached out and fondled Cheryl's left boob. She stood stoic and watched as he manipulated her fleshy mass. Edwin engaged both hands with both tits and continued his kneading. Looking around, he spied the straight back wooden chair. Edwin drew Cheryl along to the chair using her nipple nubs as mini-leashes. Edwin sat as Cheryl stood before him.
Edwin tapped the globes, not so gently, and enjoyed the jiggle.
"Nice tits. How's your boob-job skills?"
It was a rhetorical question. Cheryl knew her own opinion didn't matter. She would get Edwin's opinion and feedback after he tried her out. Really, that was all that mattered.
Cheryl asked permission to get some lubricant from the bathroom. When she returned, Edwin spent some time working the lotion all over her tits and cleavage and in the process most of her chest. Satisfied with his handiwork, you pushed down on Cheryl's shoulders, signaling her to begin the task before her.
Cheryl used her hands to compress her impressive rack around Edwin's prick. Edwin guided her pace and stroke length with hands and words.
"Nice long ones now...all the way uuppp...and downnnn...that's nice...hold and flutter your tits in counter-rhythm...good...long ones again...can you kiss the tip when it emerges...yes,yes...like that..ohh, that's good..."
Cheryl intently followed his directives and Edwin thought she was performing well. He liked the way her wavy full head of hair bounced gently as she moved her upper body. His growing muscle tautness constricted his throat. He was unable to speak and when she looked up at him, he smiled and nodded his encouragement to her. His heat was up and he was nearing the end.
Edwin heard a knock at the door. Cheryl didn't falter her pace. Despite his clogged throat, he found enough voice to croak out a reply.
"Come in."
A buxom Oriental female pushed a room service cart into the room and went about setting up the lunch. She wore an abbreviated version of the French maid's costume: heels, thigh high hose, and thong panties, a velvet bustier with lace bodice unable to conceal her half-cupped breasts and nipples.
The visual treat brought on Edwin's finale. Edwin blew his load on Cheryl's neck and chin accompanied by a long groan of ecstasy. As he collapsed against the chair, Cheryl followed his movement and held his cock between her warm boobs while his prick shrank and his mind melded again with his body
The black haired service cart attendant took a few steps towards the weary couple and paused attentively in case Edwin had any requests for assistance. Cheryl looked over and saw her there.
"Cinou, please prepare a bath. We need to get Edwin cleaned up before he can dine properly."
Cinou disappeared into the bathroom and the sound of running water filled the background. In short order, Cinou reappeared.
"The bath is prepared. Please tell me if I have done anything incorrectly or if you prefer something different or added."
Cheryl helped Edwin to the tub. She climbed in and they played with soap bubbles degreasing their recently buffed body zones. Cheryl climbed out and Cinou held a large fluffy towel for Edwin. Wrapping it around his waist, Cheryl and he toddled to the lunch table where Cinou performed waitress duties for them. Despite being faced by Cheryl's magnificent pair of tits throughout the repast, Edwin kept taking opportunities to caress Cinou's bare rear, thigh or arm. When Cinou leaned in to refill his glass, his hand followed his gaze down her open top. He fingered the pert nipples and admired the stiff resilience of her erect nubs.
When the food was finished, Cinou repacked the cart. Edwin decided to change venues again.
"Cheryl, would you remove the cart? Cinou will be staying here with me, probably all night. And there was a lissome redhead playing tag in the pool when I came in this afternoon. Have her sent here later tonight."
Cheryl agreed to advise Administration of Edwin's latest selections and choices. They would arrange the logistics and schedules accordingly. She wheeled the food cart out of the room and the door closed to leave Edwin alone with Cinou.
Cinou stood passively beside Edwin as he rubbed her well exposed ass cheeks.
"Turn towards me, please."
Edwin's fingers walked up the laces closing the bustier. Finding the bowties at the top, he pulled them and proceeded to free the laces downwards. The bustier bloomed open like a flower from top to bottom. Edwin removed the garment and tossed it in the corner. He fiddled with the side ties to Cinou's thong and it joined the bustier in a heap.
Cinou stood before Edwin with arms down. Her nipples were dark and large, with the nubs still erect from Edwin's furtive fingering during the meal. Edwin pinched and rolled them. Wearing her heels, Cinou's breasts were eye level with the sitting Edwin. Cupping one breast, he tasted the other. Edwin lapped the whole areola and sucked the nub. Switching sides, he gave her other boob the same treatment. His dick was becoming firm from the activity.
Edwin palmed Cinou's ass as he rose and lifted her up, hugging her against his body. Cinou steadied herself with her own neck hug. Edwin's waist towel dropped away. Edwin straddle walked Cinou to the bed and jumped in, landing with her under him. He angled her around until they were aligned in the middle between the head and foot boards.
Cinou stroked her inner thighs along Edwin's outer thighs, planting her heels on the mattress and positioning her legs and hips to the best angle for Edwin's looming lunge into her small, tight snatch. Edwin captured her mouth with his for a tongue engaged kiss. In a synchronous move, he pushed his tongue into her throat as he pushed his cock into her cunt. The dual penetration was bewitching. Edwin began an even stroke for this first vaginal sex this weekend. Cinou sucked his tongue as she rolled her hips in time with his cock thrusts.
Edwin noted how Cinou took the initiative to supplement his moves. She was vigilant and enthusiastic about delivering his utmost pleasure. Her devotion to Edwin's desires boosted his hunger for her. His blood rushed faster through his head; his quickening heartbeat thrummed his eardrums. Edwin released her mouth to get more air. He was pounding away wildly into her slick, tight pussy. This was his first real coitus today; the previous sessions he considered only foreplay.
Cinou was breathing hard, hoping that Edwin would reach his summit soon. She would stay focused no matter what but, as his passion built, he squeezed her tighter. Cinou's body was constricted by his fervent embrace. Despite the mild discomfort, she was close to her own climax. She wanted to hold out for coincident orgasms that she understood were favored by the male sex companions.
Cinou felt Edwin's body stiffen and then the warm milky liquid rocketed into her womb. She mentally freed her body to burst forth in its orgasmic convulsions. Her ears were filled with Edwin's roar. Her heels enfolded and hauled firmly on Edwin's ass, seizing him in a desperate attempt to hold his cock inside her and prolong both their ecstasies.
Edwin was still erupting jets in her womb as he collapsed on Cinou. Drowning in her carnal stupor, she was further submerged beneath the bulk of her spasming male tutor. Sentience dawned slowly for both of them. Petite cheek rubs were followed by neck pecks. Edwin raised his head just enough for nose rubs and sugar kisses.
When his energy returned to the bare minimum, Edwin rolled off Cinou and lay on his back. Cinou pulled a sheet over them and snuggled her boobs to his side. She would wait until after Edwin was rested before asking him to evaluate her performance. They dozed off.
--------------------
A lightening of the room stirred Edwin awake. The suite door was open and faint hallway illumination silhouetted a nude female. His redhead had arrived. He beckoned her to the bed, lifting the sheet so she could crawl underneath. The door swung shut and the room returned to darkness. He put an arm under her red haired head and his next student trainee settled in opposite Cinou and emulated her snuggle. Edwin palmed each woman's outer boob and fondled his way back to sleep.
--------------------
Dawn broke. Edwin woke feeling revived and refreshed from his deep slumber. The girls were already awake; such was expected from them as eager-to-learn trainees. They held Edwin's cock in alternating turns, giving soft caresses and brushes. Edwin let them play while he thought through his next lesson plan. He was rested and ready for more fucking. And he had this new redhead co-ed with unknown talents to augment. He was ready to explore and evaluate.
With the next lesson's plan elaborated mentally, Edwin stretched his arms and arched his back where he lay. He removed his arm from beneath Cinou and used both arms to prop up the redhead astride his thighs. Both girls continued taking turns stimulating Edwin's growing cock.
Edwin folded his arms under his pillow and addressed the redhead.
"Cinou will help you mount and then you will work me until I cum in your cunt. I want you to orgasm a couple times before I do. Men appreciate a female who expressions her genuine lust for the selecting male. Show me how much you lust for a robust fucking."
The redhead nodded, fluttering her long straight tresses that fell almost to her waist. Cinou sat up, ready to assist. The redhead lifted her hips and shuffled her ass and cunt forwards to Edwin's stiffened cock. Cinou raised Edwin's erection to vertical and the females carefully lined everything up for a smooth male entry. Contact established, the redhead tapped...tapped...tapped until Edwin was crammed deep in her pussy.



The redhead began a slow long stroke cycle, totally in charge of this erotic excursion. Her hair bounced against her body. Cinou swept most of the strands behind her back so Edwin could relish the bobbing tits teased by the wayward tendrils. The redhead would sometimes prop her body fully erect, bracing her hands on her own thighs. She would squint forward into the mysterious distance, lost in her revelry. Other times, she leaned in and held her palms flat on Edwin's upper chest, staring into his face, capturing his eyes with hers. Edwin lay quiescent, delighted by the sentiment of being used as her sex object.
The redhead's breathing quickened. She braced upright and hastened the pace. Her face flushed and she gusted out several 'ooh...Ohh...OHH's. She threw her head back as she cried out one long 'oh...My...GOD!' She halted fully embedded and vibrated out some stuttered 'ohh's. Edwin felt added vaginal contractions on his sensitized dick. His chest swelled with the pride of alpha manliness.
When the redhead was calmed enough to look at Edwin, she found him fingering the ends of a few strands of her waist length red hair. He was looking at her as he spoke.
"Was that good for you?"
She nodded with a grin. "It was better than anything ever before. Can we continue? Are you ready for me to continue?"
"Sure, start it up again. Go ahead and crank out another one for you. Then get ready to finish me big time. Do your very best!"
The smiling redhead nodded her total agreement, shaking her hair falls with an eager joy. Cinou remained attentive to assist as necessary.
Cinou knew that the redhead would need supplementary stimuli to attain another peak quickly. The redhead began the slow long strokes but added hip rolls at the bottom to rub her clitoris against Edwin's pubic bone. It also drug Edwin's knob harder against her G-spot. Cinou joined the concerto of eroticism; she used a wetted fingertip to brush circles around the redhead's engorged nipples. The redhead's pliable tendril-teased breasts were bobbing about and Cinou was hard pressed to maintain contact. The redhead was in a daze of delight as her tits and cunt heated up; she intensified the rhythm. Her rising moans foretold her coming peak. Her squinted eyes matched the determined look on her face. She was drifting deeper into her sexual soul.
Edwin's excitement was likewise escalating. He was receiving a lot of visual and tactile stimulus. He closed his eyes in an effort to outlast the girl rebounding on his dick. He could tell she was close to her second bout of ecstasy. He hoped she could achieve two full orgasms before eventually finalizing his hike to happiness. The unrelenting stimulus on his hard cock was changing his elaborate plans. Reality was trampling his fantasy stratagem with its dream-defying truths.
The redhead presented unquestionable signs that she was topping the summit. Edwin conceded defeat and sweltered in the warm juicy cunt sloshing on his prick. With a roar, he shot his essence into the redhead. Simultaneously, Cinou pinched down hard on the redhead's nipples and triggered his fuckmate's explosion. Her eyes popped open in wonder and dismay on his first shot. The redhead had expected to cum ahead of Edwin and then pull out his orgasm thereafter. This simultaneous orgasm was not the plan. But she was too far down the road to backtrack. She must run across the finish line and face Edwin's later for his evaluation of her performance.
Edwin pumped out the balance of his fluid as the redhead squealed and fell vibrating on his chest. Cinou stayed attentive and gently caressed their backs and arms and legs in order to extend the passion and let the paramours descend bit by bit back to earth. The vibrations in both bodies finally abated. Still embedded, Edwin gripped the redhead's upper arms and levered her upright on his groin.
Ever the gentleman, Edwin introduced himself.
"I'm Edwin. What's your name?"
"My name is Connie, sir. I'm sorry I couldn't get off the second time before you did. I'll try harder to be quicker next time."
"Connie, I'm pleased to meet you. And don't worry. That was a really nice fuck."
"Thank you, sir. I hope I otherwise met your expectations but if you have any feedback or advice about where I could do better, I would be pleased to hear it."
"Nothing that I can think of at the moment but if something comes to mind later, I'll send a form over to Administration and your housemother can review it with you."
Connie remained expressionless but she was unhappy with Edwin's reply. Her past male companions had been disparate and craved many different things. She wanted to learn, without delays, all the male-satiating variations imaginable.
Edwin interrupted her thoughts.
"It's time for you to ease me out of your pussy. Make it look and feel sensuous. Stay dedicated to my concluding pleasure."
Connie had been bracing herself on Edwin's chest. Her rumpled red hair was draped all around her torso. She used a hand to swish the obscuring red swags behind her so they could both watch the impending withdrawal. Connie raised her hips slowly, permitting Edwin's still tumescent meat to retract from her puffy, soaked cunt. Edwin felt every millimeter of his waning shaft scrape along her embracing cunt tube. His corona throbbed throughout its journey down and out of the supple tunnel. Edwin's dick finally slapped gently against his stomach and dribbled some latent cum into his bellybutton. Connie pivoted over him on one knee and went to the bathroom to tidy up. Returning quickly, she used a warm damp towel to clean Edwin.
Edwin relaxed as the two ladies sat on folded legs facing him in bed. Their hands lovingly caressed Edwin's inner thighs. Edwin queried them about their obsession with Freewill Weekends. Both females were senior level students at Total Woman Academy. After exhaustive classroom and laboratory preparation, they sought to perfect their techniques and effectiveness. They hungered for these opportunities to rehearse their assimilated talents on genuine male sex partners.
A knock at the door interrupted their musings. A maid entered with fresh linens. Her nametag read 'Cucina'. She wore a standard housekeeping dress that struggled to contain her hourglass Hispanic figure. Her dark wavy hair was bunned. The resident naked trio got off the bed so Cucina could change the sheets. Edwin sat in the cushioned arm chair while the two naked students cuddled in his lap.
Edwin watched Cucina bend and lift, presenting her tightly clothed body at all angles. Edwin's cock began to react to his contemplations. The girls noted his arousal with unrestrained giddiness; hoping for yet another opportunity to learn some new skills.
Cucina finished the bed and the remaining main room before entering the bathroom. Edwin pushed the optimistic pair off his lap and rose. He took their hands and led them to the door. He gave each a quick kiss and dismissed them with a smart crack to their bare asses. He turned and headed for the bathroom.
Cucina was putting the finishing touches on the bathroom freshening. Edwin started the bathtub. Cucina bent over to replace the remaining supplies under the sink. Edwin approached Cucina from behind and gently ran his hands over her perfect ass. Cucina waited in position for Edwin's next choice of moves.
"Cucina, please stand up and face me."
She complied, arms at her side. The dress had large white buttons closing the front from cleavage to hem. Edwin plucked open the button between her tits and then opened the rest to the hem. He shrugged it off her shoulders. Cucina wore no bra and her corpulent breasts looked fabulous. He hefted one in each hand, thumbing the nipples and kneading the resilient masses. Edwin stepped back and sat on the edge of the tub, leaning over to check the water and close the taps. He sat square on the edge and looked this next tutoring session up and down.
"Remove your shoes and panties. Leave the stockings on."
Cucina bent forward and skimmed off her panties. Her recently manhandled boobs swayed as she unbuckled and kicked off her heels. Edwin beckoned her forward to where he sat. She stopped short, hesitant, and afraid she might err by misinterpreting his directions for her. He pulled her closer with hands on her ass cheeks. Her pussy was ripe and puffed-up. He could smell her arousal and his half full cock sprang higher at the sight and smells. Cucina detected Edwin's genital movement and glowed inwardly about his apparent intention to tutor her in new talents.
Edwin slowly rolled the stockings down her flawless legs caressing the skin up and down as he leisurely completed the disrobing chore. Finally, he loosed her hair pin and the bun unraveled over her shoulders. She shook her head to untangle the waist length rolls and projected a 'ready-to-go' deportment.
Edwin was also ready to go. He swung into the tub of water and settled into the built-in backrest.
"Join me here between my legs and face me" he demanded.
Cucina stepped in and settled her butt between Edwin's spread knees. He handed Cucina the scrubby sponge and she conscientiously washed every inch of Edwin's body. Wash...rinse...repeat. During the extended process, Cucina missed no opportunity to rub her slippery boobs, thighs, arms...whatever against Edwin's skin. Edwin actively employed his hands in similar tactile interaction. When each bather was squeaky clean, they settled back into their initial positions. Edwin put Cucina's hands on his dick. Cucina grasped Edwin's rod and cuddled it. Edwin sat up and placed one index finger under her chin. He pressed upward and Cucina kneeled up on her knees. She maintained her gentle touch on his cock. He drew her forward for a kiss, a soft long kiss.
Edwin's other hand fumbled in her crotch, checking her vaginal lubrication. He found it suitable to the task. Poking a finger inside, he discovered her tube was ridged with small fleshy folds that would give his cock added sensations during his prods. He adored the assortment of vaginal textures and techniques this weekend had revealed to him.
Edwin pulled her face along with his as he laid back, continuing the lip play. Cucina shuffled her butt into position for the pending ride to ecstasy.
"Cucina, I'm ready for you now. Show me the depth of your talents but remember this is about making it good for me. You can have your fun later. Your primary motivation for this encounter is to maximize my pleasure. Show what you can do and we will review your performance post-coitus."
Cucina absorbed the directions and took a deep breath to focus her concentration. She levered up his cock and found his tip with her lower lips. A smooth entry completely encased his stiff cock in her cunt. Edwin jogged his hips. Cucina matched his moves and the bathers relished the slip-sliding of the co-joined parts.
Cucina was grateful for the chance to get in this run-through. She had been assigned housekeeping duties for the Freewill Weekend and feared the occasions to get coaching would pass her by. She was grateful for this unexpected time with this guest coach trainer. She was dedicated herein to demonstrating her very best techniques. She hoped Edwin would point out where she could modify or enhance her repertoire to make her performance the best ever. She was so lucky to be here in this tub with Edwin at this time. She felt blessed.
Edwin was also feeling a bit blessed. This fifth female of the weekend was nigh ready to wear him out. She was working his prick like there was no tomorrow. As the Weekend was coming to an end, that was rather appropriate. Later today, Edwin would leave Freewill Weekend and return to his vanilla corporate world, ending this 'dream'.
Edwin wrapped his arms around Cucina's waist and palmed her ass cheeks as they sloshed in the suds. He drove hard into her, again and again, reveling in her sensual, ribbed tunnel. He huffed and puffed, drew in a last big breath and vigorously expelled both air and semen at the same time. Cucina heard and felt the dual blasts and she responded in kind. Her cries of pleasure were music to Edwin's ears.
Subsequently they lay in the water, wiping wet hands over sensitized skin as they cooled from the sexual heat. Finally, Edwin spanked her ass once playfully and Cucina exited the bathtub. Edwin rose and Cucina toweled him down.
Cucina gathered her things and stood attentively watching Edwin. She swayed excitedly and hugged her retrieved uniform and lingerie, in nervous anticipation of Edwin's appraisal of her performance.
Edwin's mind was lost in a mild sorrow at his impending departure from this place. He suddenly noticed Cucina's attentive posture and realized she coveted his evaluation of their coupling.
"I think that went pretty well. Adoringly, you were hesitant at first and didn't take too much initiative. After you learned my appetites, you fed them with a full course meal of robust sex. I like a quick learner and so will your ensuing selecting male companions.
"You have a fabulous body, lots of sensual flesh and a crenelated cunt tube that basked my cock in all kinds of thrills and jolts. Keep toning those cunt muscles. The lucky men who decide to fuck you will discover those hidden but intensive pleasures when they inevitably plunge into your cunt. You're hot and are only going to get hotter with practice, so practice a lot!"
Cucina beamed at the praise and thanked Edwin profusely for the lesson. She didn't want this to end.
"Can we go fuck in bed and get me some more practice right now?"
Edwin shook his head blandly and said, "No time. Besides, I've already drilled your cunt more than I should be expected to or that you probably deserved. I'll wait until you become more proficient in the best use of your crenulations. Get some practice with the other coach trainers and maybe I'll try you out again when I'm back in a few months. But you have had enough of my tutoring for today. You're dismissed."
Cucina exuded pride as she skipped out of the coaching suite. She thanked her lucky stars that Edwin had been available today for her unforeseen tutoring session. He said she was hot and she would get even HOTTER! But Cucina was not completely naïve. She knew men varied in their tastes, for all things, sex included. She should get a few more opinions of her talents before embarking on any one fixed course of action. She looked forward to lots of Freewill Weekend practice encounters with expert coach trainers like Edwin.
But why wait until next month? The weekend was drawing to a close but, if she hurried, she could reach the Administration Office and beg to be released from housekeeping duties for the remainder of the day. She wasn't being selfish; she only wanted her fair share of tutoring. She was simply following up on Edwin's recommended practice regimen. She might catch a lingering coach before they all departed.
Cucina quickened her step towards Administration. She exited the ancillary training facility and marched across the intervening pool deck to the main building. The pool area was almost deserted. One lone man was seated at an umbrella table on the far side. They had not hitherto met but Cucina recognized him as the Coach Trainer Emeritus, an older grey haired gentleman that regularly attended Freewill Weekends. Cucina was sure that with his years of experience, his field trial of her talents would provide the astute second opinion she sought.
Cucina almost ran the remaining distance to Administration bent on pleading for permission to reap one more tutoring session before the weekend closed.
--------------------
Ethan lounged next to the pool. His chauffeur had called. There was a minor problem with the limousine. The repair would take a few hours. Ethan concurred with his recommendation to fix it now before the long journey home. He welcomed some time to recover after rigorously tutoring three lively students this weekend. He wasn't as young as he used to be.
Ethan watched the lone naked student quick-step in her heels, carrying a small bundle of clothes, jiggling across the pool deck to the main building. He was charmed by all of the students' youthful enthusiasm. Everything seemed so urgent and so important.
At his age, he had seen a lot of life. This Total Woman Academy and its Freewill Weekends had been an integral part of it. When he had first met the woman of his dreams, he had not known of her special education here. As their relationship bloomed, they got married. He was drawn into her extraordinary world. His wife always believed TWA was instrumental in bringing her and Ethan together.
She shared with Ethan her special affection and gratitude for the way TWA's three fundamentals of intelligence, beauty and poise had transformed her into a Total Woman.
She had encouraged Ethan to frequent the Freewill Weekends, letting him discover the best of the best that the world had to offer. Good as that was, he always returned eagerly to her. He shared with her every new found sexual trick and their total relationship grew stronger for it. In time, they enrolled their daughters in the Academy.
Ethan continued the Freewill Weekends and preferred to register for the random rotation roster. He allowed fate to pick his assignments. When the whims of karma offered up his daughters for tutoring, he took a clinical approach and faithfully executed his coaching obligations. He gave his daughters the same rigorous carnal tutoring that he gave to any other student. He knew his grand-daughters were already enrolled in the TWA's lower levels and might very well cross his path someday. Such things were the vagaries of his life.
The decades had passed pleasurably but eventually he lost his beloved wife. It was a soul searching experience to nurse her through her waning days. After that, he attended the Freewill Weekends less often, more as a legacy to her memory than as a healthy life maintenance routine.
--------------------
Cucina stated her case with a rush and the bemused administrator granted her leave to seek out one last tutoring session for the weekend. She dropped her arm load of clothes right there in the office and dashed naked to the pool area exit, hoping to catch the Coach Trainer Emeritus still at his table by the pool.
--------------------
Ethan's musings were interrupted as the main building door crashed open and the naked quick-stepping student quick-stepped his way. Her nubile body jittered in her heels. At half the distance, Ethan saw her visibly slow and compose herself for a proper greeting. She jittered less robustly but still very pleasantly to his table. Cucina ended standing respectful and close to him.
"Good evening, sir. Have you had a good weekend?"
"Very satisfying, thank you. And who might you be?"
"My name is Cucina. I'm a student here at the Academy."
"I see."
Ethan scanned her up and down. She had toned legs, smooth ass, shaved cunt, firm waist, great tits, cute face and a full head of long wavy fly-away hair. She was a fine example of the complete female package.
Cucina thought 'Now what?' Edwin had said '...the lucky men who choose to fuck you....' If she wanted this coach trainer's opinion of her '...hidden but intensive pleasures...' she needed to get him to '...plunge into her cunt...' She decided on a direct approach under these hurried circumstances.
"My last coach trainer said I have hidden treasures requiring plunging...I need practice and toning....and, well, I want another opinion and..."
Ethan placed a calming finger to her jabbering lips and made a 'shhh' sound.
"You're babbling, my dear. Take a breath and start over more slowly. What were his exact words?"
Cucina took a deep breath, causing her boobs to elevate and settle. Taking that as an invitation, Ethan moved his hand from her lips to her alluring breast and fondled the perfect specimen. Cucina paid no particular attention to his cuddle. She had become accustomed to this behavior. Men seemed to like playing with her bulky tits. Ethan continued to knead the mass as Cucina closed her eyes to refresh her recollection of Edwin's speech.



"Uhh..let's see...he said... 'I have a fabulous body, lots of sensual flesh and a crenelated cunt tube that basked his cock in all kinds of thrills and jolts. I should keep toning my cunt muscles because the lucky men who decide to fuck me will discover those hidden but intensive pleasures when they inevitably plunge into my cunt. I should get lots of practice'...or at least he said something like that."
"Okay...and you want my opinion of whether that's true or not?"
"Yes."
Ethan continued his manipulation of Cucina's breast and smoothed his other hand over her bare hips and ass.
"Well, first, he was right about you having a fabulous body and lots of sensual flesh. He also mentioned a crenelated cunt tube? Those are very rare. I have only found a few over my decades of tutoring but they are always splendid discoveries. They do put extra sensations on a thrusting cock and are treasures to plunge through. Let's check that out."
Ethan placed his middle finger at Cucina's oral lips and she tongued and sucked his manicured digit to lubricate it.
Ethan slid his hand between her legs, tapping her inner thighs, thus directing her to widen her stance. She shuffled her heels a little farther apart. He inserted his wetted finger completely up her pussy and scraped it along her tube.
He discovered the truth. What joy! Cucina DID have a crenelated vaginal channel that was the mother lode of sensual treasures for every fortunate cock that happened to plunge its depths.
"Yes, Dear. You seem to be crenelated. If it's true, I can offer to tutor you in some techniques you can use to get the most from your genetic good fortune. Do you desire my assistance and opinion?"
"Please, sir. That would be so wonderful!"
"My chauffer is late collecting me but if we get started right away, hopefully there will be time to complete the tutoring session before he arrives. Prepare a flat lounge nearby as a functional work platform and then help me remove my shirt and pants."
Cucina initiated the first of her chores in this tutoring prospect. She draped a towel over a flattened out chaise lounge. She returned to deftly unfasten Ethan's clothes. She folded them neatly on the table. Ethan's cock was beginning to harden as she led him to the prepared workbed.
Cucina stood before Ethan and looked down at his fattening stiffness. She lifted it in her palm, feeling the weight. Her fingers closed on it and she drew her hand along its length. Ethan let the Faux Pau pass for now. He would soon teach her to ask permission before touching the prized trophy of a male patron.
Ethan returned to fondling and caressing Cucina's tits, thumbing the nipples. There was a scraping sound behind him. Cucina peeped in its direction and tensed. Her thoughts were a near panic of '...no, no...we can't be too late...don't stop us now...go away, go away...' Ethan saw her eyes widen in angst and felt her apprehension reflected in her tensed grip on his dick as she froze her stroking caress. He turned his head to see what the disturbance could be.
His uniformed chauffeur had arrived. He had kept a respectful distance to give his boss privacy. He remained serenely attentive. Ethan gave his chauffeur his full attention but meanwhile continued squeezing two handfuls of tit. The chauffeur started to apologize.
"Please pardon the interruption, sir. The administrator said I could find you here but she didn't tell me you were still working."
"It's okay, Charles. I was just squeezing in a little unexpected overtime. When I don't finish my allotted workload, my roster backs up and then my schedule falls apart."
"That's a very sound policy, sir. Anyway, the limousine is repaired and we can leave at your leisure. No hurry. Please take whatever time you wish in fulfilling your obligations here. I will wait in the main building lobby."
He tipped his cap and strolled off to disappear through the main building door.
Cucina visibly relaxed and Ethan gave a hip jog to prompt her back to the tutoring. She recommenced the cock caress. It hardened sufficiently and he pushed on her boobs to back her toward the waiting chaise lounge.
Cucina sat and Ethan rotated her onto her back, squaring her head at the center of the end as he pulled her long rich hair to one side. It fell in waves over the lounge edge and formed its own little puddle of beauty on the deck.
Ethan clamped her hips in his palms and shuttled her remarkable ass to the center of the lounge. He planted her heels up on the sides of their towel draped workstation. Her legs were bent with her knees raised skyward but bowed wide to the sides. He got aboard the lounge and kneeled upright between her legs.
Cucina was glad that Ethan had agreed to stay late and undertake this appraisal of her genetic quirk of fake. She looked in his face as he braced his arms next to her torso. He leaned over her body and, on his hands and knees, continued the tutoring.
"You can use any of the different coitus positions. This one is simply convenient for us now. Use your hands appropriately. In this position, you can and should caress your companion's back and ass cheeks at will. Kissing is good, tongue is even better and it will help your selecting male get as rigid as possible. A fatter erection stretches the cock skin and super-sensitizes those nerves. A fatter erection also adds pressure against the sliding conjoined membranes. Do what you can to get him big.
"When the man is set to begin, you should offer to assist with positioning his cock for insertion. If he grants permission, use a hand to lever his knob to your opening or waggle your hips to find his tip; that usually does the trick. During the follow-on stroking and thrusting, let him set the pace. Match his moves.
"Use hip rolls and hip slides to lavish massages on every surface of his knob and shaft. When you gain some experience and have a few more practices under your belt, you will probably find ways to clamp down and add rhythmic pressure to the male's shaft. Thereby, you will give even greater '...thrills and jolts...' to his sensitized nerves."
Cucina listened to the directions and considered the essential points. She needed to absorb a lot of stuff.
"I'll try hard to remember all that. Can we try some practice now?"
Ethan replied affirmatively by bending down and kissing Cucina. They played tongue tag for a while and licked each other's lips. Cucina caressed his back and, since he was still braced above her, furtively touched his cock which seemed to be very hard.
Ethan pulled up and frowned. Cucina noted his look and remembered his words.
"Sorry, sir. Next time I will remember to ask permission first."
Ethan nodded. Cucina showed promise as an apt pupil. She was quickly assimilating his rigorous rules and learning her role in complying with them. Her future looked bright. Ethan returned his focus to his immediate position and the assignment before him.
Ethan lowered his hips and Cucina levered his large knob to her dewy lower lips.
"That's it, my dear, align me correctly. I will push in with one long slow thrust, my first '...plunge into your cunt...' as you say. Once I get fully seated, I will establish the stroke length and speed. When we get our rhythm stabilized, try rolling and sliding your hips. I presume you're ready but,...well... it doesn't really matter because I'm starting anyway, ready or not."
Ethan took a deep breath and Cucina quickly did the same. He pushed mightily and, with an audible groan, punched his knob through her opening. He kept going down her tube and bottomed out at her furthest depth.
DAMN! Her cunt was wet, spongy and TIGHT. Ethan paused to savor the swaddling warmth of Cucina's inner body where it was sheathing his prick. Then he got done to work.
Ethan pulled almost all the way out and reversed back in. His stomach bumped her flat abdominal midsection. He wrapped his arms beneath her shoulders and drew her in tight. Her cushioning boobs were crushed beneath his chest as he laid his upper body weight fully on her. He buried his face in her luscious hair. Her supple thighs rebounded his hips after every piston drive of his prick.
Cucina studied Ethan's movements. She picked a suitable moment and began rolling her hips in time with his strokes. Ethan's knob was pressed even harder against her walls. She could feel her crenellations rubbing his corona as it slid through her tube. Ethan must be feeling them too because her ears were filled with his staccato 'uh...uh...oh, yeah...oh...'.
Cucina could feel other things. Her pussy lips tingled from the pounding they were getting as Ethan's pubic bone bumped it on every deep dive. There was a heat brewing deep in her core. Ethan was breathing more rapidly. His breathes were puffs, not normal intakes and exhales. His incoherent vocalizations got louder. She was trying to keep stride but Ethan kept increasing his speed. He was groaning loudly.
Cucina finally lost her focus as the electrifying wave of orgasm burst throughout her body and she went rigid. She was held corralled in Ethan's arms. Ethan bellowed and Cucina felt his discharge in her womb. He crushed her breasts even tighter in the hug and mashed his hips down hard on hers, trapping her motionless as his subsequent cum shots filled her deepest recesses.
The coach and his student vibrated to a standstill, resting in each other's arms and groins. Ethan exchanged smooches with Cucina on neck and ears. He loathed leaving her warmth but finally extracted himself before sitting fatigued by her recumbent side. He lazed his fingers around her sweaty, engorged nipples.
"Well, I concur with most of your other coach trainer's findings. Your cunt is a fantastic fucking machine and you will learn to use even more effectively after lots of spirited practice. Strengthen and tighten those hip rolls and slides. They add power and clout to the '...thrills and jolts...' that your crenellations drive into the male's genital nerves."
Ethan tweaked a nipple and gave her a good natured butt smack.
"I've got to go now. Maybe we will meet again another time."
Cucina hugged her arms across her plump breasts as her entire body abided in her lingering sexual quivers. She watched Ethan dress and depart for the lobby. She also hoped they met another time...soon.
Cucina closed her eyes and contemplated this day's lessons. She had discovered that each coach could show her different techniques. She learned that she couldn't foresee what her next fuck partner would truly wish from her but she must be ready for everything.
Hence, Cucina was eager to return for many more Freewill Weekends and learn everything from each and every coach trainer. Someday out in the world, she would meet 'the one' that she would want as her lifelong companion. Cucina wanted to become his perfect 'dream-come-true'. She wanted to become the best she could be. Cucina wanted to become the devoted female who sought to endlessly satisfy her virile male companion.
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------------------------------------------------
Bevin stood resigned facing forward before the scarab's center radio masthead as Pedro tightened the restraints on her pulled back wrists. The boat rolled gently in the ocean swells. She was being prepared for delivery to the yacht just visible on the horizon. Pedro gave one last tug to check her firm connection to the boat. It would be unfortunate if she was lost overboard during the upcoming bounding high speed run. He moved around her and flipped her long dark curls behind her back. They would flap like streamers in the wind, adding to the visual allure of the 'gift'.
Contemplating the salt spray which would shower the foredeck, Pedro removed his own sunglasses and placed them on Bevin's face to protect her eyes. Safety first!
Satisfied that his cargo was secure, Pedro leaned in and stole a kiss from the irresistible restrained Bevin. His hand cupped and kneaded one bikini-straining breast. Bevin sucked his tongue as he lingered in the fondling lip-lock. He released her mouth with a wicked smirk.
Pedro loved his job. It was jam-packed with risky feats of daring, big powerful man-toys like this scarab, advanced surveillance and counter-surveillance technology and abundant money in undisclosed bank accounts. And 'perks'; the perks would have enough alone but were simply icing on the cake.
Pedro leered at the feminine parcel in his custody. One more detail to go. Pedro gripped the intracup-strap of Bevin's tit-stressed bikini top and ripped it off. Her bounteous breasts popped up and settled with a liquidly undulating jiggle. Yeah, the 'perks' were the deal-closer.
With one final inspection round the package ending with a sassy butt slap and nipple tweak, Pedro went below to start the delivery run.
The scarab engine's roared to life and the boat hurled forward into the sea swells. It clambered to cruising speed, steeple chasing from one wave cress to the next. The deck leapt in a rolling rhythm that kept Bevin's round chest orbs bouncing, nigh flapping, and matching the sea swells' cadence.
On the yacht, three men sipped drinks on the aft deck, lounging around the onboard wading pool, swapping risqué boasts. Three heads turned to the high pitched keen of the scarab's inboard engines and followed the progress of the approaching speed boat. As it neared, the scarab veered off and made wide circles, spiraling inward with several revolutions around the craft, plowing a yacht rocking wake and displaying the near naked trophy mounted on its deck. It slowed and came about to maneuver alongside. Once tied off, the scarab captain strode to the foredeck, released Bevin's from the mast, but not from her wrist cuffs, and hoisted the beauty over his shoulder. He boarded the yacht carrying Bevin, her toned ass presented skyward. He walked aft and plopped her with a splash into the yacht's shallow deck pool.
"Your host sends his compliments and his gift. I will stand off until 10 AM tomorrow morning after which I will reclaim the bitch. Enjoy your night."
The yacht's two crew members followed the scarab captain onto his speedboat, which revved away and anchored a mile off the starboard bow.
Bevin sat handcuffed in the pool. Frank, George and Harry ogled her in awe and confusion at what had just happened. Bevin waited while they milled around her, asking each other half-whispered 'what-the-fuck' questions. When their attention returned fully to her, she spoke.
"My name is Bevin; that was Pedro, my drug-dealing boyfriend. I like nice things but he never gives me enough money. He caught me stealing. This is my punishment. You can do whatever you like with me, but please don't actually injure me. Pedro will ask tomorrow if I repeated these instructions exactly. Please tell him what I just said. If he thinks I lied, he will beat me."
Frank and George each took a shoulder and hauled Bevin to her feet. They tried to release the handcuffs but they needed the key. Harry removed Bevin's sunglasses and met her big brown eyes.
"Where's the key?"
Bevin glanced downward and mumbled "It's tucked in my cunt."
Harry burrowed into the front of her thong and found moist warm flesh folds but no key.
"I said 'tucked IN my cunt'"
Harry squatted and skimmed her thong down her supple thighs to provide better access to the warm pink 'key-holder'. He wormed two fingers into her vagina and found the key. He jumped up with a 'whoop', pinching his metal prize. Frank took a grab at it but Harry pulled back.
"Finders-Keepers. It's mine. But before I use it on her cuffs, I want her to work for it. Let's go inside."
George held the rear cabin door open as Harry and Frank duck-walked the thong hobbled Bevin into the yacht's main lounge.
She stood in the middle of the room and each man took a seat in cushioned chairs circling her.
Harry lifted the key. "Last man will release your cuffs. Before that, you will play whatever game the others ask you to."
The men played a few quick rounds of rock-paper-scissors to establish the order of rotation: Frank first, then George, then Harry. They settled in for the show.
Frank sat back and motioned Bevin towards his chair. Bevin hobbled over with her thong still at 'half-mast'.
"First things first. Ask me nicely to remove your panties."
"Please, sir, will you remove my panties?"
"Not unless you ask me better than that."
"Please, kind sir, I have my panties caught on my legs and can't get them down. Please help me."
"Okay, better. Turn around."
Bevin reversed and stood backwards at Frank's knees. Frank palmed her ass cheeks and slid his hands all around her hips, waist and thighs. He gripped her thong strings and peeled the scrap down to her ankles. Bevin pawed them over her feet. Frank opened his own shorts and dropped them off his legs, baring his groin.
"Turn around and kneel here close to me, between my legs."
Bevin turned and kneeled between Frank's spread thighs. Frank foisted her magnificent globes in his palms, fondling and kneading the flesh, pinching the nipples.
"Lean your chest over my cock. You're going to grind me out a boob job."
Bevin leaned in until her boobs mashed around Frank's dick. She shuffled in and leaned up so Frank's view was not blocked by her head. Her hair hung forward, threatening to obscure Frank's view of the impending action. He flicked it behind her back. She looked up into his face.
Frank pushed his hands on the outside of her tits, surrounding his cock with the warm skin tunnel. Bevin began the stroke, taking as long of swipes as possible, keeping some part of Frank's dick always encased. She pulled back until just the top of the knob touched the bottom of her boobs and swept downward until the knob emerged on top and her under-boobs rested on his ball-sack. Again and again and again, until she saw Frank pant, close his eyes and grunt long and loud. His sperm splattered her crevasse but she didn't stop the motion until the fifth and final rope splashed out. Frank looked down, satisfied with their joint handy work. He pushed her back to the floor and dismissed her with a hand wave.
George softly called Bevin's name. She rolled upright and shuffled on her knees to face him. George opened his waist and fly to expose his ready erection.
"Suck it."
Bevin leaned in and slurped the knob into her mouth. George felt his tip bump then slide past the entrance to her throat. She went all the way down and swallowed the knob, lips wrapping the base of the shaft. Then back up with tongue flutters along its length and tip. Bevin worked the shaft, always looking downward. She could sense George's end approaching from the noises he was generating. At the climax of the sexual crescendo, George yelled and Bevin received his load in five pulses. She swallowed dutifully and as George's middling erection shrank in her mouth; she leaned back licking her lips and waited for his next demand. His head collapsed in the headrest and he closed his eyes. He merely dismissed her with a backhand wave.
Harry was ready for his turn and the finale of unlocking her cuffs. She approached his chair on her knees, noting that he had already doffed his shorts.
"Let me see the cuffs."
Bevin turned and bent over, raising her clasped wrists towards Harry. He took them in a hand, tilted them to examine the locks and dropped his grip.
"Not quite yet. Back up and straddle my thighs."
Bevin complied but she needed help standing. Harry pulled her further back onto his lap by handling her hips. When he felt her unseen pussy lips tent his erect knob, he guided her down over his shaft. Bevin knew the drill and stroked while rolling her hips, rubbing his knob firmly against her passageway. Harry directed the pace and motion with his hip clenching hands. Bevin was doing her best to follow his lead. Harry was finally ready and moved one hand to her vulva and rubbed. Bevin purred and then peaked just as Harry reached his zenith. She vibrated around on Harry's lap before finally going limp, flopping her bowed back against his chest. Calm returned and Harry leaned the near limp female forward enough to unlock the cuffs. He pushed Bevin off him and back to the center of the room. She lay on her side, curled up, recovering.
Now what? Harry waved the boys together into a quick huddle. They quietly argued back and forth until they all nodded 'okay' and returned to their seats. Harry told Bevin their plans.
"So, Bevin. You came even though we used you roughly. Let's work with that. We know that you are a drug dealer's bitch and a thief. But we are going to trust you anyway to keep an honest score in a contest.
"You will spend alone time with each of us, three hours each. You will decide the winner of three different contests. One prize goes to whomever cums the fastest, in or on you, doesn't matter. Another prize goes to whomever cums most often in the allotted time. The third prize goes to whoever you decide cums most powerfully.
"We will compare notes before you're retrieval tomorrow. If we think you are not completely honest, we will not help you with Pedro's query and he can punish you for us. We will keep the same rotation: Frank, George, then me, Harry."
Harry paused to see if Bevin balked or protested. Hearing none, Harry invited Frank to get things started. Frank tugged Bevin to her feet and towed her down the companionway to the private bedroom suite.
--------------------
Frank opened the cabin door to allow the newly unrestrained Bevin to pass through. He entered and locked the door behind him. Bevin was facing him. She was barefoot, nude, looking just-fucked and really exotic. Frank's dried cum stain tainted her cleavage.
"Go clean my sperm sludge off your boobs before we start."
Bevin entered the attached bath and Frank heard the shower run. He went in, doffed his duds and got into the shower stall with Bevin. She seemed to have accepted her lot and obeyed Frank's directives. They suds each other down and played mutual groin massage. The heat built until they peaked together. Bevin made a mental note of 20 minutes as she re-cleaned hers and Frank's crotch.
In the bedroom, they cuddled before Frank pushed Bevin's head toward his core. She tongued Frank's cock until he re-hardened. She took him in her oral grasp and plunged down, swallowing his length. Frank was slower to cum this time, his third of the evening, so he dribbled rather than spurted. But it still counted towards his total cums score. He flopped back and had Bevin straddle his face. He tongued her gash, bringing forth her solid orgasm. He slowed but didn't quit. Bevin peaked again.
Frank had recuperated enough by then that, when Bevin felt his cock, she handled sufficient stiffness. She slid down and eased his stiffness into her fully lubricated cunt. She worried that he would slip out if she stroked, so she employed hip rolls and muscle clenches to stimulate him. It worked. Frank shot his third load into her womb, but quickly shank and fell out. Bevin collapsed on his chest and they caressed tenderly until the ship's clock chimed at the end of their three hours. Frank's score was 20 minutes and three times. The power contest would be determined after the completion of all three periods.
Frank got up and staggered out the cabin door. He passed George in the gangway making his way to the bedroom suite.
"How was it?"
"You're about to discover that for yourself, buddy. Good Luck!"
--------------------
George entered the suite to find Bevin kneeling, bare ass on her heels, on the bed facing the door. She had quickly refreshed in the head and returned in time to greet George properly.
George simply kicked off his clothes, rolled Bevin on her back, slapped her inner thighs as a sign to spread and saddled up. She was still oily from previous use and he had no difficulty quickly bottoming out. Bevin rolled her hips to tickle his cock tip with her cervix. But George was going for the gold. He thrust long and strong, banging his pubic bone onto her clitoris, working hard to gets her lust climbing to a quick orgasm. He wanted points on his scoreboard. Something must have clicked as Bevin cried her passion before George inundated her vagina with spunk. 15 minutes.
They lay relaxed until George hunched up and began an oral tempest of stimulation to Bevin's nipples. Little kisses, flat tongue licks, lip suction, tooth-trapped nipple-nub pull-ups. He made Bevin brace his shoulders with her arms and employed his hands in boob kneading and crushing, straining to reflect nervous buzzes from her tits to her cunt. It worked. Bevin breathed deep and George switched to the same performance on her cunt lips. Bevin arched her back and cried out, resonating the wall paneling.
George still had a couple more in him and hurried to get his dick ready for more action. He kneeled up between Bevin's spread thighs and placed Bevin's hands on his dick. She tenderly caressed the shaft, thumbed the knob and tip and fluttered his ball sack with the fingertips of her other hand. She leaned up and scooted until she was sitting in George's lap with his cock up her cunt. George hugged her breasts hard into his chest as Bevin performed the stroking duties. She was rewarded by another of George's shots before they fell together on Bevin's back and let the vims dissipate. George rolled off and ran a quick shower. He returned to a still reclined Bevin. His time was up. He gave Bevin's cheek a quick peck and with one last boob squeeze, George departed. George had garnered scores of 15 minutes and two orgasms.
Bevin rose, refreshed and clambered back on the bed, kneeled facing the door and awaited Harry.
--------------------
Harry strode through the door naked. His sturdy erection bobbed in front of him. He advanced to the bed and stood expectantly. Bevin cradled his erection in her hand, gently rubbing the sensitive skin beneath the crown. After a few moments, she drew Harry close and licked the knob. Bevin heard Harry moan and he spewed on her face. Two ropes gone, she stuck it in her mouth to collect the remaining discharges. Her nose, chin and cheeks were already slick with milky goop. Bevin figured 5 minutes max, the winner of that part of the contest.
Harry backed off and Bevin dropped her hands. Harry smacked first one, then the other outside of her tits. The disk tipped organs bounced and jiggled as he patted them back and forth between his palms. Bevin tried to help by thrusting her chest forward and up. The sensations were reflecting to her cunt and she was well into her rise when Harry stopped, rolled her back and saddled up. Her breasts felt extra warm from the walloping he had imposed. He hugged her tight, crushing her heated meat into his torso. His hips jackhammered and Bevin was pinned down for this vigorous fucking.
Bevin relaxed and let Harry drive the routine. Suddenly, her pussy tingle blasted sparks from her toes to her eyeballs. She arched upward. Harry paused as she gusted for air and watched her face as he waited her out. When she showed signs of normalcy, he started up again. Bevin felt a higher frequency tingle this time and repeated her reaction to it. It was even stronger and longer this time and she swooned longer before returning mentally to the room and Harry.
Harry waited a little longer for Bevin's recovery. He made eye contact and nodded. Bevin nodded back. Harry drove his most brutal pounding yet, packing her full of his tumescent meat and battering her clitoris as hard as he could. Bevin shrieked; it was almost painful. Harry was gusting through to his own finale. Harry blew his essence deep in her tube. Harry had achieved 5 minutes and two orgasms. Bevin had let out another shriek and passed out.
--------------------
Bevin's eyes fluttered open. She lay on her back in bed; Harry was dabbing her forehead with a damp cloth.
"You okay?" Harry asked.
Bevin mentally surveyed her body. Her cunt was sore as hell but other than general muscle fatigue from the forceful fuckings, all else seemed well.
"I think so."
Harry pulled her arms until Bevin sat up. She walked unaided to the bath, freshened up and re-donned her thong bikini bottom. When she was ready, Harry walked her to the lounge. A small spread of breakfast food had been setup. Bevin served the three men breakfast and ate some welcome nutrition herself. When the paramours had finished their coffee, Frank asked for the contest prize results.
"Well...Harry cummed the fastest. On the first time, he spewed on my face before I even knew he was peaking. His time for that was probably 5 minutes. Next closest cummer was 10 minutes.
"Every one of you came once in the lounge and at least twice in the bedroom except Frank who added one to make it three.
"However, I came once in the lounge, three times with Frank, two times with George and three with Harry. That's nine times and makes me the one who cummed most often. I win that prize.
"Power is harder to judge but here's what I think. On my last orgasm with Harry, I passed out. I think that constitutes the most powerful orgasm. I claim that prize also.
There was a stunned silence broken when Frank whined his reply.
"Well...you can't be the winner; that wasn't what we meant."
"That's my decision. You can talk to Pedro about it if you want. He should be here soon."
Harry spoke up "Maybe we won't wait for Pedro!"
He motioned Frank and George to grab her wrists and ankles and they carried her out on deck. The scarab was warming its engine and lazily circling at a distance, waiting for the imminent 10 o'clock pickup.



Frank and George had Bevin hammocked between them next to the gunnels. They started the windup swings but Harry stopped them.
"At least I was the winner of quickest cummer. I want my contest trophy."
With that he grabbed Bevin's thong bikini and ripped it off her ass. He punched his arms aloft in a 'victory' stance, waving the teal cloth and laughing as he skipped a little dance. Frank and George laughed along. Bevin waited suspended between the two men by her ankles and wrists.
Frank and George started the three warm-up swings again. On 'three', they launched Bevin high in the air overboard.
Bevin splashed down ass first with her body 'Vee'd. The geyser was not huge but respectable considering her small overall size. When her head broke the surface, she turned towards the yacht and threw them a defiant middle finger with her arm as high out of the water as she could reach. Then she turned and swan the intervening distance to the scarab. She climbed the stern ladder and went below. The TWA Pledge Contributor wrapped her in a towel and hugged her.
"Oh, that was such a great job, Bevin. You were fantastic. I can't wait to get back there and confront their sorry asses. Thank you...thank you...thank you!"
Bevin saw Pedro at the computer console editing the secretly filmed tapes of her performances. As he finished, he handed the DVD to the PC who took it with him on-deck and boarded the Zodiac with the duo yacht crew. They set off for the yacht leaving Bevin in Pedro's proficient care. The Pledge Contributor smirked as he clutched the DVD. After showing them the videos, he would never again have to suffer impertinence from his three married rugby mates.
--------------------
Pedro logged on to the TWR website and found the directory for this particular assignment. Bevin leaned in to watch, her full breasts mashing Pedro's neck and shoulder. Pedro entered the code for 'Mission Accomplished'. Bevin smiled. Their work was done for now and they could wait here for their next respective assignments from Total Woman Requests. Bevin turned Pedro's face to hers and kissed him. Her towel fell away to the floor.
Pedro returned the kiss with enthusiasm. Bevin reached down to unfasten Pedro's shorts. Her bare tit poked his cheek. He turned his head to suckle on the rosy nipple. Bevin found tumescent meat inside Pedro's pants. He was aroused from watching and editing Bevin's all night sexual artistry.
For TWR operatives like Pedro and Bevin, time between assignments was called 'me-time' and Pedro was ready for some 'me-time' after watching Bevin's activities over the last day. Pedro stood, dropped his shorts to the floor and scooped Bevin up in his arms. He threw her onto the cabin bunk.
Bevin was a considerate bundle of cooperation, eager to help Pedro get past his immediate urgency. She lay back, spread her thighs and rejoiced in the solid thrusts as he drove into her. Pedro tried to linger but he was too excited this first time. He hastily spilled himself into her and collapsed on her soft cushioning body. Bevin caressed his back, then disengaged his cock from her core and lay next to him, hoping he would recover swiftly so they could enjoy a second less hurried period of 'me-time'. She drew lazy circles around Pedro's nipples interspersed with soft strokes on his flaccid prick.
Pedro's Blackberry buzzed. He checked his message and learned that he would be partnered again with Bevin on the next assignment. TWR collaborated with TWA Security on corporate espionage missions. An art museum in New York City suspected recent petty art thefts were an inside job. Pedro and Bevin would mount a sting operation posing as drug dealers laundering money. They would bait the trap and wait for the art museum's security guards to bite.
They were due in NYC in a week to get started. The assignment was budgeted for a month. He handed the Blackberry to Bevin. Bevin read the message and her heart leapt. A week and a month with Pedro; what luck!
Sting missions often entailed long periods of waiting for the targets to 'do something'. Sex was a great way to relieve the hours of boredom. All of the dozen male operatives Bevin had partnered with over the past year were good but Pedro was her favorite. His cock was thick and long, always filled her completely and brought her multiple orgasms. Now she was scheduled to spend a week and a month with him.
They could slowly cruise the scarab the short distance to Miami, anchoring frequently for loads of 'me-time'. Then fly to NYC. After baiting the sting, they would wait in a hotel suite for nibbles, possibly for weeks. That meant more prolonged stretches of 'me-time'.
Pedro was having the same thoughts and his cock got fat and hard. Bevin was always a boundless panty of sexual vitality. Over the next five weeks, Pedro intended to partake copiously of her carnal buffet. He thrilled at the prospect of the plentiful 'perks' to come. He rolled toward Bevin and pulled her mouth to his groin. They began to sample the first of many delicacies in the near limitless banquet to come. Pedro loved his job!
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----------------------------------------------
Gavin arrived at work already stressed. The long commute from his ex-burb house wearied him. His wife and children were gone and the house was too big but he was too busy to find different accommodations right now. Someday he might find a small efficiency apartment nearer to the downtown office tower.
Gavin took the elevator to his office high above the lobby. He made his way past his subordinates' orderly desks to his own corner office. Someday, they needed to repaint this area. It felt dingy and dark, the lighting marginal at best. His mature secretary was suitably polite and professional, wishing him a 'good morning' before returning to her busy-work. Her busy work seemed to consist of cycling ongoing detailed reports between Gavin and his staff.
Gavin found his desktop piled with paper and his in-box already cluttered. Gavin was very capable as the Chief Human Resources Officer for this international conglomerate. Each division's culture was unique and required different approaches to their administrations. His record of tailoring the solution to the subsidiary but maintaining standardization of the overall conglomerate's policies was masterful. He knew, and his boss readily acknowledged, that Gavin was the best in the business.
Gavin's staff had learned of his penchant for perfection and preferred to get his pre-review and markup before the finalized documents were prepared. Those pre-reviews took up a lot of Gavin's time, most of each morning. But that time was not available today. He was scheduled to be in his boss's office at 10 AM for an unanticipated urgent meeting.
--------------------
Gavin sat before the man who had been his boss for the past thirty years. As company owner, he had near unbridled power to make things move and shake. He was always direct with his praise and criticism. He launched right into the subject at hand.
"Thanks for coming on such short notice".
Gavin thought '...as if I had a choice...'
"We are in the final stages of acquiring three more subsidiaries. The deals are almost done but I want you to get an intimate view of their operations before we close the deals. If we buy them, you will be in a better position to meld their personnel policies with ours. You leave in a few days and will be gone three weeks."
"Three weeks! I can't leave the office for three weeks! My desk is crammed with reports to review and there are the quarterly summaries to prepare. Not to mention that chauffeur's sexual harassment suit that we will have to settle out of court. I just can't leave so soon for so long."
Gavin's boss leaned back in his chair. Then he leaned in, poked a finger down on his blotter and delivered one of his trademark direct responses.
"Gavin, in a few days, either you're going to be on the plane to the assignment or your resignation is going to be right here in the middle of my desk. I am making this assignment mandatory and a condition for your continued employment. You have taught me well what I can and can't do personnel-wise . I can and will do this."
Gavin's boss kept is face stoic but his heart raced. There! He had 'gone for broke'! It was a 'tough-love' moment for the sake of this true friend and a truly valuable employee. Gavin had been even more valuable before his ex-wife fucked her tennis coach and their marriage and then estranged their grown children from him. For the past year, Gavin's boss had watched Gavin's spirit flame out and a 'shock to the system' was needed to set it ablaze again.
Gavin understood that his boss had the power to follow through with the threat. Gavin's life was already in turmoil and he dreaded any more disruptive changes. The few weeks would pass and then he could return to the unchanging routine that had become the remaining security in his life.
--------------------
Gavin's flight landed in Milan, Italy on a Thursday. Milan's fashion industry hosted some sort of promotional show every weekend. This weekend was no exception. An international lingerie company was introducing its newest and most daring products. Most were only sold online because mainstream shopping malls considered the products and their displays indecent. The designer label was the acquisition target for Gavin's company.
Gavin exited the VIP section of Immigration and Customs. He found Antonio, the sale promotion manager waiting. Antonio sported a fine Italian suit with two bits of sensational ebony eye-candy draped on his sleeves. The models were lithe, graceful and barely dressed in short skirts, heels and sleeveless tops. Their African heritage was evident in their dark skin tones and dreadlock hair-dos.
"Welcome to Milan, Mr Gavin. How was your flight? Long, I'll bet." Antonio clicked his fingers toward a uniformed porter and pointed to Gavin's luggage. One of the affectionate eye-candies transferred her clutch from Antonio's arm to Gavin's and the party made their way to the waiting limousine.
Champagne was distributed and Antonio started Gavin's orientation. Gavin's arm candy turned out to be Attyka, his translator/hostess/guide for the weekend. Antonio would be busy with the fashion show but Attyka would be at his disposal 24/7.
Attyka smiled and stretched her long dark-chocolate toned legs into the center well space. Her abbreviated skirt rode up past her hose tops and flashed her panties. She smiled over the rim of her champagne flute and beneath her lustrous dreadlocks.
"Please ask me for help with anything anytime. Anything."
Gavin was trapped by her gaze but was freed by Antonio's voice.
"Attyka, and this other lovely creature Amarya, and a few others, are competing to be the spokes-models for our hottest emerging market. Sub-Saharan Africa's vast petroleum, minerals, gems, rare earths and virgin forests are generating enormous profits and creating pockets of affluence adjoining the resource exploitations. We want to join the new 'Rush for Africa' and distribute our luxury products to those exclusive clients, at very attractive prices.
"We have almost completed the designs for our products and their sales promotions. They must be perfect. We would greatly appreciate your help with our final inspections. Another set of eyes often finds things we overlook."
The other three compartment's occupants held their collective breath as they watched Gavin's reaction and hoped for his approval of the request.
"Sure, sure...whatever I can do to help."
The three let out an animated whoosh and smiled broadly at each other. The models' bright smiles lit their beautiful dark faces.
"Good...GOOD! That makes us very happy."
The limousine slowed and turned into entrance of a tall modern building.
"Well, here we are at the hotel. I must leave you now to organize details of the fashion show. It must be perfect! Please allow Attyka to help you get settled in your room. I commend you to her capable hands."
Attyka attended to the check-in details and they rode the elevator to Gavin's suite. Attyka made small talk. She told Gavin she was Rwandan. Gavin perceived the tall, lithe, well-developed build of a true Tutsi. Her makeup highlighted her smooth, dark, glossy skin.
Attyka helped Gavin unpack. As she stooped and bent to the tasks, her white panties often flashed from beneath her short skirt. The brilliant contrast sent the same titillating rush through Gavin that her smile had done in the limo. Gavin was feeling his erection get snug in his pants.
"There is a dress rehearsal starting downstairs soon. We should attend. You may want to freshen up and change."
Attyka stood expectantly as Gavin hesitated.
"May I help?" she asked.
Gavin was frozen, again, in her smile. Attyka took the initiative. She undid the buttons of his shirt and removed it. She unbuckled his belt and dropped his pants. His erection peeked through the fly of his briefs. Attyka smiled some more.
"Oh my, Gavin, what have we here? Did I cause that?"
Gavin started to stutter a reply but Attyka put a finger to his lips.
"Gavin, I am your translator/hostess/guide for the weekend. Antonio has assigned me to be at your disposal 24/7. I meant what I said about helping you with anything, anytime. Anything.
"We can't let you go to the show in this condition. The fashions are meant to be very stimulating. If you go to the show like this, you will be hard, aroused and fantasizing the whole time rather than critically inspecting and appraising the products."
As she spoke, her hand burrowed through his fly and held his dick for emphasis. She pushed hi m back into a chair and knelt before him.
"Gavin, it's my obligation to do what is best for the company. Please let me take care of this for you so you can help perfect our line of products. May I proceed?"
Gavin was choked for words and simply nodded. Attyka's dreadlocks moved forward and obscured the view as he felt Attyka's mouth descend on his cock. He leaned his head back and closed his eyes. Her warm, wet mouth slurped his knob and shaft.
Gavin had been in a rather dry spell since his divorce, the flight had been long, the welcome stimulating and now his dick was buried in Attyka's gullet. Gavin didn't last long and his sperm hosed out. His body spasmed and shook. He tried to civilly suppress his moans but failed.
Attyka stayed on him until his vibrations ceased. She swallowed and rose. She led Gavin to the shower and toweled dry him when he emerged. He dressed and they took the elevator to the lobby and strolled arm in arm to the rehearsal.
Gavin sat between Attyka and Amarya as the other models strutted the catwalk in daring, barely-there and nothing-there lingerie. All of the models were African. The skin-tones ranged from light Arabic mulatto to ebony princess. Every physically perfect model fit perfectly into her perfect lingerie. Antonio had been busy matching the features of the models to the features of the lingerie. White and neon covered as little as possible of the ebony skins. Pastels decorated the lighter browns. Modest breasts peek-a-boo's through strategic gaps and cup-less or shelving corsets displayed full views of the buxom ones. The high heels aided the bounce of breasts and butt. Trim muscles rippled beneath leg, arm and stomach skin.
Amarya leaned in and whispered to Gavin "See anything you like?"
"All of them" he replied.
"That's too many. You'll have to narrow it down. We can do some closer inspection."
Gavin contemplated the pool of models and costumes available. He recalled one model wearing a shelving corset with large nipples that jiggled. The corset was a pastel and her skin was lighter than Attyka's but still very dark. Her roundness was magnified by her shorter stature. She wore her straighten hair past her shoulders.
"I liked the shorter one in the topless blue green pastel corset."
"Oh, Gavin, you have a very good eye. She's Ebo from the coast of Nigeria, one of our most promising markets. I'll arrange a meeting with her later so you can get a real feel for our product line."
The rehearsal show wound down. The models did a group walk-through and Antonio went on stage. He recited his Thank You speech to 'all our wonderful guests, models and distributors'. The auditorium was actually empty except for Gavin and his two seat mates.
Antonio stood at the catwalk exit as each model stopped for his inspection. He checked clothing fit and finish, dispensed praise and critiques, palmed a boob or ass at will and received a 'please pick me' peck or smooch from each competitor. It was Antonio who determined which models got lucrative contracts to walk the catwalk and which ones got pink slips as they walked out the door. He relished the authority over them every day and, even better, every night.
Gavin followed Attyka and Amarya back to the elevators and ascended to his suite. Waiting inside was Akeisha, the round buxom Ebo beauty wearing her satin pastel shelving corset.
"Gavin, we think this product is going to be a best seller for us. The design is meant to offer the male easy access to all the essential female sensual zones. Her boobs and nipples are racked up for visual presentation and tactile access. The matching silk panties have a split crotch so the aroused male can breach her portal without the interruption associated with removal. The rear laced-up closure panels adjust the constriction from a loose, comfortable fit through an overly tight binding posture.
"The satin exterior is smooth and plush. The silk lining is slick and cool. The stitching and seams are layered between them, isolated from all dermal contact. We are meticulous about that. It would be terrible for both lovers if one was troubled by a scratch or itch at the height of a hammering wild fuck.
"Would you like to judge how great our product feels?"
Gavin smoothed a hand over Akeisha's side and abdomen. The girls all tittered. Gavin was confused by their reaction.
"I don't think your hand has the adequate sensitivity for a full evaluation. Let's get you ready for a full test run."
Attyka and Amarya started plucking at Gavin's buttons, buckles and elastic bands. Forthwith he was standing naked In the middle of the suite. Akeisha was short but when standing in her heels, her forehead met his chin. She closed her arms around his back and rubbed the satin against his lower midsection, pressing her nipples to his ribcage.
Akeisha pulled Gavin's head down for a kiss. He basked in her oral caress. Her torso continued moving on his midsection. Her nipples bumped his chest. Gavin was getting very stiff and his erection was tapping horizontally up against Akeisha's panty covered vulva. He loosed his hug but Akeisha did not.
"We don't need to stop. Keep it going. We can do it right here standing up."
Attyka and Amarya heard Akeisha's pleas and moved in to assist. Gavin and Akeisha needed help staying upright during their copulation and the women would brace them in place. They each hugged one of Gavin's arms.
Akeisha raised one leg, caressing it along Gavin's outer thigh and hip. She wiggled her hips around until Gavin's tip contacted the slot in her split panties. She called to the women for 'a little help' and Attyka used a free hand to spread the fabric and align Gavin for entry.
All the players were set and the game began. Gavin pressed up and Akeisha pressed down. Gavin was enclosed in pleasant, wet warmth. The primary players rubbed, jostled, bumped, hopped, bounced and generally moved at will, limited only by the pivot-point central connection and the need to not fall down.
Two things were evident.
One: The corset satin, Akeisha's nipples, thighs, arms, all of her skin, her hair, everything was a luxury of 'smooth'. Nothing itched, scratched, scraped or irritated them to interrupt their focus on the stimulation. Gavin got the same effect he would if he were fucking a billowy, sexual cloud.
Second: Nothing lasts forever. Gavin huffed, puffed, gusted, moaned, yelled, and then pulsed his spunk into Akeisha. It was a most satisfying feeling. He was encased deep in one woman and enfolded and buoyed by all three. He completely relaxed his body and didn't move an inch. Well, almost. As he shrank, his cock retreated inch by inch out of Akeisha and past her panty modesty panel. Gavin could not consider it a barrier.
Laughing, they shuffled over as a group and collapsed on the bed. The two assisting women untangled but let Gavin and Akeisha play post-coitus cuddling to revel in the diminishing rush of blood through their recently roused sensual zones.
Gavin eventually rolled on his back and dozed. He awoke alone with a note that Attyka would escort him later to dinner and the fashion show. She was true to her word and the evening was a big success. Antonio booked many orders before the products had even gone on the market. All expected that after product trials by the early technology adopters and the coveted word of mouth advertising, market share in Africa would grow exponentially and generate huge profits.
Attyka had tucked Gavin into bed. Later, Amarya had climbed into Gavin's bed and, through the night, had tucked Gavin into her body, twice. Her Namibian body was insatiable.
Morning came and Gavin woke alone. His flight was scheduled to depart late in the morning. Attyka accompanied an early room service breakfast, helped him pack and escorted him to the airport. During the ride, she queried him about his stay: was there anything he needed, anything he wanted, anything he missed. Gavin finally got the hint.
"You and I never fucked. It was a tremendous blowjob but we never fucked. I kind of regret that."
"Gavin, I won't let you leave Milan with regrets. It's still a half hour to the airport and I am still at your disposal 24/7."
Attyka unbuttoned her blouse, removed her panties and pulled Gavin's pants off. She flipped up her abbreviated skirt and straddled his lap. For the next half-hour, Attyka rode Gavin's cock as they rode in the limousine. Gavin sucked her nipples and relished the feelings on his stiff cock of Attyka's pussy jostled by the limousine's stiff suspension.
At the airport, the chauffeur announced their arrival through the onboard intercom. Gavin was too choked to respond so Attyka told the chauffeur to drive around awhile until they were through. Three circles of the airport entrance later, he heard Gavin and Attyka gust and call out each other's name. He pulled up to the departures gates portico and politely waited at the curb until Gavin and Attyka released the inner door lock and emerged clothed, flushed and smiling.
At the last stop before entering the security check point, Attyka squeezed one longer, deep kiss from Gavin. She hugged him close and whispered in his ear.
"Will you be coming back soon?"
"I don't know. I have two more inspection tours before returning to my corporate office. After that, I don't know what will happen."
"Remember me fondly, Gavin. I am your translator/hostess/guide, at your disposal for anything, anytime, 24/7. Don't forget about me."
Gavin whispered in her ear "I won't because I can't."
But he had to leave her there as he entered the security check point.
--------------------
Gavin's flight landed at SeaTac Airport in the rain, go figure. Ashley, the statuesque redhead protocol hostess met him at the VIP arrival lounge and escorted him to the waiting limousine. Her fitted designer dress hugged her hour-glass curves and she was graceful as a gazette. The chauffeur handled his bags and Gavin entered the rear compartment with the hostess. The limo headed to the dock where they caught the high speed catamaran to the San Juan Islands Conference Center.



The target company was a wide ranging distributor of personal products. This weekend the best sales teams were gathered for a retreat. There were a dozen senior salesmen and a near equal number of saleswomen in attendance.
In the world marketplace, sales encounters cover a waterfront of situations but generally fall into three categories.
The first category is cold calls requiring a lot of 'chat up' to establish rapport with new potential clients. A good salesman spends time getting to know the client's personal details through conversation and social interactions. They try to discover how they can best serve the client's needs, even needs the client is shy to acknowledge. These were the playful 'get to know you' situations.
The next step and second category is client maintenance; serving existing clients as trusted advisors to keep them up-to-date with new products and services. These are the in-depth trial and error situations, trying to maximize the long term contentment of both parties.
The worst category is client retention. The client is disappointed with the relationship and emotionally cold. The vendor's salesmen have to submit themselves to the client's wrath, trying to prove their devotion to the client's best interests. These were the dark situations, almost brutal.
A final twist is variety. Salesmen court the clients they were assigned. It is the salesman's job to stretch his facilities and adapt to the variety of clients' wishes and desires.
The retreat would include group and breakout exercises to simulate best practices. Other activities would infuse the retreat with realism.
Ashley handled the conference check-in and then escorted Gavin to his room. The large suite contained a small efficiency with bath, kitchenette, and separated sitting, office and bed rooms in one large area. She made sure he was settled and said the pre-conference cocktail hour was at 6 o'clock and the welcome and kickoff dinner at 7 o'clock in the main dining room. Dress was daily business formal.
Gavin wandered to the cocktail area at the appointed time. The hostess at the door had his nametag. It said 'Gavin, No. 4'. She explained that his dinner table was No 4. Gavin mingled with the conferees but many were old chums and he was new on the block. He mostly admired the female sale staff. Every one of them was a knockout wearing fashionable business attire. They all appeared to be in their 20's and were brightly conversing with the other attendees.
The overhead speakers announced dinner and everyone headed to their tables in the dining room. Gavin found Ashley already seated at No 4 and they were joined by a salesman and a female staff wearing a tag that said 'Aurora, No 4'. He was enthralled with her. She was a brunette with hair that brushed her shoulders. Her Jewelry and makeup set off her perfect high-boned cheeks with almond shaped brown eyes. She fit well into her tailored wool business suit with the alluring insinuation of sexiness in a professional setting.
The four made small talk. Ashley seemed to spend more time getting to know the other salesman at their table while Aurora seemed to focus on him. As the table was cleared, the retreat facilitator mounted the podium.
"Good evening and welcome to our annual retreat. For those who have been with us before, welcome back. For the newbies, welcome and get ready to enjoy the next few days. The retreat will focus on the three typical sales situations. We will listen to experts and practice some best practices in class. Pay attention, there will be homework and grades. High score wins a prize.
"Check with the dining room hostess for your new name tag each evening. It will show your new table assignment. We want to help you practice flexibility and adaptability in client relations. Okay, that's all for now. See you at breakfast, 8 o'clock sharp. Swap partners and have a very pleasant evening."
Gavin was still absorbing the 'swap partners' phrase when Ashley leaned in and pecked his cheek before clutching the other salesman's arm and departing the room. Gavin felt abandoned until he realized that the other female at his table was still there with him.
"This is your first retreat, isn't it" Aurora said. Gavin nodded. She continued.
"You will be assigned a new table number tomorrow evening for dinner. There will be a random rotation of seating pairs among the tables. After dinner, we swap with the other couple and she will be your partner until the next dinner. Until then, you and I are assigned as team partners for all retreat activities. It forces you to get flexible and accept dictated variety."
Aurora rose and said she looked forward to being his partner. She sashayed from the room. Gavin looked around the dining room and saw most of the tables were empty. He departed for his suite.
He had barely gotten settled in his room when there was a knock. He opened the door to find Aurora. She was still dressed in her business suit and carrying her feminine brief case.
"I thought we could get a good start to getting a high score by really working hard on tonight's homework assignment. There really is homework, it's graded and there are prizes and punishments. The high 10% of the scores get company paid vacations. The bottom 10% of the scores gets fired. I want to stay above that bottom 10%. It would be nice to get the top 10% but the competition is pretty fierce. Do you have anything to drink?"
Gavin found the bar frig had a couple bottles of wine.
"Red or white?" he asked. The female always picks white and so did Aurora. Gavin was already in his shirt sleeves so Aurora doffed her jacket as well. Her breasts strained the silk blouse. The 'team' settled into the sofa and Aurora got out her conference workbook and schedule packet.
"Tomorrow, we will be doing the 'cold call / chat up' workshops. Our homework is due at the beginning of class. Then we will spend all day as a team performing the exercises."
"What's our homework?"
"Everyone has to submit a written description of their team partner."
Gavin laughed. "That will be easy. I'm just going to write 'charming, smart and beautiful'."
Aurora smiled and touched his arm. Gavin felt an electric sparkle run to his brain.
"That's sweet, Gavin, but homework is graded and there's a long list of formatted standard questions to answer. Take a look."
Gavin took the multi-page form. The questions seemed pretty standard; almost like the job applications he crafted for the conglomerate's many divisions.
Name, age, place of birth, education... He flipped the page...
Marital status, children's name and ages, siblings, parents, pets, hobbies ...he flipped another page...
Height, weight, hair color, eye color, favorite clothing colors, favorite foods, favorite sports, favorite vacation venue...he turned another page.
Shoe size, pants waist and inseam, shirt/blouse size...he flipped to the final page.
Briefs, nut-bag, panties, thong or commando...length and diameter of cock (flaccid / erect)...circumcised...knob diameter...larger gonad-left/right...
Bra size...diameter of nipples...shade of nipples...full bush, trimmed or shaved bare...depth of vagina...cunt tightness scale (1-10)...
Favorite arousal method... favorite fucking position...time to orgasm (average of 3 trials)...spits or swallows...cuddles or dozes afterwards...
Gavin looked up at Aurora. She rummaged a cloth measuring tape from her brief case.
"Morning will be here sooner than you think and there's a lot of material to gather and exchange. It usually takes all night, so let's get started."
Aurora started at the collar and unbuttoned Gavin's shirt. When she reached the bottom one, she continued to his belt and zipper. Gavin didn't protest. He stood to let her take off his shoes, sox and pants. He doffed his shirt. Aurora looked him over and noted his underwear choice.
"Well, I'll answer 'briefs'. Most men like to strip the female and take size and color notes as they go. I think you might find it interesting but if it doesn't sound attractive to you, I can undress myself."
Gavin simply picked at Aurora's top blouse button and performed the same pre-survey duties on her. The answer to one question was 'thong' and another might be 'lime green' but he would confirm that with her later. After unhitching the bra, he noted a good 36-C on the tag. The tape read 1-3/4 inches for nipple diameter. He wasn't good with color shades so he wrote 'dark rosy pink'. Then he found another answer was 'shaved bare'.
Aurora discovered 'oral' was his favorite arousal method. 4 to 6 inches long, 1-1/4 to 2-1/2 inch circumference, 'quick' (about 10 minutes for the first trial). Gavin could report that Aurora 'swallows'.
After a little cool off and recuperation time, Gavin found more answers. Aurora favored seated vaginal with deep kissing with lots of tongue. He would ask her later about the heavenly perfume on her neck and hair. Her first / his second trial went 20 minutes. Gavin could honestly report 'tight' and 'deep enough'.
Aurora stayed the night and in the wee hours of the morning, the team got their final answers. Her two next orgasms went 15 minutes each; Gavin's third took 30 minutes. Both teammates averaged 20 minutes each. Aurora discovered Gavin liked her in the 'cowgirl' position.
They showered separately but filled out their homework forms at the kitchenette bar in terry robes over coffee. Then they dressed and were out the door and at their pre-session breakfast by 8 o'clock.
Ashley was on time with her teammate. He strutted with a chest full of pride and she radiated an 'all fucked out' glow.
Gavin handed in his homework at the start of class. The rest of the day was spent on exercises in greetings, chit-chat, rapport building and uncovering clients' needs. By the end of the day, the team of Gavin and Aurora were clicking and they were almost reading each other's thoughts as they simulated sales calls with the other teams. At the end of the last class, the retreat facilitator reminded everyone that dinner was at 7 o'clock and dress was social formal.
Gavin arrived at dinner in his tuxedo. Aurora strolled in wearing a dynamite floor length, strapless gown. Their new nametags read 'No. 7'. As they promenaded to Table 7, Gavin again admired the racked up cleavage that he had methodically measured the night before.
Their new tablemates / swapmates arrived and if first impressions were any good, Gavin was going to enjoy homework, no matter what it was. Her nametag read Amanda. She had straight platinum blond hair that hung to mid-back. She stood almost Gavin's height in her heels. She wore a red cocktail dress with a hem well above the knees and a cleavage exposing keyhole design held by a neck strap. Large silver hoops glittered at her earlobes.
Over dinner, the table mates talked shop and exchanged chit-chat. During coffee and dessert, the retreat facilitator mounted the podium.
"Well, is everyone having a good time?" There was a general murmur of approval and light applause.
"Great! So, let's get right to our next homework assignment. There's a note card at your place. Answer the question, in writing, without disclosing your answer to the others and seal it in the envelope. Men exchange sealed note cards and women exchange sealed note cards. Open them later before doing your homework. Breakfast is at 7 o'clock. Your homework report is due at the beginning of class tomorrow morning at 8 o'clock. Classes and exercises tomorrow are 'client maintenance'. Have a pleasant evening."
Gavin opened the note card which had one question: Favorite fucking position of partner last night?
Gavin wrote 'seated vaginal' and sealed the envelope. His male table mate exchanged envelopes with him and then departed the dining room arm in arm with Aurora.
Amanda held Gavin's hand and offered her invitation.
"Come by my suite later and we will do our homework."
Gavin was agreeable to that.
He strolled to his room and changed to more casual attire. Shortly thereafter, he found Amanda's room and knocked. In his hand were two envelopes: the notecard and the homework assignment. Amanda opened the door still dressed as she had been for dinner. There was a red wine already opened on the kitchenette bar and two waiting stemware glasses.
"Welcome, Gavin, please come in. I hope red wine is okay."
Gavin entered and said that would be fine. He sat on the sofa and Amanda poured the wine. She folded her legs beside her for a sideways sit and leaned against his shoulder. They opened the one page homework form and read it together. There were three short essay questions: What was your current partner's favorite fucking position? What modifications/enhancements to that position were you able to deliver? What were the results of integrating the modifications / enhansements?
Gavin looked at Amanda. She waggled her sealed envelopes in her hand. Gavin dug his out of his pocket. They opened them. Amanda read: 'cowgirl'. Gavin read 'missionary'.
They read each other's cards and agreed they were correct. Gavin asked Amanda a few general questions.
"How long does it take you to orgasm?"
"About 20 minutes."
"20 minutes each?"
"Only once."
"Then we should explore ways to increase your yield. I might be able to help with that."
"Okay. How about you? Why 'cowgirl'?"
"I can close my eyes and relax. I drift away in my fantasies."
"Let me show you ways to stay in the moment with me."
Having agreed to the exchange of ideas, Gavin and Amanda finished their wine.
"Who goes first?"
Gavin offered to commence the homework assignment by helping Amanda increase her orgasmic production. They moved to the bed area and unhurriedly removed each other's clothes. The discovery process was a pleasant interchange of giggles, kisses, caresses and hugs. Then it was time to turn to the real work at hand. His demeanor became more serious, business-like, focused on performing the tasks necessary to complete the homework assignment.
Gavin cupped Amanda's cheeks in his hands and kissed her deeply. Amanda responded invitingly, protruding her own tongue to taste a lingering hint of the wine Gavin's mouth. She stepped back and let him view her full breasts. Gavin did not take time to examine the exposed flesh. He scooped Amanda into his arms and piled her on the bed. Laying her face up, he squared her in the center of the bed. He bunched her hair and arranged it in a golden halo about her head.
Gavin lifted Amanda's at the knees to bend her legs and bow them wide to the sides. He mounted the bed and stood knee tall between them. Gavin took Amanda's palm and showed her a way to cup his cock. She fingered it gently as she gazed into Gavin's face.
Gavin now put his attention on his newest discoveries. He placed his hands around each of Amanda's boobs and squeezed, not hard, but a kneading action that was both firm and gentle. He ran his index fingers across the nipple's top disk and white flesh boundary. The center nubs obediently hardened and he captured them between thumb and finger, twisting and pulling just enough to make the jellied supporting mounds ripple. Putting fingers down the sides, he fluttered them making larger ripples bounce around in the playful flesh.
His hand swept down her abdomen, going all the way to cup her vulva. He inserted his middle finger in the moist opening, rooted around, sought her G- spot. A quick breath from Amanda announced that he had found his target. He lightly caressed it with his finger pad until her breath sharpened and her face flushed. Indecisive, Gavin wondered whether to quit or continue. If he continued, Amanda would have her first orgasm and he would have free rein to experiment with other techniques to find the best practices. He continued and Amanda arched her back and cried out. He kept his hand tight against her vulva and his finger embedded, waiting until she relaxed her back and regained her breath. Although Amanda still gripped Gavin's cock, she had somehow managed to maintain hand control and not injure him.
"Well, Amanda, we have gotten that first one out of the way. Let's search for the rest."
Gavin removed her hand from his cock. He moved himself to between her legs and dipped down. He ran his coarse tongue once, slowly up the entire length of her gash. He continued the upward move, stretching his body above hers. Coming face to face again, he dipped his head and kissed deeply, letting her taste a different wine on his lips.
Holding the lip lock, Amanda reached between their groins and placed Gavin for insertion. Gavin lifted his face just above hers and they locked eyes. Gavin pushed the knob halfway in leaving the rim still exposed outside her. He jabbed small taps, massaging her outer lips. Amanda suppressed a moan. Gavin pushed further, far enough to get the rim just inside. He push-pulled, stimulating her cunt lips with his corona. Amanda didn't suppress the moan this time but it was subtle none the less. Gavin pushed further still. His shaft was half in and the crown found her G-spot. Push-pulls garnered a louder moan from Amanda and her eyes dilated.
Gavin reared back before springing in and burying his cock as deep as it would go. He felt Amanda's flesh covered pubis bone meet his flesh covered pubis bone and he squiggled around to massage her upper vaginal nerves. Simultaneously, the tip of Gavin's dick massaged her cervix and they both felt the sensations of the contact. Gavin made one, two, three butts against her cervix and bone, then a long full stroke almost withdrawing the swollen shaft completely. Buried again, he gave it one, two, three more bumps and another withdrawal. Each long stroke massaged Amanda's G-spot twice, once coming out and once again travelling in.
Amanda was moaning in staccato bursts of breath. Gavin liked the sound and knew he was being effective. Finally, as he tried to withdraw a long stroke, something happened and he stayed buried despite his movement. Amanda's back arched and her hips joined his upswing as she screamed out in ecstasy, eyes screwed shut. Gavin simply hung on, suspended, supported by her.
Amanda came down from the ecstatic peak. Gavin laid still, his cock still swollen and buried. That was two so far.
Gavin's cock tingled but he was not ready to ejaculate just yet. He began the three count and stroke rhythm again. Before long, the deep massages had Amanda peaking again and Gavin paused again and waited her out. That was Number Three.
Now his cock was very sensitized and he felt he couldn't last through another of her peaks. He started the rhythm again but this time, as Amanda lifted her hips for her fourth ecstasy, Gavin joined her, stayed buried and pulsed his sperm deep into her snatch. The partners collapsed in a heap on the mattress, too drained to immediately decouple. They dozed.
Gavin awoke still lying in her saddle but his cock had deflated and fallen out. He rolled over and Amanda stirred. Her hand stroked his chest and arm. She lazed like that awhile, and then sat up.
"That was the first time I have ever had multiples. I had heard of them but never thought that I would have any, just a fact of my life. Your upgrade package has me very intrigued. I would love to keep you company whenever we can. "
"You are a very sensuous woman, Amanda, and no one deserves happiness more than you. It's a shame that you weren't introduced to these techniques early on when you first became sexually active. Someone should start a school or something and teach young people the full fundamentals."
"Maybe someday they will. But now we need to start on your homework. Think you can manage that?"
"I can try. What do you have in mind?"
"In order to stay in the moment, you need to consciously keep track of what is happening to you and around you. Don't wonder off mentally; stay with me. If I ask you little intimate questions during our fuck, you will have to pay attention to our activities in order to provide the answers."



"Sounds fine, but you'll need to coach me through it."
"I can do that."
Gavin lay back and waited to be coached. Amanda rolled to her side and placed a hand on Gavin's shriveled prick. She tented her finger tips over his knob. She began to whisper and Gavin responded with his own whispers.
"What am I doing?"
"Fingering my knob." She hollowed her hand and enclosed her fingers. She slid down and back, then again, then again. She stopped.
"How many times was that?"
"Three."
"Okay, we'll call each full up and back stroke a rep. That was three reps. Sometimes the partner will call it six. It doesn't matter as long as they both agree on how to count."
Amanda rolled her face to his groin and licked the shaft five times. Gavin answered correctly and his cock began to harden. Amanda opened her lips and sucked him in. She slowly bobbed 10 times then paused. Gavin said nine, which was close enough. He was fully erect now.
Gavin touched her arm and Amanda shifted her leg, then her whole body over him and sat astride his pelvis. She moved the bed covers away from their bodies, clearing a wide space for the team to do their homework.
Amanda raised her hips above his groin and submerged just the tip of his stiffened cock in her pussy lips. She looked at Gavin, who nodded 'ready'.
Moving downward, she let Gavin's hands on her butt guide her into his desired rhythm. Gavin relaxed back into the sheets with his arms behind his head and began the mental count of strokes.
Amanda performed a number of reps and paused.
Gavin responded "8".
Amanda started up again with a faster pace. Her long blond hair swayed around her torso and her boobs bobbed as her body moved with the rhythms. Her areoles became darker with the nubs engorged on her nipples. She rose and fell slowly and steadily astride his pelvis. Her star blue eyes were locked with his in a gaze demanding his attention to the here and now.
Amanda's toned thigh muscles worked like pistons to their purpose. Amanda practiced power yoga for muscle tone. Her whole being was now fixed on putting sensations on Gavin's swollen cock as it cycled in her cunt. She sustained her even strokes.
Ned mentally counted the number of strokes she performed in this upright position. He removed his arms from underneath the pillow behind his head. She paused. Gavin desired a change of direction and speed.
"How many was that, darling?"
"I counted twenty five, and that should do nicely for the vertical strokes. Let's switch it up a little."
Gavin moved his hands lightly to Amanda's knees propped beside his torso. His cock was buried completely in her cunt as she rested at the bottom. Gavin gave Amanda's knees a few gentle push-pull signals. Without any overt acknowledgement, Amanda complied with Gavin's direction.
Amanda began the new forward and backward motion desired by Gavin. She moved her ass cheeks backward along his legs and she felt Gavin's cock knob drag along the length of her cunt wall. It brushed her G-spot and slid towards her vaginal lips. Stopping just on the verge of it falling out, she raised her hips and pushed forward to entirely reseat his cock. Amanda fell into this new tempo.
Gavin admired the tidiness of the transition and thought Amanda's techniques were outstanding. He was pleased at the way Amanda had retooled flawlessly and pumped her hips in the new cycle.
Gavin's breathing shortened and gusted. He felt the end approaching but wanted to continue as long as possible. Amanda paused again.
"How many reps were in this cycle and how many more reps do you want me to do?"
"That was 15. I'm getting close. Pump it out for as long as you can. I don't think it will take too many more."
Amanda had completed only 10 more reps when the prickly tingle started in Gavin's toes, spread up his legs and crashed into his groin. He rounded his mouth, wheezed out a gust and leaned his head back deeper into the pillow.
Amanda saw Gavin's head tilt back, heard his pre-orgasmic sounds and prepared herself for the imminent finale of her efforts. Amanda halted fully embedded at the precise moment when Gavin's cock gushed.
Gavin growled low as his first pulse jetted up and out of his cock. Amanda clenched hard with her cunt muscles in order to add resistance to the effort he needed to ejaculate. She trusted that the squeeze would enhance his climax.
As Gavin's essence charged into her receptacle, she felt his pelvis strain upward as his back arched. She clamped her cunt even more tightly and held on. Her primal senses joined his burst as yet another orgasm washed across her. Amanda hoped Gavin's sensitized cock could feel her orgasmic cunt contractions running up and down her clenching tube. Amanda cried out her final ecstasy and fell forward on Gavin's chest.
Their heat ebbed slowly as hazy consciousness returned. Amanda opened her eyes and watched Gavin's face from up close for signs of his appreciation and pleasure. His eyes opened, he curled a slight smirk of satisfaction and motioned with one sideways head shake for her to dismount. Amanda unsheathed his shrinking flesh and glided to her back by his side. She rested her neck in the crook of his arm. He pecked her on the lips.
"Damn, Amanda, you are very good. I think I'll recommend an A for your homework. The results were superb. "
"Same for you, Gavin"
Amanda smiled and cradled his deflated cock in her hand. She held it lightly and still.
Gavin turned his head away and gradually fell asleep. She dozed off to sleep with him.
The next day, they went to breakfast, handed in their homework and spent the day in group exercises practicing client maintenance. They performed skits and play acted scenarios of giving clients their information, advice and counseling on product updates and service enhancements. At the end of the day, the retreat facilitator reminded them that it was Goth night for dinner. Makeup and costume artists would be available to help set the dark mood. Black was the appropriate color.
Gavin was in a particularly frisky mood and selected black slacks, a tight sleeveless black tee and boots. He let the makeup artist add fake tattoos and black eye shadow. Amanda was waiting in a sassy pirate wench costume. When they entered the dining room, their nametags read 'Number 2'.
As they approached Table 2, Gavin saw his original hostess, Ashley, already seated and was pleased that they would be the last table / swap mates of the retreat. Ashley had her red hair tied up in a poofy bun, exposing her ears and neck. She wore a purple cloak of some light fabric tied high on her neck. It draped her shoulders and torso, ballooning completely over her body and chair like a tent. Only her black high heels peeked out below the floor length hem.
Gavin extended his hand for a greeting. Ashley sat still, smiled sweetly and said her social hellos but kept her entire body sheathed beneath the cloak. During the meal, she let her current partner feed her food and drink bit by bit but made no move to help. She sat stoic and accepted his consideration.
The retreat facilitator mounted the podium for his habitual dinner announcements.
"Tomorrow we will practice client retention methods. After dinner, the males will go to the female swap partner's suite where the homework assignments are waiting. Please be safe and reasonable in your execution of the procedures. As always, the homework is due at the beginning of class."
Amanda left with her new swap partner and Gavin sat alone with Ashley.
"Do you want me to meet you there or accompany you now?"
"Whatever pleases you, master."
"What's with the 'master' thing?"
"That would be easier to explain if you untied and removed my cloak."
Gavin plucked at the neck tie and the cloak fluttered to the floor. Ashley was trussed into a leather corset that constricted her waist and racked her breasts up into a delicious rounded cleavage. Her nipples were glossed a deep red to match her lipstick.
Below the corset, her shaved pussy was uncovered. Her heels were buckled tight to her ankles. Her hands were hidden behind her back. A silver leash chain descended from a ring embedded in the broad leather collar surrounding her neck. The leash chain was coiled on the edge of the seat between her thighs. Every piece of leather she wore was polished jet black.
Gavin took her arm and hauled Ashley to her feet. He found her wrists were cuffed by black leather bands behind her back.
Gavin didn't need any further explanations. He gathered her cloak in his arm, took the end of the leash and paraded the trussed and half-naked Ashley behind him out of the dining room, down the hallway and to her suite. He opened the door and pushed her through. She stumbled in the high heels but recovered.
On the coffee table was a small array of dungeon devices: knifes, scissors, crops, blindfolds and gag cloths. A set of increasing-sized silver bullet probes completed the toolkit.
A single envelope was propped on the counter. It was addressed to 'The Male'. Gavin opened it and read:
'You are disappointed with the way you have been treated. Make her plead to continue the relationship. Be firm and stern about your requirements and what must be done to resolve the situation.
Write two paragraphs below, 50 words or less, one from the viewpoint of the vendor and the other from the viewpoint of the client, describing how the situation was resolved.'
Gavin put the letter back in the envelope. He saw Ashley try to read the words from a distance. He decided that he would let her figure it out as they went along. Anyway, the setting, clothes and makeup made it pretty obvious what was expected.
"Come here, wench."
Ashley moved toward Gavin in her heels. She was tall already and the heels brought her to Gavin's height. She stood before him.
"Eyes down!"
Gavin walked a circuit around her. He checked her wrist cuffs. The cuffs were 'secured' with a jewelry type catch that any child could pull and break. If he accidently went too far she could breakaway and protect herself. That was a proper safeguard.
He patted her butt cheeks and the flesh rippled nicely. Ashley truly had a fine ass. In front he smoothed a hand over her shaved pussy. It was also very nice. She wore no stockings.
"Slut! Why should I continue to have any relationship with you?"
"Please, sir, how have I displeased you?"
"You have disrespected me three times with your inadequate attention to my best interests."
"But, sir, I did not know you were unhappy with my services."
"I have tried to be gracious and kind in my message but you have mistaken that for complacency and weakness. I demand that you make amends."
"Please, sir, I am willing to do whatever it takes to continue servicing you. What do you want from me?"
"I will overlook the past if you atone for the three past wrongs."
"Yes, sir, I will try my best to atone for my negligence."
"You must demonstrate that you value me in all ways. Therefore, you will suck, wank and fuck me to my satisfaction. Kneel!"
Ashley lowered herself to her knees before him. Gavin's interchange with Ashley had gotten him semi-hard. Her face was now crotch height to him. He unzipped and stood before her kneeling form.
Ashley waited for his cock to come to her lips. She hoped he would talk to her about the homework assignment while she served her first atonement. Gavin put his hands into her hair as her face leaned to him. Her tongue scooped his cock into her mouth. She started the sucking as he maneuvered her head around using handfuls of her coiffed hair as handles.
"Very nice, Ashley, keep sucking like that. Damn, it feels good in your mouth."
Gavin's hands gripped her head and his hips began to sway as he fucked her mouth and she sucked on his cock with firm, wet suction. She could feel his cock pulse as she sucked and he drove the knob into her throat. Her tongue swirled on the cock head.
"Keep sucking, you bitch. I want the first of my loads down your gullet. You will swallow when I cum."
Gavin began to pump his hips faster and gust for breath. Ashley sucked harder, waiting for him to shudder and jerk before releasing his cum into her mouth.
Gavin called her names: slut, cunt, whore, and wench. She felt him twitch and his yell preceded his first fountain of cum spurting into her mouth. She waggled her head on his cock, allowing her lips to caress the shaft.
She gulped and pushed her lips forward and sucked his shaft as more cum spewed into her mouth. Ashley swallowed again and held still as he shrank. She let his cock fall from her lips and sat back onto her heels.
Gavin grinned and shook his flaccid cock. He pushed it back into her mouth and Ashley gave it a good strong suck to pull out any latent spunk. Gavin groaned and pulled back.
Ashley stayed on her knees as Gavin stepped back and plopped into the arm chair. His eye makeup and the dim light of the room gave his face an evil masked appearance. Ashley lowered her eyes under his stare.
When Gavin had rested from his exertions and chose to continue, he lifted Ashley by her arm and got her standing again. He released her cuffs and allowed her hands to come free to her front. He marched her to the bed. She faced him as he caressed her tits. They were as easy in his hands as they had been on his eyes. Despite her newly freed hands, Ashley made no move to restrict or resist his movements. She looked down as he kneaded the globes.
At last, Gavin tired of that game. He pushed quick and hard on her breasts, landing her on her back on the mattress.
"Scoot up into the middle, bitch. Do I have to do all the work?"
Ashley butt walked further onto the mattress. Her calves lay off the bed and her heels dangled without touching the floor. Her satin corset was clinched below her boobs and not shelving them anymore. They were still firm but spongy and more torus shaped mounted on her prone chest.
Gavin found lotion on the nightstand and dribbled some in her boob valley. He knee walked up and straddled her torso. His stiffening cock waddled as he neared it to her cleavage.
"Rub that around a little to get my cock massager ready to go."
Ashley used her hands to compress the mounds inward and rifled them back and forth to spread the lotion around. The skin-on-skin contact with the help of the lubrication made a squeaking noise. She let her tits flop apart enough to create an inviting crevasse for Gavin's cock.
Ashley waited for Gavin's next move.
Gavin straddled her tits and held cock down as he lowered his hips over her chest. Ashley caught his shaft in the soft valley then pressed her breasts together around him. She rested her head down onto the mattress as Gavin began to rock his hips and pump his cock through the warm, soft flesh that surrounded his cock. He saw her close her eyes.
"Oh, no, you don't. I want you engaged in the action, cunt."
His hands came down to her head. One lifted her by the hair while the other pushed a pillow under her head. He let her head drop onto the pillow which now propped her head forward so that he could push his cock head to her lips with each forward stroke of his knob.
Ashley saw the tip emerge and felt the resilient flesh of his knob press against her lips. She opened her mouth and licked. Gavin pushed his further and let the head penetrate her lips. Ashley sucked and licked it and continued to press her breasts together along his shaft.
Gavin gave an evil grin. He pinched her nipples, twisted and chuckled at her grimace. Gavin was having a good time fucking the bitch's tits. The sensation was exceptional and her mouth worked hard, sucking and licking his knob. He roughly fucked her this way and saw her face show a moment of doubt about the progress of this exercise.
"Good...good...whore. Hold those tits while I fuck them. And suck me as much as I allow you to."
Gavin was now turned on by visual, emotion and audio stimuli. Ashley was grunting from the force of his slams. Her mouth was sucking and licking his cock like piece of delicious candy. Her spittle dribbled on her chin.
He pulled and twisted her nipples some more, feeling hardness in her nubs.
Gavin was feeling the energy return as his ardor rose. He lengthened his strokes; pulling his cock head from her lips, down through the valley and then pushing it all the way back.
Gavin was unable to hold back groans and Ashley hoped that he was close. Her boobs were beginning to get sore.
Gavin breathed heavily and his throat tensed up. Ashley sucked and licked at his cock head extra hard hoping to help him along to closure.
Gavin groaned again, his muscles tensed and back arched. He still held the nipple nubs as his body rose and they were pulled upward by him unknowingly.
Ashley watched his face contort and saw his body stiffen. She gave his cock a last lick before her lips closed on the knob. There was a momentary delay and then his sperm gushed forth. Five shots pooled in her mouth and Ashley kept a suction going to release his energy and essence which she hoped would calm him. His body relaxed enough to relieve the strain on her nipples. But Gavin still pinched them between his fingers.
Gavin let out a cleansing breath and leaned forward, opened his eyes and looked happily into her face and smiled. He rolled off of her, closed his eyes and dozed. One more scene to go. He hoped it was really good.
He awoke with Ashley sitting on her heels sideways to him. She had guarded over him, naked and asleep. Ashley wondered and dreamed about how their last rough fuck would go. She had been thinking about him all week, ever since he walked into her presence at the airport VIP gate. Even with the others, she fantasized about Gavin. She hoped he would let her enjoy an orgasm as he plugged her hole with his prick.
Gavin watched her watch him. She was a great looking bitch. It would have been so much better to meet and couple in nicer circumstances. The sudden idea caught Gavin like a blow to the head. His voice was softer as he addressed her.
"How are you feeling?"
"Fine, sir, what can I do to render you service now?"
Gavin went for broke. "Go get the homework envelope. Bring it here."
Ashley got off the bed and brought the envelope to him. Gavin read her the text on the paper. Ashley read through it again by herself.
"Ashley, I am not a very violent guy. This isn't my style. Let's write out something about how we cleared the air of our grievance and my cock of its cum and kissed and made nice. Then let's drop this charade and really kiss and make nice."
Ashley's heart beat a little faster.
"That's exactly what I want."
They coordinated a couple paragraphs about highly emotional tension release that led to a new understanding and a commitment to talk out their differences in the future before the relationship suffered from miscommunication. Gavin and Ashley both thought that was a proper course of action.
The homework assignment was completed. Gavin wanted to wash up. He headed for the tub. After he was settled in the door opened and Ashley walked in. She had removed her heels. She needed help with the collar, cuffs and corset. The collar was easy. Gavin found he catch in back and released it. The cuffs were the same. The corset was a problem.
The corset laces were pulled extra tight. Gavin could not loosen the knot. Ashley knew the solution. She returned with the knife from the dungeon table layout. Gavin sliced the laces and the corset gave way. Ashley had been bound I it so long that she forgot how tight it had been. She sighed as it came off.
There was no question that she was going to join Gavin in the tub. They sponged and lathered each other. Gavin was careful with his touch on her bruised nipples. He regretted that.



Finally, they were squeaky clean. Both had separately elaborated a mental plan to fuck right here.
Ashley initiated the move. She placed her hands on Gavin's shoulders, leaned over and brushed his chest with her tender nipples. She moved in large and small circles, back and forth, side to side. Sometimes she made little twitches of her nipples against his nipples. Gavin closed his eyes and gave a low moan. His breathing quickened. The bath was deep enough to cover their hips and navels. Ashley stirred the water with her swaying butt. Ned reached between her legs and felt her cunt lips. They were oily. She was juicing nicely, producing more than the stirring water could remove. Their plan could move ahead.
Gavin described how he wanted Ashley to rub his cock with her cunt lips.
"Use your cunt lips to stroke the length of my cock. Get it hard and slippery."
Ashley lowered her cunt lips to his cock. She stroked its length repeatedly.
Gavin reached between them and pressed his palm on Ashley's groin. She rose and positioned his cock upright under her cunt. Ashley moaned as she dropped down the vertical shaft and buried him completely inside. It was better than she had fantasized during the time between the airport and now. Gavin was long and fat and filled her completely.
Gavin locked eyes with Ashley as she moved up and down in long strokes. She leaned in and gave Gavin a passionate kiss. Ashley jogged towards her ecstasy. Gavin felt his end approaching as well. The prickly tingling started in his toes, spread up the nerves in his legs and crashed into his groin. His breathing shortened and gusted. He leaned his head back and growled low as the initial pulse jetted up and out of his cock. His eyes screwed shut.
Ashley matched his peak in intensity and timing. She saw Gavin tilt back his head, heard his animal sounds and prepared herself for the jets of cum to fill her womb. Ashley plunged full depth and clenched hard with cunt muscles. That should make Gavin's ejaculate spring harder inside her. She trusted her squeeze would enhance his climax and maximize his satisfaction with her as well. It would be her Thank You gift to him for ending the pain sessions and letting them enjoy the remaining night.
Ashley felt Gavin's hips strain upward as his back arched. She clamped her cunt even tighter and held on. As his male essence discharged into her willing womb, her core sensed the pulse and she joined him in a gut wrenching orgasm.
Ashley hugged Gavin's neck. Her breasts were against his chest. Hazy consciousness slowly returned. She kissed his earlobe then his lips. After a respectable time, Gavin shrank and Ashley unsheathed his shrinking flesh.
Through the rest of the night, the partners would wake, caress and if Gavin was able, fucked. Otherwise they played tongue tag and sugar kisses. By morning, they had 'revived' their relationship and had learned client retention techniques that would serve them the rest of their lives.
--------------------
Gavin's flight landed at Honolulu International to bright sunshine and perfect weather. The airports exits were clogged with flower lei dispensing tourist trappers. He found his name being held by a uniformed chauffeur who helped him with his bags. He was deposited at a luxury beach front hotel.
He had a few hours to kill before his site host arrived for their dinner meeting. He headed for the beach.
The sunbathers were sparse. Several groups of surfers were riding the modest waves. He walked the beach and stopped to watch a few cajole across and down the waves. There were many mainlanders but the better riders were the Oriental and Polynesian locals who had gathered years of practice.
There was a small group of young local woman taking turns with one surfboard. They were pretty good but that wasn't the best part. They were topless, wearing only skimpy neon colored thongs. The all over tans suggested this was their usual routine.
Gavin sat in the sand and watched them play. Two would stand on the beach, jumping and shouting encouragement, while the third rode the waves on the shared surfboard. Gavin was close enough to get a great view of wet bouncy boobs and butts. The girls didn't seem to notice him or care.
The sun dropped lower in the sky and the trio finished their recreation and headed back down the beach. The show was over. Gavin headed back to his hotel.
Kai was the HR manager for the target subsidiary. The company leased out fully fueled and staffed private corporate jets for chartered runs. The jets were used worldwide but mostly around the Pacific and were home-based in Hawaii. Gavin settled into an easy conversation with Kai as they talked shop and told corporate 'war stories'. It was a pleasant meal of tasty food and good conversation.
Kai was glad Gavin had arrived at this particular time.
"We are commissioning a new jet soon and need to interview and select staff. The three finalists for air hostess were coming by this evening for evaluations. Only one will be hired. The salaries and perks are generous; therefore the competition for the position is intense. I could really use your services to help me make the selection."
"Sure...sure...whatever I can do to help."
Looking past Gavin, Kai smiled. "Awwh, our candidates have arrived."
Gavin turned to see three stunning dressed women walking toward the table. Despite the heels, fabulous cocktail dresses and perfect makeup, Gavin still recognized his three surfer girls.
"Gavin, please meet Armina, Akoura and Ananya, our three finalists for the air hostess position."
The smiling beauties shook Gavin's hand and introduced themselves in turn. The small two person dining table had room for only two chairs so the woman stood next to the men who hastily completed their desserts and coffee. The five departed the dining room. The lobby elevators whisked them to the penthouse suite where they were assured privacy for the intensive interviews.
The group gathered in the suite's central lounge. Kai explained the typical interview process to Gavin and the candidates.
"Our various sized jets are equipped for short, medium and long flights. Our air hostesses may be assigned singly or in teams depending on the flight duration and number of passengers.
"Each candidate has excelled in the standard airline operations and safety training programs. Each candidate could readily find employment with any airline in the world. But you have applied with us because our company has superior pay and perks. How can we afford that?
"We market our aircraft and personnel services to a very exclusive clientele who pay a premium price for premium amenities. Gavin and I will assess your ability to provide our clients' with those premium amenities."
Kai paused to allow that to sink in. Hearing no questions he continued.
"Gavin and I will occupy the two opposing bedrooms. They are stocked with various sizes of our standard air hostess uniforms and other clothes and amenities. The candidates will determine a schedule of rotation so that each candidate is afforded an equal amount of time with both interviewers. After the interviews are concluded, Gavin and I will compare notes and you will be contacted about our decision. This is your last chance to show your stuff so be hardy in your efforts."
The candidates played rock-paper-scissors to pick a random rotation.
"Gavin, let's retire to our respective suites and let this ladies get some interviews started."
Gavin strode to his room and closed its door. He sat in the cushioned arm chair opposite the bed.
The door opened slowly. Gavin looked up as Armina entered his lair. She was dressed as she was in the hotel dining room when they had formally met. Gavin was looking forward to seeing her in her beach garb, or even less, before the end of the interview.
"Armina, that's a lovely dress but hardly an air hostess uniform. I want to see you properly dressed for your future employment."
"Yes, sir. May I check in the closets for the uniforms?"
Gavin granted her his permission. She rummaged a bit in the closet and returned with two types and colors of uniforms on hangers.
"Sir, which one would you like me to wear?"
"Both, but let's start with the blue one and then we will see the red one later."
Armina turned to enter the ensuite bath. Gavin spoke up.
"No need for that. Change here in front of me."
Armina laid the uniform on the bed and reached behind her back for her dress zipper. She fumbled around and had trouble with the catch. Ever the gentleman, Gavin rose and she turned her back to accept his assistance. She pulled her long hair to the front to uncover the top of the zipper.
Gavin worked the back clasp and the zipper descended to her ass cheeks. Her back was uncluttered by bra strap or panty waistband.
Armina stepped and turned. The dress ballooned out and slid down around her ankles. She wore stockings underneath; just the stockings and her heels.
Gavin had seen her on the beach at some distance but was now a few feet away. Scanning upwards from the black dress pooled on her heels, he saw smooth toned legs in smoky hose, pliant thighs, a shaved pussy, flat stomach and breasts to die for. She was holding her full long black hair up in a bundle on her head. The lifted arms raised those perfect breasts for display.
Her face was a mix of Oriental, black almond slanted eyes with high cheek bones. Her muted makeup was perfect.
Armina let Gavin feast a bit. Without her thong, Gavin now had a complete picture and he nodded his approval. Armina moved to the bed and donned the two piece uniform, a sky-blue matching skirt and jacket set. The skirt was an inch or two below her ass, way above her knees. Her hose tops peeked below the hem. The two-button jacket strained to hold the flaps across even her medium sized breasts. Her belly flashed below the jacket waist.
"Walk around, let's see how it rides when you move."
Armina stepped gently. Gavin clucked his tongue and made a 'pick up the speed' finger twirl. Armina heels caused her to strut and jostle the jacket over her compressed tits. She stepped to Gavin who rose to her front. He plucked open the two jacket-buttons and burrowed his hands inside. Her tanned tits were firm and conical. Their size was a proper hand full, big enough but not too big.
Armina was astute. She knew generally where this activity was headed but not specifically. Either way, Gavin wasn't going to need his pants. She unbuckled his belt and snap, lowered his zipper and dropped his pants and briefs over his hips. They slid to the floor.
Armina was diminutive and Gavin's still soft shaft filled her hand. She stroked it once, twice. Gavin responded by raising her chin and capturing her mouth with a kiss. He played a while as the lip-lock and the hand-job helped him grow to the necessary hardness.
Gavin stepped back and sat in the cushioned arm chair. Armina would not be able to straddle him between the chair arms. Instead, she knelt before him and raised his shaft to vertical. She slurped his spongy knob into her mouth.
Gavin pushed Armina's dangling hair aside and back, getting a good view of their connection. Armina was bobbing her head at a modest pace. Gavin was pleased with her rate and depth. This would be his first orgasm in several days; he was quickly feeling the tingles. But this was supposed to be an assessment interview. He needed to get a complete inventory of her oral skills.
Gavin placed his hand on the back of her bobbing head and pressed down. Armina braced to stop him when his tip reached her throat. Gavin didn't jam his cock down her throat but kept a light downward pressure. Armina took the cue. She took a deep breath and pressed his knob into her throat, then continued until her lips encircled the base of his cock. She held still, half a minute, until her air ran out, then pulled back to get another breath.
"That's quite good, darling. Now use your tongue and add humming for vibrations, both at the same time, if possible, but alternating is acceptable."
Armina rotated her mouth, swirled her tongue sideways across his shaft, hummed when her tongue was still and took him into her throat again. A few repetitions of the set brought results. Gavin gusted and blew his first rope of spunk into her mouth. Armina sucked hard and swallowed, two more ropes followed. She cleared her mouth again and then his final shot dribbled onto her tongue. She held him in and gently stroked his underside with her tongue tip.
Gavin held the sides of her head in his palms. When the post-cum throbs in his groin ceased, he lifted her head and looked in her face.
"That was pretty good. You're the first interviewee so I can't say how it compares with the other contenders in the suite, but anywhere else, you would be a hands-down winner. Be a dear and clean me up."
When Armina had adequately preened Gavin with tongue and towels, she retrieved her dress and prepared to doff her uniform. Gavin intervened.
"Don't bother. Just take them all with you when you go to see Kai. If he wants you to change into something else, I am sure he will let you know."
Armina leaned in to peck Gavin's cheek and left the bedroom.
Gavin relaxed back and awaited his next interview. The door reopened and Akoura came in still wearing the party dress, hose and heels she had worn in the dining room.
Gavin asked "Have you seen Kai?"
Akoura shook her head. "I will see him after you finish with me."
Gavin twirled his finger signaling her to pirouette. She was fleshy but not fat, very cuddly in fact. Her heritage was heavily Polynesian. Her hips and breasts looked rounder on her shorter frame. Her face was also round with the hint of slope to her eyes. She wore the dress well. But, Gavin thought, it's got to go.
"You may begin with a strip tease. Take your time. I just dumped a load in your challenger's mouth. It will take you some time and efforts before you have me ready to offer you an assessment of your skills."
Akoura nodded her agreement. She pulled her hair to the front and reached back for the zipper. She was more dexterous than Armina and brought the zipper down to her shoulder blades. Then she slowly turned her back and pulled the zipper the rest of the way below her waist. White bands of lingerie confirmed that she wore bra and panties.
'Good' thought Gavin, 'more time and stage props during the strip tease.'
Akoura faced him again. She shrugged off the dress top and it folded down but not off, held at the waist band tight above her wide round hips. She pushed it down and it fell to the floor. She did a slow pirouette to display the unclothed skin not covered by hose, panties or bra.
Akoura faced him again and reached to her cleavage. She worked the front close bra clasp. Holding a tab in each hand, she pulled out and up, making a high V with her arms. The motion elevated her tits. They were large, round, tanned and tipped with dark conical nipples. She stood in that stance letting Gavin get an eyeful of her upper body. Maintaining the V, she pirouetted again. Gavin saw a flash of sidewinder when she was faced completely away. Facing him again, she playfully tossed him her bra.
The panties went next. Akoura skimmed them down her legs, causing her dangling tits to jostle. Gavin liked that and made a grunting noise. Akoura looked up at Gavin through her veil of hair. Before standing, she shimmied her shoulders to flap her boobs. Gavin grunted again.
Akoura stood. Gavin was staring at her shaved pussy with its full fleshy lips. She strode forward and planted a heel on the front edge of his seat cushion. She smoothed the top of the hose down her thigh and calf. At the bottom, she stopped and unbuckled her heel straps and took heel and hose off in one final swipe.
The second leg was propped up on the arm of the chair. Her stance spread her enough to expose the inner pink vaginal lips. Gavin saw and smelled her pussy. While he was visually locked on that target, Akoura rolled the hose down and similarly removed it with the other heel. She could see Gavin becoming hard. His cock was lifting from limp to horizontal as he sat.
Akoura flipped the hose behind Gavin's neck and reined him forward into a sensuous lip chafing kiss. When she broke contact, she glanced down. Gavin was almost vertical now. She pulled on one end and looped the hose off one side.
She moved a few feet from Gavin and faced away. Bending at the hip, she leaned forward towards the side of the bed, bracing her hands on the edge of the mattresses. Widening her stance, she presented her smooth tanned rump for his inspection. Gavin viewed her hanging boobs framed by her thighs. Her pink inner lips formed a bulls-eye above her thighs and below her ass cheeks. Gavin got up from the chair for a closer look. He stepped behind her.
The bed was tall, double mattresses adding height to the platform and a touch of grandeur to the room. Akoura was short and she was the perfect match to the stacked mattresses. Gavin shuffled her forward until her thighs were anchored against the side of the bed. Gavin aimed his cock at the bull-eye, cupped generous handfuls of tit-flesh and lined up.
Gripping tight on her tits, he plunged forward and in, so hard she collapsed on the comforter. Gavin held on and his hands were trapped between bed and boobs. He adjusted his stance to acquire enough room to thrust, and then lay his full weight on her back. Hugging hard on her tits, he got a pleasant rhythm going. His hands were trapped beneath their combined weight but he was able to clutch and release her masses in time with his thrusts.
Akoura was sealed down with little freedom of movement. Gavin was doing all the work but he didn't mind. Akoura's cunt was a convenient tool to polish his cock and he was enjoying the burnishing. The glinting was progressing as intended. He felt the pressure and heat of his oncoming orgasm. His primary body muscles were starting to tighten.
Gavin's hands now gripped so hard on Akoura's tits that she was calling out for him to lighten up. The blood rushing through his ears made him deaf to her pleas. His cum barreled out his shaft. Gavin was grasping and hugging Akoura so hard that she had to hold her breath. Gavin shot three times before his body relaxed enough for him to even sense the fourth and fifth shot. Akoura didn't feel anything except her breath returning when Gavin's arms finally released their death grip on her torso.
Gavin rested on her bent over back until his mind was lucid and his limp dick fell from her hole. He lifted off of her. When she stood, he saw his spread five finger hand prints on her breasts. Being ever the gentleman, Gavin search around until he found her bra. He help her pack her boob flesh back into the cups and pressed them inward to help her close the front tab. Released from the helping hands, Akoura's boobs settled to an adorable equilibrium of roundness split by a deep cleavage.
"Kai will ask about the hand prints on you tits. Tell him they are a sign that you gave me the best doggie style fuck in the world. He might take that into consideration on his vote."
Akoura gathered her scattered clothes and left the suite.
Gavin lay down on the bed. He through an arm over his eyes and dozed off. When he raised his arms again, the lights in the room were off with a muted light spilling through the unlatched bathroom door. The shower quit running and there was the flapping sound of someone toweling off.
The door swung out and a lithe figure with long hair and smallish features was silhouetted in the soft glow. She closed the door and floated barefoot across the carpet to his bed.
Ananya leaned close and peered at Gavin's face. She saw that his eyes were open. She barely whispered.




"Are you awake, sir?"
Gavin whispered back "Yesss."
"Do you want to interview me now or do you want to rest a little longer?"
"Yesss."
Gavin wanted both. He curled an arm around her torso and hauled her up to lay on top of him. She was almost tiny. He had lifted her with only one arm. She put her ear against his breast bone. Her hips barely reached past his belly button. Her legs divided over his stomach, not his hips.
Gavin closed his eyes and drew lazy finger circles all over Ananya's arms, ass, thighs, back and scalp. Ananya circled his nipples with her fingers and tongue. The nipple play felt to Gavin like the transfer of mild static electricity. He was relaxed. Neither Gavin nor Ananya had moved or shifted. Yet he felt warm moistness on the tip of his cock. Gavin checked with a prostate muscle clench and found his erection refilled and knocking at Ananya's door to paradise. She felt his tip tickle her pink portal.
After he levered her torso to vertical, Gavin was tired enough to let Ananya take charge. She got the message. She rose up and shuffled down, spreading her legs wider to accommodate his wider hips. Gavin palmed her knees, some to steady her, but more just to give his own hands a place to park.
Ananya elevated her hips and her hand held Gavin's prick at vertical. This was going to be a chore. She was tiny and Gavin was not. Her cunt would stretch to accommodate his bulk and length but it would take time. It was going to be very tight throughout. Fortunately, she had lubed her tube heavily after her shower. That should help.
It was finally time to go downtown. Ananya pressed down and covered a half inch of Gavin's knob. She pulled up and pressed again. A full inch entered this time but the corona was still exposed. Up and down again and she felt the wide part of his knob just barely pass her pink fleshy flaps. So far so good.
Gavin had set his mind to letting Ananya drive the pace on this one. He was okay with the little play around her cunt lips but sought to get his whole cock inside her hotness soon. He bopped his hips to signal her to get on with it already.
Ananya sensed Gavin's impatience. He had indicated she would be the leader but he was also signaling his preferences. He was the interviewer and she the interviewee. She needed to take care of his desires. Ananya took a deep breath and pushed down hard. The heavy lubrication reduced the static friction but her tube was slow to grow. Gavin felt crushed by the constriction on his bulk.
"Ananya, honey, lighten up on the squeeze. My prick might slide in easier."
"I'm sorry, sir, but I'm not squeezing. You're very big. I just need a few more moments to expand. Be patient, please, my cunt will slacken enough soon and then we will have a really good fuck."
This was a new experience for Gavin. He had never been inside a woman this small before. He needed to be tolerant and accept the circumstances. He would learn how to respond during comparable future encounters.
Ananya did begin to noticeably work loose, not too much but enough for the sex companions to chance some long slow strokes. Gavin was amazed at how his corona seemed to plow her tube wide and then she would shrink back behind the mass to scour his shaft or knob with her enjoyable slick walls.
The action went on for a long time. Gavin was resting on his back and Ananya was doing most of the hard work. Still she showed no signs of fatigue. This was Gavin's third round but it was probably Ananya's second after being evaluated by Kai earlier. Yet she went on and on and on. That was noteworthy.
Also noteworthy was the heat building in Gavin's core. It was not like the hot rush caused by his first two orgasms tonight. It was more like an electric vibration skipping out to his extremities and echoing back to his core.
Gavin's spontaneous discharge was not accompanied by the usual crashing burst of power but more of a soft pulsation. It felt like the pleasure/pain response to a deep tissue massage. You felt the blood oozing in to sooth and repair the released knots of muscle.
Ananya felt Gavin's dick emit his essence into her womb but wondered about the lack of yelps and rough spasms that usually accompanied the male's orgasmic ecstasy. She hoped it was not a bad sign.
"How are you feeling, sir?"
"Tired...satisfied...drained...exhilarated...sleepy...content..." Gavin's voice trailed off.
Gavin was losing his hardness and Ananya was able to ease him out. She returned to lie atop his chest. Gavin was asleep again. She would wait to be sure he was resting peacefully and then pack his things for the trip home to the mainland.
--------------------
Gavin woke in an empty room. His bags were packed and ready for his trip to the airport and the long flight to the mainland.
His Blackberry beeped. He had a text message from Kai.
'Which one should we hire?'
Gavin texted back 'All three'.
These three weeks had been a fantasy dream. But he was awake in the real world now and headed back to his corporate existence. He was saddened by the thought of leaving this world and returning to the long, crowded train commutes, the grubby office environments and the pedestrian work tasks. He wondered what his life would be like if he resigned and found a less demanding job, where he could enjoy periods of quality time and the vitality to seek out more escapades like this.
It would be a very dicey risk. He could lose a lot. But his family had deserted him and his daily life was a hell-hole of commuting and office drudgery. What did he have that was too important to lose?
--------------------
When Gavin arrived Monday morning at the office tower entrance, security took him in hand and escorted him straight to his boss's office.
Gavin had called his boss the night before and stated his intension to resign from the corporation. These past three weeks had changed Gavin's view on his stale corporate existence. He wanted the freedom to explore more of the greater exotic world outside of his house, commute and office.
Left alone to wait, Gavin placed his neatly typed resignation letter in the center of his boss's desk, right where the tapping finger three weeks ago had pointed. He sat in the same 'hot seat', the cushioned office chair facing the front of the boss's massive oak desk. He waited uncertainly for the coming confrontation.
His boss entered brusquely. He sat down and fingered the resignation letter on his desk. Without any pleasantries, he got right down to the business at hand.
"Gavin, you are the smartest chief executive HR leader in the industry, probably the country, possibly the world. You have our HR functions running like a Swiss watch but your immediate staff is just awful! They have conditioned you to make their decisions for them, a safe course of action for them and hectic as hell for you. You are too involved in too many petty day to day details. You need to let go of the reins and let them run the department. They are capable of independent action and you should only be reviewing their finished work on occasion. There are finer subjects that should perk your interest and deeper issues that merit your personal attention.
"Sometimes you need a boss, or a friend, or a combination of both like me, to help you see the forest instead of the trees. While you were away, I examined your staffing organization. I found it shockingly deficient. So during your assignment, I exercised my authority as the boss and rearranged some positions and locations in your department headquarters.
"Before I accept your resignation, please give me 30 minutes, just 30 minutes from the rest of your life. Come see the modifications I have made. I have been your employer and your friend for 30 years. I'm begging you to give me 30 more minutes of your time. I feel you owe me that much.
"If you still want to resign, I will take it like a man and we will shake hands and part ways amicably. But later on, I will cry like a baby because I don't want you to leave. You are too valuable to the company, but particularly to me, old friend."
Gavin was touched by his unusual openness and agreed to take a look at the changes. He was skeptical. Rearranging reporting lines never changed the overall outlook of things. But he did owe his boss, and his old friend, one last consideration.
He followed his boss to the elevator and they descended the two floors to Gavin's office. When they entered the reception area, Gavin saw that it was cleared of his subordinates' cramped desks and had been stylishly redecorated. It was brightly lit and colorfully cheerful. There were three neat and fully equipped but unoccupied desks arranged as 'gate-keepers' to his office. Those employees had not yet arrived this morning.
His boss guided Gavin through the corner office door. Inside Gavin was confronted with more changes. His office had been remodeled, doubled in size and tastefully decorated with the same cheery colors and spacious new furnishings. There was a large uncluttered desk, a conference table and chairs, a casual seating area with massive sofa and a private washroom. Gavin walked around fingering the new furniture and beholding, almost for the first time, his 'power-view' of the city far below.
They heard the clatter of the three 'gate-keepers' arriving at their desks. Gavin's boss blocked the office door.
"Let me explain that this remodeling was necessary to accommodate the personnel changes I have made to your staff. No one has been fired. I have rearranged the office layouts. The senior managers have been moved farther away so they are less inclined to bother you with the small stuff. They are fully competent to carry out their functions day to day without your constant oversight. They only need to report their summary results. That should lighten your work stress.
"You have effective 'gate-keepers' now. They will ensure your quality time. You will be undisturbed to fully engage in vital affairs more appropriate to your skills and abilities."
Gavin was beginning to think he might be able to make this work.
"Okay, let's meet your new employees."
Gavin's boss poked his head out the door. "Please come in and meet your new boss."
They entered. The floor seemed to fall from beneath Gavin's feet and his head was floating in a cloud. His heart almost stopped then revved up to a greater speed. There stood his new very personal assistants: Attyka, Ashley and Ananya.
"Good morning, sir." They said in unison.
"These ladies are your new personal assistants. They have very simple job descriptions: augment your quality time and ease your stress. We will call them your 'proficiency specialists'. I trust you will find exceptional ways for them to accomplish those ill-defined but broad ranging responsibilities.
"I have also purchased the top two floors of a nearby condominium tower. No more long commutes. Your new residence is the penthouse suite. Your 'specialists' will occupy the floor below. They will attend to all your household chores: laundry, meals and, of course, special security. They will assure that you are securely tucked into bed every night."
Gavin's boss held out the resignation letter in his hand.
"Now, what are we going to do about this?"
Gavin took the letter and tore it into little pieces. Gavin's boss laughed.
"I was hoping you would do that. I will leave my newest executive team to get better acquainted and elaborate a plan to implement their new 'proficiency' program."
Gavin's 'proficiency specialists' led him to the sofa to inaugurate their distinctive team-building program. They would develop a daily schedule of activities. Gavin envisioned stress relief as a recurring event. At the door, Gavin's boss turned to view the undulating mound of females over Gavin.
"By the way, Gavin, I need your help. I have a personal schedule conflict. I can't tend to a particular scholastic obligation this weekend and was hoping you could take my slot on the coaching roster. The students would be quite disappointed if their slots aren't completely filled. I think you will perform superbly as my substitute."
Gavin waved a hand above the giggling mélange of 'proficiency specialists' under which he was presently submerged.
"Sure, sure... whatever I can do to help."
"Thanks a lot, buddy. It's an exclusive college academy where all the scholars are intelligent, beautiful and poised. They cherish any tutelage that a guest coach trainer chooses to unveil. The event is called Freewill Weekend and I think you're going to like it."
Gavin's boss closed the door as he left. His step was light and his heart filled with goodwill. The old Gavin was getting 'back in the saddle' and was going to be even more effective, and more profitable, than ever before. He had just needed a little 'shock to the system' to discover the real-world of Very Personal Human Resources.
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Evelyn cuddled her nose in Mr. Walden's ear. She gently inscribed circles over the closed zipper of her visiting daddy's tuxedo pants. His bulge underneath was obvious and throbbing. Mr. Walden was not disinterested in his daughter's warm embrace but he was more interested in the forthcoming stage show that was about to begin.
Total Woman Academy Father Daughter Senior Weekend's first evening was getting underway. The annual event was an exclusive venue. The daughters had acquired a superb education in exchange for the large pledge donations provided by their parents over the past few years.
Earlier, the formally dressed fathers were welcomed by an arrival cocktail party. Their daughters were wearing their most flattering fashions, albeit some rather fetish in nature. Each TWA senior academy student wore a numbered medallion on a satin choker that would become useful during the following phases of the festive weekend. This opening event was an opportunity for the fathers to circulate, fantasize and savor the select bounty of beauty soon to be accessible to them. Evelyn steered her father to clusters of guests and students where they idly chatted with her classmates.
After all the fathers had finally arrived, each was escorted by his daughter into the small theater where number-labeled lounge recliners were arrayed before the stage. Each pair took their assigned seat corresponding to the daughter's choker number. Most of the couples kicked the chairs back and cuddled together as they awaited the show.
"So, Daddy, which of my classmates is your favorite so far?" Evelyn held her motionless finger hard against her father's groin. She felt his cock pulse a heartbeat even through the layers of cloth.
"Well, I haven't picked a favorite. It doesn't matter what I like; the pairings are random."
"But there must be one you like better. How about Maureen, the redhead? You always like redheads. Is she the first one you want?"
Brandi giggled as she swirled her finger again on Mr. Walden's pants covered erection.
"Maybe I would prefer to do you first, my dear. What do you think of that?"
"Sorry, Daddy, but that's not possible this weekend. What about Karina? Do you like her?"
Mr. Walden remembered being drawn to the sari wrapped Karina and her mesmerizing eyes. Karina was an outstanding specimen of her Hindu heritage. He felt his cock twitch at the off-chance of being paired with her. He spoke softly to his daughter.
"I don't want to risk disappointment by pre-choosing. The raffles will pair up whoever the fates decide should be together. Every one of your classmates is a knockout beauty and I know they are eager to show off their acquired abilities. I've got the whole weekend for comparisons. I'm not going to choose a favorite...yet."
"Okay, daddy, we'll see what destiny has in store for you."
The house lights dimmed and a spot light focused attention on the housemother, Mrs. Smith, as she took the stage.
"Welcome, fathers and daughters to the Total Woman Academy Father Daughter Senior Weekend. This weekend is a Transition Time for your daughters. During the last four years at our elite Academy, they have immersed themselves in our curriculum of intelligence, beauty and poise. They have refined those qualities through vigorous workouts and rigorous evaluation-assessments performed by our roster of expert coach-tutors.
"But now, just weeks before graduation, the students hope to hone their skills through genuine life encounters replicating the real world. Those encounters are their final steps in the transition from Academy Students to Total Women. The students have been tittering for weeks about this opportunity to prove the value of your support and investment in their future.
"A full demonstration of their skills is best rendered without the inhibitions of assimilated familiarity. As such, we will periodically re-shuffle the father-daughter pairs. The abundant variations will help refresh the fathers' curious nature and maximize the daughters' receipt of frequent manly largesse.
Fathers will never be paired with their own daughter. However, you will soon discover that the Academy Seniors have been comparing notes. Those little complicities will enlightened their efforts to sustain sensual stimulation regardless of the random father-daughter pairings.
"When your number is called, please proceed onstage. From then on, the fathers are encouraged to share their expertise and experience the sensual proclivities instilled in our students. We hope each father departs Sunday night with a suitable appreciation of our students' exceptional charms. We will begin with Daughter No. 3. Please come forward, dear."
A blonde arose from her spot on a nearby recliner. She leaned in and pecked her prone daddy on the cheek and, with a smile and skip, jaunted towards the steps and mounted the stage. She was dressed in a long sleeve beach wrap with a hem well above the knees. Her toned thighs flashed as she pranced onstage in her heels. The light fabric bounced in time with the long wavy blonde hair teasing her butt and her generous breasts rippling under the cover.
Mrs. Smith took the young lady's hands to buzz her with bijou cheek kisses before turning her to face the rapt audience. Mrs. Smith retrieved a large fish bowl containing numbered disks and held it behind the blonde who reached back unseeing and selected one. With a bright smile, she held the disk high for all to see and called out: "No. 1."
Evelyn gasped and cheered. "Oh, Daddy! That's perfect! You get to go first!"
Evelyn gave a final rub to Mr. Walden's crotch and kissed his cheek. She pushed him up and out of the chair. He shuffled between the other recliners as the occupants applauded. Stepping on stage he was quietly greeted by the blonde.
"Hello, sir. My name is Brandi. This must be my lucky day. Evelyn has told me so much about you. I look forward to discovering whether what she told me is true."
Walden gave a small cough. "Well...I'll try not to disappoint. So...what's next?"
"Come sit center stage. We will act out a little skit for the audience before departing to our private 'get-to-know-you-better' time. Just follow my lead."
Brandi guided Mr. Walden to a straight wooden chair facing the audience. After he was seated, she placed the tassel to her beach wrap belt in his grasp. Brandi slowly pulled away and the belt slipped through its loops and fell from the garment. She pirouetted and the wrap flashed open momentarily to peek-a-boo her teal string bikini underneath. Walden heard approving growls from other fathers in the audience. Brandi also caught the sounds and, with a seductive grin in their direction, paused momentarily to pose for affect. Smiling broadly, she turned back and pranced in her heels to her newly selected patron.
Brandi recessed her hands up into the wrap's long sleeves and, turning backward, invited Mr. Walden to grip the cuffs. When she sensed his firm grasp, she slowly walked forward letting the wrap fall off her arms into Mr. Walden's hands. She stood front center stage and let the audience admire her bikini-clad body as she rotated to give a slow 360 view. Her legs were long, firm and tanned. Her abs and ass was toned and tight. Her sequined heels and matching dangling earrings glittered in the spotlight. Her generous breasts bulged beneath the cups of the undersized bikini top.
Mr. Walden liked this enhanced view. He felt a hard twitch in his groin and shuffled his feet trying to get some extra room for his constrained erection. Brandi noted the movement. She orbited the seated Mr. Walden, dragging her palm amorously around his neck and shoulders. Standing behind him, she reached around and undid his bowtie, pulling it out theatrically before unbuttoning his collar. She leaned in, squashing her boobs into the back of his neck and unzipped his crotch. That helped ease the pressure on his cock.
Standing again in front but facing away from the other fathers, she positioned her fine-looking ass astride Mr. Walden's lap and tilted back with her fingers interlocked behind his neck.
Brandi whispered "Undo the ties in the back of my bikini top, then pull it off towards you and toss it away. Make it look risqué, okay?" Mr. Walden dumbly nodded. He reached around and fumbled beneath her tresses for the neck tie. He pulled the knot and the strings parted. The back ties followed. He gripped the center strap between Brandi's tits and drew the fabric over his head, dropping it behind the chair.
Mr. Walden gawked at the magnificent sight! Her teardrop breasts were topped with large, smooth areolae, color contrasted by makeup. Her stage performance had aroused her and her nipples were molded into little erect cylinders. As Mr. Walden stared at the nubs, Brandi turned her head and twisted her torso towards the auditorium viewers. Her right boob rolled aside on her chest and presented a profile view to the audience. Enraptured by its beauty, Mr. Walden's hand rose autonomously and caressed, weighed and bounced her bulbous treasure. He pinched the point. He hefted the mass toward his face and puckered to kiss the attractive disk. Brandi used a gentle hand on his cheek to arrest Mr. Walden's bold move. She grinned at his macho treatment of her breast and addressed the audience with a half-giggle.
"I think it's time we leave and continue our 'get-acquainted' session in private."
That said, she gave Mr. Walden a quick sugar-lip kiss and rose off his lap. Taking his hands, she helped him stand as she turned stage front. Now the captivated fathers got a gallant view of what had attracted Mr. Walden's tactile attention a moment before. Her boobs faintly jostled on the pivot. Another collective low growl arose from the crowd. Brandi took Mr. Walden's nearest arm in a grand two-armed boob-hug. They departed in step stage left. The pair drew up just out of sight off stage and turned to watch the follow on action.
Evelyn had discretely taken position at the base of the stage steps during her father's just concluded warm-up session. She now mounted the stage. Striding to the fishbowl, she dipped in and quickly retrieved a numbered disk, holding it high overhead for all to see.
"Number 6." she announced with a jolly air.
A cheer came from Lounge No. 6 as the father-daughter couple disentwined and the happy man rose to his feet. He caressed his daughter's cheek and whispered 'see you later, honey'.
Applause accompanied Mr. Rubin as he marched to the steps and mounted the stage. Evelyn met him near stage right and took his hands to draw him close for a hasty whispered one-on-one.
"Hello, sir, pleased to make your acquaintance...and undoubtedly much more soon to come. For now, we must give them a little tease before we depart. Let's keep it simple; just strip me naked piece by piece. Sound okay?"
"Sure thing, little lady!"
Evelyn led Mr. Rubin to center stage and stood in front of him facing the stage front. The auditorium was obscured by the glare of the spotlight. Mr. Rubin stared into the shadowy auditorium over top of Evelyn's dark pinned up coiffure. He was easily a head taller than the curvy female even though her feet were elevated on stiletto heels. Between hairdo and heels, Evelyn wore a navy bare shouldered evening gown with tight abdominal sheaf above which, for now, triangular panels hid the promising mounds on her chest.
Waggling her hips to call for attention, Evelyn reached behind her neck and fiddled with the neck strap clasp. She feigned difficulty with the catch and looked back timidly at Mr. Rubin. He took over and after a moment held the separated twin tops above her shoulders. Evelyn smiled at the auditorium and shimmied her hidden shoulders and tits as the signal for Mr. Rubin to let go. The panels floated down and revealed Evelyn's bare breasts to the audience. A gasp of admiration filled the stage. Evelyn acknowledged the compliment with another shimmy. She took Mr. Rubin's hands and placed them on her boobs. She showed him how to cup, bounce, squeeze and fondle the fleshy globes in the style she thought the audience would favor. Mr. Rubin willingly obliged her wishes. The audience voiced their appreciation.
From stage left, Mr. Walden watched Mr. Rubin strip and fondle his daughter, Evelyn, onstage for an approving audience. Brandi rubbed his arm to get Mr. Walden's attention. She spoke softly to him as he continued to gawk.
"Don't worry. It looks like Evelyn is in good hands. Let's go out to the pool deck and continue our own rendezvous." She took his hand and pulled him gently towards the backstage exit. They stepped through onto the deserted night-lighted pool deck.
Brandi was already down to topless pool attire but Mr. Walden was still in his tuxedo. She disrobed Mr. Walden in detail. She laid the folded pieces on an umbrella topped table. She stooped to draw down his boxer shorts and was delighted to come face to face with Mr. Walden's large cock. It was exactly as Evelyn had described during the preceding weeks' paternal cross-briefings.
Mr. Walden was now properly nude. Brandi continued her own preparations. She bent forward stiff kneed and removed her high heels, setting her suspended breasts shaking to Mr. Walden's delight and enjoyment. Standing barefoot, she locked his eyes with hers as she pulled the bottom bikini ties and let the scrap of cloth flop to the deck at her feet. She led him to the Jacuzzi hot-tub.
"Let's pick up where we left off."
Mr. Walden sat on the submerged bench and Brandi resumed her most recent onstage position astride his lap. She circled his neck with her arms as he palmed and kneaded her nipple adorned orbs. They resumed their sugar lip kissing and Mr. Walden stiffening cock tapped up against Brandi's groin in the swashing water. As Walden got harder the tapping evolved into a tenacious press. Brandi nudged her hips to settle the tumescent rod firmly between her lower lips. She wanted to demonstrate her ability to simultaneously engage both sets of her sensuous lips to stimulate her male partner.
The paramours wriggled about, fondling groins, faces, arms, hands and chests in a cacophony of stimulating caresses. On one particularly erratic motion, Walden's erection slipped free and stood straight up between them. Both partners eagerly accepted the chance to escalate their lovemaking.
Ceasing all other actions, Brandi remained kiss-locked and neck-hugged as her hips rose and found Mr. Walden's tips with her sensitized nether lips. She lined up and pressed down, one smooth drop taking him all in, bumping her cervix and pubic bone at the same time. Their mutual loud moan faded into the each other's captured mouths. They tongue tagged with the sweetness of the moment.
Mr. Walden moved his hands to grip Brandi's ass cheeks and guided the cycles. She in turn aligned her nipples with his and crushed her boobs between them. The up and down rhythms rolled her tits about his chest as his engorged cockhead excited the full length of her tight spongy tube. The deep tingling in their genital nerves felt like a mild electric buzz.
With eyes squeezed tight, they concentrated on the intense tactile sensations. Their repeated moans mingled with the slosh of the warm water. Brandi's impeccable perfume surrounded them with a floral balminess. The world beyond the hot-tub disappeared with their total fixation on this act at this time in this place.
Mr. Walden could feel the blood pulsing in his temple as it rushed downward to his throbbing rigid shaft. Brandi felt a heat prickle dance from her toes, up her body to her head and pass back down to her cunt. Their corporeal tingling ripened even as they strove to prolong the onset of their onrushing orgasms. They alternately exuded louder and louder moans.
Perceiving the imminent culmination of their labors, the pair amplified their final efforts. They were rewarded with intense orgasms that lit fireworks beneath their eyelids as they howled their satisfaction. Their strokes ceased as body vibrations locked them in a crushing grip of ecstasy and plunged them into twilight dream state. Even then, Brandi felt Mr. Walden's numerous bursts of semen blast the farthest depths of her womb. She exulted in the power to elicit such a forceful spermatic bombardment from her mate.
The foggy mental bliss slowly dissipated; reality relentlessly reentered the drained couple's little world. Mr. Walden stirred but still leaned back against the hottub edge. Brandi had become cognizant sooner. She waited dutifully for Mr. Walden to enjoy the full spell of his genital afterglow. His hands released her ass and moved to her breasts. She pulled back enough for him to thumb and twist her nipples. Despite her recent incredible orgasm, his tit twitching sent pulsations to her still hypersensitive clitoris and she was content to let him play.
As each regained their sense of place and time, they gingerly uncoupled. Mr. Walden was still quite hard. Brandi slowly pulled her warm pussy up his shaft. As the crown passed her nether lips, she hand cradled his shaft. She wanted nothing to cause him displeasure during final withdrawal. She carefully lowered the large organ to rest underwater between his thighs.
The night was young. Brandi exited the hottub and Mr. Walden followed. At the umbrella table, Mr. Walden's folded tuxedo had been replaced with fresh fluffy towels. Neither had noticed any staff wandering about. But then during their time in the hottub, they wouldn't have noticed an elephant wandering about. They dried each other and, slinging the towels over their shoulders, promenaded hand in hand to their guest suite for the rest of the night.
Mr. Walden awoke in the night with Brandi cuddled asleep against his side. His erection had returned. He gently caressed her arm splayed across his chest. She stirred awake and nuzzled her head deeper into his pillowing bicep. He took her hand and laid it on his fully engorged cock. She smiled and thumbed the underside of his crown.
"How do you want me?" she asked.
"I want to feel your tits roll under my chest as my cock hammers your pussy. Just lay back and relax as much as you can. I'll ride your saddle and do most of the work on this one. Is that okay?"
"Of course, sir, whatever you desire."
Mr. Walden rolled her on her back and took a knee in each hand. As he rose over her, he lifted and separated her legs.
"Do you want me to help place you for insertion?" she asked.
"Yes, please do the honors."
Mr. Walden shifted his hands beside Brandi's shoulders and braced his upper body as he lowered his groin towards hers. Her delicate hand gave his shaft a slow stroke. She held the corona between thumb and index as she maneuvered his tip to her cunt entrance. Mr. Walden adjusted his body lower and implanted the crown to just inside her wet nether lips. He lowered his upper body until he was resting his full weight on Brandi's soft tit-mounded chest. He pushed his face into the space betwixt her tresses and her ear. Her perfume was still heavenly. His hands descended her body until he was cupping her toned ass cheeks.
With an intake of breath, Mr. Walden forced his cock inside Brandi's tightness, making consecutive stutter thrusts to stimulate his corona as it journeyed to the bottom of her vagina. Half way, he heard several gasping moans from his mate and noted the position of her G spot. He would return there as often as possible during this session. A gentleman learns to share.
His cock tip bumped her cervix and his pubic bone banged against its counterpart. Mr. Walden returned his arms to beside Brandi's upper body and braced his elbows to carry his upper body weight. His hands were entombed beneath her back so he hugged her boobs tight into his chest. Preliminaries completed, he got down to business.



Mr. Walden started with long slow strokes of his cock along Brandi's warm juicy flesh tunnel. He felt every millisecond of the caresses to his sensitized cock nerves. At mid-depth he cycled his corona across her G spot. Brandi moaned affectionately and pecked an encouraging kisses on his earlobe.
Mr. Walden increased the speed and shortened the length, always going deep but withdrawing at least enough to hit her G spot before reversing inward again. The sensations on his cock were delightful and Brandi's sensual moans and whispers were alluring and ego boosting.
Mr. Walden was coming into his rise and his strokes got quicker and shorter. His breathing gusted. He felt the familiar tingling and went 'all-in' as he crossed the threshold. Mr. Walden arched his back and momentarily lost muscle control. He shuddered noisily and flooded her interior with cum. Brandi encircled her man in embracing arms and thighs as he collapsed his full weight on her body.
Mr. Walden rested in Brandi's pelvic saddle; he let the post-orgasmic glow percolate through his veins and leisurely dwindle away. Brandi rubbed his back, shoulders and arms. She gleamed with satisfaction. Again she had confirmed her talent for driving her man through a real power-gasm.
Mr. Walden rolled over on his back beside her and fell into a fatigued sleep. Brandi watched his face to be sure he was resting peaceably. Then she let her own weariness drift her into slumber-land.
Light filled the room when Brandi awoke. Mr. Walden was mumbling in his sleep and his rapid eyelid flutters revealed he was dreaming. It must be a good dream because his lips were smirking and, on a glance, she saw his erection was back to full strength again. Her implicit reaction was to help his dream along. She quietly shifted her position to kneel between his spread legs.
Brandi leaned in and kissed the firm V beneath the cock crown. Mr. Walden mumbled in his dream state. She licked the upper half underside and lingered to flutter the cap slit with her tongue tip. Emboldened, she kissed the upper cap and slurped the knob past her lips before letting the newly moistened skin out again. She tentatively lapped the sides of the shaft. She continued to sweep her flat tongue from root to tip. Capturing the knob inside her lips again, she gently levered it up until it was standing tall.
Brandi realized that Mr. Walden hadn't emitted a mumble for a while. She looked up. Mr. Walden's eyes were open and he was intently watching her service his cock. They locked eyes with his knob comfortably encased in her mouth. Neither one blinked or moved. Brandi finally broke gaze, adjusted her angle and pushed down. Mr. Walden's sizable erection packed her whole mouth but was still not yet entirely seated inside her warm cavity.
Brandi swallowed once and pressed on, popping his large knob past her tonsils and into her throat. As her lips encircled the root of his cock, she swallowed again, rippling her gullet along his corona. That got a moan out of Mr. Walden. Brandi backed off to catch her breath. Bolstered with oxygen, she set a pace of strokes that brushed her tongue along his shaft, placed suction on the crown and darted his knob in and out of her throat. Occasionally she would peek at Mr. Walden's face, seeking his approval of her methods. Mr. Walden was grinning each time which she took as encouragement to continue.
By now, Mr. Walden's head was laid back with eyes closed and he was moaning every time his knob entered her throat. His breathing shortened to gusts and his moans got louder. Brandi took a deep breath and pushed him into her throat. She swallowed repeatedly and heard Mr. Walden cry out. She backed off as his spunk erupted in her mouth. The first two bursts filled her mouth cavity and she quickly swallowed between breaths before three more squirts poured forth to refill the evacuated space. She was preparing to swallow this second serving when a small final glob burped out his tip. She waited but no more came. Assuming that final sprit was the last of it, Brandi slid the goo down her throat. She carefully removed Mr. Walden's cock from her mouth and laid it gently on his groin. She licked her lips and smiled.
Mr. Walden smiled back. "Hope you're still hungry. I know I am. Let's go get a real breakfast."
They donned light gym shorts and tee-shirts. Mr. Walden wore sandals; Brandi slipped into high heels. The pair strolled to the main dining room. Brandi's unfettered tits jiggled beneath the strained thin cotton as she strutted on her clacking heels. Mr. Walden copped a feel when they paused to open the dining room door. Upon entering, Mr. Walden saw that a few of the other father-daughter couples had arrived before them. All of the other female students were topless.
"It appears you are over-dressed, my dear."
Brandi quickly rectified her fashion faux-pas by gripping the hem of her tee-shirt and whipping it over her head. Her hair re-settled into a mussed up cascade of curls. Mr. Walden sighed as he watched her impromptu show. Brandi really was a splendid piece of feminine physique. But now he must relinquish her to the mid-morning raffle that reshuffled the partners.
Mr. Walden and Brandi moved toward a friendly cluster where a topless brunette and redhead held two gentlemen in cheery conversation. Their breasts jostled when they giggled. Mr. Walden started day-dreaming about which one might be his next pair-mate. He prayed that she would be enthusiastic and talented like Brandi. His cock twitched with impatient anticipation.
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Evelyn had discretely taken position at the base of the stage steps during her father's just concluded warm-up session. She now mounted the stage. Striding to the fishbowl, she dipped in and quickly retrieved a numbered disk, holding it high overhead for all to see.
"Number 6." she announced with a jolly air.
A cheer came from Lounge No. 6 as the father-daughter couple disentwined and the happy man rose to his feet. He caressed his daughter's cheek and whispered 'see you later, honey'.
Applause accompanied Mr. Rubin as he marched to the steps and mounted the stage. Evelyn met him near stage right and took his hands to draw him close for a hasty whispered one-on-one.
"Hello, sir, pleased to make your acquaintance...and undoubtedly much more soon to come. For now, we must give them a little tease before we depart. Let's keep it simple; just strip me naked piece by piece. Sound okay?"
"Sure thing, little lady!"
Evelyn led Mr. Rubin to center stage and stood in front of him facing the stage front. The auditorium was obscured by the glare of the spotlight. Mr. Rubin stared into the shadowy auditorium over top of Evelyn's dark pinned up coiffure. He was easily a head taller than the curvy female even though her feet were elevated on stiletto heels. Between hairdo and heels, Evelyn wore a navy bare shouldered evening gown with tight abdominal sheaf above which, for now, triangular panels hid the promising mounds on her chest.
Waggling her hips to call for attention, Evelyn reached behind her neck and fiddled with the neck strap clasp. She feigned difficulty with the catch and looked back timidly at Mr. Rubin. He took over and after a moment held the separated twin tops above her shoulders. Evelyn smiled at the auditorium and shimmied her hidden shoulders and tits as the signal for Mr. Rubin to let go. The panels floated down and revealed Evelyn's bare breasts to the audience. A gasp of admiration filled the stage. Evelyn acknowledged the compliment with another shimmy. She took Mr. Rubin's hands and placed them on her boobs. She showed him how to cup, bounce, squeeze and fondle the fleshy globes in the style she thought the audience would favor. Mr. Rubin willingly obliged her wishes. The audience voiced their appreciation.
Encouraged, Evelyn let Mr. Rubin keep working as she reached behind her back and unclasped the gown's waist band catches. The puckered abdominal sheathe opened outward and Evelyn folded the fabric down over her hips. She pushed down and the dress fell to the floor. She stood topless in thong panties, thigh banding stay up hose and her heels. Mr. Rubin never missed a beat in his fondling of Evelyn's breasts.
Taking his hands in hers, Evelyn turned Mr. Rubin sideways to the audience and whispered for him to squat down. Evelyn stood hand on hips, her boobs mounted high and forward on her chest in profile to the audience. Mr. Rubin looked up as she rested her heel on his horizontal thigh. Mr. Rubin worked the buckles and straps and removed her fashionable footwear, setting it aside. He returned to graze his hands lovingly over her nylon clad toes and ankles. Evelyn switched feet and Mr. Rubin repeated the procedure with equal care. When finished, Evelyn winked and whispered 'the hose'.
Mr. Rubin smoothed his hands over Evelyn's shins and calves. He brushed his palms past her knees and finger walked to the top band of the nylon stockings. He admired the cameltoe displayed in the tight thong and looked forward to exploring there later in private. His fingers poked between the stocking band and the creamy warmth of her inner thighs. He imagined that soft flesh clamping his outer thighs. Before that fantasy could be realized, he must complete his duties here on stage and retire to a private setting.
Mr. Rubin rolled the stocking band over and his palms turned it down Evelyn's thigh. The nylon moved willingly as his hands smoothed it towards her foot. He pulled the last of it off her toes. Evelyn switched feet.
Mr. Rubin caressed this leg in turn and he was bolder with the finger walking above her knee. His digits pressed on the panty covered cameltoe. It was soft and warm. Evelyn let the fondle pass without complaint. The second stocking rolled down and joined its twin in the pile of clothes.
Evelyn in bare feet offered her hands to help Mr. Rubin to his feet. She loosed her hair pins and the dark tresses fell over her shoulders front and back, partially concealing her tits. She strode stage left, waving a cupped hand 'goodbye' to the audience as she led Mr. Rubin offstage. Pausing out of sight, they watched Mr. Rubin's daughter, Suzy, climb the short stage steps and pick a disk from the fishbowl.
Suzy waved the medallion over her head as she called out "No. 5!"
The cheer from Recliner 5 was followed by a tuxedoed gentleman bounding to the steps. At the top, Suzy met him for a quick coordination conference and then she led him to center stage.
Evelyn gently pulled Mr. Rubin away further back stage and led him out into the corridor.
"Suzy will be fine, Mr. Rubin. She and the rest of us are very capable of taking care of ourselves...and others. Let's go to your guest suite and I'll demonstrate how capable I am of taking care of you."
The naked but for thong panties student led the way to Mr. Rubin's guest suite. He watched her ass cheeks move adorably on her sashaying hips. She paused at his door as he swiped his keycard. He bade her enter and followed. Checking that the door was securely locked, he turned. Evelyn was standing full on with her hands on hips, watching attentively for his opening wishes for her.
"Well...I guess first thing I should do is get undressed. Can you help me with that?"
"Of course, sir."
Evelyn approached Mr. Rubin and waited as he removed his tuxedo jacket. She hung it on a clothes stand and returned.
"You are very tall, Mr. Rubin. Maybe you should sit so I can reach you better."
Rubin sat on a cushioned Ottoman. Evelyn undid his bowtie and unbuttoned his shirt. She stooped and leaned in to attend to his left shoe and sock. Her breasts dangled forward on her chest and Rubin's hand cupped one. He bounced it a bit, hefting the weigh, admiring its fluid resiliency. He rolled the nipple as she attended his other shoe and sock. He released it as she kneeled up and pulled his shirt tail out of his pants. She worked the cufflinks.
Standing up, she walked behind Mr. Rubin and skimmed his shirt off. She arranged all of the newly removed garments neatly on the clothes stand.
Evelyn knelt again before Mr. Rubin, unbuckled his belt and unzipped his fly. He helped her by lifting his butt when she pulled his pants and briefs over his hips and down his legs. He sat on the Ottoman naked as Evelyn attended his wardrobe. She took off her numbered choker and set it safely aside. There was no need for it now. She would put it back on tomorrow before the next partner re-shuffle. Evelyn returned and kneeled between his spread knees, resting her butt on her heels.
"Mr. Rubin, let's share some thoughts about your likes and dislikes. You didn't hesitate to manhandle my tits and you were very good at it, too. Right now, I'm in the perfect position for a seated blowjob. Or we can have penetration sex in any number of coitus positions. We have all night so you will have plenty of time to instruct me in different ways. Got any favorites you want to start with?"
"Well, Evelyn...you've got marvelous big fun-bags and I haven't had a good tit-fuck in a while. I want to ride you missionary style and feel your soft warm thighs clamping and caressing my legs. I want to pump wads of spunk deep in your cunt. But you're right. You are in a perfect position to give me a seated blowjob. So let's start with that and move along from there."
Evelyn smiled up at a Mr. Rubin who had certainly found his groove. She kneeled upright and shuffled forward, rubbing her soft hands inside his hairy thighs. She caressed higher until one palm cradled his balls while the other wrapped his semi-stiff shaft. She stroked it.
Evelyn licked her lips with anticipation as she examined Mr. Rubin's cock. It was stiff and long enough to fill her hand. Evelyn slid a finger pad along the main vein and lightly stimulated the lesser veins elsewhere on the shaft. She leaned in and kissed the tip with her wetted lips. She caressed the crown with her flat tongue and slurped his knob past her cherry colored lips. Her head swiveled to maneuver her tongue all around the circumference.
Evelyn's hair hung forward and partially obscured Rubin's view. He flipped the offending strands behind her back. Evelyn kept going without hesitation. From past experience, she was aware of and prepared to handle the upcoming sequence of events. As she worked her oral labors, the hair falls fell forward again. This time Mr. Rubin gathered them in his fist and clenched them in a tight bun behind her scalp. Evelyn began taking deeper breaths in preparation for Mr. Rubin's inevitable next moves.
Mr. Rubin suddenly realized that the hand holding her hair was, in fact, holding the handle of Evelyn's head. His zeal overtook him. He jammed Evelyn's head down and forced more of his cock into her mouth. Evelyn breathed deep and held it. Mr. Rubin pressed down further and pushed his knob past her tonsils and into her throat. He held her there momentarily and pulled her up again.
Mr. Rubin watched as Evelyn took a deep breath. Awareness set in. Of course, she had respiratory limits; but what were they? He pressed her down again until his cock slid into her throat. He held her there for a five count and pulled her up. That seemed okay. After she caught a few deep breaths, he pushed her all the way down again and held for a count of eight before pulling up. Again, that seemed workable. Down again and a ten count. He felt some resistance before he reached a full ten. They must be nearing her limit. He waited for her to catch a few full breaths then proceeded.
He pushed down smoothly and counted. At ten, there was a shudder. At twelve there was a definite rebuff. He released her hair and she pulled back halfway for air, and then lapped up and off his erection. She looked serenely in his face as she breathed deeply.
Evelyn was not dismayed. Her TWA coach-tutors had been generous with their energies, demonstrating that the aroused male was naturally macho and inquisitive. Harsh behavior was customary when the male explored his boundaries in a sexual relationship. She habitually got forceful treatment from a virile male. That was expected and she had been taught to receive and manage it.
"That was really good, Evelyn. Can you do that without me forcing you?"
Evelyn giggled. "Of course I can. Lay back and relax while I show you that and more."
"No, let's save that for later. My balls feel really full and I'm primed for a monster cum-shoot. I want to watch it explode all over your face. Let's move on to the tit-fuck. Lay back and relax while I use you that way."
Evelyn laid back. Mr. Rubin climbed off the Ottoman and crept up her torso. He rested his hairy ass cheeks on her toned belly as he twitched her nipples. Evelyn's breasts reposed on her chest in torus-shaped ovals. Mr. Rubin patted the outer budges setting liquid ripples oscillating through the masses. Evelyn wretched her head up to watch his exploration of her tits' resiliency. She looked uncomfortable.
Mr. Rubin grabbed a throw-pillow from the nearby bed. Taking the familiar hair handle hold, he jerked Evelyn's head up and jammed the cushion underneath. Her bolstered head was now situated to watch the action and provide open access to her succulent lips.
Mr. Rubin's erection stood tall. He played lovingly with Evelyn's fun-bags that would momentarily engulf his rigid rod. Evelyn waited patiently as he fondled her masses to the warmth that would add coziness to their impending pleasure. Their shared glazed expressions told of their readiness to go on.
"Sir, may I lend a helping hand to get things moving?"
"Yes, I'd like that.
Mr. Rubin placed Evelyn's hands on her tit sides and pushed his cock down into her spongy vale. She compressed them to completely enclose his manhood. He felt the warmth created by his previous kneading of her boobs. He gripped her nipple nubs and shook them, feeling the tremors massage his stretched cock skin. The sensations were heavenly. Evelyn's spittle still coated his rod and provided the lubrication. They began.
With every stroke, Mr. Rubin's solid cock rubbed the entire length of Evelyn's boob tunnel. When his engorged knob was presented at the top, she kissed and licked the slit; prompting little nerve flickers down the shaft to his balls. She stretched her neck to suckle his knob each time he chose to linger topside.
Evelyn gave her full devotion to amplifying Mr. Rubin's pleasure. His repeated moans and groans filled the room. Their varied intensity and dwell time expressed his satisfaction with her stimulation efforts. Evelyn sensed Mr. Rubin's mounting passion was reaching a peak. She got ready for her cum shower.
Mr. Rubin finally cried out and held himself steady high on her chest. The first massive shot hit her lips and splattered up her nostrils. Evelyn pushed her head back as far as the cushion would allow. The second shot spewed across her cheeks and forehead, spilling onto her splayed hair. The third one splattered the opposite cheek and spilled into her ear. The fourth rope only made it to her chin and dribbled into the hollow of her throat. Mr. Rubin pulled back and deposited his remaining load in the confines between Evelyn's tits. As he held his rod there, he again vibrated her boobs by the nipples and reveled in the resulting trickle of tremors.
Mr. Rubin's balls had delivered their built-up cum load that now coated Evelyn's upper body. The milky puddles were slithering down the gentle slopes of Evelyn's sperm speckled face. Mr. Rubin used his fingers to catch the sticky flows and deposit them on Evelyn's cum-stung lips. She lapped up each serving as he took care to find all the wayward strands for her consumption.
They rested in-place as Mr. Rubin lost his erection. Evelyn waggled her tits between her palms before paroling Mr. Rubin's dick from its enchanting prison.
Mr. Rubin crawled and stumbled to the bed and lay back content but fatigued. He lazed in a twilight afterglow of pleasure. Evelyn used the in-suite bath to wash the sticky residue from her hair and renew her cum tarnished face and nipple makeup. Refreshed, she joined Mr. Rubin in the bed and they dozed.
Mr. Rubin awoke and quietly surveyed the slumbering creature in his bed. Evelyn was truly a delight to behold. He saw that she retained her panties. He remembered admiring the smoothness of her soft inner thighs during the stage show and his stated desire to feel them caress his own outer thighs. The time had come to partake of Evelyn's nether regions now that he had heartily reveled in her upper facilities.
Mr. Rubin gently brushed his finger over the prominent cameltoe hidden under the silky thong. It was soft and yielding. He knew it would make an impeccable shroud for his embedded cock. Evelyn stirred at his touch and looked into his eyes. He held her sleepy gaze as he plucked at the ties of her thong. She lifted her butt as he gracefully slip the fabric off her ass and tossed it away.
Mr. Rubin pushed her knees wider and kissed the smoothness of Evelyn's upper inner thighs. He smelled the faint musk emerging from her juicy vulva. His oral caresses climbed higher. Evelyn lifted and spread her knees further facilitating Mr. Rubin's quest. He nuzzled her protective skin folds aside, burrowing in to lap the sheltered pink flesh. He smelled her musk and tasted its salty oils.
Evelyn's hands caressed the back of Mr. Rubin's head. He heard her moans. She was rendering up volumes of fragrant emollient. His chin, lips and cheeks were slippery with her genital dew. Mr. Rubin backed out and kneeled up between Evelyn's spread thighs. During his face time in her grotto, Mr. Rubin's erection had returned. Evelyn smiled as she regarded the sturdy rod with its super-sized knob that had recently packed her throat. She knew it would be a tight fit in her cunt even after it got past her entrance. She was thankful for the added lubrication that Mr. Rubin had caused.
Mr. Rubin leaned in and planted his arms on the mattress, framing Evelyn's luscious form beneath him. He ducked down and kissed her open mouth, smearing her essence about her face, sharing with her the smell and taste of his new favorite flavor.
Raising and locking her in his gaze, Mr. Rubin slowly lowered his hips. Evelyn levered his shaft with thumb and finger and aligned his cock to a proper angle. The knob touched her engorged lower lips and pressed for entrance. When half the knob was enclosed by her pink lips, Mr. Rubin was confronted with Evelyn's unintentional resistance. Her tight vaginal ring needed time and effort to stretch open before absorbing the insistent swollen crown. Mr. Rubin was willing to provide the effort but unwilling to permit the time. He pressed firmly and his cock nudged a fraction of an inch deeper. He pressed harder still and got all but the rim of the corona inside.
Mr. Rubin held Evelyn's gaze as he took a deep breath and lurched his hips down. That worked as his top two-inches popped into the warm tunnel. He paused. Evelyn merely rolled her hips higher acceding to the assault on her cunt. She was trying to streamline the orifice widening to come. Mr. Rubin punched his stout erection all the way down Evelyn's slippery vagina, feeling every fleshy fold scrape his knob. His tip found her cervix just before he was fully seated and compressed it to make more room for full burial. Mr. Rubin jogged little strokes to test his freedom of movement within Evelyn's close-fitting body.
Evelyn clamped her soft smooth thighs over Mr. Rubin's hairy legs and crossed her feet behind his back. He enjoyed the fine caresses of her clamping thighs. He pumped his cock in gradually longer strokes. The cycling jostled her breasts in the familiar ripples and he grinned at the motion. Evelyn noted his interest and waggled her shoulders for a better boob swaying show. Mr. Rubin stole intermittent nips and pecks on her grinning lips and then her oscillating nipples as he enjoyed the sensual presentation.
Mr. Rubin and Evelyn both felt the tremors when his cock knob pounded hard on her cervix. He wanted more of that feeling. He ran his biceps beneath her knees and folded her legs higher for deeper penetration. Braced in a pushup-plank position, he hinged his hips in a cacophony of thrusts, hammering her cervix even harder. The resulting sensations were intense and thrilling. Evelyn's cunt was well-stretched by the oversized intruder; she loved it.
Evelyn felt blessed that luck had paired her with Mr. Rubin. She knew she would reminisce with fondness about their time together. It was already a highlight of her numerous TWA memories and this congenial liaison was scheduled to continue throughout the night. By dawn, she hoped to be sexually drained and passionately fulfilled.
Evelyn's musings were interrupted by emergent sounds filling the room. She heard Mr. Rubin making moans, groans and grunts interlaced with deep and shallow breaths. Evelyn realized her own unwitting vocalizations were rivaling his for consideration. She was ready for a satiating conclusion to this activity.
The orgasmic sparks usually started in his toes but this time Mr. Rubin felt them skittle first across his cock head. He thrilled as they streamed outward to his extremities and flowed back more intensely. As the electric waves coalesced again in his groin, his back snapped into a reverse arch. He slammed his cock deep inside Evelyn and froze, roaring his triumph of erotic conquest. Torrents of his cum flooded her womb. The ejaculatory pulses set off Evelyn and she also wailed in ecstasy. He felt her spasms undulate along his shaft and that kept him perched on his sensory high so much longer. When her vibrations ceased and his body muscles finally surrendered their tension, he collapsed on her welcoming body and recovered with deep cleansing breaths.



As his mind cleared, Mr. Rubin released Evelyn's legs. She assumed the classic missionary pose and let him relax in her saddle as she diddled his neck hairs. He hugged her body. His chest was cushioned on her compressed boobs and his nose brushed her ear. His erection slowly dissipated until it no longer stretched her interior. He held her to him as he rolled sideways. The fatigued lovers slept with their limbs still intertwined.
Dawn spilled its sunlight through the sheer curtains as the naked duo awakened. A morning shower refreshed their bodies. Evelyn preened her hair and makeup. Mr. Rubin found their morning attire stacked conveniently on a credenza. They donned the clothes: sandals, gym-shorts and teeshirt for Mr. Rubin, thong bikini bottoms only and stiletto strap heels for Evelyn. She put on her numbered choker before they left for the dining room. Breakfast and the mid-morning raffle which re-shuffled the partner assignments awaited them.
They found other couples already at the dining hall. All the gentlemen wore the same casual sportswear. All the female students were decked out in their makeup, jewelry, high heels and bikini bottoms. There was a light buzz of giggles and conversation. The fathers checked on their daughters and found them all in good spirits despite their strenuous endeavors.
When everyone was assembled, the existing pairs gathered in tables of four as the breakfast fare was served by TWA Junior level students, also heeled and topless. The air was bright and jovial. The gentlemen furtively scanned the other tables pondering who their next randomly assigned transition student might be.
When the plates had been cleared away and the last cups of coffee refilled, Evelyn rested a hand on Mr. Rubin's groin. She leaned in to talk privately.
"Mr. Rubin, I'm sorry we didn't have time for my deep oral demonstration. I know you really wanted to cum down my throat before we parted."
"No, that's okay, dear. We can't have everything we want every time we want it. Life sets limits. That's what makes hope spring eternal and good things worth waiting for. Let's just give our next mates the benefit of our patience."
"Thank you, sir, for being so understanding."
"Not at all..."
Mrs. Smith, the TWA Father-Daughter Weekend housemother, rang her glass to get the dining room's attention. The waitresses stood in a line near the kitchen door.
"Fathers and Daughters; I hope you enjoyed breakfast. Let's hear a round of applause for our Junior student waitresses. They're getting a little preview of Father Daughter Weekend and the process of transitioning from Senior Students into Total Women."
There was brief applause for the cute curtsies from the line of nubile waitresses. Mrs. Smith continued.
"Senior Students, you have a few minutes to get redressed in your theme costumes. Meanwhile, gentlemen, be patient. As soon as they return, we can move to the next phase of the weekend, our first re-shuffling of assignments."
The topless Senior Students departed to change and the men drank coffee and bantered about weather, sports, nothing really. Their thoughts were speculations and fantasies about who they would be paired with next. Shortly the Senior Students returned.
"Last night, Karina was the last Student to get her assignment, so this morning she will go first in our raffle. Please come forward, dear."
Karina was layered in translucent pastel saris and veils, reflecting her Hindi culture and teasing the assembly with a curvaceous body underneath the fluttering fabrics. She floated to the front of the room on unseen feet. Her thick black hair peeped beneath a sheer head scarf and her coal black eyes were heavily made up. Every cock in the room swelled with hope and fervently yearned for a winning number.
Karina gracefully drew out and held up Medallion Number 7. A cheer rose from one of the tables as the young lady wearing the Number 7 choker toasted her retiring partner with a sociable kiss on the cheek.
"Congratulations, Mr. Moore. Wow, you wore me out last night. Karina may be just what you need to unwind and rest up. But thank you so much for helping with my Transition. I hope you offer to nurture the rest of your coupling-mates as well as you did me. Have a great weekend. Chou!"
She blew Mr. Moore a kiss as he went forward to collect his next assignee. Mr. Moore would spend the rest of the day helping this young lady transition from Senior Student to Total Woman.
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Mrs. Smith began the next rearrangement raffle.
"Last night, Karina was the last Student to get her assignment, so this morning she will go first in our rearrangement raffle. Please come forward, dear."
Karina was layered in translucent pastel saris and veils, reflecting her Hindi culture and teasing the assembly with hints of a curvaceous body underneath the flirty fabrics. She floated to the front of the room on unseen feet. Her thick black hair peeped beneath a sheer head scarf and her coal black eyes with heavily made up. Every cock in the room swelled with hope and fervently yearned for a winning number.
Karina gracefully drew out and held up Medallion Number 7. A cheer rose from one of the tables as the young lady wearing the Number 2 choker toasted her retiring partner with a sociable kiss on the cheek.
"Congratulations, Mr. Moore. Thank you so much for helping with my Transition. Wow, you wore me out last night. I hope you still have enough energy to nurture the rest of your coupling-mates as well as you did me. Karina may be just what you need to unwind and revive. Have a great weekend. Chou!"
She blew Mr. Moore a kiss as he went forward to collect his next assignee. Mr. Moore would spend the rest of the day helping this young lady transition from Senior Student to Total Woman.
Mr. Moore approached Karina and Mrs. Smith. A smiling Mrs. Smith shook his hand. A demur Karina held his hands for a dual bijou cheek buzz. Mr. Moore was not much taller than Karina propped on her sari-concealed high heels. Now closer, Mr. Moore could perceive much more of Karina's physique under the translucent fluttering veils. He liked what he saw and could tell that Karina had eschewed undergarments. Her dark pointy nipples were unmistakable and her rounded hips unmarred by pantie-lines.
Mrs. Smith saw no point in dragging things out. No further interchange with the rest of the assembly was necessary and she pointed the newest matched mates towards the dining room exit. Mr. Moore put a circling arm around Karina's waist, feeling her soft warmth through the thin silky fabrics. She glided at his side as they promenaded from the room. At the exit, they stopped momentarily to watch Mrs. Smith call the now man-less Senior Student No 2 to the front of the room. No. 2 bounced forward, eager to let fate choose her next mate from among the remaining virile males.
Karina and Mr. Moore left the dining room and its pair rearrangements behind. They ambled silently through the corridors to the residential wing. Neither had anything casual to say and both wanted the uninterrupted privacy of his guest suite for the ensuing serious conversation. At his door, Mr. Moore key-carded the lock and invited Karina to enter. He relocked the door.
Karina stood facing him with arms hanging limp at her side. Mr. Moore lifted Karina's head scarf and dropped it behind her. He grasped her biceps and leaned in for a mouthwatering kiss. Karina's maroon lip gloss enhanced their appearance of fullness. The kiss lingered as Mr. Moore gently explored her mouth with his tongue. Karina responded in kind.
Eventually they tapered off but stayed close at face. Mr. Moore stared into the black pools of Karina's eyes. He gently reached for the fabrics covering Karina's body. Sensing his rampant ardor growing, Karina slowed his plans with gentle hands and gentle words.
"Mr. Moore, I offer you anything in my power to give today. But with your permission, please let me show you some foreplay techniques that will build up your desire for me."
Mr. Moore rubbed her palm over his crotch and the robust bulge inside.
"As you can see, Karina, my desire for you is pretty high already. Why wait?"
"That is often what men think before they experience my ways. I think you will find the time well spent and very memorable. May I show you...please?"
Mr. Moore was intrigued. He could tell that Karina was very confident about reinforcing his carnal hunger for her. He lowered his arms and stood before her.
"Okay, young lady, I'm curious to see what you can do. I place myself in your hands. Show me how I could possibly want you more."
Karina telephoned the front desk and softly asked that her sensual nurturing kit be sent over. Minutes later a messenger delivered a covered wicker basket of mysterious personal care items. Karina laid out fluffy bath towels in a large open floor area to simulate a cushioned floor mat. She placed the mysterious selection of potency supplies near at hand.
Mr. Moore was fascinated with the preparations. He generally dove into his fuck sessions without much foreplay. Instead, this exotic female was concocting a different scenario and he was interested to see where it was going.
Karina stood at the open space and beckoned Mr. Moore to come hither. Her colorful sheer veils, her beauty, her calmness and confidence had him complying without question. She halted him with gentle palms on to his chest and began his next preparations. Karina removed Mr. Moore's tee-shirt, shorts and sandals. She guided him onto the towels and laid him on his back. She adjusted his body so that his heels were touching and his arms tucked close to his sides, palms up and open.
Karina retrieved a scented cloth that she laid folded over his eyes. She sat on her heels beyond Mr. Moore's head and traced her fingers over his ears, face and shoulders as she whispered instructions to him over the low tantric music floating about the room.
"lie still...try wiggling each toe from left to right...now relax the whole foot...let them hang apart...relax your calf muscles...imagine they are loose and melting off your bones...tense and relax your top thighs...very good..."
Between whispers, Karina hummed along with the light flute and string melodies. Mr. Moore heard her words and followed the guidance. The cloth was warm and soft on his eyes, the scents hinted citrus and floras. Her hands brushed Mr. Moore's chin and neck. Karina watched his erection. It had started strong but was getting even larger and more rigid.
"roll each finger...now roll each one out...let them remain open...let your arms and shoulders rest free...imagine they could sink through the floor... "
Karina traced slow circles with her finger pads around Mr. Moore's nipples, spiraling inward as she teased the sensitive nerve clusters gathered there. Mr. Moore's knob bobbed as his cock tightened further.
"flex your abdomen...relax...flex again...relax...now let loosen the tightness in your hips...let them lay flat on the floor..."
Karina knew that Mr. Moore's mind had released the tension from his extended limbs and torso. It was re-focusing that freed energy at his sexual organ.
Karina silently repositioned beside Mr. Moore. She tucked one palm beneath his engorged rigid penis and cradled the weightiness. Her other hand removed her shoulder veil, brushing the silky fabric across his groin and abdomen, stirring it across his hyper-sensitized penis. She selected an oil vial from her basket and poured some of the emollient in her hand. She smoothed it on Mr. Moore's cock. The desensitizer soothed the static jolts threatening to end this first encounter too soon.
Mr. Moore was in a semi-alpha dream state as he felt fabulous sensations linger at his groin. His mind was hazy with the delusion that he could feel the blood rushing through his head. In fact, he was feeling the blood rushing through every vein in his penis. It throbbed with unnatural energy.
Karina smoothed her hand along Mr. Moore's length. She felt an inner ripple under her touch and halted. Mr. Moore had just experienced a mini-gasm. No semen was expelled. The muscles around the prostate had clenched but not enough to impel ejaculation. Karina waited until Mr. Moore's penis visibly relaxed. She started the motion again and before long another ripple occurred, stronger but still not strong enough to eject his essence. She continued this sequence through further cycles. Each mini-gasm became stronger.
Mr. Moore was moaning and grunting louder at each spasm. Karina wanted to manipulate Mr. Moore for as long as his stamina would allow. She knew his final climax would erupt with a vengeance that would shower his brain with endorphins.
Mr. Moore finally reached his limit and his roar of ecstasy accompanied a surge of sperm arcing onto his chest and belly. His body bowed upward, raising feet and head in a mighty abdominal crunch. He held there rigid but shuddering as each rope emerged. Karina maintained a steady stroke throughout, aptly squeezing at decisive moments to intensification the ejaculatory contractions. The spasms were powerful and jolting.
Mr. Moore finally collapsed prone again. Karina gently removed the eye cloth. Mr. Moore was met by the sight of Karina's bare breasts as she leaned in to check on his re-consciousness.
"Sir, have you returned to me, here and now? Have you found your way back?"
"Yes...I think so. Wow! Now, THAT was a CUM. How did you make me do that?"
"Sir, you have always had the capacity but never took the time to let your lust build as it should. This time, you climbed your summit slowly, retracting a bit after each level. Your body simply knew the best moment to work its ultimate magic."
Mr. Moore lifted his head and suckled Karina's exposed nipple hanging near his face. She let him play awhile but she needed him to cleanup. Mr. Moore grudgingly yielded to her idea. Admittedly, she was better informed than he about the male physiology. Removing her remaining attire, a naked Karina joined him in the shower. She lathered away his final reluctance. He would let her mold him into a better man.
Mr. Moore had undergone what should have been an energy draining ordeal but he felt amazingly full of vigor. Karina knew his rejuvenation was a result of his focus of mind and relaxation of body during the session. She knew he still had abundant sexual vitality left. She would activate that profound reserve. She wanted Mr. Moore to become all the man he could be, more than the macho hasty stud that had entered the room with her.
Bending, Karina lowered a built-in hinged seat and guided Mr. Moore to sit inside the tub. He clasped the chrome tub hand-holds. She knelt before him. Her hand cradled Mr. Moore's balls as she lowered her face to his groin. Her tongue grazed the underside of his flaccid erection. Mr. Moore sucked in a quick breath at the touch. She opened wide and drew his knob inside her lips. She suckled him. Mr. Moore let out the held breath slowly as her warm mouth cuddled his now re-growing erection.
Encouraged by the sounds, Karina lovingly caressed his prick with her tongue and inner cheeks. Mr. Moore was growing rapidly now and filling her mouth with his girth and length. He watched Karina work him and trembled when her touches hit an especially sensitive area of his engorged cock. Karina would pause to let him relax, prolonging the foreplay, letting his ardor percolate.
After one such pause, Karina pushed down, letting Mr. Moore's knob graze her tonsils. She backed off, took a deep breath and pressed again, letting the knob push into her throat. That was not enough and she pushed harder until her lips contacted pubic bone and scrotum. Mr. Moore was 'all-in'. She swallowed, rippling her gullet on the corona.
Mr. Moore jumped and wheezed with the intensity of the sensation. Karina held him inside through his pre-ejaculation juddering. Mr. Moore was close to cumming but Karina had one more trick. She rotated her head as she swallowed again and rubbed the corona longitudinally and axially. That did it. Mr. Moore clutched the tub handles for dear life, closed his eyes and bellowed. His first sperm pulse shot straight to Karina's stomach. Finally at the limit of her breath, Karina had to back off and took the remaining shots in her mouth, still wagging her tongue around the shaft as much as possible.
Mr. Moore's voice calmed and his face dropped forward. His glazed eyes opened. Mr. Moore's ecstasy advanced down the usual blissful path. Karina watched the progression, her mouth filled with cock and cum. When his eyes cleared and his face unclenched, she raised an eyebrow to query his readiness. He nodded and she swallowed.
Karina backed off, maroon colored lips milking him as she maintained a strong suction, pulling the last latent cum out of his penile tube. Mr. Moore's semi-erection exited with an auditable 'pop' and bobbed horizontal, not yet completely deflated. She sponge-bathed Mr. Moore as he sat recovering.
Karina helped Mr. Moore back to the stacked towel mat in the main room. She positioned him in his earlier 'rest' pose, face up, limbs close to body and loose. She rubbed his temples as she cooed her successive instructions to help him again detente from toes to head. His eventual deep slow breaths confirmed her success in the routine. She joined his repose, prone on top of him, naked, resting her cheek on his chest, joining him in a revitalizing hiatus.
Karina awoke from the doze. Mr. Moore was lying still, breathing softly, eyes closed. The afternoon was waning and they would be expected at dinner soon. Karina wanted to enjoy at least one real coupling with Mr. Moore, one that would satiate her simmering lust as well.
Karina rose and sat gently on Mr. Moore's thighs. His cock was flaccid but puffy. His tranquil state had allowed rejuvenating blood flow to maintain readiness in his formidable organ. Karina ran a finger along its length; it trembled showing a willingness to rise again to the occasion. That was always a good sign but especially now.
Karina gently played. Mr. Moore was changing breath cycles indicating his growing mindfulness of his growing manhood. His eyes fluttered open and he saw Karina sitting topless and upright beyond his waist. He started to speak but Karina smiled and leaned forward to place a shushing finger at his lips.
"Please, sir, be still. I want to give you another soaring orgasm. Let me float us through another mind cleansing daydream."
Mr. Moore nodded his surrender to Karina's care. Karina captured Mr. Moore's expressionless gaze with her mesmerizing eyes. Maintaining eye contact, she gracefully lifted her butt over his tip. Mr. Moore remained silent and compliant.
Karina aligned their genitals as necessary, gently maneuvering for proper insertion. On contact, she paused and then pressed ahead. Her face expressed pleasure as her cunt lips slid over and down Mr. Moore's substantial manhood. She felt each millimeter as it travelled her tight cunt tube. She relished the expansion of her core as his prick lodged deep in her vagina.
Mr. Moore loved the feeling of Karina's juicy warmth encasing his rod. Her internal tautness, naturally well lubricated, gave Mr. Moore and Karina a bountiful exchange of stimulation. Karina set an ambling pace. The slippery friction heated their mutual lust.
Mr. Moore had entered the room assuming his desire for Karina had been very high. But the pinnacle of passion he was now scaling was truly higher than any he had ascended before, or even thought that he could. His whole body throbbed with the increased blood-flow, particularly his grand erection. His brain's pleasure centers were inundated with hormones.
Karina drove herself down and held still with Mr. Moore's stiff cock buried deep. She clamped her vaginal muscles and rippled contractions along its length. Mr. Moore loved the rippling compressions. Karina's muscle contractions reflected to her clitoris. She caught the muted sense of her first mini-gasm.
Karina varied the rhythm and power, generating concerted pulses along Mr. Moore's encased manhood. Sporadic mini-gasms crackled in her core. She interspersed her systematic performance with occasional long strokes to keep Mr. Moore attentive to this time and place. But Mr. Moore's mental awareness was tumbling away into his deepening sensual trance.
Mr. Moore's eyes glazed as his breath labored to keep pace with his oxygen demand. His body was prudently marshaling stored energy for the grand finale. The ready reserves would compensate for suspended lung and brain function during ecstasy.
Mr. Moore suddenly arched his back and his whole body tensed. Karina drove down and clamped hard. She rubbed her clitoris against his pubic bone as Mr. Moore trembled. His cries shook the air and his back rebounded with each ejaculatory pulse. Karina leapt off her own sexual cliff and her mind dropped in freefall. She cried out, again and again, as she rejoiced in each of his cum-shots splashing her cervix. The jogs and bellows let go slowly as the joined bodies rode out the ebbing waves of lust and delight. When Mr. Moore's back finally rested again on the towel pads, Karina folded forward and settled her damp breasts again Mr. Moore's chest. She held her face directly above his until he finally noticed her presence. They puckered their lips for a celebratory kiss.
After playful lip and tongue caresses, Karina lay still on Mr. Moore as they dozed off. Time passed. The late afternoon sunlight dimmed to its dusky glow. Their time together was coming to an end. Karina showered Mr. Moore and then helped him dress before attending to her face and body makeup. She donned her translucent saris, draping the top loosely. Karina's breasts jostled beneath the fluttering thin fabric as they walked to dinner.
In the Total Woman Academy dining room, Mr. Moore and Karina mingled with the other couples. The young ladies snickered and gossiped about challenges met and overcome. They shared advice about the penchants of the other gentlemen who might come their way soon. The gentlemen smirked and fantasized about their past and future conquests. Everyone was excited to continue the weekend and eager to get the next raffle underway.
After a splendid dinner, again served by topless junior classmates, Mrs. Smith began the reshuffling ceremony. She announced that the senior students would depart to assemble and arrange their evening costumes. Meanwhile, the gentlemen were invited to relax with coffee and brandy. Each gentleman would find a number beneath his placemat.
After a splendid dinner, again served by topless junior classmates, Mrs. Smith began the reshuffling ceremony. She announced that the senior students would depart to assemble and arrange their evening costumes. Meanwhile, the gentlemen were invited to relax with coffee and brandy while awaiting their imminent return. Each gentleman would find a number beneath his placemat. Rather than a raffle, Mrs. Smith had slyly fashioned distinct pairings for this final evening of Father-Daughter Weekend. The assignments were based upon fetish feedback forms submitted by the fathers. Mrs. Smith had scripted scenarios with appropriate costumes and characteristics in response to the fetish feedback forms. Each senior student was briefed on the particular roles and duties necessary to fulfill her assigned male's 'dream-cum-true'.
As he downed the last swig of brandy, Mr. Clark found Number 4 written in bright red lipstick on the bottom of his placemat. Straightaway, the doors opened and the senor students paraded into the room. Each senior student wore a distinctive outfit. There was a white panty-hosed, uniformed nurse, a plaid-skirted schoolgirl, a coiffured blonde wearing a silky bare-back rack-mounting formal gown and a pirate wench in high leather boots and bandanna. Each costumed senior wore her satin choker with ID number. The gentlemen perused the diverse array of costumed women, seeking their numbered match and praying they had filled out their forms correctly.
Suzy radiated merriment as Mr. Clark spied her number. His jaw dropped open. Suzy was the spitting image of Mr. Clark's new office assistant. These past few months, the assistant had befuddled his concentration as he daydreamed of fucking her over his desk. This was his opportunity to act out his carnal urges without the bothersome workplace harassment nonsense. He made a bee-line across the room towards her.



Suzy extended her hand for a customary business handshake. Mr. Clark grabbed her extended hand as he swept past her and kept travelling toward the door. Suzy quick stepped behind him, her stride constrained by her thigh hugging pencil skirt. When Mr. Clark paused to open the door, Suzy looked back and waved 'good-bye' to her classmates who were gathering up their own newly assigned male companions. Mr. Clark yanked Suzy through the portal and hustled her on to her coming up 'night-job'.
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Mrs. Smith welcomed Maureen forward with bijou kisses. Maureen's hand dipped into the fishbowl and held up her chosen medallion: No 1. A cheer arose from a table and Mr. Ingram strode forward to claim his raffle prize: Maureen for the rest of the day.
Maureen stood tall as Mr. Ingram come forward. She smiled brightly and made long leggy strides to greet him. She wore black stiletto heels and dark stockings. Her breasts were encased in a sequined gown with numerous slits and slots that exposed her legs, arms and midsection. Her face makeup was bright and alluring. Maureen's red hair was pinned in a loose bun behind her head.
"Maureen will show you to our dance and music studio. Please return at dinner for our next raffle and rearrangement of couples."
Mr. Ingram wavered but Maureen stepped in front of him and walked towards the door, gently leading him by the hand. They paused to watch Suzy, No. 1, Mr. Ingram's preceding companion, toddle forward in her chic wool secretary suit to select from the remaining medallions. Suzy was next in line to be paired with a random manly mate for the rest of the day.
Mr. Ingram recovered his wits as they headed to the door and opened it for Maureen. He took the lead down the corridor as Maureen piloted him towards their private room for the day.
Mr. Ingram swiped his room keycard and found the studio available as promised. Inside, the floors were polished wood, the walls bright and mirrored. The ceiling was high and airy.
Maureen and Mr. Ingram took it all in. She leaned close to him. She was nearly his height in her heels.
"Mr. Ingram, do you like to dance?"
"Well...yes, but I'm a bit rusty."
"That's alright, sir. I enjoy teaching gentlemen the right moves to use with a lady. I find dance so sensual, a very sophisticated form of foreplay. May I show you?"
"That would be lovely, my dear."
Maureen found leather soled dancing shoes for Mr. Ingram. She helped him change into shorts and a tank top. Maureen stayed dressed in her bare-shouldered floor length dance costume. Her legs peeked out of long slits in the skirt when she moved and the sequins sparkled in the bright lights. Her red hair, bare shoulders and sea-foam green costume gave her the little-mermaid look.
"Mr. Ingram, let's start with something simple: the Rumba."
Maureen walked Mr. Ingram through the four point steps holding him in the basic frame pose. Mr. Ingram finally stopped watching his feet as he became more interested in watching Maureen's breasts that were gently bobbing on her chest as she pranced.
Next they tried the waltz. Eventually, his attention shifted again from his feet to Maureen's chest.
"Mr. Ingram, you seem to be getting the hang of this. I like that. You're an apt pupil. But too much too soon will overload your ability to absorb the moves. Let's change things up."
Maureen found a wooden stool and placed it in the middle of the studio floor. Mr. Ingram took a seat. Maureen set the player with some exotic flute tunes. As the music developed, she swayed her hips with eyes closed, gently stepping time as she revolved and rotated about the seated Mr. Ingram.
As she moved, her legs flashed from the gown's long side slits. Her bare shoulders and arms slithered and fluttered about her body in sensuous movements. When she danced in close, she brushed her hands furtively across Mr. Ingram's shoulders, neck and face. Her caresses sent electric sparks to his fingers, toes and groin.
The mirrored walls displayed a dozen reflections of the dancing Maureen: front, back, profile. Mr. Ingram fancied that he was surrounded by a harem of dancing girls.
Maureen paused with her back to Mr. Ingram and glanced at him over her shoulder. As she sashayed her hips, her arms reached back and lowered the gown's zipper. The panels folded open as the zipper opened to below her waist. She unclipped the shoulder straps and those hung loose with the panels.
In the reflections, Mr. Ingram could see Maureen holding the bodice of the gown to her breasts. She made eye contact in the mirror and slowly let the bodice fall away. The top half of the dress hung inverted from her waist.
Maureen turned. Topless, she stood before Mr. Ingram. She reached inside the front slit of the skirt and fumbled with her panties. With a smile, she drew them out and tossed the wadded silk into Mr. Ingram's lap. He was an apt pupil. He sensed where this dance was going and whisked his shorts off.
Stepping forward, she straddled his thighs, holding the skirt panels aside. Her hands found his erection and stroked it in time with the slow music beat. Mr. Ingram buried his face in Maureen's cleavage. He encouraged her cock manipulations, albeit the words were muffled into Maureen's creamy mounds of flesh. The music ended and in the silence, the paramours drew back to exchange a kiss.
"May I?" asked Mr. Ingram.
Without waiting for a response, Mr. Ingram released the pins that held Maureen's bright auburn tresses in its stylish coiffure. The strands descended past her bare shoulders, laying on her back and teasing the round tops of her boobs. His fingers combed the locks. Her silvery ear dangles twinkled through the furrows. Her green eyes and cherry lips complemented the effect. Mr. Ingram was mesmerized.
"I like this dance, Maureen. Are there more steps? I want very much to learn this one."
"It is my pleasure to show you, sir. Pay close attention while I demonstrate the starting moves."
Maureen tilted Mr. Ingram's erection up and mounted him with a dancer's grace and style. Mr. Ingram resumed his favorite face-in-boobs deportment, loosely hugging Maureen's torso to maintain the connection. Mr. Ingram jogged his hips as best he could and Maureen followed his lead with harmonized motions. Dance classes had tightened and toned Maureen's core muscles. She could and did continue unabated whenever Mr. Ingram paused for a breather. Her continued stimulations through his pauses soon had him wanting more and he would recommence his hip pops.
The caresses between cock and cunt delighted the seated lovers. They were swimming in the same fantasy ocean, harmoniously singing the same tune. The lyrics were mostly moans and sighs but it was music to their ears nonetheless. Inevitably, the song reached its crescendo. The singing grew louder and the dancing more spirited.
Mr. Ingram felt the tingling rise in his groin and clutched more tightly to Maureen. She felt his amplified hold and primed herself for the finale. Mr. Ingram's cock pulsed in her core and his spunk splattered Maureen's womb. They rollicked and groaned as his ardor slowly passed and dissipated.
Maureen rubbed Mr. Ingram's shoulders as she cooed accolades into his ear. She reveled in the warmth of his skin under her hands and still in her cunt. Maureen was not needy or greedy concerning her sexual pleasures. She was content that Mr. Ingram had gone through a good orgasm. She intended him to have more with her.
Mr. Ingram deflated and fell out. Maureen dismounted and helped the weary Mr. Ingram to a comfortable recliner chair near the mirrored wall. She doused the lights and left to preen her costume and makeup as he closed his eyes and rested.
Mr. Ingram awoke from a twilight sleep to the heavy beat of jungle music. He pulled his recliner up. The room was still darkened, lit only by a central mirrored ball revolving in changing color lights. Dots of color boogied everywhere.
From a far corner, Maureen crawled cat-like across the polished wood floor towards Mr. Ingram. Her ass oscillated behind her as she stalked her 'prey' from across the room. Her loose fiery hair was held back from her face by a cat-ear headband. She wore makeup of painted cat whiskers and darkened eye-sockets. Her glossy red lips and pearly white sneer were a striking contrast of color.
Nearing her prey reposed in his chair, Maureen shifted to an upright squat. The leopard print transparent body suit did little to hide her large excited areolae or the prominence of her cunt lips. She licked her cherry red lips with a long slow swipe as she stared down her quarry. Mr. Ingram sat rigid, staring back as if caught in her headlights.
Maureen tilted her head and sniffed the air. She looked left, then right and finally front. She lifted an eyebrow in recognition of a familiar scent. She leaned forward and resumed her crawl into the space between Mr. Ingram's legs. She sniffed his calves and inner thighs as she proceeded higher. She purred when she nuzzled Mr. Ingram's flaccid penis.
Maureen tentatively poked her tongue out and tipped the crown. It bobbed. She watched the meat organ take on life and move as it enlarged. She paused to look up at Mr. Ingram. He had a deer-in-headlights look with eyes wide open and a death-grip on the cushioned chair arms.
Maureen broke character and chuckled.
"Come on, now, I may end up licking you to death but I promise not to bite."
Mr. Ingram visibly relaxed as he let out his breath. He smiled back. "Okay..."
Maureen turned her attention back to her 'prey'. Another tongue lap below the crown caused Mr. Ingram to moan as his erection got stronger. Additional laps over, under and around the knob got jerky reactions to her playful tongue sweeps.
When Maureen saw that Mr. Ingram's rod was stiff enough to stay elevated by itself, she opened her mouth and drew the knob past her lips. She sucked strongly on the knob but did not draw in much length. She tongue-wrestled the crown, sometimes sinking her tip into the end slit. Each time, Mr. Ingram's hips jumped. Maureen discovered he was very sensitive there.
Maureen opened wider and carefully pushed down, taking the knob to her throat. Her lips were almost bottomed out at his scrotum. Mr. Ingram was shorter than most of the coach trainers who had urged her through the oral practice drills at TWA. She liked the feel of heavy meat lodged in her throat. She had excelled at the breath and saliva control that would protract the male's pleasure.
Swallowing contractions were best for longer cocks when the man was deepest. Mr. Ingram would get Maureen's cat purr vibrations applied to his penile nerves.
Maureen held the knob deep in her mouth and loosed a low rumble in her throat. She felt it bump the roof of her mouth. She loosed a shorter rumble and sucked hard. Mr. Ingram moaned. That was encouraging to her plan. Apparently he liked the vibrations.
Maureen tried low notes, high notes, short notes and long notes. She tried various combinations and found Mr. Ingram's greatest response on the low long throat rumbles. During this oral opus, she added strong sucks and mouth strokes.
Mr. Ingram watched the show. Maureen's cat-suited body was speckled by the colored strobe beams reflected off the mirrored ball. Maureen's red hair bobbed in time with the drumbeat of the music. Her hands were everywhere, caressing his thighs, abs and pubic areas. He was getting her full attention and it was working him towards his orgasm.
Mr. Ingram felt the tingle rise from his toes to his legs and then his lungs. Maureen sensed his muscles tense. He would deliver his load to her mouth soon. Maureen placed a digit on Mr. Ingram's perineum and felt his ejaculate pulse up into the base of his cock. She used her best rumbles and laps as the fluid popped out the tip and flooded her oral cavity.
Maureen took Mr. Ingram all in so that the knob tip could feel the contractions as she swallowed his secretions. His corona was not wedged deep enough to catch the act; it would just have to be content with Maureen's moans of delight.
Other than the tense-up at ejaculation, Mr. Ingram's physical response had been restrained. He felt an all-body electric buzz that was very pleasant in lieu of a rip-roaring cum fest. Mr. Ingram had ejaculated and Maureen had drunk his offering.
Maureen never moved from her spot as she remotely shutdown the lights and music. The oral-to-groin conjoined mates swooned in the afterglow. Maureen kept a gentle suckle on Mr. Ingram as he shrank. She released her 'prey' after a final purr and retraced her tracks across the dance floor. Her undulating ass disappeared into the far room darkness as the house lights faded to black. Mr. Ingram lounged back and closed his eyes.
Mr. Ingram awoke to chirpy concertina music straight out of a Parisian street setting. A narrow shaft of light in the center of the room broadened to become a vertical spotlight shining down on a sidewalk café table. Maureen sat in one iron chair and motioned Mr. Ingram over to take the other. When he was close, she rose and extended her hand.
"Are you Mr. Ingram, the talent scout? I'm Maureen. My agent said I should meet you to request a screen test. He gave me your card."
Maureen handed Mr. Ingram a plain white business card. It said:
MR. INGRAM HOLLYWOOD MOVIE PRODUCER & TALENT SCOUT
Maureen kept her voice strong but the pleading was evident. "Can you get me a screen test? Please...I've been searching everywhere to get an acting job. I want to be a movie star."
Mr. Ingram got the gist of this improvised play. "Movie star, huh? Well, Maureen, there are many kinds of movies and many kinds of stars. Do you have any special talents or experiences?"
Maureen brightened and exploded with pent-up enthusiasm as she finally found an opportunity to describe herself.
"Oh, yes. My talents are highly regarded. I can dance very well and I've taught private lessons. I've taught men how to take real pleasure from moves with a talented and willing dance partner.
"My singing abilities have produced gushing appreciation. I've practiced under some very strict coach-trainers. They showed me how to sing, yodel and hum with the best.
"I have performing experience. I design my own costumes for fantasy roles like cats and mermaids. I enthusiastically adopt the charisma of predator or prey. But I'm keen to take anything if the studio execs want to give me a shot."
Maureen paused to let that sink in. Mr. Ingram thought a moment. As if on cue, a glow in the darkened room's corner emerged. It softly lit a large round waterbed with black satin sheets. Another light glowed in Mr. Ingram's brain and he got a brilliant idea. He stood beside Maureen's chair and gazed down on her exquisiteness.
"We don't usually waste money on screen tests for untried hopefuls. First, we conduct a round of interviews to consider the potential candidates' qualifications. I am very busy but I can make some time. Perhaps you could rearrange your schedule to squeeze me in right now."
Without waiting for a response, Mr. Ingram took Maureen's hand and led her to the circular bed.
Maureen was dressed in a sassy sleeveless summer dress. The shoulder straps were more decoration than function. The dress sported a broad-band puckered bodice above the short flirty A-line skirt. Her graceful dance-toned legs were propped on matching white dancer heels. Maureen's jewelry and makeup were sparkly, colorful and glossy in all the right places.
"What role do you want me to play?" she asked. Mr. Ingram smirked.
"I'll be a Hollywood movie producer and you will be an aspiring starlet. You will let me take advantage of your innocence in hopes of a movie career. I will simply satiate my lust in your compliant body on the ruse of a non-existent screen test. Sound familiar? Good. I'll start the scene."
Mr. Ingram took Maureen shoulder straps and pushed them over her arms. He reached behind and found her dress zipper. It glided down her lissome backbone. He smoothed the loosened bodice off her breasts. The dress dropped from her waist. Maureen wore no underwear. Her entire body was fully accessible to Mr. Ingram's advances.
Mr. Ingram drew Maureen in for a kiss, rubbing her nipples against his hairy chest. Their lips were firmly locked. Wetted lips rocked as they raised their sexual thermostats.
Mr. Ingram palmed Maureen's ass, drawing her against him. Her groin contacted his and he realized that he still wore his shorts. He stopped to fumble them off and cast them aside. During the pause, Maureen stooped to remove her high heels but Mr. Ingram stopped and pulled her up. With her in heels and his feet bare, they were elevated equally, nearly face-to-face.
"Leave them on. You might need to anchor your feet to counter my thrusts. Or they might help clamp your ankles behind me. Even if I can't see or feel them, just the thought of drilling a woman whose wearing strapped-on heels really gets my motor running."
They resumed their standing foreplay. Mr. Ingram pushed Maureen's shoulders down onto the middle of the bed. The water swashed undulating waves beneath the black satin sheets. She butt-walked to the middle and presented him with a classic missionary position. Her knees were elevated and spread, offering a wide play-space for Mr. Ingram to occupy between her legs. She smiled as her arms reached for him, inviting him to climb aboard. Mr. Ingram ushered himself into his allocated berth.
Mr. Ingram was ready to go. His cock was hard. He finger-tested Maureen's vaginal lips and found them warm and moist. He leaned up over her body and she lightly circled his with her arms. His cock knob bounced against her cunt and she rotated her hips up to improve the alignment. Mr. Ingram pressed and his rigidity entered her slickness.
Maureen interlaced her ankles behind Mr. Ingram and pulled him all the way in with one smooth motion. He felt the coolness of the little metal shoe buckles against his butt. His mind's eye saw Maureen's white dancer stilettos pressed hard against his hairy ass cheeks. His cock gave a single throb of elation inside its juicy tomb. Maureen felt it and sighed.
Mr. Ingram pulled and pushed mid-length strokes. The underlying surf washed its ebb and flo across the bed's expanse. Their position gave each partner a firm clutch on the other. They maneuvered their conjoined parts in exciting moves. They worked together, timing their strokes to the rhythm of the waves. Mr. Ingram and Maureen were slowly but surely getting their sought-after rise in heat. The satin sheets were slick on the water mattress. The black luster hid any shadows of wrinkles. Combined with the gentle sways, it gave the illusion of fucking in mid-air.
Mr. Ingram was nearing the satiation of his lust that he had inferred to Maureen in their setup to the scene. His breath was gusting and he heard her encouragements.
"Yes, sir...that's it...keep going...drill me deep...are you ready...cum in me...give me all of it...Yes...I want it...I Want It...I WANT IT...YEEES!"
Maureen felt the sperm pulses on her cervix and heard Mr. Ingram cry out. She squeezed everything everywhere. Her cunt contractions milked his cock. Her heels dug into his butt. Her thighs clamped his legs in a depth grip. She hugged him as hard as her arms were able. She sucked hard on his neck. Nice, she thought, in addition to cat and mermaid roles, I can claim 'boa-constrictor' as well. The pair-mates rested until Maureen broached the subject.
"So, do I get a screen test?"
Mr. Ingram elevated his head and shoulders on propped arms so he could speak seriously face-to-face.
"Well, I will recommend it. But there are many kinds of movies and many kinds of stars. And I said 'a round of interviews'. This was only one. Screen tests are not cheap and the studios are cautious about spending their money. They need a group consensus of the relevant players.
"Let me help you out. I will try to get you interviews with the director, the script writers, the stage manager and his props crew, the camera crew, the sound crew, the lighting crew and, possibly, the caterers. If we're lucky, you can probably complete the round of interviews in a month or two. Then, the studio bosses will deliberate and decide. That's the way things work around here. I'm surprised your agent didn't tell you that."



Maureen looked puzzled. Then her face brightened as she optimistically said "Okay, if you say so. I'll leave you my number so that the others can call me. Please make sure they say that you told them to call. I don't want to be fooled by jokers just wanting to screw me."
"I'll be sure they mention my name. That way you will know they're my colleagues."
Maureen nodded agreement and pulled Mr. Ingram's face back against her neck and ear. She cooed thanks as she rubbed his shoulders. She missed Mr. Ingram's broad grin of bewilderment. But Maureen did catch Mr. Ingram's broad sense of inventiveness during their improvised scene. Very impressive!
The background music continued until the intercom interrupted to announce dinner in thirty minutes. Impeded by satin sheets, water motion and slippery skin, Mr. Ingram and Maureen struggled to uncouple. Maureen discovered the wisdom of wearing heels in bed. She used them to brace herself upwards as Mr. Ingram drew himself down and out. A white trickle stained the blackness of the satin beneath her pussy.
Mr. Ingram found a tuxedo suit waiting for him in the attached dressing room. Maureen preened and re-dressed in her little mermaid sea green ballroom gown. With a final inspection and a celebratory kiss, they strolled from the studio to the dining room for the next raffle and reshuffle of pair-mates.
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After a splendid dinner, again served by topless junior classmates, Mrs. Smith began the reshuffling ceremony. She announced that the senior students would depart to assemble and arrange their evening costumes. Meanwhile, the gentlemen were invited to relax with coffee and brandy while awaiting their imminent return. Each gentleman would find a number beneath his placemat.
Rather than a raffle, Mrs. Smith had slyly fashioned distinct pairings for this final evening of Father-Daughter Weekend. The assignments were based upon fetish feedback forms submitted by the fathers. Mrs. Smith had scripted scenarios with appropriate costumes and characteristics in response to the forms. Each senior student was briefed on the particular roles and duties necessary to fulfill her assigned male's 'dream-cum-true'.
As he downed the last swig of brandy, Mr. Clark found Number 4 written in bright red lipstick on the bottom of his placemat. Straightaway, the doors opened and the senor students paraded into the room. Each senior student wore a distinctive outfit. There was a white panty-hosed, uniformed nurse, a plaid-skirted schoolgirl, a coiffured blonde wearing a silky bare-back rack-mounting formal gown and a pirate wench in high leather boots and bandanna. Each costumed senior wore her satin choker with ID number. The gentlemen perused the diverse array of costumed women, seeking their numbered match and praying they had filled out their forms correctly.
Suzy looked like she had just arrived from her day-time office job. She sported a chic short skirted wool business suit. A clinched waist and straining lapels hinted at her voluptuous figure beneath. The rest of her attire involved high heels, dark hose and brunette wavy hair pinned into a bun with a wooden pencil. Her satin choker read No 4.
Suzy radiated merriment as Mr. Clark spied her number. His jaw dropped open. Suzy was the spitting image of Mr. Clark's new office assistant. These past few months, his assistant had unknowingly befuddled his concentration as he daydreamed of fucking her over his desk. This was his opportunity to act out his carnal urges without the bothersome workplace harassment nonsense. He made a bee-line across the room towards her.
Suzy extended her hand for a customary business handshake. Mr. Clark grabbed her extended hand as he swept past her and kept travelling toward the door. Suzy quick stepped behind him, her stride constrained by her thigh hugging pencil skirt. When Mr. Clark paused to open the door, Suzy looked back and palmed 'good-bye' to her classmates who were beguiling their own obsession-crazed males. Mr. Clark yanked Suzy through the portal and hustled her on to her upcoming 'night-job'.
Mr. Clark found Room No. 4. It had been furnished and arranged in an office setting. Mr. Clark towed Suzy inside. The door shut. Mr. Clark opened his fly and extracted his bursting erection. He lifted Suzy's skirt above her ass and hoisted her in his arms. He held her up against the back of the door. His tip found her slot and he pressed in. He was primed and raring to go.
Mr. Clark shoved his cock into Suzy as she wrapped her legs around his waist. He rammed her cunt repeatedly, battering the door with her ass. Suzy was making 'ugh' sounds with each hit.
Suzy had been briefed about her potential mate's fetish fantasy but not his identity. She knew that her assignee for this fantasy session coveted his sexy new secretary. The journey down the corridor had been the inescapable culmination of Mr. Clark's months-long mental foreplay. She had learned to deal with quickies but this was very quick indeed.
Suzy played her role well. She hugged Mr. Clark's neck to support her weight and synchronized her hip rolls. She whispered in his ear in time with his thrusts.
"Oh... Mr. Clark... why did you... wait so long... I've wanted you... in me... ohh... that feels so... good... harder... please... harder... yes...so deep..."
Suzy was feeling her own heat rise. How long had Mr. Clark been bounced her against this door? Even though it was a surprise start, Suzy had caught up. Mr. Clark was getting her hot. Her pussy tingled and her ass throbbed from the reciprocating impacts of cock and door.
Mr. Clark hugged Suzy tightly, crushing her generous chest-meat between them. His breath was gusting; his balls were ready to give their first flood of the evening to his 'secretary'. Mr. Clark closed his eyes as he felt semen pump from his prostrate and charge forth from his cock. The cum-ropes were potent.
Suzy gasped aloud at the constricting hug then clenched her teeth as she felt Mr. Clark's semen splash in her womb. Her body shuddered but she suppressed any overt sound. She been briefed about his fantasy but until she heard from Mr. Clark directly about expectations for her behavior, she would contain her expressiveness.
Mr. Clark rested his head on Suzy's shoulder as he held her against the door. His deflated prick slid from her wet tube. Mr. Clark lowered Suzy and she moved her legs from his waist to the floor. He stood back, tucked away his cock and zipped up. He moved to his desk. Mr. Clark sat in the high backed leather swivel chair behind the large oak desk. Suzy stood in front. His demeanor took on a professional air.
"Well, Suzy, that was a great way to start the night-shift. What's on the rest of our 'to-do' list? Let me see if you are complying with the mandatory company dress code."
Mr. Clark motioned Suzy to stand at his side. He swiveled towards her and unbuttoned her suit jacket. He flipped the panels open and slid his hands inside. After the exertions of their standing fuck, her full breasts were extra warm under the sheer blouse and bra. He palmed their heft and resiliency. Suzy remained expressionless and stoic during the caress. Mr. Clark pushed her lapels over her shoulders and off her arms. He unbuttoned her blouse, picking at each button. She helped him pull the tails out of the waistband. The blouse joined the jacket on the floor. Suzy's arms hung at her sides.
Mr. Clark resumed his manipulation of her bra-covered tit-meat. He palmed the masses upward and let them drop. They bounced, jiggled and settled in the elastic cups. He liked the motion and giggled as he played with her 'fun-bags' again and again. Finally bored with the game, he wanted to see the real deal.
Mr. Clark plucked the bra's front closure. The cups separated but still covered the orbs. He slid his thumbs beneath and twitched her hardened nubs. He flicked the lacy cups aside and was delighted to find large, dark areolae surrounding the erect flesh cylinders. His thumbs brushed the border between dark areolae and her creamy toned boob skin. The petite borderline bumps enlarged at his touch. Suzy shuddered under his touch and that set her boobs in jostle.
Mr. Clark released his hold. He tapped the outsides of Suzy's tits with his fingers. The jelly-like flesh jittered. Mr. Clark leaned back in his chair. He smiled as Suzy shimmied her shoulders, setting up a back and forth flopping of her mammary twins.
"I think our next 'to do' task is a desktop evaluation of your boob-job skills."
"Not quite yet, sir. You have to view our training video about secretaries and executive perks. The company proscribes extraordinary measures to deal with managers who hoard large staffs. It's my obligation to seek out those large staffs and apply those extraordinary measures."
Suzy opened a laptop on the blotter in front of Mr. Clark. She searched the directory and loaded a file as Mr. Clark didled with her hanging nipples. The file was a pornography video similar to thousands posted on the internet. This one showed a typical office scene with a boss and his secretary. The short skirted secretary leaned over to open a lower file drawer, exposing her shaved pussy between framing ass cheeks. The on-video boss took eager interest. Mr. Clark leaned in with equally eager interest. The boss looked a lot like him and the secretary looked a lot like his new office assistant.
Suzy pushed Mr. Clark's chair back until she could crawl into the leg space. She pulled the chair with the seated Mr. Clark back to the desk. He rested his elbows on the desk top cradling his chin in hands, immersed in the unfolding scene on the video.
Under the desk, Suzy worked Mr. Clark's zipper and extracted his semi-tumescent erection. It still smelled of their earlier coitus. She didn't care. Her tongue lapped the underside of his crown. Mr. Clark gave an approving moan. She kissed his tip and received more audio encouragement. Puckering, she scraped her lips over the crown and down the shaft, stopping when his knob filled the back of her mouth. Suzy tongued and sucked the embedded portion of Mr. Clark's erection. The rest was banging impatiently to get in.
Onscreen, the video action had quickly evolved from the tit-fondling to the customary blowjob and on to a desktop missionary and then doggy-style fuck. The scenario continued towards the inevitable facial cum-shot. Under his own desk, Mr. Clark was fully erect and Suzy was doing a splendid job of right-sizing his staff.
Suzy could hear the video action progressing through its stages. She heard the onscreen boss grunt as he reamed his face-down secretary on the desktop. The laptop echoed smacks as he spanked her bare ass cheeks. The onscreen secretary was soon kneeling and wanking the boss. She warbled her joy and begged for the boss's cum-shot.
Suzy timed her breaths and, taking a deep one, slid her lips all the way down Mr. Clark's cock, letting his knob enter her deeper throat cavity. Mr. Clark jumped in his seat but Suzy stayed locked on. Mr. Clark's cock throbbed in Suzy's mouth and he fed her his essence. Suzy backed off enough to slurp and lap, using tongue and suction to massage the shaft. After the ropes ceased spewing out, Suzy used strong suction to pull the residual spunk from Mr. Clark's sperm duct.
Suzy now felt cramped beneath the desk. She pushed Mr. Clark's chair back and crawled out. As she stood she saw that his head was laid back and his eyes closed in a tranquil pose. The onscreen secretary was licking goo off her face that had not dripped away. What a mess and what a waste, thought Suzy. She closed the laptop, putting it away in a drawer. She sat herself sideways on Mr. Clark's lap, rested her head on his shoulder and joined him in a nap.
Suzy stirred from her slumber. Mr. Clark had his eyes open watching her face. One of his hands kneaded her tit and the other her skirt covered ass cheek. She stretched her neck up and they kissed.
"Ready for more?" she asked.
"Always." he said.
"Want the tit-job now?"
"First, let's dispense with these unnecessary clothes. Then we will inventory your boobs before we test the utility of the furniture. After that...well...maybe the tit-job."
Mr. Clark pushed Suzy off his lap. She undid his tie, unbuttoned his shirt and unbuckled his belt. Kneeling, she removed his shoes and sox as he sat up and removed his shirt. He lifted his butt to allow room to slide off his pants. He sat naked. Suzy stood between his knees as he alternately suckled her nipples and buried his face in her magnificent cleavage. He leaned back to unbutton her skirt before sliding it and her panties down. She trotted them off her ankles.
Mr. Clark resumed his facial inventory. Mr. Clark was quite talented as a boob-counter. He decided Suzy had two fine ones and would record that on the inventory. Suzy reveled in the caresses. His hands cupped and kneaded her ass. She held his head close and fingered the hairs on his neck. She kissed his scalp. Occasionally, he would trap a nub in his teeth and pull, stretching her tit-flesh outward. It was never painful and she let him play contentedly. It was still the middle of the night and they had plenty of time to carry on his fantasy.
Mr. Clark lifted his gaze to her face. They kissed. He leaned back, pulling her hips towards him. Suzy kneed up on the chair and straddled his legs, resting her butt on his thighs. Mr. Clark nipped at her nipples. He moved one hand between her thighs and swiped her cunt. It was moist. He put the finger to her lips and she sucked it clean.
Mr. Clark suddenly got to his feet, callously dumping Suzy off his lap. He turned her around and pushed her head and naked chest down on the desk. Suzy widened her stance when he tapped hard against her stiletto heels. Even in her heels, Suzy's ass was lower than Mr. Clark's bobbing erection. He squatted and fixed his knob against her moist entrance. He drove in hard until his swinging balls hit her clitoris.
Fully planted, Mr. Clark straightened his legs and lifted Suzy's feet off the floor. She was slung aloft in a secure three point stance: cunt and palms.
Mr. Clark reached under and cupped Suzy's hanging tits. He kneaded and massaged the globes, pinching the nipples hard enough to get a squeak from the vulnerable woman. He rocked his hips but Suzy swung unanchored. He was unable to thrust, his cock locked securely within her vagina. Suzy was unable to assist with any movement; her feet were dangling and she had no way to brace for counter-motion.
Mr. Clark pushed forward until Suzy's thighs rested against the desktop. She gripped the far side of the desk to gain some control of her situation. She pulled her stomach and thighs up on the desk edge. She rested her gripped boobs on the blotter. She had purchase and could hold steady as Mr. Clark revved up the action.
Mr. Clark started long slow strokes, testing the balance of the position, using her trapped tits as handles. Satisfied that Suzy would be able to take his thrusts, Mr. Clark increased the tempo. He jackhammered long solid jolts. Suzy's spongy ass cushioned his groin on each cycle.
Suzy grunted in time as her clitoris rubbed the polished veneer. She laid her cheek against the cool surface and closed her eyes.
Mr. Clark kept up the rhythm until Suzy heard his throat rumbling and finally felt him spew his essence inside her. She smiled. Mr. Clark laid his weight on her back. After a short pause, he leaned up and righted her on her feet. Holding a hand which had recently held her tit, she led him to the office sofa.
Mr. Clark collapsed in the seat and Suzy crawled in his lap. She sat sidesaddle and pecked at his neck as she lay over him. Mr. Clark brushed a nipple with his thumb and nuzzled her head in turn. Dawn was beginning its soft glow through the draped windows.
"It will soon be time for breakfast. We should shower and clean up a bit."
Suzy nuzzled his neck one more time in agreement and reluctantly got off his lap. After a refreshing cleanup and preening, Suzy re-donned her stiletto heels and business suit, omitting panties, bra and blouse. Mr. Clark approved of her choice. However, when she buttoned her jacket, Mr. Clark disapproved of that. He unbuttoned the coat and let the panels hang loose. Suzy's well-rounded cleavage was on display and sometimes her areolae peeked out when she moved.
The pair headed off to the dining room for nourishment and reassignment. Suzy bounced down the corridors in unrestrained freedom and uncontained glee.
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The Sunday morning breakfast buffet was spread along one side of the dining room as the Father-Daughter pairs moseyed in for another round of re-pairing. It was the last day of this year's Total Woman Academy Father-Daughter Weekend. The final pairings would be made by father-daughter swapping with mutual consent.
Coffee was the sought after elixir as the disheveled looking couples were showing the wear and tear of non-stop fucking throughout the weekend. Over their mugs of java, Mr. Arnold and Evelyn scanned the room. Mr. Arnold had just spent a rollicking night with Evelyn. He was very impressed with all of the daughters' acquired proficiency in human gratification. Other senior students before Evelyn had given him delicious samples from the TWA Poise buffet. Oh...but Evelyn had been a special delicacy.
They had started with a dramatic strip down. Evelyn had pretended resistance which a bulky Mr. Arnold had easily overcome. He had literally torn her clothes off. The sturdier elastics of Evelyn's bra and panties had succumbed to scissors. The follow-up sex had been earthy and crude. The tenor had intensified through the succeeding sessions, the sex becoming ever more animalistic. Evelyn writhed harder at Mr. Arnold's successive escalations. Their fervors rose with each successful conquest and unconditional surrender. Evelyn had savored it all. Even now, her pussy retained tingles of the ecstasies. Mr. Arnold was in a similar state of latent afterglow.
After the shredding, Evelyn's clothes were unserviceable. For her journey to breakfast, she had found a discarded tuxedo shirt to wear. The buttons were missing but it shrouded her shoulders and tits, leaving her unfettered central cleavage on display. The see-through fabric brushed her nipples, exciting them into alluring dark disks with prominent bumps. Mr. Arnold approved. Her demeanor and presentation gave him negotiating clout in the coming freeform-swaps with the other fathers.
Across the room, Mr. Arnold spotted the pair of Oriental twins dressed in abbreviated schoolgirl costumes. They were coyly giggling with two Fathers as they munched on small servings from the buffet. Mr. Arnold liked the idea of spending his last day with nubile twins.
Evelyn swayed and sashayed beside Mr. Arnold as they crossed the room. The fathers stopped their chatter and paid attention to the springy Evelyn. They hardly noticed Mr. Arnold. The twins saw his approach and gave him big smiles with their hands coyly crossed in front of their short plaid skirts.
"Good morning, sir" they said in unison.
"Good morning young ladies. May we join you?"
"Oh, yes, sir" said one. "We were just thanking Mr. Walden and Mr. Moore for their help last night with our Transitions. They were very generous with their time and talents."
Mr. Arnold's face brightened. "So you have already been tutored by these gentlemen? Does that mean you two would be amenable to join me for rest of the day?"
The twins looked at each other and gave a united gleeful hop.
"Both of us! Oh, could we? Together? That would be fantastic!"
Mr. Arnold suddenly remembered that Evelyn was standing next to him. He looked searchingly at Mr. Walden and Mr. Moore for help in finding a male-mate for Evelyn. Mr. Walden laughed.
"I think I can be of assistance here. Mr. Moore, let me introduce my daughter, Evelyn."
Evelyn extended her hand to Mr. Moore whose face lit up at the prospect. She held his hand longer than a normal handshake. Mr. Moore responded with a snugger grip, signaling his interest in continuing this chance meeting.
"I'm pleased to meet you, Mr. Moore. Your daughter Suzy has told us all about you. Everyone wants a pairing with you."
"I don't know what Suzy told you but I hope that I can live up to the legend."
"Suzy boasted that you are very forceful in the bedroom, harsh in word and deed. She made you sound stern, domineering and manly. Would that be true?"
Mr. Moore stared into Evelyn's eyes. She locked his gaze. Mr. Moore continued to hold Evelyn's hand as his other reached for her lapel. He flicked it aside and uncovered her breast.
"Well, yes, that's quite true. If you want to experience dominant sexual virility, then I'm your man. I specialize in dark scenarios."
Mr. Moore hefted Evelyn's boob and squeezed firmly. Her eyes squinted and her mouth opened to emit a moan that she quickly repressed. Mr. Moore tightened his squeeze.
"Are dark scenarios appealing to you? Are you ready for that?"
Evelyn's tongue-tip moistened her lips as she prepared to accept his proposition. Mr. Walden interjected.
"Of course, my daughter is ready for that. Feel free to stretch her boundaries with your masculine vigor. I certainly didn't hold back yesterday when I filled your daughter Suzy with my expertise. I schooled her to exhaustion as she absorbed my carnal coaching. That's the purpose of this weekend: 'genuine life encounters replicating the real world'."
Evelyn smiled meekly and lowered her eyes. This swap was sure to happen and she thanked her lucky stars for the opportunity to train with Mr. Moore. Her legs and hips swayed hungrily as she dangled impatiently in Mr. Moore's grasp and gaze.
Mr. Moore seemed satisfied with the mutual invitation to offer his expertise. He released Evelyn's tit but maintained a tight grasp on her hand.
"So, Mr. Arnold, do we have a swap-deal here?"
Mr. Arnold addressed Mr. Walden. "If I get the twins, the answer is yes. But what will you do?"
Mr. Walden shrugged non-committal but agreed to hand over his twin.
Mr. Moore said farewell to the rest of their small group. One Oriental twin gave Mr. Moore dual cheek busses as she thanked him again for his awesome assistance.
Mr. Walden saw where Evelyn's breast disclosed the pink blotches of Mr. Moore's introductory clutch. He gave his daughter a playful butt smack and snickered.
"Be good, Evelyn, and be courteous to Mr. Moore. Follow his discipline and learn his ways...not that you'll have a choice, I'm sure."
Mr. Moore piloted the boob-exposed Evelyn across the room and onwards to their forthcoming encounter. Mr. Walden and Mr. Arnold watched Evelyn shuffle away and then turned their attention back to their own affairs.
It was time for Mr. Walden to say his own farewells. The other twin buzzed Mr. Walden's cheeks as she thanked him for his awesome assistance. He shook Mr. Arnold's hand.
"It was nice to meet you, Mr. Arnold. Thanks for helping my daughter last night. I hope she furnished you a proper illustration of TWA flair. Now I need to work the room and scoop up a loner for my last pair-mate of the weekend. Have a good time with the twins. They're a handful...well, actually two handfuls but you'll soon see that for yourself. Au revoir."
Finally left alone with his current responsibilities, Mr. Arnold turned his attention to the Oriental twins. They stood patiently attentive before him. He scanned them up and down. Their straight-cut bangs framed almond eyes and their black silky hair hung to mid-back. The white blouses were buttoned but loosely covered the promise of moderate breasts beneath. The shirt tails were tied in front, exposing their navels. The plaid skirts were sassy short and low hip. Their black heels were mid-height and staid enough to pass for school shoes with the attending frilly white sox.
Mr. Arnold stretched his arms high and wide, feeling his muscles' weary tautness from the selfless coaching burdens he had endured all weekend. He reached his arms around the twins' waists and drew them into a one-arm hug on either side. His hands dipped beneath the short skirt hems and palmed firm ass cheeks, only partially covered by silky panties. The twins giggled at his swift familiarity.
"So...what do I call my enchanting pair of playmates?"
"I'm Zuki and this is my twin sister, Zoey. Thank you for agreeing to see us together. The raffles kept matching us with separate partners. We were afraid we would be split up again. But, at last, we can learn together as a duet. Maybe we could go to a classroom and study human anatomy. You could teach us how to behave in class and assign us extra credit homework."
Intrigued, Mr. Arnold gave that suggestion serious thought. But he'd been cooped up inside all weekend. Even with the plentitude of amusing housemates, he still felt a touch of cabin-fever. He wanted fresh air and sunlight.
"No, I think it's time for recess. Let's find the outdoor playground and fitness equipment. You can relieve my stiffness as I study your tightness and flexibility."
The arm-in-arm trio promenaded outdoors to the poolside fitness area. There stood sturdy wood, metal and plastic training stations semi-circling a cushioned ground surface. The adjacent pool deck held chaises, shower and towel cabanas. The girls collected towels and placed a chaise in position for Mr. Arnold to relax and scan the fitness area. After he was comfortably reclined, Zuki and Zoey kicked off their shoes and sox and proceeded to Station One, a row of horizontal bars at descending heights. They did a few rounds of chin-ups while playfully boosting each other's barely covered butts on the last tries. They fell in a laughing heap at the end of each round.
Next was Station Two, the balance beam. Zuki stepped gingerly along its entire length but Zoey did a handstand midway that flashed her white panties towards Mr. Arnold's admiring gaze.
Station Three was more play-like with a tall stairs and a long adult slide. The friction-prone surface tugged their panties into 'wedgies' and displayed prominent cameltoes as they dismounted at the bottom. Unperturbed, the twins cycled several rounds before moving on to Station Four, trapeze swings. Most of that time was spent inverted as they swung from hooked knees; their hair brushing the ground. The skirts flopped down and the bunched panties did little to conceal alluring butts and cunts.
Mr. Arnold decided to join them on Station Five, the calisthenics benches. The twins' blouses were tainted with perspiration. Mr. Arnold directed them to remove the damp tops. The twins exceeded his instructions by removing their bras as well. They regarded each other and shrugged. Off came the scrunched up panties as well. At first, Mr. Arnold admired their initiative. Then he admired their physiques.
Truly, Zuki and Zoey were identical twins. Their tits were the same moderate size though pronounced on their lithe frames. Each conical mass represented a respectable 'handful', partially satisfying Mr. Walden's cautionary counsel. Their nipples were rose colored points, with youthful firmness and little cylindrical nubs. Below those, trim bellies and shaved pussies revealed generous cunt lips. Mr. Arnold imagined that those fleshy outer lips concealed juicy inner folds. He expected to prove that theory very soon.
What was good for the geese was good for the gander. Mr. Arnold doffed his own clothes and joined the young ladies in a state of unencumbered freedom. Zuki's eyes went wide and she whispered a quiet 'ugh oh' warning to Zoey. Zoey was nonplused; she had concurrently spied Mr. Arnold's outsized manhood dangling flaccid between his legs. In Eastern philosophy, this was the classic case of a crisis becoming an opportunity. The twins were presented with a challenge but equally a chance for them to exercise teamwork.
Mr. Arnold leaned into Zuki's face and laid a suave kiss on her lips. She responded with a tongue tease and maintained contact. Mr. Arnold steadied Zuki by holding her shoulders and they deepened the interchange. Zuki's hands caressed his cheeks. He closed his eyes. Unseen, Zoey cradled Mr. Arnold's shaft in her palm. Semi-flaccid, the knob still rested on her wrist, even with her fingers extended out flat. She smoothed her other hand along the top of the stiffening shaft. It bobbled gently between her caressing digits.
Zuki pulled back and Mr. Arnold turned his attention to Zoey. He held her shoulders and bestowed the same style of kiss he had imparted on her sister. Zoey held Mr. Arnold's face in her soft hands as Zuki took over the foreplay duty on Mr. Arnold cock. The elegantly executed "handoff" between Zoey and Zuki would have made a track coach proud. Their pace never faltered.
Mr. Arnold was getting larger and his cock projected horizontal on its own strength. Zuki knelt for a closer look and a bashful taste. Her tongue scraped the underside of the formidable crown. The rod bopped up at her lingual touch and she lost oral contact. Seeking a securer mount, she took the knob and some of the shaft inside her mouth. She 'painted' Mr. Arnold's under-crown and this time the roof of her mouth held the jittering shaft in contact. Zuki stroked her tongue tip repeatedly. She felt the shaft increase its diameter, more fully filling her oral cavity with solid cock. She used both hands to surround the exposed portion of the shaft and re-instigated the axial caress.
Mr. Arnold and Zoey had ceased their face-sucking activities and watched from above as Zuki attuned her techniques to the super-engorged Mr. Arnold. Despite the pleasure Mr. Arnold was receiving, he wanted to escalate the action. He grasped Zuki's hair, drew her off his rod and hauled her up to standing.
"Let's try something different. Get some towels to cushion the exercise bench. One of you can mount me while I lie on my back."
When Mr. Arnold was lying in position on the towel draped bench, the twins stood by awaiting his selection. Mr. Andrew let a moment pass then raised an eyebrow in their direction. The girls understood that he would not choose one or the other. That was their decision.
The twins retreated a distance and exchanged heated whispers. Each pointed at the other and shook their heads, daring the other to go first. It was an impasse but divine guidance intervened. The god of rock-paper-scissors decreed that Zoey would go first. The chosen one accepted the verdict and stoically walked to Mr. Arnold's reclining bulk. A relieved Zuki followed behind ready to assist.
Mr. Arnold reached between Zoey's thighs and fingered her inner cunt lips. He found some moisture but worked to draw out more. Zoey's body responded cooperatively. She was silently grateful for his initiative. The fluid flow would help ease the struggle to impale her pussy on Mr. Arnold's erection.
Her team-mate Zuki lent a hand as the freshly lubed Zoey swung her leg across Mr. Arnold and rested her petite ass on his brawny upper thighs. His erection lay heavily on his stomach. Zoey scrunched forward and lifted her cunt high above the base of Mr. Arnold's cock. Zuki used both hands to tilt his erection skyward and it still barely fit beneath Zoey as she stood on her tiptoes to maximize her elevation. His tip slit contacted her cunt slit. Zuki wiggled them together, trying to facilitate cross-lubrication and properly align the parts.
Zoey held her breath and bore down. The crest of the crown pushed in. She waggled her hips to adjust the alignment and encourage her vaginal elasticity to acclimate. Zuki held Zoey's arm and shoulder, balancing Zoey in her shaky position. Zoey took another breath and pushed down some more. Mr. Arnold's corona moved wholly inside her oily pink entrance. Another breath and another heave drew in more length. Her vagina was spreading in good order. It was a very tight fit but the mission seemed feasible.
Mr. Arnold watched the proceedings unfold. Zoey was so fucking tight! He would have preferred a quicker start but he saw that the team was making steady progress. He resisted the urge to jog his hips and speed things up. The twins were trying their best and he was content with their efforts.
More than half his length was in when he felt a barrier tap his tip. Zoey paused. Mr. Arnold had bottomed out against her cervix. She was now low enough to slant her body and brace her hands on Mr. Arnold's abs. The support gave her enough of a stance to oscillate her hips, brushing her cervix around the knob's crown buried deep in her core. Mr. Arnold moaned. Zoey knew how to give good vibrations and they made his cock twitch. His hands rested on Zoey's thighs and he nodded his approval through closed eyes.
Zoey continued the moves, testing different styles of pressure and rhythm. Mr. Arnold gave her spontaneous feedback through the volume and span of his groans and moans. She noted the sharper louder ones and returned to those preferred patterns after experimental forays elsewhere.
Mr. Arnold was climbing his sensual mountain and the peak was rapidly approaching. He wanted his cock completely in when he crested the summit. As the time approached, he prepared. Just at the final moment, he gripped Zoey's thighs, jogged his hips aggressively and punched his knob through her inner constriction. He felt her cervical orifice slide past his corona as he buried his cock completely inside. Mr. Arnold bellowed and ejaculated in her inner womb. The sperm ropes spewed out accompanied by his violent hip pops that shook them both.
Zoey cried out with surprise but not pain at the final thrust. Further wailing cries followed immediately as her orgasm burst forth, triggered by the last lunge and the molten flood of sperm. Zoey's ecstatic cunt contractions kneaded the length of Mr. Arnold's rod inside her. The fuck-mates were oblivious to all but the sensations in their groins.
Eventually, their breathing calmed and centered as they returned to the here and now. Mr. Arnold felt drips of perspiration on his chest where they fell from the tip of Zoey's nose. Her eyes opened. He smiled and relaxed. His hands cupped, bounced and kneaded her slippery boobs. Zoey let him play. Her whole body was drenched from her pleasurable labors. They waited through Mr. Arnold's post-coitus deflation. Finally they uncoupled and the reduced diameter shaft slid easily from her slick tube. It lay peacefully limp over Mr. Arnold's abs.
Zuki covered Mr. Arnold with clean towels to hold off any uncomfortable chill. Zoey rinsed off under the outdoor pool shower. The twins kneeled next to the tranquil Mr. Arnold, gently touching and stroking exposed legs and arms as they cleverly extended his post-orgasmic glow. Mr. Arnold experienced twilight dreams as his testosterone induced high leisurely dissipated. Finally calmed, he opened his eyes and blinked into wakefulness.
"Mr. Arnold, how do you feel?"
"Wonderful...exhilarated...refreshed."
"That's good. We still have half a day left. Can you sit up?"
Mr. Arnold swung his legs astraddle the bench and pulled his torso upright. The twins helped him stand. They led him around the gym equipment to the parallel bars at Station One. They walked him along the row, gauging his height against the height of the stepped bars. Zuki decided on a particular spot.
"I think this is about right. Mr. Arnold, would you please stand here while I check?"
Zuki sat on the bar facing away and then hooked her feet and knees as she let her body swing down. She was inverted facing Mr. Arnold. Zoey moved him forward until his cock bumped Zuki's breast bone. Zoey shook her head.
"Sorry, sister, wrong one. He's taller than we thought."
Zuki pivoted up and dismounted. She moved to the next higher bar and repeated her mount and swing back. Zoey moved Mr. Arnold into position and the twins were satisfied that Zuki's mouth was level with the base of Mr. Arnold prick. Mr. Arnold took hold of the bar and waited. His nose was assaulted by her vaginal aroma. Zuki wrapped her arms behind his butt and slurped his manhood into her mouth.
At this starting point, Mr. Arnold was not as long and round as he had been during her previous trial tasting. But that was changing quickly. She employed head strokes along his semi-tumescent meat as her lingual stimulations garnered results. Zuki used her grip on Mr. Arnold's butt cheeks to lever her head in longer strokes. His warm fleshy rod was now long enough to bump her throat. Zuki knew there was more to come. She understood her assignment. Apparently, Mr. Arnold was also perceptive to the prospects. He leaned his chest on the bar between Zuki's knees to free his hands.



Mr. Arnold took hold of Zuki's head and helped her lengthen and deepen her strokes. Her body swayed in a regular beat under the suspension bar. On one occasion, Mr. Arnold pulled her face completely to his groin and held her there. Zuki swallowed and pulsed around the knob that had entered her throat. After a few moments, Zoey stepped in and gently signaled Mr. Arnold to let up. Zuki pulled back but retained the knob in her mouth as she breathed gusts of air through her nose. Re-oxygenated, she commenced the next session by twirling her tongue around the crown. Short, then longer head-bobs ensued as the pair returned to their established pace. When Mr. Arnold felt the tingling return, he pulled Zuki in again and held her still as she massaged his knob with her throat. The moment that Zoey judged her sister needed air, she signaled another pause. Mr. Arnold let up and Zuki repeated her routine.
Five more times the conjoined lovers moved through the repetitions. Finally, Mr. Arnold tensed and growled, shooting off after a pull back and filling Zuki's mouth with milky sperm. Unable to swallow up against gravity, she let the fluid spill from the corners of her mouth, dripping off her cheeks, filling the air with its musty odor as it dripped in her hair and onto the ground.
Mr. Arnold released Zuki's head and gripped the bar for support. He planted an 'atta-girl' kiss on Zuki's musky cunt lips. Zuki executed a neat dismount. Now upright, she used fingers to wipe the latent cum from her face and swallowed the goo.
Mr. Arnold had less of an afterglow this time and simply rested on the end of the adult slide. Zuki and Zoey wiggled themselves onto a brawny spread thigh and leaned their heads on his shoulders. Despite the workouts, wear and tear, they still exuded a floral scent of nubile innocence. Mr. Arnold put his arms around their shoulders as they cuddled. The girls rested their hands on his limp dick and twittered it.
Zuki snuggled her face against Mr. Arnold's cheek. He turned towards her and they kissed. Zoey murmured a jealous protest. Mr. Arnold turned and assuaged her envy. Zuki snuggled harder, wanting more. Despite the newly active hands on his genitals, he was nt fully responding, fatigued by the long weekend of sex play. Mr. Arnold wasn't sure how much more he could give.
Zuki sat higher as she talked strategy with Zoey. Her nipple came within range and Mr. Arnold impulsively suckled the pert cone. He nipped the nub with his teeth, held on and pulled back. The tit mass lifted and elongated. He let it loose and the globe dropped and settled to its normal broad cone shape. Mr. Arnold stretched his neck to capture her other aureole for fair and balanced treatment. Back and forth he cycled. Sometimes he lapped the areolae with his rough textured tongue. That usually received a whimper of approval.
Zoey murmured another jealous protest and Mr. Arnold granted her petition. He nipped and nibbled, lapped and suckled, achieving moaning responses from Zoey, too. Then back to Zuki for second helpings of her boob banquet. The twins were not idle partakers of the caresses. They shared time stroking Mr. Arnold's cock as it returned to life and rose in their hands.
Mr. Arnold was fully engaged in oral stimulation, moving from tit to tit and mouth to mouth as he enjoyed slavering kisses on the twins in all the right places. The girls were stroking him briskly and he noted a tingling in his balls. Without warning, he jetted his spunk into the void between their torsos, splattering everyone's stomach with his creamy essence. The accompanying orgasm swashed between his loins and his head. The twins continued to stroke until Mr. Arnold signaled for them to still their hands.
Zuki and Zoey continued to show devotion to his rapidly deflating manhood. They eased it down gently until it rested flaccid again over his scrotum. Mr. Arnold took in a cleansing breath and exhaled slowly. He grabbed hard on each twins available ass cheek.
"Well, young ladies, that's it for me. I have finally reached my limit. But Mr. Walden was right. You two are a handful."
He squeezed hard again.
"No, make that...two handfuls."
He smacked the spot of the grip and pushed them to stand. At that moment, the intercom announced that all Father-Daughters should assemble in the dining room in thirty minutes for closing ceremonies. The trio took the remaining time to shower off at the pool before redressing for the closing ceremonies.
Mr. Arnold led his playmates back inside where the fathers and daughters were straggling in.
Mr. Moore entered soon after, trailed by a disheveled Evelyn. Apparently, the encounter had been a success. A silver leash chain swung between Mr. Moore's hand and Evelyn's leather collared neck. Her wrists and ankles still wore the leather restraint cuffs. Evelyn's exposed breasts revealed an all-over rosy flush. Her hair and makeup were a mess. Her expression was stoic and subdued.
Evelyn's father, Mr. Walden, looked pleased that his daughter was getting the full scope of the TWA curriculum. The tuition fees were money well spent.
Mrs. Smith held a clipboard and checked off the attendees as they entered. When everyone was assembled, she started the closing ceremonies.
"Welcome to our final get-together. This weekend represents the transition of your daughters from graduating Senior Students into Total Women. On behalf of the faculty, staff and students of Total Woman Academy; we thank all the fathers for their participation and assistance. As a final activity, please say farewell to your several partners. We hope to see you back for Graduation Festivities in a few months. I will be available now for questions and feedback or you can contact me later if you prefer. Goodbye and safe journeys back to your hearths, homes and families."
The crowd began milling around, mingling with their weekend mates. Final hugs, handholds and cheek buzzes animated the small groups. The murmur of laughter, farewells and thanks filled the room. Evelyn sought out Mr. Rubin. She still wore her cuffs, collar, leash and rosy topless glow.
"Mr. Rubin, I'm still so sorry we didn't have time for my deep oral demonstration. I know you really wanted to cum down my throat before we parted. Let's talk to Mrs. Smith and see if I can take care of that before you leave."
Mr. Smith listened to Evelyn's earnest request and checked her watch.
"Oh, dear me, Evelyn. There simply won't be enough time today. However, we have an upcoming Freewill Weekend later this month. Perhaps I can arrange for Mr. Rubin to be invited for the Guest Coach roster. He will be required to rotate among the attending students per his schedule. But I'm sure I can arrange a time slot on his schedule for your deep oral demonstration."
Evelyn thanked Mrs. Smith for the consideration.
Mrs. Smith turned to Mr. Rubin. "I hope that's satisfactory; it's the best I can do for now."
Mr. Rubin smiled broadly and voiced his agreement. Evelyn courteously escorted Mr. Rubin towards the exit.
"Mr. Rubin, am I really going to see you back here in a few weeks?
"Absolutely."
"Promise? Please don't let me down.""
"It's a promise. I'll be here."
At the front portico, Evelyn gave Mr. Rubin a last peck on the lips.
Mr. Rubin joined the string of melancholy fathers. Everyone sauntered unaccompanied to their waiting limousines. They were returning to their gloomy work-a-day lives.
Mr. Rubin was not as sad as the others. His cock twitched and pulsed as he daydreamed of his impending return for Freewill Weekend at the Total Woman Academy. And Evelyn...
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Krista reviewed the Summary of Activities in her HQ Office suite. She was the Managing Chief of Total Woman Security. The Field Operations Status was 'green' across the board, no unmanageable threats or risks. The far-flung operational field offices continually loaded their extensive raw data into the system, the analyses and conclusions were instantly accessible to the department Chiefs for evaluation and action. Krista monitored the overall comprehensive summary and could further 'drill down' for particulars.
Total Woman Security served well paying government and private clients worldwide. TWS was divided functionally into several departments, all led by male Chiefs at HQ with mixed-gender staff at each field office.
The department Chiefs had minimal staffs at HQ. Most of the work occurred at the field office level and the Chief's function was synchronization and oversight. Each Chief was supported by one experienced female special assistant and shared a small pool of female junior assistants.
After two years at HQ, with adequate training and performance assessments, female special assistants could be promoted to field assignments and the newly emptied HQ slot filled by a promoted junior assistant. Conversely, male operatives started in the field and were promoted up the system to HQ as they gained expertise..
Part of the special assistants' duties included Stress Relief. They kept the Chiefs stress-free during the days... and nights. Each morning, the Chiefs would log in requests for their preferred activity during the morning and afternoon sessions. The junior and special assistants looked over the daily roster of requests and volunteered for selected tasks. At night, the special assistants attended to the needs of a department Chief at his company furnished residential suite.
For internal security and experience diversity, the special assistants rotated daily through the departments. Each special assistant worked one day each week at a different department. The night rosters rotated on a weekly basis. These rotations offered the special assistants the broadest possible training and experience.
As Executive Chief, Krista was responsible for recruiting replacements to the shared junior assistant pool when junior assistants were promoted to special assistant. Today she was coordinating the interviews of two candidates. Anna sat across from her desk and Barbara sat in her outer office waiting her turn.
"Anna, we are very impressed by your resume and your responses to our employment questionnaires. Do you have any questions for us before we proceed to the practicum exercise?"
Anna shook her head 'No'. Krista turned to her computer and drilled down to the daily stress-relief request schedule. Anna claimed 'deep throat' as a special expertise. Andrew, one of the Chiefs, desired a mid-morning blowjob. Krista saw that the request had not yet been selected by an assistant. She paged Andrew's office.
"Andrew's office... Debra speaking."
"Debra, I have a junior assistant candidate ready for a practicum. I see Andrew's request has not yet been filled. Is he available to help with the interview?"
"Please hold a moment, Krista. Let me check with Andrew." The phone was put on hold. Debra picked back up in a few moments.
"He said 'Sure, send her over.'"
Krista entered some quick notes in Anna's employment application file and escorted her to Andrew's office. Debra, his special assistant for the day, greeted them.
"Andrew is waiting for Anna. She can go right on in."
"Thanks, Debra. Be sure to update Anna's file with the performance data when the practicum is complete."
"Sure thing, Krista."
Debra buzzed the door and Anna entered Andrew's office. Krista returned to her office to continue with her next interviewee, Barbara.
--------------------------
Barbara sat before Krista's desk as she answered questions and expounded on her desire to work for Total Woman Security. Krista liked the buxom little blonde and decided that Barbara could proceed to a practicum as well.
Krista turned to her computer and drilled down to the daily stress-relief request schedule. Bradley had an open request for 'over-the-desk'. Krista buzzed his office. Bradley answered directly. Krista was surprised.
"Bradley, why didn't Carla answer the phone?"
"She's finishing up today as my residential week-mate and there were a few things needed at the apartment. I sent her on errands to get the stuff. She should be back shortly. Any problems?"
"No, not really. I have a junior assistant candidate ready for a practicum. I see your request has not yet been selected. Are you available to help with the interview?"
"Sure, send her over. I'll leave the door unlocked. Have her come straight in."
"Okay. Barbara will be there shortly. Be sure you or Carla updates her file with the practicum performance data. Send Barbara back to me when you're through with her."
"Will do, Krista."
"Thanks, Bradley."
Krista pointed Barbara towards Bradley's office and returned to her other duties.
--------------------------
Meanwhile, Andrew was sitting at his desk when Debra buzzed Anna into his office. It was spacious with a desk, sitting area, and conference table. The panoramic power-scape vista over the city was spectacular. He motioned Anna to the center of his carpeted office.
Anna was dressed for success in her pinstriped business dress, hose, black heels and muted makeup. Her brunette hair hung well past her shoulders. She stood attentively as Andrew surveyed up and down her lovely frame. 'Damn' thought Andrew 'she sure is a tasty-looking morsel of female.' His cock twitched in his pants and he was ready to do some interviewing.
"Anna, we have reviewed your resume and have found it appealing. I will conduct this final portion of the interview and then, if the results satisfactory, you may be invited to join our enterprise.
"Our professional is rough and worldly. We deal with lots of unscrupulous people.
"Sex is a tool and a weapon for achieving the mission goals underwritten by our clients. Our operatives use lust, not romance, to further company programs and accomplish field missions. This job is not for the faint of heart. Leave your emotions at the door; save them for your personal time. Are you ready to enter our world?"
"Yes, sir, it has been a dream of mine since enrolling in Total Woman Academy."
"Very well, you may undress and prepare for the practicum."
"Yes, sir. Was there anything special today?"
"Yes, I requested a blowjob. That is your assignment. You may proceed."
Anna reached behind and lowered the zipper of her fashionable wool dress. She shrugged the shoulders, let it fall and folded it. The bra was next, then her panties. She stood waiting for Andrew's examination.
Andrew circled Barbara, inspecting her. Nice tits and nipples, shaved pussy, clear skin with an all-over tan. He fingered her twat and found it beginning to lubricate. Too bad for today but if she was hired, he would get acquainted with that feature later.
"Anna, you may undress me now."
She took that as Andrew's permission to touch him and began with his shirt. The pants, shoes and briefs followed. Andrew led her to the sofa and where he sat as she kneeled on the carpet between his legs. She held and stroked his flaccid shaft until it gained girth and length enough to lie nicely on her tongue. She sucked and slowly moved her lips from tip to base, bobbing her head while 'painting' the underside with her tongue tip.
Andrew watched with initial unresponsiveness but quickly recognized that Anna was quite good at this particular skill. His cock got hard and Anna was getting it harder with her tongue stimulations. She focused on the task and provided some extra hand caresses around his groin. Andrew was getting suitably excited and needed to move things along or this interview session would end pre-maturely.
"Not bad, so far. Now show me your deep throat techniques."
Anna paused for a deep breath, adjusted her head to align Andrew properly and stabbed his prick full into her mouth. The knob passed her gullet, scraping his rim on her tonsils. Andrew actually jumped a little from the strength of the stimulus.
Anna felt the hop and smiled inwardly. She usually got that reaction from her males. Anna flickered his knob in her tonsils, added a purr for vibration and dabbed her tongue on the underside of his shaft. That did the trick.
Andrew closed his eyes, opened his mouth and 'Ohhh'ed loudly just as he sprayed his sperm straight to her stomach. Anna sustained her movements through his climax, swallowing out of habit more than need. Andrew's hips popped in small jogs which slowly dissipated.
When he was ready to decouple, Andrew grabbed a handful of Anna's hair and drew her off his cock. He held her away from his erection by her hair as she friskily chased his bobbling tip with pecks and kisses.
"Take it easy, girl. There may be more time to practice that if you're hired. Now be a good interviewee and clean me up with moist towels from the bathroom."
Anna returned with a damp terry cloth and performed the duty. She retrieved Andrew's clothes and helped him dress before donning her own office attire.
Anna shyly asked Andrew if there were any more competencies he wanted her to demonstrate for the interview.
"No, that will be all. Krista said she wanted to see you for a final debriefing. You should go to her office now. You're dismissed."
Anna left and closed the door. Andrew heard her say her farewells to Carla. He logged on and entered Anna's performance data. And he added his recommendation that she be hired.
---------------------------
Barbara traversed the hallway to Bradley's office door. The special assistant's desk was unoccupied as she expected. She knocked on the door but got no response. She popped the door latch and cracked the door open.
"Hello?" she quiried.
She heard a low toned male voice respond.
"Yes, Barbara, come in."
She entered and closed the door behind her. Bradley was standing in the middle of the room. He pointed to the floor in front of him.
"Come stand here."
Barbara took the few steps necessary. She stood with hands folded in front, head up but eyes cast down, regarding Bradley's groin. He reached out and unclasped her hands, making her stand with arms at her sides. Without further ado, Bradley unbuttoned Barbara's woman's suit jacket and pushed it back and down her arms. He gathered it and placed in on the sofa. Stepping behind her, he reached around and undid the blouse buttons. That joined the jacket on the couch. Again from behind, he loosed her pantsuit bottoms and drew those down her legs. She pawed the floor as he took those off and placed them with the rest.
Bradley unclipped the bra and wiped the straps off Barbara's shoulders. His hands cupped her hefty breasts over the loosed cups. He crumbled the smooth textile cups in his hands and pulled them off. Through it all, Barbara stood quietly as Bradley undressed her. She only shrugged or wiggled a bit when it might help.
Bradley led her to the side of his uncluttered desk. He pushed on her head and she leaned over the polished surface, bracing her hands on the far edge to prop her body at half tilt. Bradley gripped Barbara's thong waist band between his two fists and broke the fabric waist bands. He pulled the tattered piece off her ass.
Bradley knocked the inside of Barbara's polished heels and she shuffled to widen her stance. Having sufficiently prepped Barbara for the practicum, Bradley unbuckled, unzipped and dropped his pants and briefs. His cock was somewhat hard but he stroked it to added stiffness and girth.
Using two fingers, he separated her cunt lips and found oily moisture. That was good. None of the foreplay nonsense that could disrupt a mission's sequence and schedule. Bradley placed his tip at her pussy and pressed the knob just past her cunt lips.
Andrew backed out a little prepared to give Barbara a deeper plunge. At that moment, the office door swung open and both Andrew and Barbara saw Debra walk in with her arms full of shopping bags. Andrew arrested his push with only his knob surrounded by Barbara's entry folds.
"Bradley, I got most of the stuff but...Oh, excuse me, I didn't realize you were getting your mid-morning stress-relief. Guess I'm too late; I intended to take care of you myself after I got back from shopping. I'll just wait at my desk until... oh, but where are my manners?"
Debra dropped the bags and strode to the side of the desk opposite Barbara. Barbara peered through the hanging tresses draped across her upturned face. Debra extended her hand. Barbara braced on one hand and lifted her other hand in greeting.
"Good morning, I'm Debra, Andrew's special assistant for the day. You must be Barbara, the junior assistant candidate."
"Yes, ma'am, I'm Barbara. Pleased to meet you."
Barbara dropped her hand back to the desk and resumed looking down at the desk beneath the veil of blonde. Debra took in the situation and went on.
"I'm sorry I was late getting back. It's housemate rotation day for the Chiefs. Bradley's apartment lacked a few things. I thought it would be a shame to disrupt the first evening with pesky errands. I know I am always eager to get into full swing with my week's assigned Chief when the rotation occurs."
Barbara waited for the Bradley and Debra to give her indications on what to do next. Debra turned and retrieved her bags. She looked back from the door.
"Well, I won't disturb you any longer. I'll be outside at my desk if you need anything."
The door closed. Bradley placed his hands on Barbara's hips and returned to his lunge forward. Half his shaft rooted into her cunt. Her long blonde hair jostled as her thighs hit the desk. He reared back until almost out, grabbed two mighty handfuls of Barbara's hefty tits and rammed all the way in. Barbara let out an 'Ugh' from the impact, then braced her arms and settled in for the fucking.
Bradley set the rhythm of the thrusts, going deep and pulling almost out. Barbara waggled her hips and the steady motions set her hanging hair swaying. Bradley laid some weight into her back as he stroked. His hands kneaded her chest orbs.
Barbara tried to add some motions but being tight to the desk and immobilized by Bradley's grip on her tits, she was only able to wiggle her butt and waggle her cunt ineffectually about his pistoning tool. Her clit rubbed the polished desktop, brush-burning the shaved skin.
Bradley was making noises now, some 'ugh's and 'awes' in time with the strokes. He felt his tip touch her cervix at depth. His temples throbbed and his ears warmed from the blood rush.
At last he pulled the trigger and gushed semen into Barbara's womb. He continued the strokes and hugged her moderately, feeling his ropes dance out the end of his solid cock.
Barbara felt the liquid warm her vagina and remained still as Bradley shuddered through his final cum. She hoped her 'hard work' was sufficient to pass this practicum.
Bradley relaxed his grip and backed out. He stooped and retrieved his pants and briefs still circling his ankles. He buckled and zipped before giving Barbara a good natured smack on her bare butt.
"You may rise and get dressed now. Debra will call Krista and tell her your practicum is completed. Krista will want to give you a post-interview debriefing. That's all. You're dismissed."
Barbara dressed and left the office as Bradley logged in to complete Barbara's interview file. He was not content with her level of participation. She had complied with his instructions but had left him to perform most of the exertions. She had not invited Debra to stay and join them or help out. Her natural instincts needed maturing before she could become a good assistant or later on, a field operative. He gave her middling scores and did not recommend a hire, citing her need to gain more openness in her sexuality. He expected his assistants to be livelier in their roles and duties.
-------------------------
Barbara was nearing Krista's office when Anna skipped out. In the doorway, she brightly turned and gushed her gratitude.
"Thank you for hiring me into the training program. I'm going to work long and hard every day to echo TWS's faith in me. See you Monday."
Barbara watched Anna leave. She knew there were two openings and hoped she got selected for the other one. She knocked tentatively on Krista's open door.
"Oh, Barbara, please come and close the door. Let's debrief your interview and practicum."
Barbara sat as Krista quickly scanned the onscreen form.
"I see you were unexpectedly disturbed during your practicum. How did that go?"
"Well, I was polite to Debra and Mr. Bradley waited until she left to continue."
"I see...have you ever been interrupted like that before during sex... or had an audience?"
"Not that I recall. I was usually someplace more private and secure."
"So... that was a new kind of experience?"
"Yes, I guess so."
Krista was getting a sense of shyness and reluctance from Barbara. Krista would need to end this gently.
"I am sorry about this but I don't think that the interrupted practicum was a true test of your abilities and aptitudes. I want to reschedule you for another practicum later. Unfortunately, our schedule is pretty full right now. Can we call you when a time slot arises?"
"Yes, ma'am. "
Barbara looked disappointed and didn't cover it very well. Krista understood why some of Barbara's evaluation comments were not the best. TWS hired junior assistants with future operational potential in mind. They provided robust training and unending practice. But some things needed to be instinctive: initiative, persistence and stoic demeanor. Krista rose behind her desk.
"That's good. In the meantime, you should keep in top shape for the next practicum. Strive for diverse practice sessions with any man you meet at work, at the market or in your neighborhood. Three times a day can be very beneficial. Age is not important; older men can often teach you a new trick or two. Try some furtive, semi-public venues. When our call comes, we want you to be in tip-top shape to really nail your practicum. Good luck, good hunting and we will be in touch."
Krista guided Barbara out of her office. As she watched Barbara head to the elevator, she thought about her advice. Yes, the buxom Barbara wasn't yet TWS material. But some lucky men in her world would soon be savoring a tasty new treat named Barbara as she sought out specialized work-skills development opportunities.
-------------------------
It was close of business time Friday at HQ. Andrew and Carla made their way to the building lobby. They loitered there waiting for Bradley and Debra. The elevators disgorged the awaited couple and they huddled for a moment exchanging small talk. It was time for the rotation of housemates for the coming week. Debra turned to her past week's housemate.
"Bradley, it was just delightful staying over this week at your place. I hope you will be in good hands until our next week in the rotation cycle."
Bradley and Debra exchanged a parting kiss. Carla snickered and tapped Debra's shoulder playfully.
"Don't worry about Bradley. My hands are very capable; just as capable as my other body parts. He is going to be fine and then some."
With that said, Carla clutched Bradley's arm and drew him away from Debra before they strolled away together to Bradley's apartment.
Andrew linked hands with his next housemate, Debra. They smiled at each other. Andrew remembered all the past weeks that he and Debra had house-mated. It set his heart afire and stirred the butterflies in his stomach. Despite multiple prior weeks of pleasure with her, Andrew giddily regarded Debra as though she was a hot new acquaintance. He fantasized already about fucking her brains out for the next week. Yes, the thought of Debra in his bed was that exciting.



It was always good to start the rotations on a Friday night. That way, the new housemates spent plenty of quality time throughout the weekend to rediscover past revelries and generate new ones. Monday morning usually found all the Chiefs satiated but nearly exhausted and drained. It was good to be a Chief.
---------------------------------
Evette loitered in the lobby. It was late Friday afternoon and she looked forward to her first ever weeklong house-mating with a Chief. Evette was content with her first week as a newly promoted special assistant. Each Chief had been helpful and coached her through the routine administrative duties. Twice each day, she steered the enthusiastic junior assistants into the Chief's office for his stress relief sessions.
On Tuesday, she was Franco's special assistant. At mid-morning, the slated junior assistant arrived for her appointment with Franco. Evette paged him and ushered the junior assistant into the inner office. Emerging later, the junior assistant's makeup was mussed and Evette gave her a sly hand sign to remove some errant spunk from her chin. The assistant finger-gobbled the overflow before giggling her way back to her cubicle workstation.
In the afternoon, another junior assistant appeared, dressed in a plaid skirt and high heels. Her white panties peeked out below the very short hem as she stepped to a waiting seat. Franco emerged in person to warmly greet his appointment. He was obviously delighted for their re-acquaintance as he guided her through his office door with a palm on her nearly bare butt cheek. During the next hour, Evette heard occasional muffled bumps and titters and finally an ascending moan and cry. Soon, the junior assistant departed with a broad smile and sprightly gait. An envious Evette entered Franco's office with end of day paperwork. Franco was seated at his desk. The couch pillows were disarrayed; one was on the floor. A pair of white panties lay crumpled and forgotten on the corner of his desk.
By Thursday, Evette was keen to get in on a stress-relief appointment. During the past year in her role as a junior assistant, she had volunteered for stress reliefs several times a week. She scanned today's roster of requests and discovered that her Chief for the day had asked for a vaginal session. In the past, she had executed only quick blowjobs for this particular Chief and never vaginal. This time, the Chief graciously allocated her a full hour as he guided Evette's seated cowgirl efforts into repeated mutual orgasms.
---------------------
The elevator finally dinged as the doors slid open and a delayed Franco emerged. Evette felt butterflies. She recalled the long moan from Tuesday's stress-reliever and needed to discover what had made that junior assistant so blissful after her time with Franco. Evette faced his way and stood with her hands clasped lightly in front.
Franco couldn't suppress his smile. He was flipping with joy inside. He was thrilled to be Evette's first week-long housemate. The first week with a newly promoted special assistant was always... well, special. No amount of explanation or briefing could prepare the newbie for the intricacies of the Chief's hands-on demonstration of her housemate duties. Franco closed the distance and stood looking down at Evette. She craned her neck to look up at his handsome chiseled face.
Evette was lovely. Thin platinum blond strands swirled about her shoulders and hung way down her back. Her striking light blue eyes were surrounded by muted neutral makeup. Her thin lips were cherry red. Her light sleeveless summer dress clinched her waist and was short enough to display lots of trim toned thighs perched on strapped high heels. Her petite paleness contrasted darkly with the mulatto chocolate coloring of the tall muscular Francis.
"Evette, sorry I was delayed. Hong Kong had problems again. But I am so pleased to see you on time and ready to go. You are ready to go, aren't you?"
"Yes, sir, I had my clothes and toiletries moved to your apartment this afternoon. The concierge said the food and drinks are well stocked. We should be uninterrupted by errands for the next few days. Have I done the right things?"
"Let's hope so. We'll see. Shall we go?"
Franco and Evette departed the lobby and strolled the few blocks to the mid-rise building where TWS maintained their executive residential suites.
Franco's apartment was high enough to provide a decent view, though it was not at the penthouse level. That floor was occupied by Krista with some space reserved for visiting dignitaries and company directors. Franco's apartment consisted of a spacious living room, efficient kitchen and dining alcove and a luxurious bedroom and bath. Although Evette had been thoroughly briefed, Franco reviewed the housemate rules again.
"You have free run of the apartment. My duties with the company are 24/7 and I may often be occupied with those matters. Your responsibility here is to safeguard the quality of my time. I expect you to attend me in all things without hesitation. We will dine together and I may choose to help cook. Otherwise, you will occupy yourself with whatever your responsibilities require."
Franco paused as if expecting Evette to start performing her responsibilities. She was new to this so he carried on with the directives.
"To that end, clothes are so unnecessary. Let's get you more comfortable."
Franco lifted the hem of her skirt and drew the fitted garment over Evette's head. He pulled it high and when it cleared her body, her hair danced down in cascades of ruffled blondness. Evette shook her head to settle the scrambled locks into a smoother coiffure. Franco dipped and pushed her panties onto her thighs. Evette saved the tall Franco from a bothersome stoop by completing the fabric scrap's journey down and off her heels. She held them out to him. Franco tossed the dress towards the living room sofa but he pocketed the panties as another of his housemate inauguration keepsakes.
Franco gazed over the slender figure of beauty displayed before him. Platinum rivulets traced over her face, shadowing the delicate features. Her hair flowed down her shoulders and graced her conical boobs. Their size was moderate and very symmetrical with prominent pointy nipples. Franco flicked and plucked the hard rosy points. Evette twinkled and smiled at his playful touch.
Franco took a step back and dropped his arms to his sides. Evette took the cue, stepping forward and beginning Franco's disrobement. She was respectful of his costly apparel and treated each piece in its proper form. She concurrently performed her initial exploration of the apartment, teasingly drawing out the preparation process.
The jacket, shirt and trousers were hung in the bedroom closet, shoes mounted properly on the shoe tree. Franco's undergarments disappeared in a laundry hamper. Franco enjoyed watching her limber body move about. It was a superb start to his first extended weekend assessment of her. He expected her to return to the living room but instead heard the shower start. Evette appeared in the doorway of the bedroom suite and crooked a finger, calling him to his cleansing.
Franco stepped into the shower followed by a now shorter barefooted Evette. She sponge lathered him from head to toe. Without her heels, she was small next to Franco. She worked his head and shoulders, brushing her wet breasts and groin hard against him as she stretched on tiptoe to reach his height. Franco considerately offered her the same cleansing service, but used his bare hands to swipe body gel on her skin, paying plentiful attention to her cunt, ass and tits. Positioned beneath the shower's warm pulsing jet, they repeated the rubdowns, removing the suds.
Franco decided toweling would be an intolerable interruption. In the shower, he scooped up Evette's ass cheeks and held her pussy high against his abdomen. He duck walked Evette to the bed and simply fell forward onto the comforter with her water-soaked body beneath his. They shared their first kiss ever. She sucked his tongue as she wiggled under his damp bulk, trying to get into position for the impending fuck. Franco moved to brace on forehead and toes, elevating his hips to give her some room but not so much that his chest lost contact with her divine nipples.
Evette reached between and placed Franco's cock tip against her vaginal lips. Franco took a breath through her bath scented hair that enclosed his face. He pressed forward, getting the knob inside. Evette moaned from the stretch of even the initial penetration. Franco pushed harder and employed small reverses until his chubby erection was fully buried. He paused and lifted his face. They exchanged another kiss.
Franco set the pace. Evette noted his rhythm and matched it with clenches and rolls, dragging Franco's cock knob all along her vaginal tube. The sensations for both were heavenly. Franco huffed and puffed to his peak and pumped his first spunk of the weekend into Evette's welcoming body. He collapsed in her hip saddle. As he relaxed, Franco's nose was again engulfed by the shampoo and soap perfumes clinging to Evette's hair and skin. She was lazing her finger tips across his muscled back and shoulders.
Franco thought this was a good introduction to the training regimen. During their subsequent weeks together over the next year, Franco would escalate the physicality of the foreplay. He and the other Chiefs would, in turn, build Evette's tolerance for the crucial proclivities of a promoted field agent. Their profession was rough and worldly. They dealt with lots of unscrupulous people. Sex was a tool and a weapon for achieving TWS mission goals.
But this week would be a chance for Evette to experience her less arduous roles and responsibilities. Franco would give the novice these first weeks in her training year to acclimate to his macho libido as he discovered her particular natural sensual quirks. It was good to be a Chief.
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The jumbo jet bumped from feather smooth to rumbling wheels as it touched down at Philadelphia National Airport. Tatyana saw the surrounding river and marshlands beyond the runways. They reminded her of the Belarus countryside where she had lived her mediocre life of 20 years. The reverse engines lurched her forward in her seat, jostling her breasts, but she was anchored by the lapbelt.
The airplane rolled along the ground for a long time, finally finding its berth among the myriad of airliners. The cabin came alive as passengers netted their carry-ons from the crammed overhead compartments. The file of flight weary people trudged towards the port of entry bureaucracy.
With her rudimentary English and the student VISA in her passport, Tatyana worked her way through the formal gantlet of documents, stamps and questions. Her smile and animated movements charmed her way through the long lines. She exited Customs with her sole valise to the hooting throng awaiting specific passengers. She spotted the handheld sign reading: Tatyana - Golden Dollar Casino.
The uniformed chauffeur took her bag and, holding tightly to her arm, guided her through the terminal to the waiting limousine. As they approached, the passenger door floated open and Tatyana was steered into the rear seat. Her journey was reaching its end.
---------------------
The journey had started in a small neighborhood nightclub. She was one of the finalists in the wet teeshirt contest. Another girl won the vanilla-version titty contest. Regardless, Tatyana was pleased to accept a drink from the mysterious gentleman who complemented her on her crowd appeal and wondered about her future plans. Curious by nature, she listened as he regaled her with tales of a greater world outside Belarus. Having no immediate plans, or prospects, Tatyana was drawn to the idea of a hospitality career in America. The gentleman made casino and stage entertainment, even waitress and staff jobs, sound glamorous. She wanted that dream to come true. She agreed to meet his colleagues for interviews and talent tests.
Tatyana completed the follow-up round of health checks and interviews. Each step towards her dream was a step further from her inhibitions. Each encounter was more salacious. The medical tests evolved from routine exams and lab tests to intimate assessments of her feminine particulars. Male professionals, and sometimes women, evaluated her social and sexual aptitude.
Tatyana fell into an ever darkening world of sexual depravity but stayed focused on the light at the end of the tunnel. She set aside her scruples and kept her eye on the goal: America. She persevered through the trials. Now the prize was in her grasp and she held on tight. The girl from a poor neighborhood in Minsk had arrived safely in the New World after a tumultuous trial of willpower.
---------------------
The gentleman from the Minsk nightclub received Tatyana into the limousine. She had not seen him since that first night. He was all smiles and smirks.
"Tatyana, it's so good to see you again. Here, sit next to me. How was the flight?"
"It was very long but very interesting. It was my first time in an airplane. I am so happy to finally be in America."
"Well, my colleagues and I are also happy you are here. Your work schedule will start soon, after a day or so to recover from the jetlag. In the meantime, we will get you settled into your quarters and orient you to your duties. Speaking of which, now would be a good time to start that orientation."
The gentleman ran his hand along Tatyana's thigh under her loose skirt. Her flesh was warm and smooth. His hand quested higher and found her pantied cameltoe, soft and supple.
"As talent scout and recruiter for Eastern Europe, I identify young women but I let the syndicate specialists screen them for suitability. One perk of my position is conducting the first orientation session once the women arrive here."
The gentleman lightly caressed her womanhood through the silk. He let a frown skitter across his face
"Tatyana, please remove your panties. They are in my way."
Tatyana hesitated but only for a moment. This wasn't unlike the intimate interviews in Minsk. She lifted her ass and slid the silky panties off her legs. She set them on the seat opposite him but the gentleman leaned across, brushing his cheek to her breast as he snatched them up. After a deep sniff, he pocketed the scrap of cloth. They would join the growing trophy panty collection in his office.
The gentleman spoke with quiet authority, "Open your legs a bit."
Tatyana inched her thighs further apart. The gentleman twisted towards her and introduced his long finger to her mouth. Tatyana accepted the digit between her lips and suckled it. The gentleman withdrew it and leaned in for a kiss. As they probed each other's mouth with tongues, the gentleman re-rummaged under Tatyana's skirt and probed her bare cunt lips with his wetted finger.
Tatyana experienced the simultaneous invasion of tongue and finger into her warm, wet openings. The gentleman wiggled the digit until Tatyana yipped as he brushed her G-spot. Target located, he fell into a circle-and-slide motion that provoked that delicate bundle of nerves.
In no time at all, Tatyana peaked and spilled her ecstatic breaths against the gentleman's lips, held tightly there by his other hand behind her head. As Tatyana floated down from her orgasmic perch, she shuddered as her flushed face fell against his shoulder. The gentleman maintained his manual caress in and on her vulva. When he felt her give a last tension-clearing exhale and shiver, he stopped his motion but kept his finger embedded as he talked.
"It appears your file has some accurate information. You can and do orgasm quickly. We will help you learn to manage the timing for maximum effect. But for now, it's my turn to cum. Show me your best blowjob skills."
With a final finger wiggle, the gentleman withdrew. Laying his hands aside, he leaned back and granted Tatyana easy access. She opened her blouse's top buttons to cool her blushing bosom. The gentleman harrumphed and nodded, liking the rosy view. Tatyana should have won that Minsk teeshirt contest but such was the fickle of that audience.
Leaning in, Tatyana unbuckled and unzipped the gentleman. She laid the panels wide. His cock was showing plumpness. Affectionately, she aligned him carefully. With everything in position, she licked and slurped the crown between her lips and sucked. She bobbed cautiously, testing the rigidity of his cock. The gentleman grasped a handful of her wavy dark hair and signaled the initial stroke pace.
Tatyana followed his guidance with long slow dips and sucks. The gentleman let her head go and tilted his own head back against the headrest. Closing his eyes, he relaxed his neck, back, arms and legs totally into the black leather cushions. Tatyana noted his capitulation and fell into her beloved blowjob role. Her tongue, lips, tonsils and hollowed cheeks consecutively massaged the gentleman's swollen organ in a melody of slow-motion actions. Before long, the gentleman was moaning at the top and bottom of each slow stroke. She gave his cock an extra tongue swipe there each time. Tatyana never hurried the pace, stretching out the action while stretching out his erection.
The stretching finally reached its limit and the gentleman broke out pulses of cum into her mouth. The gentleman bounced and jiggled in the seat. His orgasm was strong but he refrained from excessive noise. Tatyana sucked and swallowed. She held him until he noticeably deflated, then searched closely in his groin for any wayward cum strands that might have leaked from her mouth. Finding none, she smiled proudly at her ability to pull forth and preserve a man's essence inside her mouth.
The gentleman smoothed his palms on her head before taking a hair-hold and drawing her up. She refastened his fly as the limousine came to a halt. She quickly adjusted her own clothing. A uniformed doorman held the door as she emerged and gaped upward, awestruck at the twinkling skyscraper that disappeared upward into the dark night. Tatyana lowered her gaze to the tower's sparkling brass and glass entrance. The doorman tipped his cap as he chirped, "Welcome to the Golden Dollar Casino, ma'am. We hope you enjoy your stay". She was pretty sure she would.
--------------------------
Tatyana's suitemate was digging through the closet, trying to find her ruby-red stilettos. The Thai beauty wanted every bit of elevation she could muster when she worked the casino floor. Naturally voluptuous, the added height gave her the hourglass illusion men preferred. And that illusion consequently gave her the increased tips she preferred. It also garnered the profitable opportunities she sought for off-floor activities arranged by the Madam Hostess.
Sippawan had only been in America for a few months. Sippi had not arrived by air as Tatyana had, but disembarked from a boat after a month long journey from Southeast Asia. Her poor family had traded her to a dealer in Bangkok. There were simply too many mouths to feed and Sippi had been old enough to leave home and make her own way in the world. Bundled into a packing container with other indentured women, Sippi had been shipped on a freighter bound for Philadelphia.
Once at sea, the girls were allowed movement about the cabins and bridge decks. They saw the vast expanses of the Pacific Ocean. The jungles of Panama were almost close enough to touch when the freighter trans-shipped the Canal. In the Caribbean, hazy islands slipped past on the horizon. For the final leg up the Delaware River to Camden Yards, the women were confined to the special smuggling container until it cleared inspection by lazy custom officials.
The boring month long voyage had been made bearable by sensual activities with the international crew. Sippawan's nubile beauty quickly attracted the Captain's notice and she became his exclusive companion. Sippi enjoyed the comfort of his private cabin over the far less private common crew quarters. The stacked bunks vibrated noisily day and night as the girls and crewmates engaged in successive off-duty flings.
Sippi exclaimed an "Ah hah!" as she held the red shoes high. She leaned over to slide them on, jostling her unconfined breasts inside the billowy wrap dress. Tatyana saw what the patrons would see when they peered down at Sippi's petite figure with its grand mounds of chest meat. Sippi erected herself and did a slow twirl for Tatyana, the fabric's sparkling sequins drawing attention to the buxom young Asian.
"Do I look okay?"
"You look marvelous, as usual. The guests are going to go wild. What's on your plate tonight?"
"Madam Hostess said I will work the private room. Some lobbyists are hosting a VIP, probably another Congressman. What about you?"
"I already have a private one-on-one session pre-arranged for later tonight. Until then, I will be a cocktail hostess on the gaming floor."
The women completed their preening and preparations and departed for their respective assignments. As they were navigating the hallways, they passed Rachel. She was stunning with her red hair, star blue eyes and statuesque build. Her large bauble earrings and necklace swayed and bounced against her freckled skin. The women exchanged brief pleasantries. Rachel was always friendly and inquisitive but rather reticent about her own past. The others suspected her past life had been violent or abusive which she preferred to forget about within these glamorous settings.
Tatyana listened as the Floor Supervisor reminded them about their rules and roles. Keep the patrons just intoxicated enough to play riskily but ease back on the alcohol if they showed signs of becoming too inebriated to continue losing money. Be lavish but subtle with the boob presses and cleavage lean-ins. The house made its money on a cut of the gambling takes. Any tips the waitresses could keep completely for themselves. After shift special liaisons were allowed and even encouraged but must be approved by the Madam Hostess who handled the fee collection. The split was a fair 50-50 between the girl and the house.
Tatyana worked through her shift, rather enjoying the game of tease as she brushed against and flirted with the gamblers. Throughout the evening her tip glass was filled as she skillfully worked the crowd of pudgy, jolly gentlemen.
The Floor Supervisor signaled her. "You need to wrap it up and get ready for your private special liaison upstairs." Tatyana deposited her tips with the Cashier and made her way to the elevators and her next assignment of the evening.
---------------------
Sippawan tottered about the VIP Room on her precious stiletto heels, serving as the sole hostess to a group of male guests. They wore expensive suits which covered fat bodies despoiled by years of excess food and drink. Their boisterous discussions invoked comparisons between reduced campaign donations and immigration laws run amok. The Congressional Commission on Immigration Reform was ready to recommend changes that would be detrimental to certain business interests.
Sippi was busy dispensing drinks and hot appetizers as she used her charms to brighten the atmosphere and distract her guests. The evening had started with the usual boob brushes and giggles at stupid jokes and proceeded to furtive hands swiping her ass and thighs.
"Gentlemen, please, I am an elected official representing all the voters. I simply can't bend policy for a few special interests. There are moral issues to consider. We can't allow business interests to exploit for mere profit these poor people who stray upon our shores."
"Yes, Commissioner, but you also need to stay elected and that requires campaign donations. Those donations come from profitable businesses. There must be a practical balance."
The immigration policy debate seemed to be winding down. Sippi noted that the one tall, fit and handsome gentleman was motioning the others to stand and begin their farewells. He addressed their guest.
"Commissioner, I think we understand each other's interests. We will do our duty to our clients. We hope you will do your duty to your voters but especially your duty to your integrity. We will leave for now but please relax and enjoy the remainder of your evening as our special guest. We will be in touch."
Everyone shuffled past the guest of honor to say their farewells as they headed for the door. The lead gentleman guided all the others through the exit. He waivered at the door as the Commissioner turned his attention to the VIP hostess remaining with him.
"So, darling, what's your name?"
"Sippawan, but everyone calls me Sippi."
"Sippi...I like that. Where are you from?"
"Thailand."
"Ahh... Thailand... the treasures of Angkor Wat! I've heard about those."
"Well, yes, sir, but Angkor Wat is in Cambodia, a neighboring country."
"Oh, I see. I guess my geography is a little rusty."
The Commissioner examined Sippi's geography with its curves and coves. He had told his hosts that he preferred redheads. But variety was the spice of life and this buxom little Asian in her red stilettos and tight-fitting sequined gown looked pretty spicy.
"Come sit on my lap, Sippi. Let's get better acquainted. You can teach me about the treasures of Thailand."
The tall, handsome leader of the lobbyists closed the door behind him and was satisfied with the direction of that conversation. Sippi was left alone with the Commissioner.
-----------------------
Outside, the lobby group in the hallway exchanged their own parting comments. The tall, handsome leader of the group held back as the others approached the elevator. When the elevator arrived they all boarded but him.
"Coming, Jack?"
"Naw... ya'all go on ahead. I have other matters that need my attention."
The others snickered as the elevator doors closed. Jack represented a new lobby group in town and seemed well funded. They had eagerly facilitated Jack's introduction to the Commissioner in exchange for a slice of the campaign donation. Every one of them understood lobbyists' budgets got scant scrutiny. Thus the habitual expense entry of a 'special liaison' for the target politician could easily hide a second 'special liaison' for themselves. Nobody lifted an eyebrow. Their clients wanted results, not audits. Jack's 'other matters' were very familiar to them. They headed to the casino floor to seek their own pleasures.
When Jack was alone, he dialed the Madam Hostess.
"Yes, ma'am, this is Jack. I booked the VIP Room for my guest. No... No... everything is going fine. It's just that I found out my guest has some distinct peccadillos. He is really into having two women at once; one to service him while the other one watches. He really likes redheads. I know its short notice but this guest is very important to my firm's success...Do you have a girl available, a redhead?... Great! How much?... Really!... She's only going to watch!... Sure, sure, okay, I'm not really in a position to bargain the price. Please hurry, though. I left him alone in the room with the VIP hostess and they seemed to be getting friendly rather quickly. Thanks."
With those arrangements in place, Jack set off for his own rendezvous. He needed to keep his cover story intact by playing out the role of a lobbyist that cheated on his expense account. He must go through with his 'other matter' appointment. It was just Jack's way of being thorough and 'taking one for the team'.
------------------------
Tatyana waited in a hospitality suite high in the residential tower. There was a knock on the door and she took one last turn in front of the mirror for a final check of her appearance. Knockout or stunningly elegant: either would best describe her. Her dark, wavy hair was in an up-style with tendrils dangling to frame her perfectly made up face. Her red lipstick contrasted the smoky dark eye-shadow. The green silky dress clung to her hourglass physique and ended fashionably just above her knees.
She opened the door to a tall, broad shouldered man in a dark suit. He was ruggedly handsome with an air of athleticism.
"Hi" he said.
"Hi... Are you my guest? I am expecting Jack."
"That's me. And you are...?"
"Tatyana. Please come in." She stepped aside and perused Jack as he entered the room. From front or behind, head to toe, Jack was one handsome dude. Sometimes a girl just got lucky. Tatyana closed and secured the door, then motioned Jack to a chair.
"Can I get you something? A drink, perhaps?"
"Sure, that would be nice. I like scotch, neat, no ice."
Jack watched Tatyana waltz across the room. Her strapped heels propped her toned legs and bounced her stride. Her braless boobs jiggled beneath the dress's revealing bodice as her hips sashayed across to the service bar. Her ass was trim and compact beneath the taut fabric, inferring a snug fitting cunt. 'This job certainly had its perks' thought Jack. He imagined his colleagues guffawing about 'taking one for the team'. Sometimes a guy just got lucky.
Tatyana returned with his drink and held it towards him as she leaned in subtly inviting him to take a long look down her cleavage. Even as he gripped the glass, she lingered in the hold. Jack reached his other hand around her butt and drew her closer. He set the drink on the side table. Tatyana slid her trim ass sidesaddle into his lap, her lips slid across his cheek, and then her tongue slid between their conjoined lips. The first kiss was heavenly. It went on and on as neither one wanted to let go of the sensation.
Jack's hand smoothed a caress on Tatyana's rump as his other now drink-free hand slid up Tatyana's side and cupped her weighty tit through the dress, bouncing, squeezing and kneading it. Questing further, his hand burrowed inside her slack dress top and felt the warm skin surrounding and supporting her puffy nipple. His thumb alternately circled and swept across her areolae, getting a nub stiffening reaction.



Jack was feeling his own appendage stiffening, trapped beneath Tatyana's warm bottom. He broke the kiss to move things along. Tatyana was of a similar mind and began loosening Jack's tie and shirt collar. Her hands went inside and brushed his chest and nipples. Jack held her hand still and looked in her eyes.
"Could you please remove your dress before removing my clothes? Can you do that for me?"
Tatyana nodded slowly as she held eye contact. She retained the steady gaze as she stood and reached behind for her dress zipper. Her hands descended unseen as the dress top fell away and revealed her breasts to Jack. They swayed beneath her chest as she leaned over to push the dress down her legs. She was panty-less and shaven. Her trim tanned legs needed no nylon hose to flesh out their natural color and smoothness.
Tatyana sank to her knees before Jack and continued to unbutton his shirt. The belt, zipper and shoes were similarly unfastened as her boobs swayed and jiggled while she worked. Standing, she pulled Jack up and finished his disrobing, carefully attending to each article, hanging, folding, stacking them at the bedside dresser.
Tatyana returned to stand in front of Jack, her arms hanging limply, offering a willingness to satisfy Jack's desires as he saw fit. Jack was tall but the high heels Tatyana still wore helped even the difference. He picked at Tatyana's hair clips and let her tresses fall about her shoulders. He cupped her chin and drew her in for another smoldering kiss. She ran her arms about his neck and held him tight. His arms circled her back and pressed her wondrous fleshy globes into his muscled chest.
Then Jack's hands descended to cup Tatyana's ass cheeks. He lifted her as she encircled her thighs around his waist and locked her high heels behind him. He carried her to the bed and lay her gently down, still tenderly ensconced in her pelvic saddle.
Tatyana wiggled her hips around until her cunt lips found his hard and swollen cock tip. Jack cooperated with the alignment and they worked together easing Jack's cock inward. Jack's initial impression that her tight ass should signal a tight cunt was validated by the natural warmth, wetness and compression that surrounded his buried erection. The lovers were loath to make any vigorous motions just yet. They reveled in the divine closeness of the other's body. They played tongue tag. Only an occasional hip jog or thigh twist interrupted the calm of their intimate juncture.
Slowly, the urge grew and small movements became longer movements. Time ticked on as the longing for more sensation caused them to increase the moves. Jack was becoming more active with longer cock strokes. Tatyana was ensnared beneath Jack's lean bulk. Jack did his best to brace his weight above her but savored his masculine control over Tatyana. He plowed gracefully deep inside her. Their sweat dampened skins slipped about between them arousing them even more.
Tatyana was trying hard to regulate her rush to the peak. She had been practicing orgasm control these past months, marching lockstep with her often inebriated liaisons' slow rise to orgasm. Jack was not impaired by anything; he was simply chocked full of raw manly stamina.
Tatyana was unable to hold out. With a sudden cry of delight, her cunt rippled and pulsed as she jogged her trapped hips trying to draw Jack into her spiraling ascension. As she crossed the pinnacle, Jack slowed and waited for her tense and vibrating body to calm and soften back into the mattress.
"Was it good?" he asked.
"Yes" she murmured with a dazed look in her eyes.
Jack lay still and watched her face until he saw her eyes clear. He began a slow sensual stroke that brought that contented look back to Tatyana's face.
"Tatyana, don't hold it in. I like it when you cum. I like pleasing you."
Within minutes, Tatyana peaked again, then twice more over the next hour. After that, Jack became a thrusting machine. He pounded her relentlessly, bumping his pubic bone hard against hers. His breath quickened and he arched high with a howl as he disgorged volumes of warm cum into Tatyana's receptive core.
They lay quiescent after that, lightly conjoined until Jack's prick deflated and slowly slinked out. Yet neither disentangled from the missionary embrace, content to catnap in that position until their time was over and Jack must depart.
---------------------
Rachel knocked on the VIP Room door. No response. She knew she was expected. Madam Hostess had hurried her there to watch two immature adults perform innate sexual acts. She needn't stand waiting in the hallway but habitual courtesy demanded it. Overcoming that subconscious rule of manners, Rachel finally turned the knob and walked in.
They were lounged together in a cushioned recliner. The corpulent Commissioner had his briefs on but was otherwise nude. His erection was poking partly through the fly. Sippawan still retained much of her clothes and her red heels, albeit the dress back zipper was fully open. They had been petting like high school teenagers. Sippi's fingertips held the Commissioner's exposed cock crown. He had one hand between her legs under her dress and the other arm wrapped around her back, hand obscured under the loosed top, palming her tit. They looked up and giggled at Rachel in the open doorway.
"Oops, busted!" said Sippi. That got a boyish tither from the Commissioner.
Rachel closed and secured the door. Her role was to watch, so she positioned a chair across from them and sat to observe the spectacle. She swept her hair behind each ear. Rachel fiddled with her earrings and clicked hidden buttons that activated the pinhole video cameras embedded in the jewelry. She similarly brushed her necklace broach and activated the third camera. Total Woman Security was about to entrap the Commissioner and gain advantage for their client.
The Commissioner eyed his newest guest. He did like redheads and Rachel was truly lovely with her thick wavy auburn hair, blue eyes and freckled skin. He felt his cock stiffen more. So did Sippi. She expanded her caresses down over the crown rim and onto his shaft. Her circled thumb and index finger slid up over the corona and down again, stimulating the widest ring of nerves on the knob. The Commissioner liked that and hummed a happy little tune as Sippi worked.
While Sippi was busy getting the Commissioner hard, the Commissioner was taking an interest in Rachel. He gazed at her blue eyes that gazed steadily back at his. Rachel pursed and licked her red lips, swallowed, her neck muscles cycling. The Commissioner looked lower. Rachel's well-endowed cleavage was clasped in the dress's built-in bra, lifting and compressing her freckled orbs. She sat with legs crossed, the skirt riding up her elegant toned thighs cased in sheer hose. The sight was getting the Commissioner harder and he was breathing a little more rapidly, a neutral expression frozen on his face.
Rachel noted the Commissioner's interest and smoothly re-crossed her legs, flashing a glimpse of white thong cameltoe beneath the sea-foam chiffon cocktail dress. The Commissioner eyes darted down then floated back to Rachel's face. Maintaining eye-contact with Rachel, he moved his lips near Sippi's ear and whispered. Sippi moved her head back and nodded with a grin. She shifted back a bit and waited as the Commissioner disengaged his boob filled hand and took his arm off her shoulder. Sippi slid down; loosing contact with the Commissioner's other hand palming her vulva.
Squared up on the floor between his knees, Sippi pulled the elastic waistband of the Commissioner's briefs over his prick and down his legs. His erection was semi-soft. Sippi kneeled up and shrugged her unzipped dress off her shoulders. It pooled in a ring around her waist, the skirt already hiked up on her ass and thighs. Her rotund breasts were mounted high and firm on her chest. The Commissioner saw her movements in his peripheral vision but maintained his stare into Rachel's eyes across the room.
Sippi noted his indifference for her latest exposure and glanced back across her shoulder at Rachel, making a quick scowl. Returning to the job at hand, Sippi used both hands to surround the Commissioner's cock and ran them up and down his length.
The Commissioner felt Sippi's caress but still stared at redheaded Rachel. Rachel adjusted her dress top, pulling it out and down until the upper edge of her areoles were even with the edge of the dress's bodice. She wetted her right index finger. Her other index finger hooked the left bodice cup and drew the material lower exposing her entire large rose disk to view. It was oversized even for her generous boobs. Her wetted finger began to circle the sensitive rim.
The Commissioner's eyes dilated at the erotic vista before him. His hands clasped the sides of Sippi's head and drew her mouth to his cock. Sippi proceeded to lap, suck and bob on the Commissioner's engorged prick.
Meanwhile, Rachel broke gaze and watched her finger work its magic, getting the little nub to rise at the center of the uncommonly big smooth disks. When she glanced back at the Commissioner's face, his eyes were steady, not blinking, but his neck rippled as he swallowed one time. His hands still bracketed Sippi's head.
In his mesmeric daze, the Commissioner was unconsciously directing Sippi's motions, guiding the pace and length of strokes, masturbating himself with the Thai beauty's lips. Rachel watched his face. His fat creased chest rose and fell as his breathing increased. His puffy face was growing flush. He continued to lock stares with Rachel.
Rachel now hooked both index fingers in her bodice and drew it completely down, framing and uplifting both orbs with the tightly stretched fabric. Her exposed breasts lay heavy on her chest. She wetted both index fingers and rubbed both areolas in synchronized circles.
The Commissioner gave a huff and a puff, pushed Sippi's head completely onto his stiff prick and bellowed out. Sippi gave a start on the first shot, then coped skillfully with the staccato flow of sperm jetting into her mouth. She swallowed between bursts and mirrored the Commissioner's movements as his hips jiggled in orgasmic tremors on the chair.
The Commissioner finally laid still, eyes staring. Then he suddenly blinked with a fog clearing single head shake. He looked down where Sippi was softly suckling his deflating erection. He stirred to sit upright from his post-coitus slouch. Rachel sat motionless, patiently in pose, fingers touching her nubs. She broke the silence.
"Commissioner, did my performance please you?"
"Yes, Red, that was very good."
Sippi was again dismayed at the Commissioner's lack of consideration for her oral efforts.
"Then I believe I am finished here and must attend to my next guest. Will you excuse me?"
The Commissioner nodded and waved a back-handed dismissal at Rachel. He now noticed Sippi. His ardent urgency was past and he had Sippi's company for the rest of a leisurely evening. As the door closed behind Rachel, Sippi cuddled back in the Commissioner's lap. He palmed her exposed nearest boob and giggled again like a schoolboy. Sippi wanted the Commissioner to next fuck her cunt, seated or prone, no difference. She wanted her own orgasm.
Rachel strolled contented down the hallway. At the elevator, she pressed the call button and watched the numbers countdown to her floor. The doors slid opened; the car was occupied by a tall, broad shouldered man in a dark suit. He was ruggedly handsome with an air of athleticism.
"Hi" he said.
Rachel stepped in, leaned over to press the ground floor button but found it already lit. She turned to face the closing doors and the car continued its descent.
"Did you get good video?' he asked.
Rachel looked up and over at him. She leaned up on her toes and pecked his cheek.
"All we should need" she said.
Rachel slipped her hand in his and continued to face the doors. The elevator stopped and opened. Jack and Rachel crossed the gaming floor and walked out the front lobby entrance, hand in hand, headed for their post-mission safe room in another hotel.
Rachel hoped that Jack had not given his all to the cover-story hostess upstairs. She was in the mood for some 'me-time', that period during missions when the TWS operatives lay low until things firmed up or the heat blew over. She had plans for the next few days of waiting. She wanted to be laid low under Jack as his firmness blew her heat away... again and again.
-----------------------------------
Phones and conversation echoed in the background. The Commissioner sat at his broad desk, surrounded by photos and plaques commemorating his service to his electorate. He opened the large plain brown package marked: Confidential. Inside were a series of photos and a DVD disk. The photos showed him seated in a chair, naked, getting a full on blowjob from a half dressed kneeling Oriental girl. Her face was hidden, buried in his groin. His face stared at the camera impassive until it suddenly exploded in a cry of ecstasy.
An enclosed one page typewritten letter simply stated:
'Dear Commissioner,
Please reserve 2 - 3 PM Thursday afternoon for a private meeting in your office. We want to discuss some necessary changes to the proposed Immigration Reform Bill. See you then.
The Business Employers' Alliance'
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Leona lounged in the Commissioner's inner office. She had been waiting since before dawn. Her meeting was set for 9 AM but she had been sneaked in early before watchful eyes and keen ears knew she was there. There was a bustle in the outer office. Two uniformed men entered.
One was older, still visibly fit but filling his uniform with the chubby baggage caused by years of politics: moderate alcohol, fine food and deskbound forbearance of popularly elected fools. He wore the epaulette stars of the Commissioner for Game Parks and Zoological Resources.
The second man drew Leona's instant respect. Ramrod tall and lithe, even his shapeless standard uniform couldn't hide the muscular power sleekly covering his angular frame. His magenta ebony complexion, high cheek-bones and long limbs said Maasai warrior. His easy smile and manner said 'professional elite'. One shoulder patch held the flag of Kenya: three bands of color emblazoned with crossed spears and indigenous shield. The other shoulder patch showed crossed elephant tusks arching a deadly lion paw with extended claws; it was underwritten with 'KAR APU'.
The Kenyan Africa Rifles were formed a century ago by the British colonials. From the start, they were recruited and trained to shield their friends and chastise their enemies. Deep mutual respect between the KAR and colonial administrations kept the KAR loyal and well provisioned. At independence, the new government demanded the loyalty of all citizens and officials. It prudently requested the KAR for theirs. In exchange for pledges of autonomy to recruit and train only the best, the officers and men of the KAR swore an oath to defend the new nation. Mutual fear and respect kept the pact secure.
When ivory and rhino horn poaching became incredibly lucrative, it inevitably corrupted the politicians and emboldened the well-armed poaching gangs. The only possible counter-force was the KAR. Thus was established the KAR's response, elite striker teams within its Anti-Poaching Unit, the APU.
Captain Sankale brightly greeted Leona and shook her hand. At the touch, Leona's heart skipped a beat; the missing beat reflected in her clitoris. Her exhaustive carnal training under the tutelage of TWS Chiefs usually kept a tight grasp on her passions. She knew her job. But her deportment faltered in the presence of this remarkable alpha male. Leona stared starry-eyed without speaking.
The Commissioner coughed, breaking the spell. Sankale smirked and offered a gentleman's hand guiding Leona to her chair. The three sat in the office's casual side-setting. Chai tea was served from a vacuum canister. The Commissioner reviewed the mission parameters and objectives.
Poaching was decimating the elephant and rhino herds in Kenya. Raw ivory and rhino horn was in huge demand in eastern and southeastern Asia, home to a third of the world's human population. The decorative uses of ivory and the purported sexual potency of powdered rhino horn garnered profits rivaling those of illegal drugs. But where drugs were manufactured at many places around the world, East and Southern Africa were near monopolies on the supply of elephant ivory and rhino horn.
"You need to understand that we cannot simply arrest or assassinate the ring leader of the whole poaching network. Not only is he surrounded by armed body guards but he has bought powerful friends within the government. We don't want a gunfight with collateral damage or a political scandal.
"We want to 'detain' Maina Gathau surreptitiously and extract useful information on his network of poachers and politicians. We will deal quietly with those bad actors in our own good time and in our own unique ways. Poaching will diminish as the players melt away, one by one.
"The 'Elephant', that's Maina's nickname, is a Safari Rally booster and fan. Your opportunity is this weekend. Get him isolated from his bodyguards and Captain Sankale and his team will take care of things. Can you do that?"
Leona confidently affirmed her ability to complete the mission. Hands were shaken all around. Leona's clit buzzed again when she touched Captain Sankale.
---------------------------------------
Leona stretched her long chocolate legs out in front of her. She was lazed back in an entry lounge sofa of the Utali Hotel. She perused the crowd. Nairobi was always crowded but now during the East African Safari Rally, the place was literally packed. Rally drivers, team owners, mechanics, support personal of all types, tourists, rally enthusiasts and news reporters were everywhere. Money flooded every hotel and bar. The cash registers sopped it up. Then, of course, there was the informal economy: the curio dealers and prostitutes. They provided the cover for Leona and Kagema, her TWS Field Operative team mate. Leona could both blend in and stand out. Her natural beauty outclassed every other woman in the room. She could easily snare any male in the city. But her particular quarry was the 'Elephant', Maina Gathau.
A commotion on the sidewalk spilled inside. A huge man, fat and laughing, sloshed into the lobby. He was submerged in a sea of flashbulbs, reporters and prostitutes. Maina Gathau had made his customary gaudy entrance.
"Gathau, how do you think your team will fare in the rally leg tomorrow?"
"They will win that one, just as they won today!"
"The competition is very tough and they won't go down easily."
"Fuck the competition! We are the BEST!"
The tittering mass stumbled towards the bar. As the 'herd' stumbled past Leona, Gathau's face lost some of its joviality as he caught her eye...and her glowing face ringed by a perfect coiffure, the generous cleavage exposed atop the fashionable strapless dress, the tight waist flaring to luxurious hips and the long smooth legs terminating at her polished stiletto heels. The crowd carried him forward but his head swiveled as he moved, staring at this priceless image of cock stiffening grandeur. He seated himself where he could look past his sycophants and scan her lust-building splendor at will.
Leona noted the Elephant's attention and prepared to execute stage two. Her teammate, Kagema, dressed as a hotel waiter, brought her another drink, and 'accidently' spilled it on her lap. Leona jumped up screeching.
"You bloody oaf! You've ruined my dress!"
Everyone looked at the scene, including Gathau, who came to her 'rescue'. Gathau had not become who he was without knowing when to pounce for the kill after stalking the prey.
Gathau shoved Kagema out of the way. Kagema melded into the gathering throng of bystanders as Gathau peered sympathetically at Leona.
"Are you okay?"
"Yes, I'm okay...NO...not really. My dress is stained. It's very costly and I can't afford to just throw it away. I need to clean it up quickly."
"Please, let me help. You can clean it in my suite upstairs."
"Well, I don't know..."
"It will be fine. Bring a friend to accompany you for your own piece of mind."
Leona gave in. She had reinforced her cover by chatting up a prostitute. Leona motioned her to join them. They followed Gathau to the elevator. The trio rode it high into the upper stories; then exited into a plush hallway. Gathau carded a door lock which opened for them. He ushered Leona inside and, behind her back, barred the 'friend' from entering. Gathau handed the 'friend' a night's worth of trick money and motioned her back to the elevator as he closed and locked the door.
The suite was luxurious with a main room and separate bed and bath. Leona repaired to the bath where she doffed and rinsed the dress. She emerged in a terry bathrobe. Leona joined Gathau on the sofa looking out the expansive windows at the lights of Nairobi twinkling below.
Gathau offered her wine, which she declined. She sat sideways on folded legs and looked him in the face. Gathau thought that was very bold of Leona...and very alluring. His blood warmed even more. He wanted to discover Leona's story...and the rst of her.
"Do you come to Nairobi often?"
"I live in America. I came here to go on safari to the game parks but apparently arrived in the middle of this silly rally. You boys and your toys! All the tours are booked and I will probably return to America without seeing any wild animals."
"That is not right. A pretty lady like you deserves to get nice things. I happen to be combining watching the rally with some business south of Lake Magadi in the lower Rift Valley. Why don't you ride along? We will probably see many wild animals."
Leona hugged Gathau's neck and pecked his cheek.
"Really? You would do that for me? Oh, aren't you my knight in shining armor!"
Gathau turned into her face and captured her lips with his. Leona returned the sentiment and rested her hand on his groin. He burrowed under the robe's flaps and handled her glorious breasts. Leona smiled; the night was proceeding as planned. She took Gathau's other hand, rose and led him to the bedroom.
Gathau stood by the bed. Leona took her time removing his clothes. He was a very fat man and the skin was craggy and ribbed where his clothing's belts and elastic straps constricted it. When he was nude, she laid him out face up in bed. There was no way she was allowing this crushing mound of blubber to mount her from the top during their coupling.
Leona dropped her robe. She was topless and the panties promptly disappeared also. She crawled on the mattress and kneeled up between Gathau's spread legs. His cock was proportional to the rest of his bulky body. Leona held it with both hands. She stroked along its length and it grew even bigger. This was going to be a challenge but TWS Operatives were the best in the world and conquering challenges was their approach to life.
Leona held the blubbery rod vertical and leaned in to kiss the knob. She opened her jaws and tested its size between her teeth. It would pass okay and she could suck to add pressure but there was no spare room for tongue rubs. Deep throating would be just possible if she really focused.
Preliminary plans complete, Leona set to work. She bobbed slowly along its length, getting two-thirds in before the tip bumped her tonsils. Several minutes passed but Gathau was not showing signs of attaining his peak. In fact, he was making little hip jogs, signaling her to take it all in. Leona thought 'Well, here we go...'
Leona took a deep breath and slid down, felt the tip at her tonsils and kept going. The knob pushed past and into her throat. Her lips surrounded the base of the Elephant's massive dick. She pulled it out and set an intermittent rhythm that would gain Gathau his orgasm and allow Leona her oxygen.
Three full mouth strokes, an elongated throat plunge with swallowing ripples, then back up for breath and repeat. Leona counted five repetitions and heard Gathau's breathing get heavy. She cycled another round and Gathau was grunting out the breaths. One more cycle and Gathau blustered his breaths and moaning loudly. On the next throat plunge, he bellowed and Leona felt a gush of liquid splash into her throat. She pulled up and the next ropes filled her mouth. She swallowed and her vacated oral space was replenished with more man juice. The following blasts were less voluminous. Leona had been able to control the stream and naught had spilled from her mouth.
Leona let his meat shrink in her mouth and then laid the flaccid organ 'pointing north' on his belly. She climbed up and rested atop him, straddling his abdomen with her legs. Her bodacious body draped his chest with her bounteous breasts. She laid her head under his chin. They both dozed off.
During the night, Leona awoke to an aroused Gathau. Knowing that another blowjob would not satisfy his lust, she straddled his thighs and played with his cock until it was time to go further. She elevated her hips, shuffled forward and let him slide into her cunt. Gathau was fully awake and clasped her nipples for some rolls and pulls.
Leona had two-thirds of Gathau embedded when his tip hit her cervix. Her training included lessons on what to do next but she had very limited practice in its execution. She took a deep cleansing breath to relax as much as possible and bore down. Gathau's knob squeezed through her cervix and entered her deeper womb chamber. Gathau groaned loud and long. The Elephant was accustomed to this oft-needed technique but every time was a fresh delight.
Leona drew her hips up until the knob rim was just above her womb ring. She fluttered there, using her cervical band to massage the sensitive shaft area just below the crown. Gathau grunted again, repeatedly, and with louder and quicker bursts.
Leona knew the drill and continued the stimulations as Gathau's ardor rose higher. Finally, he shuddered; his muscles clenched and quaked, sloshing his portly gut. His spunk pulsed into her deepness as Leona lessened the motions and rode out his orgasm.
Gathau lay quiescent and Leona waited until his shaft and knob deflated to a reasonable size that she was able to slide it out without risking injury. Gathau's essences trickled from Leona with the retraction of his cock. She lay next to him as they claimed more sleep before dawn.
Gathau was eating his breakfast when Leona emerged from the bath, dressed in khaki safari jacket, pants and boots. Today, Leona would travel south with Gathau, pursuing the wild game that was promised.
"Thank you for the outfit, it fits perfectly."
Gathau also thought it fit perfectly. With Leona's help, he had called the in-hotel store with her sizes. While she preened in the bath, he had recalled the concierge to have the order altered to one size smaller. Leona's perfect tits and ass were perfectly revealed by the stressed fabrics. Gathau was already feeling his own pants stressed by his half-erection. He considered her display good foreplay for an expected repeat fuck later today.
Outside the hotel, Gathau's Range Rover waited. When the pair climbed in, a curios street vendor ran to Leona's window and thrust in a carved ebony elephant.
"Do you like this elephant, ma'am?"
"Maybe. What is the price?"
"Almost free, ma'am. 15,000 shillings."
"Almost free, huh? Will you take 5,000?"
"Please, madam, I have children to feed. Won't you offer more?"
Leona held out 10,000 shillings. The vendor dropped the elephant in her lap and snatched the money, scurrying away into the crowd. Leona placed the carved wooden elephant, complete with the hidden GPS tracker, onto the backseat. Kagema had been the archetypical street vendor and the planting the device had gone smoothly. Kagema could now track Leona and Gathau's route and execute a clean snatch when they were isolated out in the bush.
The beautiful country-side glided past as Leona was escorted by Gathau into the southern ranges of the Rift Valley. Despite the prerequisites of the mission, Leona was truly captivated by the variety of wild game and domestic animals. Giraffes, gazelle, wildebeests, warthogs, hyenas and even a few remaining elephants and rhinos grazed and cavorted, interspersed with cattle herds and their vigilant Maasai caretakers. It was just as the brochures and magazines had portrayed it.
They passed groups of spectators listening for the approaching growl of the Safari Rally racecars that would dash and splash their way along today's leg of the contest. Gathau turned onto a road that led to a higher hillock where they could scan the vast countryside in all directions. Gathau stopped the car. The second car carrying his body guards stopped behind him.
The Elephant's lust had been percolating all morning. He watched the bumps in the uneven road roll Leona's ass in the bucket seat and jostle her tits in the form-hugging jacket. This seclusion was a good place to pick up where last night had ended. He gripped her hair at the back of her head and drew her in for a kiss. Leona rubbed his groin.
"Gathau, I want you too, baby, but let's find a less exposed place. Drive over behind that little knoll where we will find our whole new world of exhilaration. Tell your bodyguards to wait here. We won't be long...or we might be." She giggled and gave his cock another rub.
Gathau radioed his chase car to stay put while he took care of some personal business. This was the usual routine whenever the Elephant travelled with a feminine mate. Sometimes he simply fucked the woman in the backseat as one of the guards drove his car. But the bodyguards had seen Leona's extraordinary beauty arouse Gathau's consuming desire. They understood he craved her uninhibited absorption of his lust.
Gathau started the engine and gunned down the side track. As he rounded the blind corner, the Elelphant gave a mouse like squeak of surprise. The car skidded to a stop before ramming into a herd of Maasai cattle meandering in the path. He tooted the horn for the attending Maasai to clear the path. The dozen young Maasai men calmly rapped the cattle's backs with their 8-foot long spears to move them off the road. On signal, the four young men closest Gathau's car dropped their spears and raised concealed automatic weapons all aimed at Gathau's head.
"Out of the car, Gathau. This is the end of the road for you. We are taking you into custody. We have comrades waiting to show you a 'whole new world of exhilaration'."
The Maasai leader watched his team hustle Gaithau into a waiting cargo van. It drove off. The tall Maasai leader turned to Leona. It was Captain Sankale, KAR APU.
"Ma'am, we are deeply in your debt. The public won't know of your exceptional assistance these past few days but they will someday see an increase in their prosperity from the tourism generated by bigger game herds."
The handsome captain saluted Leona and followed his covert team off the hill, another battle-site in this contemporary commercial conflict. Leona watched him leave. She experienced uncommon regret. He was just a beautiful man she had met twice and would probably never see again. Yet her stomach was filled with butterflies. Her teammate Kagema opened the door and slid into the driver seat.
"Leona, are you okay? How do you feel?"
"I feel dirty, inside and out. The Elephant was really gross! I need a break, a little 'me-time' to purge the last few days from my memory and my soul."
"There's a remote safari camp a few hours from here, very posh. Think you can hold it together 'til then?"
"Sounds great. Let's go." The TWS team exited the battle-site.
The Maasai herders brushed away the departed strike teams' tire tracks and moved their cattle away from the site of the snatch.
The bodyguards were impatient. The Elephant had been out-of-sight too long. They followed his tire tracks beyond the hill. The tracks ended at the path of a cattle crossing. No car, no tracks, no Elephant. They searched around on foot but found nothing.
A quick conference ensued. Mutual consensus determined that prudence was the better part of valor. They would simply melt back into their homes and forget they were ever involved with the Elephant.
Far away from the bodyguards' cowardly desertion, Kagema steered the purloined Range Rover along their escape route and the TWS team mates trekked to their night lodgings.
The Taita Hills Safari Camp was everything advertised. Kagema and Leona soaked off the dust and sweat of the day in the hot tub. Fruited cocktails in big glasses took the edge off their nerves under umbrella shaded lounges at the pool. Hot and cold running waiters attended them. The camp sported 8 cabins and the facilities were not crowded or overused.
The gourmet dinner was divine. Kagema wore linen shirt, cotton slacks with loafers. Leona dressed in a strapless colorful wrap dress that left her shoulders, arms and legs exposed to a delighted Kagema. They relaxed inside the mosquito netted pavilion as the African dusk wrought another night with its howls, growls and chirps, foretelling the approaching night cycle of hunter and hunted.



A lion roared in the darkness beyond the hotel boma. Leona mused that one of her namesakes had also succeeded in stalking and seizing her prey, rendering the prize up for disposal by her pride. Gazelle or Gathau, it was pretty much the same primal circle of life.
When the wine bottle was empty and the candles withered to stubs, the team-mates linked hands and retired to their cabin. It was definitely 'me-time'.
This was an obligatory event for them both. It was Kagema's responsibility as Leona's team mate to help her shed the recollections of her stint in Gathau's bed. Leona needed to re-establish her poise and be primed for the next possible mission. The first 24 hours were critical before her long-term memory compiled and stored the grotesque things she had endured. Those experiences must be overwritten with newer blissful memories.
Leona undressed Kagema. Kagema pulled the single fabric knot above Leona's breasts and lifted away the one piece cover. Leona had a magnificent body and Kagema embraced her in a lip- scorching kiss. Their hands swiped backs, butts and limbs. Leona's breasts rolled on Kagema's chiseled chest. He carried her to the waiting bed. She lay on her back with Kagema positioned above her.
Leona placed Kagema for entry. He was gentle with his strokes and thrusts. Leona reveled in the concern and care he showed. She let the stimulations perk her passion and her first orgasm since arriving in Africa was a tremendous start to her full recovery. The next two orgasms added distance to the soul-searching safari. Leona's thoughts drifted unrestrained to dreams of ruggedly handsome Captain Sankale, naked above her, thrusting in her, firing her passions as he trapped her powerfully under his body.
Kagema sensed Leona's dreaming mind was elsewhere. That meant he was performing his duty well. Leona was successfully using him to cleanse repulsive images of Gathau from her mind. But nothing said that Kagema was obliged to deny his own needs. His passions were also heating up.
The writhing Leona was basking Kagema's cock in pleasurable massages. He was sorely taxed. He must hold out until Leona got his full measure of healing before she got his full measure of sperm. He paused and kissed Leona, looking in her face with an unspoken question. She nodded and spoke for them both.
"Thank you, Kagema, for holding back. It's okay. Cum in me now; I can tell that you want to shoot your load inside me...your first load tonight anyway. I'll need even more from you later. And I know you're the man who can meet that challenge."
Kagema let himself go. He thrust deep and hard, again and again, working his own ardor to an orgasm. When they came, they came together. Their ears rang with the joint volume and intensity of their piercing wails.
------------------------
The human howls caused creatures beyond the camp barricade to interrupt their nocturnal carnalities. Predators, prey and procreators took stock of the noisy commotion emitted from the lighted encampment. It was short, sharp and loud but innocuous to their nightly dealings. They resumed their participation in the endless cycle of life and death that spanned the vast savannah under the star-sparkled African night sky.
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Destiny watched the monitor screen as the robots inside the super-clean room assembled the tiny parts. Jonlee stood behind her, impatient with her presence. As Technology Director of this super-secure electronics factory, he didn't like prying visitors, even ones admittedly as good-looking as Destiny. He had protested vigorously against the visit, citing the risks of revealing trade secrets but he had been over-ruled.
Destiny's soft voiced questions were probing and insightful. "How do you perform regular maintenance on the robots in the clean-room conditions? What are the security protocols for adjusting the controlling software? Who has access to the computer mainframe's physical location?"
The clandestine airwaves had been buzzing with rumors of an imminent sale of ultramodern missile guidance technology to agents of the Axis of Evil. Total Woman Security was helping the manufacturing corporation tighten up its security. All of the physical protocols had been reviewed and re-reviewed and no fault was apparent. They concluded that a mole must be active within the factory and ready to abscond with the crucial technology.
Jonlee patiently answered Destiny's queries and escorted her as requested through controlled corridors and passageways to locked rooms and equipment only he and a few others were privy to. Destiny took no notes and recorded no information. She acted like a technology tourist, gawking and gaping at the pretty flashing monitoring lights.
Destiny didn't need to take notes. She held advanced degrees in electrical and electronic engineering and understood the concepts. She had been thoroughly briefed on the facility and its equipment by others before her visit. The specific technology advances that made this facility that small fraction better than all the others came from the genius of Jonlee. He was a prodigy in his professional field.
Destiny liked Jonlee, despite his obvious challenges in gender relations. His personnel file and surreptitious TWS background check had shown him to be frugal, un-married, few close friends and totally devoted to his career. The study had concluded that Jonlee himself was not the mole. But he could be an unwitting accomplice of an associate.
Destiny let Jonlee stew all day with her disruptive presence. His annoyance was palatable. As the afternoon waned, she sensed an easing in his angst as the end of his perceived ordeal approached. In the lobby on Destiny's way out, she shook Jonlee's hand.
"So, Jonlee, any idea where a girl can find a good time in this town? Are you doing anything later?"
Jonlee had the sorrowful look of the mouse who, having suddenly escaped the cat's paws, found himself hauled back in.
"It's science trivia night at the Big Texan. I'm meeting some friends there. We play every Wednesday night."
"Sounds like fun. How's the food?"
"The dining room serves legendary steaks but the trivia room has typical bar fare."
"Well, then, maybe I'll see you there."
Destiny took her leave. Jonlee made a final round of inspections to satisfy himself that his cherished machinery was running smoothly before packing up to leave as well.
-----------------------------
"And the answer is 'ionized radical molecules'! Ten points for the Geek Squad!" The sparse crowd around the room echoed a drawn out groan.
Jonlee and his three friends exchanged high-fives. Two questions left and they would take the prize tonight... again. Damn, this was fun.
Kaleb, Lamar and Matt pushed the napkins and empty bowls aside getting ready to dig into the ninth question of this evening's nerdy fun fest. A clatter drew Kaleb and Lamar's attention. Matt ignored the bowl he had just dropped as he stared at the front door. Kaleb and Lamar followed his gaze.
Was she lost?
A short black sequined cocktail dress hovered at the entrance among the myriad of blue jeans and flannel shirts. Inside the dress was a strikingly beautiful Chinese female complete with long legs, long push-up cleavage and long fluid hair. Her face was set-off by red lips and made-up black eyes peeking beneath eyebrows swathed by black bangs.
Jonlee followed their gaze and discovered Destiny had just walked into the bar. She peered around until she found him in the crowd and waved. Kaleb, Lamar and Matt now stared at Jonlee.
"You KNOW her?" asked Matt.
"I think that's Destiny, my Security Auditor at work."
"You THINK? You don't remember? If it were ME, I would REMEMBER!" cackled the guys.
Jonlee protested. "Yeah, well, she looked different today wearing a lab coat, safety glasses and her hair in a librarian's bun under the hardhat. Anyway, she's kind of a pain in the ass."
Kaleb harrumphed. "She can pain my ass anytime... all night long..."
The guys did a quick preen, smoothing hair, adjusting glasses and shirts, standing at anxious attention as Destiny floated to their table. Every other male eye in the room followed her short journey with wonder and interest.
"Hello, Jonlee, so glad to see you here. I was hoping to find you. I wanted to get out of the hotel but a girl can get really lost in this town. I'm glad to see a familiar face. "
"Hi, Destiny. So... you found us?"
"Sure did! Aren't you going to introduce me to your friends?"
Jonlee looked at three stiff geeky smiles on three stiff geeky faces not used to finding such knockout grandeur in their usual haunts and hideouts... or rather her finding them.
"This is Kaleb... Lamar... and Matt. They are my only regular buds in town."
Destiny extended her delicate hand and pressed lightly with each man in turn. Without invitation, she drew up a stool and sat at the high-top. Nobody objected.
Destiny displayed her best social ice-breaker skills, asking the men lots of small talk questions about the city, their jobs and interests. Kaleb was a biologist at the local agricultural station, studying animal diseases. Lamar managed a computer software design firm. Matt travelled a lot and was vague about his work, something involving radar, airports and jet engines.
The next trivia question was announced, requiring an answer in 60 seconds. Destiny watched with interest as the four amigos whipped out smart phones and thumbed queries into the internet search engines. The vote was three to one on the proposed answer; Matt had some difficulty getting his PDA to cough up the information quickly enough.
Kaleb ran their written answer to the disc jockey before time was called. The quintet of four geeks and one bombshell resumed their chatter.
The intercom popped on as a voice announced "And the answer is 'continental drift'! Another ten points for the Geek Squad!"
The guys high fived again, this time joined by a bubbly Destiny.
"Wow. You guys are really smart. How do you know all this stuff?"
Lamar crowded next to her and keyed his PDA. "It's a custom search program specific to science terms and databases. See... when I ask it any open-ended technical query, it sorts through the data and displays the best answer while it continues looking for more information. Neat, huh?"
Destiny was given the grand tour of handheld internet technology resident on each one of the devices at her table. Lamar had shared it with everyone on the team.
Destiny was beginning to mentally catalog and prioritize the intelligence she was gathering. Kaleb, the biologist from Kansas, didn't seem a likely candidate as the mole handler. His expertise was in organic chemistry and life sciences, not physics. She would reserve any investigation of his activities for last.
Lamar worked with computer technology and that fit with the software and hardware guidance modules in question. She would keep an eye on him.
Matt had been vague regarding his job. It involved aeronautics, fully in keeping with missile guidance and performance. If any of these three were dirty, Matt would be her first choice. She would start with him. For the remainder of the evening, Destiny sat next to Matt, flipping her hair, laughing at his wit, touching his skin and flattering him at every opportunity.
At the end of the evening, the Geek Squad had won the grand prize, a 10 pound bag of shell-on peanuts. They were the same free salty nuts that filled the patrons' bellies and the same papery husks that crunched underfoot as the crowds left for home.
Saying their farewells, Destiny held back until the others left. She tapped Matt's arm.
"Can you help me get a cab?"
"Are you headed to your hotel? Which way is that?"
Destiny stated the hotel across town and Matt offered her a ride instead. "I just need to drop by my house first, okay? I think something in the basement is starting to leak."
Destiny walked with Matt to his car. He held her door like the gentleman he was. He climbed in and fumbled with his keys. Before he could get them into the ignition switch, Destiny tackled him, gripping his neck, mashing her lips to his and running her tongue across his teeth and gums. Matt bragged to the guys about being a man of the world but this one really took him by surprise. He quickly recovered and took up an active part in the foreplay. He clutched her boob through the fancy dress.
Destiny rubbed Matt's denim cased crotch. She took Matt's other boob-less hand and pulled it under her hiked up hem. She rubbed his palm against her damp panty crotch.
"Your basement isn't the only thing with something leaking. I got it bad for you. Hurry! Let's get to your place fast. I can't wait much longer to see what you've got."
Matt eased Destiny back into her seat and wrestled the keys into the ignition switch. Pulling the Toyota onto the street he hoped the cops were busy elsewhere. He didn't need a speeding ticket, he just needed speed. He punched the engine.
Stumbling through his front door, the pair disentangled so that Matt could show Destiny towards the garden apartment's one bedroom.
Matt pointed, "It's that way. And I really do need to check the basement. I'll be right back."
Destiny waited in the foyer, perusing the plaques and pictures on the walls. An engineering diploma from Stamford, pictures with a blue overall clad astronaut and a smiling handshake with a military officer splashed in ribbons, stars and gold braid. Impressive and interesting that Matt ran in such circles.
Matt's voiced behind her. "It's just a few vanity shots during VIP tours. My employer does a lot of Defense Department work in addition to my division's civilian airport projects."
Destiny had heard Matt's approach but wanted time to cool things a tad so she wouldn't be rushed and careless in action or thoughts.
Destiny leaned back against Matt as he circled her waist. She tilted her face up for a kiss. Finally breaking off, she took his hand and headed for the bedroom with him in tow.
"It was this way, wasn't it? Let's pick up where we left off."
-------------------------------
Destiny writhed on the bed under Matt's forceful lapping on her cunt. She had wiled his interest and now was enjoying his handy tongue-work. Whether this was new for him or an echo of past practice, Matt was either very experienced or a quick learner. He was really good at cunnilingus. Destiny bit down hard on the corner of the pillow to muffle her cries. She was afraid her screams would wake the neighborhood and bring about unwelcome curiosity. She was supposed to be undercover.
After two sharp orgasms, Destiny was content to move on. She drew Matt up and buried his face in her cleavage, caressing his shoulders until she rolled him sideways and onto his back. He tilted up to kiss her but she put a intervening finger on his lips before smoothly mounting up cowgirl on his thighs.
Matt was feeling heady from his recent face time between Destiny's legs. If cunnilingus was always like that he would practice it more. The pride he felt in thrilling Destiny got his cock harder than ever he could remember. This woman really got him in the mood and he was raring to go.
Destiny held Matt's gaze as she tented her moist cunt lips over his prone but solid erection. She slid along his length, slowly, with regular back and forth moves. Her seeping oils slicked his throbbing cock. In time, Destiny levered up his musk-lubricated rod and slowly sank down, filling her vagina with his hefty manhood. Matt's knob scoured her internal folds, giving the partners a growing urgency to speed up. Destiny studied Matt's facial changes. She was skilled and patient, repeatedly holding their heat just below the ultimate peak, pausing as necessary to control the climb, extending the journey. They eventually crested the summit and mingled their juices and cries together.
Destiny lay sideways next to Matt and diddled his nipples. She glowed with post-orgasmic bliss. It was a job perk that she justified as a reward for diligent duty.
"So...how did you come about that search program you had at the bar?"
Matt stared at the ceiling in his own post-orgasmic daze. "Lamar made it."
Destiny slowed her fingers. Matt had not been the source of the program?
"It seems pretty sophisticated. Why doesn't Lamar package it up and sell it on the software market?"
"I dunno. Maybe he already has. Really, it's not that good on my PDA. The other guys get answers a lot quicker than me and we have the same hardware and software."
"Sounds pretty odd. Oh well... I need to use your bathroom."
Destiny retrieved her handbag. She closed the door and took out a lipstick cylinder and reglossed her lips. Satisfied, she glided back into the bedroom and approached Matt where he lay in bed watching her. She leaned over, captured Matt's face in her hands, and planted a long drawn out kiss on his welcoming lips. Matt felt heady after that. The ceiling swirled like he was drunk and he drifted off under the drug transferred by Destiny's special lip gloss.
Destiny searched about until she found it. She hooked Matt's PDA to a device from her handbag and it downloaded every byte and bit of data and programs. She dressed and gathered her things, replacing the PDA where she found it. She laid a note on Matt's sidestand thanking him for their great night together, explaining that she didn't want to wake a hardworking man from a well-deserved sleep. Maybe they would meet again someday.
---------------------
Destiny read the cryptology report on the data downloaded from Matt's PDA. Lamar's program was more than a simple search program. When it was activated, it scanned for the same program resident on any nearby PDA. From that PDA, it extracted an embedded data file and then transferred that data file to a third nearby PDA running the same program. Matt's PDA was a transfer device, not the source or destination of the data file.
The three PDA's were resident and running only among the four geek amigos at the Big Texan Trivia Night. She concluded that Lamar or Kaleb must be the mole. Jonlee and Matt were eliminated as suspects. Lamar was the software guy and the next best suspect.
---------------------
Lamar sat across from Destiny. She had called him, complaining about having to return to town again, this time for a debriefing of her earlier inspection visit. Jonlee was cold with her and, besides, they worked together. She was embarrassed about leaving Matt asleep in the morning after their great hook-up. Could Lamar have a quiet dinner with her so she wouldn't be bored this evening?
Lamar was conflicted. Destiny was beautiful and smart. Anyone in this town would have just died to be her escort for the evening. Matt hadn't resisted bragging afterwards about fucking Destiny so much that he had passed out from exhaustion. Now a week later, she was hitting on Lamar. It just didn't feel right. But then again, Lamar's balls tingled at the prospect of getting what Matt had gotten. His dick over-ruled his conscious.
They were having a quiet dinner in a little secluded restaurant, away from prying eyes and bustling crowds. Destiny wore her little black dress again. She was a charming conversationalist and Lamar was freely pouring out his life, his research and his business. Destiny seemed fascinated by all of it and was genuinely beginning to like Lamar as a person. But whenever Lamar asked reflective questions about her life and work, Destiny demurred and focused the discussion back on Lamar.
Over dessert and coffee, Destiny moved to the subject she really wanted to know about. "So the search engine you made for trivia night, is that a sample of your work?"
Lamar looked furtively around the room then leaned-in towards Destiny with a sly expression.
"It's not my program. It's Kaleb's. We wanted an advantage for Trivia Night and that seemed to be it. But he said it was pirated from someone else and I couldn't tell the others where I got it. So I pass it off as my own. That was plausible because I design software; but for accounting packages, not internet search engines."
Lamar leaned back out and tried to keep a passive face. He had just broken an oath to one of his few friends. Destiny held a fixed stare at Lamar until he folded from the tension.
"Come-on. Look at me. I'm a loser. I know I'm technology smart but I'm a geek and not much to look at. I don't play sports and my social life is a joke. I can hardly talk to girls and I rarely go on dates. Once a week I get to win a stupid bag of peanuts. But for that moment, I feel like a real winner. Everyone needs to feel like a winner sometimes."
Destiny quickly processed this new lead. Lamar may be lying about Kaleb and the search engine but probably not. That left Kaleb as the ultimate suspect. But she could not deal with that fact tonight. She needed to throw Lamar off track so that he didn't alert Kaleb.
"Lamar, honey, I don't think you're a loser. I don't have dinner in intimate little locations with anyone I think is a loser. And here I am now with you. I travel a lot for my job. I get lonely out on the road by myself all the time. I have needs..."
Destiny let the last statement trail off, hoping Lamar would pick up on the implication. Lamar just sat there. Destiny upped the ante.
"Please take me back to my hotel and stay with me tonight. I want to get to know you even better. Please..."
Lamar was still conflicted but the tingling in his balls said 'go for it'. He signaled the waitress, paid the check and escorted Destiny to his used subcompact sedan. They drove to her hotel while she rubbed his inner thigh all the way.
In her upper floor suite, she found some wine and they sipped it looking out over the small city and its twinkling lights. Lamar was pulling at his crotch. Destiny held her amusement in check; she was happy to be the cause of Lamar swelling discomfort. Destiny laid her head on Lamar's shoulder and slicked her hand down his chest. She worked open Lamar's belt and zipper to give him room to grow. She slipped her hand to adjust his angle.
Destiny gently palmed the lump inside Lamar's briefs and froze. There was an awful lot of meat there. She sat up and worked his pants wide open. Lamar's semi-swollen erection popped out. It was huge.
"Lamar, what do you mean you can't get dates? Where in hell have you been hiding this bad boy?'
"Ah, come on, Destiny. You don't need to make fun of me."
Destiny hefted Lamar's partial erection with both hands and looked him in the eye.
"I'm not making fun of you, dearie. Why haven't the girls around town been breaking down your door to get at this hunk of man-meat?"
"Well... probably because they don't know about it."
Destiny opened her mouth to respond but hesitated. She grinned at a novel thought.
"Sweetie, tell me the truth. Are you a virgin?"
Lamar looked away shame faced. Destiny caught her mistake but too late.
"No, Lamar, don't be embarrassed. It's just a stage of growth. Everyone is a virgin at first. We all leave that behind at a different time in our lives."



Destiny looked as Lamar rolled his face back to look at her. Destiny still held his cock in her petite hands.
"Lamar, honey... would you like to try having sex with me? I would love to be your first. What a thrill that would be... and an honor."
Destiny felt Lamar physically détente and relax into the couch. She watched his tense face melt and begin to smile.
"Are you sure? I'm not what you would call experienced. It may not be that good for you."
Destiny looked at Lamar's cock and twisted her mouth into a theatrical smirk.
"It's okay, baby, I'll take the chance."
Now she got to more closely examine the hidden treasure still resting in her hands. Lamar was only semi hard and growing little by little under her touch.
In response to his hesitation, she ended the debate by choosing actions over words. Destiny leaned in and swiped her tongue across the crown. His man muscle jumped and grew bigger. She kissed its tip. It was probably almost full size now.
Destiny thought back to TWS Headquarters and the various Chiefs she had trained under. A few, maybe one or two, were as big as this. She tried to remember which ones but it didn't matter. Each had given her tutelage and her nubile mouth and vagina had stretched amply enough to accommodate the intruder. She was pretty sure she still could.
Destiny left off the caresses and proceeded to prepare Lamar and herself for the encounter. She stood him up and worked his buttons, zippers and shoe laces to completely disrobe him. She took time to remove her own clothes with sensuous sways and turns. It wasn't really necessary to further entice him visually. Lamar's hard-on was standing tall, proud and rigid throughout the undressing.
Destiny prepped Matt mentally for the next step. "For a girl's first time, a prolonged tender vaginal penetration is her dream cum true. But a man should start with oral sex. You can enjoy the deed without performance anxiety, without worrying about giving the female pleasure. Let me show you my blowjob techniques."
Lamar willingly nodded agreement. Destiny seated him comfortably, pushing him back half-prone with his head against the couch cushions. He was positioned to watch her naked body lead him into the orgasmic Promised Land.
Destiny spread his knees and kneeled between his legs. She gently grasped his erection, requiring her two little hands to get a proper hold. Her thumb pads rubbed the V beneath the crown. Destiny looked at Lamar's face as he showed tension, anticipation and wonder all at the same time. It was now her time to fulfill her promise and transform Lamar from a boy into a man.
Destiny tilted in and placed her plump cherry lips on the tip. She let her tongue roll down to tickle the spot where her thumbs had recently resided. Lamar gave a throat sound, not a moan, not a murmur, something like a gentle grunt which showed his rapt interest.
Destiny licked all around the crown, wetting every surface. She kept her mouth wide open as she ran her tongue further and further down the shaft. She felt his tip bump her tonsils. He wasn't even half in. Destiny resigned herself to the challenge that lay ahead, or well... only halfway more ahead of her.
Destiny closed her mouth slowly with Lamar's prick pushed as deep as it could go for now. She sucked hard, then again, before lifting her head and beginning the pistoning rhythm.
Lamar's vantage point gave him a view of her lips sliding along his shaft, up and down. His fists gripped the couch cushions aside his thighs. He didn't want to touch Destiny and upset her concentration. She was doing a fine job, or so he thought. It certainly felt like a fine job even if he didn't have any prior experience to compare it to. Lamar had masturbated frequently to a variety of porn, different genres and ethnicities. He had even let some of the stripclub-girls lap-dance for him. But he had never let them go to the limit before he skittered away. His sole orgasmic experiences involved his hand.
Destiny knew she was nearing the end of the preliminaries and must take the plunge, so to speak. She worked up a mouth load of saliva as she screwed up her courage. Preparations complete, she pushed forward and down, swallowing her spit as Lamar's crown pushed beyond her mouth and entered her throat. At that moment, Lamar gave a real moan as he felt his cock slide into Destiny's gullet. She didn't stop but took it all down in one smooth motion until her lips surrounded the base of his erection. His crown packed her throat.
Destiny slowly rose back and let Lamar's knob refill her mouth. Her tongue had little room to move but she swirled it where she could, stimulating Lamar's penis more than he had ever felt before, even with his own experienced hand.
Destiny set up a cycle where her lips ran the entire length from tip to base, taking Lamar's crown repeatedly into her throat. Lamar preferred his moist shaft buried deep as opposed to when Destiny let it out into the cooling air. He considered holding Destiny's head tight against his groin but was scared she might stop altogether if he got too grabby.
Destiny worked a long time and wondered if Lamar was getting the stimulations that he needed. First timers were usually quick to spew and Lamar seemed to be taking a while. Maybe he wasn't a virgin and had lied after all. What else might he be hiding?
Destiny's doubts were assuaged as Lamar commenced the familiar huffing and puffing leading to his orgasm. She buried him deep again until she sensed he was cresting, then drew back and received his volume of cum in her mouth. Breathing deep, she primed herself to gulp his spunk. Lamar cried out as his sperm discharged and finally couldn't resist laying his hands on Destiny's hair. But he didn't force her down, merely held her still as he squirted, gently fingering her hair and massaging her scalp.
Destiny held still the way Lamar willed, holding his cum in her oral cavity and waiting him out. She sensed his prick starting to deflate. She swallowed. As he shrank, she sucked hard to get any latent sperm from the softening tube. Better that it popped into her mouth and stomach than dribble on his groin where she would have to clean it up later.
Destiny tilted her eyes to watch Lamar's face. His eyes were still closed but the orgasmic cry-out tension was drooping away. Destiny liked seeing his cute dimples as his cheeks rose with a broad smile. His eyes opened and he locked gaze with Destiny whose mouth still held his semi-full shaft within her own smile. She drew off him, cradling the limp meat and laying it gently on his scrotum. She rubbed his inner thighs tenderly as she spoke.
"So, Mr. Man, how did cumming inside a warm woman feel like?"
"I have imagined many times what it would feel like. None of those images matched this real one. It was spectacular."
"Oh, Lamar... I am so glad I was able to be your first and that it was good for you. Come on... let's rest up a little and then we will see if fucking my cunt feels just as good or better."
Destiny rose and led Lamar to her bed. They lay together, spooning before dozing, Lamar lightly fingering Destiny's nipples as she rotated her hips to massage his limp dick lying against her rump.
Destiny woke later in the night. Lamar was dreaming and idly clutching and kneading her boob as his half-hard cock slid little stutter pumps along her ass crack. Destiny got the message that Lamar was ready for the promised vaginal sex.
Destiny brushed her hand atop Lamar's hand massaging her boob. She leisurely shimmied her ass cheeks on his groin, feeling his erection grow, reminding her of its size. Her memory of his girth made her heart skip and she grinned at what lay before her. She wanted to feel him moving fully inside her.
Destiny rolled in Lamar's arms to face him. Her hand went to his hard-on now bumping her belly, still growing. She drew a leg up Lamar's thigh, waking him. She prepared to roll him on his back and mount him cowgirl. Destiny was thwarted when Lamar rolled her over on her back and used his hands to draw her knees up and apart in the classic missionary position.
Lamar had held back taking control during the blowjob. But now his cherry was popped and his macho alternate persona emboldened. Destiny accepted the new assertive Lamar. This welcomed development would reduce her exertions and she could take her turn to relax and enjoy the coitus.
Lamar clambered onto hands and knees. He used a hand to place his knob in Destiny's groin area but was unsure of the exact spot of attack. He probed a few places without discovery. Destiny used her two hands and a hip roll to help him find his way.
"That should be the right place. Push gently. You're a big man. I'll stretch but it may be a tad tight and uncomfortable at first. Be a gentleman and give me enough time to fit around you."
Lamar heeded her council and did his best to comply. Destiny felt him push harder than she wanted at first and sucked in a quick breath. Lamar froze, fearing he was already hurting her. She whispered instructions in his ear.
"It's okay. Hold there a little... okay, push again... ahhhh... that's it... Pull back a little... push again... oh, that's good... you slid in a little farther... now, wait, wait... pull back... now push harder... yeeesss, did you feel that?"
Lamar felt everything. When he masturbated, he controlled his own sensations, monitoring palm and cock, but now had to pay close attention to Destiny's feedback. He worked his way deeper, as Destiny became more open. When he felt himself bottom out, he also felt her breathe out and loose some tenseness in her body. Destiny jogged her hips and rubbed Lamar's back.
"I'm okay now. Go ahead, show me what you've got."
Lamar reared back and began thrusting. He tried different rhythms of length and speed. Destiny was fully lubricated but had stretched only enough to accommodate his bulk. The warm pressure and slick tightness on his prick felt really good.
Finished with the startup coaching, Destiny let Matt run the show. Her mind swam in its own dream world. Lamar was giving her cunt all the attention she craved. She adored the press of Lamar's cycling body, trapping her between his slippery moist skin and the comfy flexible mattress. For the moment, she forgot about work, job, mission... focusing only on Lamar holding her snug and warm in his arms as his prick stroked her pussy and clitoris. She was floating in a thick haze of lust and she loved it.
Destiny heard faintly through the mental fog when Lamar grunted at each bottoming out, felt when his groin bumped her clit. The grunts and bumps escalated in intensity and she was vaguely aware that the guttural melody was drumming towards the impending crescendo. Destiny resigned herself to the inevitable end to this opening act in Lamar's new reality. Lamar grunted, grunted louder, then cried out at the tension when his body went rigid.
Destiny freed her own desires and felt Lamar's discharge, the fluid pooling deep in her vagina. The intertwined pair vibrated down to a cool calm they both had earned. Lamar lifted his head and rubbed noses, sweetly showing appreciation for this fresh new stage of his life. Destiny returned the sentiments by puckering up and tenderly kissing the man who had just rocked her world.
They lay for a time and then leisurely rolled away to rest on back and side. Destiny was in an afterglow but, as a professional, was already thinking about her next moves. A sexual encounter with Kaleb wouldn't work. Two casual flings were understandable by the potential targets but not three. She would need a less connected rouse. She would confer with her colleagues at TWS HQ.
Meanwhile, Destiny would also confer with her contacts at Total Woman Academy. Their Freewill Weekends could find a higher and better use for Lamar's manly equipment. A couple of guest coaching visits might help get Lamar out onto the social dating circuit and that would highly benefit everyone involved.
------------------------------
Kaleb got up from his desk at the Biology Research Station and walked to the coffee service across the room. There was a faint sweet-acidy smell in the air that he vaguely remembered from passing the nearby bio-containment laboratories.
Suddenly, a klaxon blared and rotating warning lights bounced red beams around the room.
"This is not a drill! We have an uncontained bio-toxin spill. Move immediately to your assigned Safe Distance Zone. Repeat. This is not a drill! We have an uncontained bio-toxin spill. Proceed immediately to your assigned Safe Distance Zone."
Kaleb looked back across the room at his desk and his personal items: coat, briefcase, PDA. He turned to retrieve them but was swept out the nearest door in the crush of fleeing co-workers. He followed along as they assembled across the plaza at the designated Safe Distance Zone. Within minutes, the white Emergency Response van screech up next to the office building. Four HazMat-suited figures emerged from the van's rear doors. Each carried a hand-load of scientific contraptions. Two entered the laboratory building and two entered the office building.
Inside the office building, Destiny doffed their protection hood and helmet and walked briskly to Kaleb's desk. She found Kaleb's PDA and plugged it into her equipment package. Lights blinked as it broke the PDA's access code and uploaded a prepared file. It emulated the files Kaleb's program had been placing and extracting on his buddies' PDAs at Trivia Night. The imbedded Trojan program would hide a virus routine within the purloined guidance package that would broadcast the guided missile's course and speed to a matched frequency within an interceptor rocket's guidance system.
Destiny saw the upload progress bar signal successful completion of its computer virus injection. She uncoupled the PDA and returned it to Kaleb's desk. Re-donning her helmet and hood, she followed the other HazMat-suited workers outside the office building. As the response team reassembled at the van, they signaled 'thumbs up' to the far gathered crowd of quarantined workers. The intercom clicked on and squawked.
"All clear. Repeat. All clear. False alarm. You may re-enter your work spaces." Kaleb trudged along with the chattering crowd back inside the office.
Later, rumors spread that a scheduled release of excess vent gas had triggered a mal-functioning toxin alarm.
--------------------------------------
Destiny wore standard blue camo BDU's on the bridge of the USS Stuart as she scanned the horizon with borrowed high powered binoculars.
"Contact! Missile launch confirmed" squawked the ship's intercom. Over the rogue state's peninsula, a flame tipped rocket etched a vapor trail as it rose into the sky.
Commander Smith, the Chief Weapons Officer, looked at the ship's Captain who nodded back at her. She thumbed her microphone. "Weapons free. You are cleared to engage the target."
A shudder shook the ship as the PAC-3 sea-borne anti-missile rocket leaped out of its launch tube on the foredeck. It arced skyward towards a point ahead of the land-launched missile's trajectory and disappeared into the overcast haze.
Seconds passed like minutes... like hours... as the officers on the bridge scanned the horizon. Suddenly a bright orange fireball burst in the distance as the PAC-3 and the rogue state's missile made their auspicious rendezvous.
The intercom squawked again. "Impact confirmed. Target destroyed."
A cheer arose from everywhere including the officers on the flying bridge deck. A handsome young lieutenant grabbed Destiny and hugged her, lifting her off her feet and dancing her around in joy. Suddenly realizing his error, he set her down and snapped to attention with youthful awkwardness. His fresh face blushed fire-engine red beneath his blond white-wall haircut.
"Please forgive me, ma'am. I got carried away."
The smirking Captain and Commander Smith gave sidelong peeks toward the animated young folks.
Destiny peered closely at the embarrassed junior officer's name tag. "Nothing to forgive, Lieutenant... Baden?"
The Captain tidied his uniform and turned towards his Weapons Officer.
"Well, Commander, I believe our mission is accomplished."
Commander Smith regarded the point of impact in the distant sky. She was proud of her state-of-the-art equipment and her superbly trained weapons crew. She expected success. But, damn! First shot!? Direct hit!? It was if the PAC-3 knew the exact speed and course where the rogue state's missile was headed. Remarkable!
The Captain toggled his own intercom. "Bridge, this is the Captain. Make standard course and speed for our next port of call. There will be three days of shore liberty for the entire crew." The Captain and Commander Smith departed the observation deck.
Destiny wound her arms around the still stiffly 'at attention' Lieutenant's arm, squeezing her boobs to his bicep.
"Lieutenant Baden. I'm new to our next port. Do you know how to show a girl a good time?"
A stunned silent Lieutenant Baden just nodded his head 'Yes'. She traced a finger on his forearm.
"Good. Then I will meet you portside after we dock. You won't stand me up and leave me in tears, will you?"
A still stunned silent Lieutenant Baden just shook his head 'No'.
Destiny blew him a little kiss before she sauntered grinning to her ship-board quarters. She wanted to dress sexy for her outing with the handsome Lieutenant. Destiny hoped Lt Baden liked how she looked in her little black cocktail dress with the heels. More so, she hoped he liked how she looked after he took it off her later in her hotel room. Destiny was in the mood for a bright orgasmic fireball of her own. And she trusted the handsome young Lieutenant was just the man to help her find it.
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The colored strobes magnified the bass beat of the house mixed dance music. Lively party girls in various phases of sweaty undress bounced in time to the music. Many patrons were dancing on the scattered parquet squares. Others were lounging in cushioned sofas arranged in intimate clusters. Scantily clad waitresses carrying drink trays navigated the furniture obstacle course, dodging tipsy patrons and their sneaky breast and ass grabs.
Fernando was ensconced in a sofa with a girl he had been chatting up. She was a knockout little blonde who played tongue tag with Fernando between sips of alcohol. They were also exchanging not-so-furtive groin and tit caresses.
It was 4 AM and the club was closing. Fernando wanted to continue their one-on-one party in his limousine. He signaled his bodyguard/driver to get ready to go. The man settled the bar tab and stood politely by as Fernando negotiated the price with the blonde. In agreement on compensation, they exited the noisy and degenerating atmosphere. The blonde strutted beside Fernando on her stilettos. They rounded the corner to the empty parking space. Fernando stopped short.
"What the FUCK! Where's my car?!" The bodyguard was already on his cell to 911.
"I want to report a car theft."
The tinny voice at the police center asked "Where was it located?"
The bodyguard gave the address on South Collins Avenue, South Beach, Miami.
"Do you have the make, model and license plate number?"
The bodyguard described the car and the plate number.
"Please hold...sir, according to my log, the car was not stolen...it was towed. It was parked in an illegal spot for that day and time. Look around for the No Parking signs. There will be a towing company name and telephone number. You can pay the parking fine and towing fee together at their yard when you retrieve your car. Good night, sir."
The bodyguard explained the circumstances to Fernando.
"Well, dammit!"
Fernando stood over the blonde as he explained.
"Okay, honey, looks like the night is over for both of us. Here's some cash for your trouble. I have to go get my car."
"Hey! What the FUCK! $100!? We agreed $500 for a long, slow blowjob."
"Well, I didn't get a blowjob, did I!" shouted an agitated Fernando. The blonde stood her ground.
"No problem. Plop your ass down on that curb and I'll do you right here. Deal's a deal, mister."
"Scoot, hon. Take a hike; we're done here."
The blonde strutted away. She was loudly muttering about deal breakers and meeding to find a new career.
Fernando found the No Parking sign and took a cell picture. It had the no-parking times listed and the designated towing company: Total Integrity Towing Services. Fernando called the number and got a recording.
'You have reached Total Integrity Towing Services. If you are calling to retrieve a towed vehicle, our yard is at 26th and Washington in South Beach. Our yard is open from 7 AM to 7 PM. The standard towing fee is $250 plus City of South Beach parking fines of $100. After 48 hours, the storage fee is $100 per 24 hours per vehicle, not prorated. We do not accept checks, credit cards or debit cards; bring cash. If these fees seem excessive, sit on it and rotate until you learn to pay attention to No Parking signs. Leave any message after the beep; we will return polite messages. Rude comments are ignored. However, you are welcome to come by and repeat those statements to our Doberman yard dogs. Have a nice day. Beeeep...'
Fernando hung up and checked his wallet. He was short the cash fees required. He and his bodyguard started walking toward the Total Integrity Towing Services address. There should be an ATM along the way.
After they rounded the corner, a man wearing a city public works uniform removed the transitory No Parking sign and carried it away. This was the quickest $500 bucks he had ever made. And that blonde had given him a really, really good blowjob. Too bad for Fernando that he had turned her down.
And so the trap was set...
-----------------------------------------------
Fernando entered the Total Integrity Towing Service client reception area at exactly 7 AM. He saw his limo in the fenced storage yard with its front wheel booted. The reception area was sparse, a couple uncomfortable looking wooden chairs. Fernando figured that was on purpose; fewer missiles for angry drunks to toss around in a fit of wheels-challenged rage.
The receptionist sat on a tall stool behind a mesh reinforced plexi-glass partition. Her bright white teeshirt was stretch firm across her large round breasts. Silk screened red letters emblazoned the mounds on her chest: T.I.T.S.
Fernando thought that was pretty obvious. He wondered what else was labeled in the office, maybe C.O.F.F.E.E...P.O.T or D.O.N.U.T.S. Then he realized she wore the company logo: T...otal... I...ntegrity... T...owing... S...ervices.
Fernando stepped up to the thick window barrier. It was probably bullet resistant.
"I want to retrieve my car."
"Sure thing, mister. Which one?"
"Huh...the only one in the lot?"
"Oh...I guess you mean the black limo. Just a minute while I pull up the DMV record."
As she typed, her breasts jiggled tightly. Fernando was standing close to the glass window and took the opportunity to look her over. She was definitely Cubana. Olive complexion and dark wavy hair set off her smoldering eyes and ruby lips. Snug orange gym-shorts covered her taut ass perched on the tall stool. She wore heels, probably a constant companion, what with her short frame.
"Yep, here we go. Go any ID?"
Fernando slipped his business card through the window tray. It carried his name, address, business telephone and fax numbers, emails and his occupation: IMMIGRATION LAWYER.
"Sir, do you have any official photo ID. You know: a driver's license or passport?"
Fernando put his Driver's License against the glass.
"I need to see it in here so I can compare it to the DMV record and enter the information in our towing file. Could you push it through the slot?"
"Will I get it back?"
"Of course. When I'm through I'll pass it back."
"Not 'of course'. You took and held my car."
"Don't be silly. We can sell a car to get our money back. We can't sell your license."
Fernando thought 'You might be surprised what you can buy and sell in the immigration business.'
"Okay, sir, I need $350 in cash and your signature on the release form."
Fernando scanned the details on the form and signed it. He noted the form said. 'Prepared by Nadia'.
"Is that you? Is your name Nadia?" Now Fernando had a name to go with the face...and the tits, the ass, the hair, makeup and high heels.
"Yep. That's me. Here's your copies and a receipt for the fees including the parking violation. Now let's go verify the VIN and you can take your car home."
Nadia spun her ass on the stool and hopped down to an accompanying bounce of her tits, which were aptly labeled.
Nadia met Fernando at the side door and escorted him past the chained Dobermans towards his car.
"So, Nadia. Why do you work here? Family owned? Helping Daddy out?"
"No...No...It's just a job. The day and evening receptionist comes in at noon when I punch out. Most of the crazies don't wake-up or sober-up until midday. That's when the fun in the rage-cage starts...if you call it fun. Some of them are regulars. They never learn. Thelma is a big woman. She can hold her own.
"Clients like you are easy to satisfy. If you're here in the morning, you probably have a steady life and this was just an unfortunate mistake."
"So you work only here? No other job?"
"No...I wait tables in the clubs or special catering gigs around town. Sometimes I strip or dance topless in shows. When the money gets tight, I might do a little more after hours. But I try to avoid that. It either turns out to be a quickie or makes me late for this job. I prefer day-cruises and overnights. More time to enjoy it. Say...have you got any work for me at your office?"
Fernando's mind flashed a vision of Nadia under his desk, working his cock. "I'll really think hard about that."
"Okay...so, let's check the VIN. I'm pretty sure it's right. Matches the DMV record but it's dark at night when the towing drivers do their paperwork."
Nadia leaned over the hood to peer at the VIN plate under the front windshield. Her orange shorts tightened across her ass and camel-toed her pussy lips. She hopped on her heels a little to get a better look at the plate, shaking her whole booty.
"I can't be sure if that last one is a capital I, a No.1 or a capital L. What do you think, sir?"
Fernando leaned over her. His groin pressed her butt cheeks. His weight on her back mashed her boobs into the hood and her hair smelled heavenly. He pressed hard and leaned in, twisting his head to get a better angle for viewing the VIN and then twisting down to peer at her compressed tits, rotating his trapped swollen cock around on her orange shorts.
"What's it supposed to be?' he asked.
"No. 1"
"Yep, it's a No. 1."
Fernando did not pullback. He wiggled his groin against her a little more. He waited for her to protest but she didn't.
Fernando stood up. Nadia leaned up and fumbled the keys from the plastic pocket on the clipboard. She called a mechanic over who removed the tire boot. He took it and the clipboard back inside the shop.
Fernando thumbed the door-lock bob and the limo clicked its locks and beeped. He had let his bodyguard/driver depart to get breakfast. Fernando would pick him up at the diner. Nadia stood attentively.
"Well, the car's all yours now. That's it... unless there is anything else I can do for you."
Fernando though about how his whole morning had been hammered by this towing episode. He was out $350 for towing, $100 to the dismissed hooker and a lost blowjob. In fact, there WAS something this buxom little beauty could do for him. He locked eyes with Nadia. She suddenly became self-conscious and dropped her gaze.
Fernando spoke soft but firm, "You liked it when I dry-humped you on the hood, didn't you?"
"Yes, sir, I liked it," she murmured.
"Nadia, I dropped a chunk of change here this morning and felt truly stressed. But I still kept my cool and have been very polite. That should make me a member of your good customer rewards program."
Nadia peeked up furtively but kept her face and gaze down. Fernando opened the back door.
"Get in!" he growled.
Nadia squeezed past him and clamored into the back seat. Fernando followed her and locked the doors.
Fernando sat in the center, Nadia sat across on the other seat. He stretched his legs, unbuckled his belt and took out his semi-tumescent erection. Nadia leaned in to peck a kiss on the cock head but he stopped her. He probed a finger inside her shorts and felt dewy wetness at her cunt lips. His other hand cupped a cotton covered tit and squeezed.
"Get those shorts and panties off. Ride me cowgirl style. I'm going to play with these fun-bags while you fuck me. Let's go."
Nadia stripped her shorts off and grabbed the hem of her T-shirt to lift it over her head. Fernando stopped her again.
"I'll make that part of my fun-bag game. Just climb aboard and let's get started. I have been primed since midnight for a roaring cum."
Nadia pulled Fernando's pants all the way off and straddled his thighs. She picked up and stroked his shaft. It responded nicely.
Meanwhile, Fernando hefted both tits and bounced them inside her T-shirt. He rolled and squeezed, pinched and rubbed. That was okay but he was ready for a closer examination. He grasped the cotton hem and lifted it over the swells of her breasts. Her nipples were very big and much darker than her complexion. There were no tan lines anywhere. Fernando leaned in and touched a tongue tip to her nub. No response. He lapped the flat of his tongue. No response. He sucked hard, drawing as much spongy mass as possible inside his mouth. A small 'huh'. He tooth trapped the nub. A moan.
Nadia's musk was emanating from her moist pussy. Her thighs twitched on Fernando's legs. Fernando lifted the T-shirt hem higher and swept it over her head. He scissored his legs to unbalance Nadia. Her boobs jostled and she braced on his shoulders. She shuffled forward and grazed her plump pussy lips along his solid cock. Fernando's hands regained their hold on her tits. He squeezed and kneaded. Nadia purred.
Nadia planted her forehead against his and smiled. Braced on hands, knees and forehead, Nadia slid her tenting cunt lips up and back along his length. Fernando fondled her breasts and they played tongue tag. When Fernando moaned in her mouth, Nadia finally rose up, trapped his knob with her vaginal lips and stretched her pussy down over him, taking him inside. She smoothly glazed his prick, setting an elongated rhythm that thrilled them both.
Fernando rolled and pinched Nadia's nipple nubs. Her cunt pulsed. He pinched again and she pulsed again. Fernando was exhilarated by the harmonized sensations and continued playing with the tit-cunt reflexes. But after night-long interrupted foreplay, he finally succumbed and dumped his load deep in Nadia's cunt. She enfolded his strained facial expression in her breasts, enjoying his autonomic licking of her cleavage. As he came back from his near stupor, she tried to dismount but Fernando held her close.
Nadia was playful but insistent. "Sir, I have to get dressed and go back to the office."
"Sure, you may go to the office. But dressed? Nope, your T-shirt and shorts are my souvenirs. I'll let you keep your panties. If you scurry, no one will see you bouncing mostly naked across the yard. I'm sure you have more T.I.T.S shirts inside. "
Nadia protested. "No deal. Let me call the office and someone can bring another T-shirt out here. Have you got a cell phone?"
Fernando only had his secure cell that no one but one particular client knew about. One call couldn't hurt. Yielding, he handed her the cellphone. Nadia dialed a number.
"Hey, guys, I lost my T-shirt. Bring me another one... please... I don't care if you did see me get in the car, bring me another T-shirt... Okay, alright, he's keeping it as a souvenir... What do you mean, NO... Fuck You, you ASS HOLES!"
Nadia lowered the phone and frowned at the lighted dial face.
She pouted. "They won't do it. In fact, they're standing outside so they can watch me bounce back to the office topless. Let me have my T-shirt, please, and I'll get you another one."
"Nope. These are my souvenirs. Panties are yours" smirked Fernando.
Nadia dejectedly dismounted a flaccid Fernando. She donned her panties. She had worn her heels throughout the fuck session. Fernando unlocked the doors. Nadia climbed out. She poked her head back in, letting her boobs dangle and rock. Fernando reached out for a final cop and feel. Nadia giggled as she watched Fernando's palm fondle her tit and then she looked at his face.
"Give some thought to getting me a job in your office. As you see, I have excellent customer satisfaction skills. You know where to find me. Adios."
As Nadia ducked towards the office, the mechanic and driver hooted and whistled as she swayed and bounced across the yard in her heels. Fernando got a final undulating ass show until Nadia slammed the side door to the office.
Fernando drove his car from the lot and joined his bodyguard driver for breakfast.
Nadia found another T-shirt and stretched it on her torso. She good-naturedly stuck her tongue out at the grinning men. Nadia dialed a number from the office landline.
"Did you rap the number? Good. It's a Blackberry 6504. Get the wiretap setup and prepare the GPS tracking bug. Yeah, I'll be there shortly."
-------------------------------
Fernando was never comfortable when Aziz came to his office for appointments. But there he was, waiting. Fernando hurried in and made apologies for his tardiness. He explained away the delay due to the no parking zone towing incident. Aziz looked impassive and thoughtful. He never showed much emotion. That was the part that unsettled Fernando.
"We have two more martyrs arriving in two weeks. You will need to get them six-month VISA's; pose them as tourists or temporary students. Six months should be long enough for their operation."
"That shouldn't be a problem. Do you have their passport numbers and details?"
"They do not yet have passports. We will pay you again for that added service."
Fernando leaned back and threw up his hands. "Whoa, partner, not again. There are only so many times I can do that. When you crash planes, drop skyscrapers and murder its citizens, the US government tends to get pissed...and a hell of a lot more vigilant. It's a risk that one suspicious passport may get tagged and Homeland Security will make the connection among them all."
Aziz calmly spoke with the timeless patience of the truly faithful. "My dear friend, Fernando, ours is a risky profession. But Allah will guide us to Victory. Make the arrangements. I will send you the details via our secure cellphones. Salama, my friend."
Aziz rose and left the office without a further word.
-----------------------------
Fernando mingled aimlessly among the illuminati and shadier characters around the Star Island mansion's passive lit pool. The elegantly dressed guests chose drinks and delicacies from trays circulated by smartly suited waitresses. The attractive young attendants were coiffed and heeled. The simple uniforms were standard black mid-thigh pencil skirts with tightly tailored white tuxedo shirts and little black bowties.
The mansion's celebrity owner was hosting his vanity-charity's annual fund-raiser. Fernando attended each year and discretely donated a large sum of Aziz's money which the clueless celebrity forwarded to compromised charity accounts that sustained Aziz's sleeper cells. Unbeknownst to Fernando, the celebrity had arranged an exceptional thank you for a short list of the best donors.
The waitresses were busy and energetic, flowing continuously among the guests. Fernando noticed they were becoming more casual in their decorum. An hour into the party, the bowties went missing. A half hour later, the top couple buttons of the shirts were undone. Later, the shirts were unbuttoned to the waists, flashing morsels of pastel color which turned out to be string bikini tops emblazoned with the charity logo.
As the evening drew nigh to its ego-boosting wallet purge, the waitresses lost the skirts and blouses and strutted in their logo laden skimpy thong bikinis. After the closing festivities, when the money was counted, liberal alcohol and suggestive advertising had garnered another record year for the vanity-charity's coffers.
Most of the guests departed. A handful of gentlemen were invited to linger, Fernando included. Fernando had noticed Nadia in the group of servers. He approved of the celebrity's choice of caterers and the caterer's choice of temporary employees. The small group loitered in the pool area as the caterer packed up and decamped with his gear. The celebrity host reappeared.
"Gentlemen, thank you again for your generous annual support. I wouldn't consider myself a responsible host if I let you drive home after so much drinking. My guest rooms are available to you for the night.
"We appreciate your years of support. As such, we have token gifts as souvenirs of the event. You are invited to choose one for yourself. Let me demonstrate."
The host posed a bikinied waitress where all could see and untied her string top. He held it high and then pocketed the souvenir triangles of logo'd pastel micromesh. Pulling her into a bone crushing hug, he squashed the waitress's bare boobs against his chest and kissed her deeply. As the grinning girl regained her breath, he addressed his favored guests.



"Please select a souvenir and enjoy the after-party. Mi casa es su casa. Good night."
The celebrity disappeared inside, towing the giggly half-nude waitress behind him.
The gentlemen browsed the pool deck, shopping among the impeccable souvenirs on display. For Fernando, there was only one choice. He bee-lined to Nadia and grabbed her hand. He scowled at the nearby gentlemen, letting them know that Nadia was now in his private 'shopping cart'.
Fernando steered Nadia to a more secluded area with two cushioned chaise lounges. It was time for souvenir retrieval. He reached behind her, undid the ties and pocketed the keepsake. That was his reintroduction to Nadia's magnificent boobs. He plumped their fullness, enjoying the bounce. Fernando was captivated by Nadia's unhesitant consent for him to manhandle her tits.
Getting his fill of fluffing her fun-bags, Fernando leaned in for a kiss but Nadia halted him with a finger to his lips.
She leaned in for a gentle word. "Have a seat. Let me get you comfortable and then we can go slowly. No rush this time; we have all night."
Nadia got Fernando seated in the half-reclined lounge. She unbuttoned and spread his shirt, kissing and tonguing his nipples. He watched Nadia work his buckle and zipper, allowing his erection to pop out of its confines. Her hand smoothed the stretched sensitive skin. She leaned in for a sensual cock kiss but was distracted and interrupted by the sound of heels clicking around the corner of their shrub shrouded nook.
"Oops...sorry. I didn't see you here. Darn it! Either our host is overly generous or he simply can't count. There are more females than males out there and I was left on the shelf, so to speak. It's embarrassing to sit out there alone. I feel like damaged goods. Can I join you here out of sight? I can help or watch quietly or whatever you want."
Fernando suddenly recognized the intruder: the blonde from the nightclub that owed him a blowjob.
Fernando was fully gracious and hospitable. "You can stay here, darling. You can help if you like. Got any ideas?"
The blonde cocked her head and put a finger to her lips, thoughtful. "Well, it appears you have some options: brunette or blonde, cunt or mouth."
Nadia had slowed but not stopped her cock caresses. She felt Fernando throb when he heard his alternatives stated so succinctly.
"As I recall, I already placed a down payment on a blowjob. Remember me?"
"Oh, yeah! The guy with the phantom limousine!"
Nadia laughed. The guffaws shook her boobs and body, transmitting charming tremors to Fernando's firmness in her hand. She rescued him.
"No, the limo's real. And it's a real 'smooth ride'; especially when it's parked!" The girls tittered at their own jokes.
An aroused and impatient Fernando was anxious to get back on point. He spoke up like he was ordering food in a diner.
"So, then...I'll have a double serving of mouth with blonde on cock and brunette on face."
Nadia and the blonde winked to each other. They exchanged hand-on-dick duties and shuffled into their respective positions. Nadia's hair draped Fernando's face as she pressed her red glossed lips to his. Nadia's lips were soft, firm, and moist; he tasted her cherry flavored gloss. Her hair smelled citrusy. Too close to focus on anything, he closed his eyes. His other senses compensated. He felt and tasted her tongue dab at his.
Fernando lost sight of his cock but felt the blonde's moist lips surround his crown as her warm hand smoothed his shaft. She commenced her routine. Her technique combined threes: three licks, three sucks, three kisses, three bobs, endless variations. At times she deep throated, other times simply suckled the knob accompanied by smooth gentle hand strokes. When the shaft was unavailable during deep-throat, the blonde's fingers brushed his inner thighs and scrotum.
Meanwhile, back at his head, his hands caressed Nadia's scalp, flicking her poufy hair strands to skim against his face and neck. Nadia's fingers twiddled Fernando's nipples. Nadia's theatre of operations telegraphed their excitement to Fernando's groin and onward to his toes.
Fernando prided himself on his resilience. His clients knew he was unyielding in legal battles. But the sexual tag team overpowered his attempts to protract his impending orgasm. Fernando's whole body tingled. Nadia backed off her lips to let him huff and puff to his crescendo, then seemingly locked his lips with hers to seal in his cries of ecstasy. His body jumped, shuttered and vibrated.
The blonde sensed Fernando's approaching climax and, at the peak of his muffled cries, submerged his knob deep in her throat, compelling his cum blast straight to her stomach. Her swallowing contractions massaged his corona. As Fernando's hips jumped and shuddered, she hugged his bucking ass cheeks to hold him in deep. Her darting tongue alternately dabbed at the few open spaces in her packed mouth, adding to the lingual stimulations.
Fernando revved down slowly. His back relaxed first, then his legs and arms. The females lightened but didn't halt their caresses. Echoes of the orgasm tingled in his just-emptied balls. As Fernando deflated, the blonde kept his cock swathed in her wet warmth. Finally soft, the blonde sucked one time hard and let him slide out. She arranged him carefully and held him in her warm hand. The blonde sat back on her heels as Nadia moved to sit on the adjacent lounge.
Nadia rubbed Fernando's arm as the blonde rubbed his flaccid cock and thighs.
"Are you feeling okay?"
Fernando murmured "More than okay... Satiated... Drained... Exhilarated."
The blonde stood.
"Well...I have disrupted your little get-together long enough. But before I leave, I think Fernando earned a second souvenir."
The blonde untied and removed her top. She laid it gently on Fernando's chest. When she leaned in, Fernando's fingers brushed her exposed nipple. The blonde glanced towards his stealthy hand and smiled. She leaned in further and nipped his earlobe, simultaneously pressing her tit flesh harder into his caressing hand.
She whispered in his ear "I don't feel like damaged goods anymore. Thanks for sharing."
That said, the topless blonde strutted out of the lovers' niche, past the pool and through the mansion's portico doors. Her clicking heels faded away and left only the random moans and 'ahhs' of other paramours tucked in alcoves around the pool-deck.
Nadia smoothed her caressing hand down Fernando's arm until it held his hand. She took on that face that people reserved for saying something important.
"Now it's my turn. Our host offered us guest rooms. Let's go inside before I miss my chance to cum on your cock."
Nadia led a willing Fernando down the same route that the blonde had sauntered through. In an upstairs bedroom, she helped Fernando empty his pockets and remove his tuxedo. Surprisingly, there were no stains on the tuxedo pants. The blonde's powerful suction had diligently protected them from saliva or cum dribbles. Nadia stacked each piece of the formal suit and accessories on a dresser-top near the door.
Nadia was speedier at stripping naked, only needing to skim off her thong bikini bottoms. She retained her heels. She knew that male lust smoldered on the subtle hint of bondage when a female wore her strap-on heels in bed. The bed-borne lovers got comfortable, cuddled on the satin sheets, then dozed.
Nadia awoke in the deep of the night. She rubbed Fernando's loins as her nipples brushed his slumbering body. Fernando stirred. Nadia invoked her secret trick by lightly scraping her high heel straps along his calves and shins, reminding him of their erotic presence. Fernando grew more awake and returned her attention. He rolled to face her, cupping and squeezing her breasts. They kissed and pecked sweetly. Fernando's rising erection filled the snuggly space between their groins.
Nadia rolled, pulling Fernando on top of her, lying spread-out and sideways in the bed, feet towards the door. She wet his appetite with rubs, kisses, caresses and coos of delight. Fernando was hard as a rock and ready to roll. Nadia spread her knees and aimed Fernando's cock at her cunt. He pushed and went smoothly in, recalling how her heavenly grotto had received him last time in the limo. Nadia crossed her ankles behind his back and vocalized her delight.
"That's sooo good... keep going... more... give me more... push harder... deeper... yes... keep going... OHH GOD... you're so big...that's it, that's it..."
Fernando started with a moderate long stroke. He was excited by Nadia's enthusiasm and wallowed in her praise of his manhood. He hoped his recent cum down the blonde's throat would prolong his buildup and give him plenty of time for the sexual magic to work.
Nadia buried her face in Fernando's neck as she hugged his body tight with arms and legs, trapping him to her body. There would be no retreat, no surrender until the deed was done.
In the hallway, the blonde patiently waited until she heard Nadia's 'OHH GOD' signal. She cracked open the door and retrieved the easily accessible Blackberry. Closing the door, she squatted down and plugged the cellphone into the trapping device. It blinked and hummed as it broke the access code, extracted all the stored information and planted a virus that would convey to spy satellites the cell's GPS location every time a call, text or email was sent or received.
The blonde watched the progress bar crawl across the display. The apparatus was cutting edge technology but still required time to execute its program. She hoped Fernando's recent cum down her throat would prolong his buildup and give her plenty of time for the electronic magic to work.
Finally the progress bar completed its journey and she unplugged the device. The room beyond the door echoed with mattress thumps and bawdy squishes. The blonde cracked the door open again and replaced the Blackberry on the dresser. She rapped her knuckles on the door.
"Housekeeping! I have the extra towels you ordered." She cracked the door open a little more, letting hallway light spill into the room.
Fernando was furious at the interruption. He tried to turn his head enough to see who was bothering them but he was trapped by Nadia's embrace. Frustrated, he simply yelled his response.
"Extra towels! We didn't order extra towels. Good God, it's 4 AM. Get the fuck out!"
'Extra towels' was the blonde's 'mission accomplished' signal to Nadia. The deed was done. It was time for Nadia to surrender to her passions and withdraw from the skirmish. Nadia clamped her vaginal muscles hard on Fernando's thrusting cock. Holding tight, she rocked her hips, scraping his rod everywhere in her cunt. It worked for both of them. Fernando shot hot sperm into Nadia who, in an accompanying chorus of elongated moans, allowed herself a nourishing, if not spectacular, orgasm. She liked to get a little pleasure from her missions. All work and no play was bad for the soul.
----------------------------------------------
Nadia lounged on the South Beach seaside in the area customarily used for 'all over tan' maintenance. She reread the newspaper story about a black-ops raid on a terrorist safe house in Tampa. The reporter had pieced together disparate bits of information to form the story. The gunfight had killed several jihadists but captured the rest. The live ones were places unknown, learning respect for the effectiveness of enhanced interrogation. A Miami immigration lawyer had been detained for questioning in regards to money laundering and travel document forgeries. Further details were sketchy and official spokespersons stood by 'No Comment'.
Nadia sat up and cupped her naked tits. She used these free times between missions for upkeep on her professional equipment. She was contented with their tan. A bulky squeeze and nipple tweak confirmed their job specific mass and effectiveness. She donned her thong bikini and translucent beach wrap for the walk to her apartment. She needed to prepare for tonight's assignment.
A target dossier for her next assignment awaited its final review in Nadia's small apartment. An elusive drug lord had been spotted at night clubs and special private events in greater Miami-Dade. Total Woman Security was contracted to track and trap him. For this delicate mission, TWS allocated their most successful undercover asset: Nadia, a wily, young operative ostensibly struggling to live off part-time hospitality gigs in South Beach Miami.
Nadia would pose as a topless cocktail waitress at a dance club the target frequented. With luck and skill, the target should invite her aboard his yacht for a private night cruise. At sea, he would encounter an untimely abduction by her colleagues. But not before Nadia grabbed some sexual gratifications for herself. Nadia strived to work some recreation into her missions. All work and no play was bad for the soul.
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Catherina gathered her purse and wrap from the table where her friend Gabriella sat. Catherina had been dancing with Antonio at the Hotel Panama disco. The night was going well and she was leaving with him for his apartment in Punta Paitilla. Gabriella gave her friend a 'thumbs-up' and smile. Catherina scooted over to Antonio and hugged his arm as they left.
Later, in his bed, Antonio was lying in a sweaty heap having just been nearly fucked to death by this ravenous beauty. He was feeling very virile. Catherina orgasmed twice before Antonio's bone hard cock flooded her pussy with jets of sperm. Catherina was lying next to him, fingering his chest hairs.
'What a lucky break' thought Antonio. He was simply a mid-level administrator at the local branch of an international bank. Catherina had been the hottest chica at the disco and just hours later she had drained Antonio's balls with wild fucks.
'What a lucky break' thought Catherina. She was pleased that the mission was launched so effortlessly. She and her team mate, Gabriella, were on the hunt for Estevan, the leader of a money laundering cabal functioning in Panama City. Through a conspiracy of mid- and high level bank managers, Estevan was efficiently laundering worldwide illicit funds, including animal poaching and smuggling proceeds.
Total Woman Security was commissioned to find and extract Estevan to a friendly jurisdiction, preferably Miami. They choose the Evita Gambit with the leap-frog variation. Evita Peron was famous for starting with low-level military officers in dance clubs in Buenos Aires and getting bedded up the ranks for a few years until eventually finding yourself abed with Juan Peron, the ruling military junta's leader.
TWS did not have years to complete the mission, thus the leap-frog variation. Each female operative would cajole her paramour into introducing her associate to a higher level manager at another bank. Eventually, one of the female operatives would end up with Estevan and effect the extraction.
"Antonio, what a stud you are. Are all bankers so manly? God, you wore me out!"
Catherina continued her finger play. Antonio's chest visibly swelled at the flattery. Catherina saw her opening and took on a more thoughtful tone.
"Did you see my friend, Gabriella, at the table before we left the disco? I think she looks hot but she doesn't have much luck finding good men. Maybe you could introduce her to someone as macho as you?"
Antonio perked up at the suggestion. This might be the opportunity he had been hoping for. Barto was a mid-level manager at a corresponding bank in downtown Panama City. Antonio had been vying for a promotion to that bank. An introduction to a hot chica like Catherina might tip the balance in his favor.
"I might know of someone. Is she okay with an older gentleman?"
"Gabriella is okay with any mature man who treats her nice on a date and is gentle with her later."
The 'gentle with her later' comment was a good sign. Antonio's arm was confined beneath Catherina's bare shoulder, wound around where he could idly finger fondle her rosy blushed nipple. He tweaked it unconsciously, dreaming about a similar act on an imaginary Gabriella. Antonio's attention returned when he pinched too hard and Catherina gave a little yip.
Antonio snatched his arm out and worked his cell phone, texting Barto, setting up a meeting for tomorrow. Antonio parked the phone on the nightstand and rolled toward Catherina. Catherina had peeked at the message before it was sent. Antonio had done as she suggested and deserved a reward for good behavior.
Catherina rolled atop Antonio and straddled his thighs. Her hands cradled and caressed his semi-hard cock. Antonio cupped and caressed Catherina's boobs. As he hardened to a sufficient extent, Catherina shuffled her butt to a proper alignment and drove down on his shaft. She was satisfied with her share of orgasms tonight. Now she concentrated on Antonio's continued pleasure. Slow strokes, long strokes, fast strokes and pauses were interspersed with hip rolls and jogs. Despite his recent multiple blasts, Antonio was winding higher towards another flood of cum. His breathing gusted and he went rigid as he shot another round of spunk into Catherina. Calm was restored and the sex-mates rested and slept until dawn's early light started them on a new day.
---------------------
After work, Barto waited at the sidewalk café table for his friend Antonio and the female that he would meet. Antonio strolled up with one eye candy hugging his arm and another one tagging behind. Antonio went through the circle of introductions and Gabriella took a seat close to Barto. Her scent lilted his nostrils and her buxom cleavage lit his eyes. She was short but wearing heels. The combination of short height and busty fullness gave her that classic rounded figure males lusted after. And Barto was definitely a male lusting after his zesty new acquaintance.
The conversation ebbed and flowed over drinks and coffee about everything and nothing. As dusk deepened, Antonio looked at his watch, made his excuses and headed briskly for his apartment, towing a hurried and tottering Catherina behind him. Antonio's balls had percolated semen all day and he was anxious to get another tall drink of Catherina's sexual brew.
Gabriella remained with Barto. Finishing their drinks, they meandered hand in hand through the festive street nightlife. Gabriella's short sassy hem left her lovely toned legs on display above her fashionable high heels. Her long dark bouncy locks and generous breasts were beacons. Men paused suddenly in their amorous banters as she passed by; their dates perturbed at the competition. Gabriella garnered loads of covetous stares and envious glares as the pair wandered the nightspots. Dinner was tapas at a few open air taverns. Finally they arrived at Barto's towering apartment complex. The elevator disgorged them high above the city and the heady panorama of lights only added to the lust and fever pulsing through Barto.
Gabriella stood in the center of the room. There was no lost innocence here, each understood the drill. Barto advanced for an embrace but at arm's length, she stopped him. She removed his suitcoat, unbuttoned his shirt and pants, and placed the garments aside. Barto was left in briefs. Gabriella unzipped her own sleeveless dress that had thrilled the onlookers during their sidewalk promenade. Her shelf bra displayed their creamy treasures. Her thong hid very little of the prominent cameltoe. Barto impatiently made quick work of them. Barto's swelling knob peaked through his fly. His remaining underwear soon joined the discarded outerwear.
They began with a sweet kiss that grew to a tongue lashed search for each other's deeper warmth. The cuddle parked Gabriella's breasts on Barto's well-defined chest. Despite Barto's age and experience, this female quickly got his raging libido into a higher gear. He felt his erection climbing the inverted V of Gabriella's inner thighs and knocking at her pussy for entrance. Gabriella felt it too and broke the kiss.
Gabriella descended Barto's body with little pecks and kisses until she squatted face-to-face with the first fleshy rung on the ladder of her mission. She bathed the knob with her tongue. She circled the band of slack skin behind the rim with her lips and suckled. The suction slurped the shaft inward and she let it creep in leisurely, pull by pull. Barto rested his hands in her wavy hair but did not interfere with her technique.
When Gabriella's lips finally bumped Barto's pubic bone, she started bobbing her head in earnest. Her tongue lathed along the shaft. Barto's cock was fully erect and fat. Gabriella slipped it from her mouth. She stood and led Barto to the bed and laid him face up, adjusting him with covers and pillows into a comfortable pose. Climbing between his splayed legs, she leaned in and re-commenced the oral dance. Gabriella fell quickly back into the routine. Barto was well into his heat, the blood rushing faster through his brain and body. His mind dazed as the moment arrived and he spewed his rampant cum into Gabriella's gullet. His eyes clenched, sending sparkly fireworks bursting behind his eyelids.
Gabriella swallowed, then lazed her tongue about his diminishing erection. She suckled until Barto finally sighed a long breath. Gabriella crawled in beside him. They fingered and fiddled each other. Nipples, groins, arms and thighs received intimate attention.
"Did you like my friend, Catherina? She is very attractive. Antonio pretends to be nice to her but I saw him wrench her rudely away when they left. That would concern me with other friends but I know Catherina really loves when a man is forceful with her. It gets her hot. But Antonio is young. He doesn't know how to really be a real dominating man. Do you know any real dominating men that might like Catherina?"
Barto perked up at that line of conversation. Who wouldn't like Catherina? Barto knew an older collaborator at another bank. His friend, Cesar, constantly grumbled about the inhibitions of the chicas he dated and fucked. He could lend a hand in Catherina's quest for domination.
"I have a colleague at a correspondent bank named Cesar. He is very bold with his women. Do you think she might be interested in meeting him?"
Gabriella smiled inside. Cesar was the mission's next predicted rung on the Evita Gambit ladder.
"If you think that could be arranged. I will talk to Catherina. Can we meet Cesar at his office? The atmosphere of power in a big bank's inner halls would be a kick to Catherina just in itself."
"I am pretty sure I can set that up."
"Oh, Barto, you are so magnificent." Gabriella palmed and stroked Barto's semi-erection.
"Ohh... I think you're ready for another fuck. Your cock is getting harder..."
Gabriella had accomplished the next mission step and could now relax and gain her own full enjoyment of the remaining night. It was her turn to play and cum. Barto watched Gabriella mount up and straddle his hips. Her long hair draped her body but was incapable of obscuring her marvelous boobs. His hands found them between the cascading strands.
Gabriella let him play with her tits; his caresses were rather pleasant. She shuffled up and lifted her ass, placed Barto and slowly descended. She took him deep and used hip rolls to rub her sensitive clitoris on his pubic bone. She adored the little tingles generated by the rubs. The motions were also good for Barto as his knob wiggled against her cervix. Gabriella took a long time with many small moves, letting the passion build slowly.
The tingles in Gabriella's clit blossomed to a mild throb in her core. She lengthened the strokes, dragging Barto's rim past her G-spot, furthering the growth of each partner's ardor. Gabriella welcomed the deferral of Barto's orgasm caused by the recent blowjob. This fuck was going much better than the typical feeble orgasm she endured with some past targets.
Barto's ejaculation had been deferred but not abandoned. He was breathing faster and Gabriella tried to gauge his rise and match it with her own. A simultaneous peak would get her what she craved and add to Barto's enthusiasm for trading up Catherina to Cesar.
Barto was handling Gabriella's tits and feeling his cock polished with her cunt nectars. He gusted, moaned and peaked just as Gabriella pirouetted through her own ecstatic dance. She felt his warm shots deep inside and it added electric skittles to the steady buzz in her womb. She cried out, joining Barto's vocal resonances. Gabriella stayed upright and braced on Barto's chest. Her vaginal jogs and vibrations transmitted their joy to Barto's sensitized erection. It was all good for both partners.
Gabriella remained seated with Barto's semi-erection still in her cunt until she and her stud re-calmed. She fingered his nipples as he fingered hers. She eventually dismounted and lay by his side. They snuggled and exchanged kisses. The pillow talk led them to decide on an introduction between Catherina and Cesar in Cesar's office at the end of the next day.
---------------------
Catherina and Gabriella alighted from the cab in front of the towering bank building. Catherina was wearing her high heels, a very short skirt and fitted sleeveless blouse. Her hair was a flowing mass of waves with a few hair pins holding it away from her radiant face. A breeze ruffled her hair and skirt. The women crossed the broad sidewalk to the gleaming brass office tower entrance.
Inside, Gabriella found Barto waiting in the lobby. She hugged and kissed him with passion. Gabriella broke the kiss and giddily presented a coy Catherina. Barto was mesmerized by Catherina's stunning appearance. He clasped both of Catherina hands and drew her in for bijou cheek buzzes. Her hair smelled flowery and her breasts pressed against his chest as she pushed up on tiptoes to reach his face.
Barto felt his heart skip and momentarily lamented passing Catherina on to Cesar, losing a potential opportunity to fulfill her needs himself. He vacillated, envisioning a quick plan. He could make excuses that Cesar was unavailable, grab a cab and take them both back to his apartment. Gabriella would be amenable. Could she encourage Catherina to go for a ménage-a-trois? Could he cope with their desires both at the same time? Probably not. Wow, Cesar was in for a delectable treat.
It was the end of the day and the elevators disgorged departing employees, the men sneaking covetous stares in Barto's direction. The trio rode the elevator to an office high in the tower. A mature looking Cesar welcomed them from behind the desk in his spacious office.
Barto presented Catherina. "Cesar, this is the Catherina whom we spoke of. Her friend, Gabriella, is an acquaintance of mine."
Gabriella nudged Catherina forward. Catherina leaned across Cesar's wide desk, extending her hand and displaying her bountiful cleavage in the tight blouse. As she leaned in, Cesar held her hand a tad longer and was not shy about examining Catherina racked up tits.
"I'm pleased to meet you, Catherina. Please... let's all sit over here in the hospitality area."
Cesar motioned everyone to the facing couches and divans before his glass power-vista window. Barto and Gabriella took one couch and Catherina sat next to Cesar, a little closer than a new social acquaintance should. Dusk was settling in and pinpoints of light in the city below inaugurated their festive nightly display.
Small talk followed with enough shop talk sprinkled in to indicate that Cesar was an important bank executive. Catherina acted intrigued and pulled her legs under her in a sideways sit. She edged closer to Cesar, touching knees to thighs and occasionally placing a hand on his shoulder to make a point in the conversation.
Barto watched Catherina flirt with Cesar. She bowed and twisted during the light banter, flashing cleavage and long legs at both men, seeming unconsciously. He suspected that it was part of her scheme to woo Cesar. Barto remembered the feel of Catherina's boobs on his chest during their lobby greetings.
Gabriella sensed Barto's growing sexual longings and worked her own little tricks and touches in to increase his ardor. She wanted Barto impatient enough to depart and leave Catherina with Cesar.
Barto emotionally reconciled that Catherina was staying with Cesar. He would look to satisfying his own yearnings with the extraordinary Gabriella. As the talk wound down, Barto made excuses and took his leave of Cesar. He led Gabriella to the door. She paused for a final look back, trusting Catherina to leap-frog her to her next encounter. She would keep Barto on the hook, knowingly headed for his bed. She hoped he would stop for dinner or at least take-out. Barto was fully primed and she expected an all-nighter. They would need nutrition to keep up their strength for the marathon session ahead. Actually, Barto was a good lover and she anticipated enjoying several good orgasms with him. Her immediate mission step accomplished, she could relax and have some fun tonight.
Catherina fingered the hairs on Cesar's neck. Cesar gazed into her eyes. They kissed lightly, tentatively, testing the others level of craving. Catherina moved the issue forward.
"Cesar, let's not pretend to be timid teenagers. Gabriella and Barto say you are a very macho man with your women. Let's find a time and place to explore that."
"I like that notion, my little Catherina. We shall start right here and now."
Catherina looked away as if shy. No matter. Cesar began unbuttoning Catherina's blouse. Catherina touched his hands, exhibiting mild reluctance but no real resistance. Cesar disregarded her hesitation as he stood and hauled her up with him. He silently continued his labors, removing her clothes in detail. Blouse and skirt dropped away. He spun and bowed Catherina's pose as needed during the disrobing. She twisted away sometimes, showing her reserve but again no real resistance. Cesar never faltered in the pace of his tasks.
Cesar was nearly completed with Catherina's disrobing, feeling more aroused by her reticence. He boldly grasped one bra cup and yanked it forward; popping the weak rear hooks as the entire garment popped off her frame and bounced her tits. The panties were last, fist-grip torn at the sides for faster confiscation. He wadded those and put them in his pocket.
The air scented with Catherina's nuanced perfume was succumbing to the headier aroma of her leaking vaginal musk.
Cesar stood before Catherina, who was still shorter than him, even propped on her heels. Cesar grabbed her hands and laid them on his chest, maintaining eye contact. Catherina understood but took her time disrobing the impatient Cesar. Dipping and bending during her work, her breasts jostled and swayed. Completing the task, she stood again before him.
Cesar grasped Catherina's tresses tightly on either side of her scalp and drew her with him as he backed to an office visitor chair. Still gripping her head by its hair handles, he ravaged her mouth with a stormy kiss before plopping his ass on the chair and forcing her head down towards her groin. Catherina quickly knelt on the carpet between Cesar's legs and cooperated with his demands. She opened wide and drew Cesar's erection into her mouth, voraciously massaging his knob and shaft with her lips, cheeks and tongue.
Cesar still held her hair and used the handgrips to move and rotate Catherina's head as she sucked his cock. He had been anticipating this engagement since Barto's call and had thought about the possibilities all day. Catherina had knowingly inflamed his ardor with her casual touching, forward deportment and then the uncharacteristic reserve.
Cesar drew Catherina off his erection and pulled her up to stand. His prick tingled but he wanted more than a blowjob. He wanted to show dominance.
Cesar marched across the room with one hand still in Catherina's hair. He pulled her in front of him and pushed her face-down on his desk, squashing her boobs into the polished veneer top. He kicked her inner ankles, signaling her to widen her stance. Catherina complied. Cesar lined up his stiff rod and pushed bit by bit into Catherina's cunt. She was tight and dripping wet, confirming to Cesar that she craved this man-handling.
Cesar shoved home and drew back, again and again. The room filled with furniture squeaks and fluid squishy sounds, mingled with low grunts and elongated moans. Cesar was well into his stride now. He was puffing as he stroked faster and faster. His back stiffened; he bellowed, halted deep and shot Catherina full of his cum. Cesar let out a long cry as his final pulse joined the flood inside her. He fell forward across Catherina's naked back and butt and panted down from his hyper-breaths.



Catherina for her part remained docile and compliant under the domineering stud. She waited in position even after he pulled out and reseated himself on the sofa rather than the chair. Cesar bade her join him. She curled up beside him, legs tucked beneath, reprising her pose from before, but now fully naked and flushed with sexual tension.
Cesar tucked an arm across Catherina's shoulder and idly fingered her exposed tit. His other hand grazed her thighs and vulva. Catherina let her limbs hang limp. Cesar had not invited her to do more than that and she played the passive-aggressive role. She needed to lead Cesar forward in the Evita Gambit.
"Sir, how did you know I would accept and respond so willingly to that kind of forceful treatment?"
"Barto informed me of his conversation with your friend, Gabriella. She indicated you would enjoy it. Did you enjoy it?"
Catherina lowered her eyes as she murmured "Yes."
"How about Gabriella? Does she crave it quick and rough like you?"
"No, I don't think so. She is much more of a romantic: weekend get-aways, evening cruises, furtive petting, taking the time to get a man's blood boiling before blowing his mind with an earth-shaking orgasm. Starry-eyed dreamy stuff like that."
"Well, that doesn't sound like Barto. He's pretty quick and unsophisticated."
Catherina hung silent as Cesar mulled through his mental catalog of associates. Cesar mused on the possibilities for Gabriella. He needed someone who would see reason if Cesar wanted to swap or borrow Gabriella and Catherina for some group sex.
"I have friend named Dominic. He's also a bit of a romantic. Let me see about setting the two of them up. They can use my Taboga Island bungalow and private beach to get better acquainted. I think that arrangement might work out."
That matter taken care of, Cesar wanted to continue getting better acquainted with Catherina. He gently disengaged Catherina and stood over her.
"I'm starved. How about getting some dinner? Then we can descend to my home where we can explore dark scenarios in my distinctive basement playroom. I have new toys that I am just dying to try out."
Catherina's imagination flitted to a dark room with flickering flame for light, weird tools and chains hanging on the walls. She was tied down naked to a wooden bench with black leather straps, Cesar hovering over her with more black objects. She squirmed in ominous distress, her eyes wide and round, but no sound came from her gagged mouth.
A shiver ran Catherina's spine and palpitated against her clit. She gave a head shake to clear her frenzied mind. Cesar was staring at her. He suspected she was already fantasizing on the possibilities. Catherina's face turned a small smile.
Catherina sleekly extended her arm towards Cesar. He gallantly kissed the back of her hand as he helped her to stand. Catherina curtsied and put on a bright smile.
"Thank you, kind sir. That sounds doubly delicious: dinner and a dungeon. What a lucky girl I am!"
---------------------------------------------------
Gabriella let the sea breeze flutter her hair behind her as she watched Taboga Island grow nearer beyond the bow of the high-speed catamaran. The morning wind was warm but it still gave a slight chill to her near-bare thong bikinied body. Dominic held her bare back against his chest as he peered past her shoulder. Her perfumed scent combined with fresh salt air filled his nostrils. His hand crept up to cup a string bikinied boob. Gabriella rubbed the back of her head against his shoulder and neck for encouragement. This would be a good day for sun and beach fun. The catamaran raced past the slower Tabogo Island ferry, carrying its overload of pedestrian day-trippers. Dominic had booked faster tickets on the cat to beat the daily vacationing crowd to the popular offshore getaway.
The catamaran arrived to an almost deserted pier, an hour ahead of the ferry-borne throng. Dominic and Gabriella grabbed their daybags and headed ashore. They wandered to a secluded spot far from town, near the private beach bungalow loaned to Dominic by his friend, Cesar.
Settling in their things, the pair waded away from the sandy shore into the aquamarine water. They splashed and chased each other in the knee watery paradise, laughing and squealing. One time, Dominic grabbed at Gabriella as she twisted away. His hand entangled her top, the snaps popped and it peeled off her chest. Gabriella hooted playfully and pranced away, her naked boobs bouncing in the kicked up sea spray.
Dominic gave chase and finally caught her in waist deep water. She twisted into him and hugged his neck as she kissed him. Dominic hugged her torso and crushed her magnificent sea-drenched tits against his chest. Gabriella wrapped her legs around his waist and he duck-walked her to shore, plopping her down on the spread beach blanket. She continued to kiss and wiggled beneath Dominic, rubbing her groin against his growing erection.
Dominic raised his head and looked around. The close-by private beach was deserted. In the distance, the disgorged ferry passengers were dispersing on the public sands, unpacking beach paraphernalia. Children were already running in the shallow surf, ignoring shouted parental cautions.
Dominic rose up and drew Gabriella with him. Her tits jostled and settled, they really were magnificent to behold. He led her to the beach house and into the bedroom with its panoramic sea view beyond the veranda. Dominic plucked her side ties and the soddened thong bottoms fell to the floor. Gabriella knelt and yanked off Dominic's swim trunks. Grasping his erection, she led him to the outdoor shower where they rinsed off salt and sand under luke-warm water. Hand in hand they returned to the bedroom.
It was counterpoint to the spirited lead-up. Dominic and Gabriella fell into bed together, romantically smoothing hands on skin, shifting positions for intimate erogenous kissing, and lazing through tender love sessions that lingered through the morning, creating multiple orgasms for both.
They ate voraciously at lunch, satiating their caloric appetites, re-energizing in order to satiate their sexual appetites through the coming afternoon. Another gamesome skip through the surf preceded a blowjob on the beach blanket. Dominic repaid the oral gift to Gabriella's ecstatic glee. The sun trod relentlessly across the sky towards it destiny with the western horizon.
Late in the afternoon, the towel-packed beach bag sat outside on the veranda while inside the bedroom a cock-packed Gabriella sat astride Dominic. She rode him gently for a long time. He played with her magnificent boobs, kneading the masses as he thumbed her nipples. She felt his essence fill her cunt just as she achieved her own ecstatic peak.
On the returning catamaran, the dusk found Gabriella cuddled on the top deck in Dominic's embrace. They watched the cat maneuver around freighters and tankers swaying at anchor, the Panamx giants awaiting their turn to enter the locks and transit the canal. Their mast lights twinkled with Christmas Tree colors. The sea breeze ruffled Gabriella's tresses. She held Dominic's warm hand inside her blouse and windbreaker, lightly against her bra-less breast. His fingers teased her nipple. She hoped Dominic felt as satiated as she did from their romantic all-day fuck-fest.
"Do you remember my friend, Catherina?"
Dominic nuzzled Gabriella's neck and mumbled an affirmative.
"Do you have friends who might be interested in meeting her? Things aren't going well with Cesar. I'm worried about her. She needs to find a stronger man. Perhaps another banker or financier but he must be a firm manly lover with stamina; someone just like you." Gabriella twisted her head and pecked his cheek.
Dominic paused in his petting of Gabriella's boob as he remembered the other dark buxom beauty. His cock gave an encouraging twitch. He would gladly date her himself.
Dominic's imagination went into overload, thinking of plausible settings: maybe a steady diet of ménage-a-trois. Or possibly spend weeknights with Catherina and then weekends with Gabriella; switching their schedules around periodically for a bit of variety. After the women became acclimated to the arrangement, he could occasionally swap one with a colleague and delight in fucking the swap-mate's chica. He knew several colleagues with blondes and redheads that might like a transient variation in bedroom décor. Or maybe even...
Dominic quietly shook his head 'No'. His frequent balling of Gabriella alone was exhausting enough. Fucking them both would probably kill him. And after the mind-blowing sex today, he was hesitant to risk losing Gabriella.
Gabriella felt Dominic's slow head shake and thought he was declining to take the bait. She needed to prompt his inventiveness.
"Is that a 'No'? You can't think of anyone suitable who would be interested?"
Dominic's palm reactivated, fingers stroking Gabriella's nipple. Better a boob in the hand than two in the bush. However, if he managed to keep both Catherina and Gabriella in his ring of associates, future exchanges could still be possible.
Dominic whispered to Gabriella under her fragrant hair. "I have an associate, Eduardo. He is actually the top honcho of our local specialized association. Eduardo is mature and world-wise, a man with exotic and sophisticated tastes. He might be interested in dating Catherina. Undoubtedly, she will find herself attracted to Eduardo. Let's arrange a coffee date and see where it leads."
----------------------------------------
Catherina swung her crossed leg impatiently as she sipped espresso at the sidewalk café waiting for her rendezvous with Eduardo. He was late. The afternoon waned as the light faded and the tall building shadows lengthened. She must have been in the sun too long today. Usually coffee perked her up but this one had her feeling light-headed and droopy. Her eyes closed and her head nodded forward.
A slow-moving black limousine slipped to a stop at the curb and two men in dark suits and sunglasses emerged. They scanned the street for curious onlookers. Seeing none, one man placed a $100 bill beneath the empty demitasse saucer. The other hefted the limp Catherina and placed her in the limo's backseat. The men bracketed Catherina between them as the limo slipped away from the cafe. The waiter re-emerged and pocketed the C-note as he cleared the table and went inside. The café door shut and the sign in the window flipped to CLOSED.
"Okay, let's get rid of any tracking and listening devices."
The men tugged at Catherina's clothes, shoes and jewelry, removing each piece and tossing the articles out the car windows. Now fully nude, Catherina sat dumbly, unresisting in her drugged twilight dream-state.
The limousine cruised up Ancon Hill between the villas and high-rises affordable only to the rich and super-rich of Panama City. They turned beneath a foliaged masonry arch and the automatic gate closed behind them. One man hoisted Catherina over his shoulder and carried her limp nude body inside the expansive house.
---------------------------------
Catherina's mind inched out of its stupor. She seemed to be nude and blindfolded. Her hair hung free about her neck and shoulders. Her arms and legs were bound to an upholstered wooden chair. She heard a fountain bubbling, bird cheeps and crickets. She felt a slight breeze. The air smelled of tropical flowers and another more earthy scent, like fresh turned garden soil.
Footfalls echoed in the distance and drew near.
"Ahh, my darling Catherina, you are awake. Welcome to my holiday home. The city can be all hustle and bustle. I like making my little rendezvous here, away from prying eyes and ears."
Catherina sat still, seeking clues to the man's identity. His English held a Spanish accent; a Latino man. His hands checked her bindings, concerned with details and specifics; a man of experience and caution. The air stirred as he moved around her. She smelled his cologne, citrusy and flora; a man of culture and taste.
"So, Total Woman Security has sent you to find me."
Catherina felt a chill descend her spine. Her cover was blown. She hoped Gabriella would note her absence and raise the alarm.
The man spoke brightly. "Well...here I am!"
'Estevan!' thought Catherina, 'this man is Estevan!'
Other footfalls approached, more than one person, irregular, as if struggling with a weighty load.
"Ahh, and our other special guest has arrived."
Catherina heard a large something placed in front of her, the wooden object scraping on the concrete deck as it was positioned. There was a muffled voice grunting indistinctly.
"Ladies... and gentlemen... let's all get acquainted."
Catherina's blindfold was removed and, as her vision cleared and focused, she saw Gabriella, gagged and bound nude to a chair like her own. Gabriella's hair tousled when the blindfold was removed, leaving free fall tendrils hanging over her eyes and cheeks. The gag followed. Each operative's face froze with the shock of recognition.
"Catherina!"
"Gabriella!"
Estevan chuckled. "And I think you are already intimately familiar with my other guests: Antonio, Barto, Cesar and Dominic."
Estevan's four junior associates stood attentively at ease, having accomplished their pleasurable obligations as bait and delivery boys for their boss.
"It appears that TWS's beautiful agents have probed and penetrated my little money laundering ring. Or should I say that my little ring has had the profound pleasure of probing and penetrating TWS's beautiful agents?"
Estevan laughed quietly at his own joke. His four junior associates merely grinned broadly, reminiscing about the sexual encounters, respectfully awaiting the continuation of their boss's speech.
"My subordinates are enthralled with your fucking proclivities. They were titillated and thrilled. The boys wanted to continue the cycle, sharing your spectacular talents with others. But I was concerned; if I let you go on fucking the hired help, you might escape my grasp."
Estevan stood in front of Caterina, reached out and grasped her right tit, hefting the bouncy globe. He pinched and pulled on the left nipple. He reached down and palmed her snatch, sniffing deeply of her musk that was smeared on his hand. Estevan sighed and turned to Gabriella. He tilted his head in acknowledgement of her similar magnificence.
"I find it such a shame to prematurely end your gallant fuck-for-all and deny so many others such truly gratifying access to your impressive bodies."
Estevan shrugged and sighed. His voice turned to a tone of quiet acquiescence.
"Well, that's too bad. But it was inevitable. Nothing lasts forever. Fortunately, we were able to offload our accounts to other banks around the world. Unfortunately, we will have to relocate our enterprise elsewhere. Panama has been good for us but there are other failed states with marginal governance and greedy leaders. We will re-establish our businesses there."
Catherina and Gabriella had been silent during the monologue. Their training taught them that listening and not talking was the way to garner information and useful intelligence. Estevan continued.
"I can see why my associates were dismayed when I explained that their use of your sexual talents was at an end. My strategy was for us to simply disappear. But the boys yearned to partake once more of your bodies. Alas, as part of our plan, I promised them one more round of erotic indulgence. So here we are. I now regret that I was unable to reap my own share of this delightful feast of pleasure."
Having completed the preliminaries, Estevan swept his arms wide open in a gesture of welcome before the bound women and his men.
"Please, gentlemen, enjoy your promised evening and its carnal bounty. I will return before dawn to complete the arrangements for our exodus."
Estevan re-entered the mansion and closed the glass French doors behind him. The two women and four men were left to their nocturnal activities under the starry sky in the dimly lit manicured patio garden.
The men began eagerly doffing their clothes. They had individually contemplated sharing, swapping or using these two women in tandem. Granted, they had imagined different circumstances but nobody balked at this golden opportunity to live out those fantasies.
Gabriella and Catherina both surreptitiously tested their bindings but each concluded the ropes and handcuffs were too secure for them to slip out of. Catherina noticed a stuffed beach bag on the patio near the mansion.
A nude Antonio and Barto took position either side of the seated Gabriella. One held her in a firm grasp as the other unknotted the bindings. They half-walked, half carried her to a low granite garden bench. Cesar and Dominic were waiting, having draped the smooth flat surface with a padded towel from the beach bag. Antonio and Barto laid Gabriella face up to the bench, limbs fastened to the stone legs, leaving her open and available for their use. Gabriella looked sideways and spotted a row of three miniature ceramic gnomes standing guard along the garden's foliage edge. Their stoic enameled faces gazed emotionlessly upon her preparations.
Meanwhile, Ceasar and Dominic turned their attention to Catherina. Similarly, they unfastened her from her chair and refastened her to a second granite bench. If she tilted her head high enough, she could peer between her tits, over her exposed cunt and see Gabriella fastened to the farther bench, her pink gash framed between her wide spread thighs. Gabriella was of a similar mind and was looking toward Catherina down her own bound body. They eyed each other, trying to transmit moral support and courage to the other, broadcasting mutual assurance with facial expressions that they were worried and uncomfortable but not hurt.
The men gathered in a circle and played a quick game of rock-paper-scissors, determining an impartial rotation of turns with the females. Breaking huddle, Antonio and Cesar strode to the familiar Catherina; Barto and Dominic took position either side of their favorite Gabriella.
Dominic kneeled between Gabriella's legs, used two fingers of one hand to spread her labia and swiped his rough tongue up her cunt lips and over her clitoris. Gabriella gave a startled yelp and lifted her hips off the bench. Barto laughed. Dominic may have chuckled but it would have gone undetected as he buried his mouth over Gabriella's cunt. Gabriella gave intermittent yaps and cries as Dominic sucked intensely and pressed his stuttering tongue hard against her soft pink folds.
Barto placed a bolster cushion under Gabriella's head, tilting her face up and forward. If not for Dominic's bobbing head blocking her view, she could have seen Catherina, as before, on the far bench. Barto threw a leg over Gabriella's stomach and placed his erection between her tits. With her arms bound down at her sides, Barto was left to press her cleavage together. Fully embedded between her wonderful boobs, he began the strokes along the fleshy tunnel. His tip approached but did not touch her cherry colored lips.
The men were using Gabriella but so far had not penetrated her. Her distress was supplanted by a lust and Dominic's familiar tongue was putting a tingle in her groin.
Catherina was receiving similar attention from Antonio and Cesar. Cesar was clumsily lapping her cunt, unused to servicing a female. He was more accustomed to being serviced. Antonio was kneading and tapping Catherina's tits, watching them pulse and jiggle. Catherina looked left and saw her own audience of impassive faced ceramic gnomes. Despite her practiced familiarity with bizarre and worldly sexuality, the cartoonish sculptures' immobile stares were unnerving. She couldn't figure why; it just felt creepy. A shiver ran up her spine. A smug Cesar noted the tremor, took credit and smirked inwardly. In the future, he thought, more lucky women would enjoy his newfound appetite for cunnilingus.



Antonio straddled Catherina's warmed breasts and elevated her face with a handful of hair. He tapped her lightly on the cheek for attention. She met his gaze.
"Now you are going to suck me nice. If you try to hurt me, I will hurt you back... badly. Do you understand?"
Catherina was bound down and in no position to offer effective resistance. So far, the men had not physically hurt her or Gabriella. It was better to survive the battle and live to fight another day. Catherina nodded her hair-suspended head in agreement.
Antonio leaned in and touched the tip of his knob to her lips. Catherina puckered and tickled his slit with her tongue tip. Antonio smiled, pressed forward and offered her more stiff meat. She opened in welcome and slid her tongue under the crown and fluttered it. Having tested her mood and found her agreeable, Antonio pressed forward and filled Catherina's mouth with his solid erection. His hips moved higher, allowing her head to rest on the bench. He took up the pace and sawed his prick back and forth between her cheeks, across her tongue, bumping her tonsils. Catherina closed her eyes and let him stroke at the pace he wanted.
With eyes closed, Catherina moved her sensual focus to her cunt where Cesar's amateur mouth was finally doing a better job of raising her ardor. The pair of men seemed content with their present routines. Catherina felt less imperiled and, if not pleased, at least a little relieved about the way things were unfolding. She even felt somewhat aroused. That was not surprising. Her extensive skills training incorporated danger as a general stimulus, transforming that emotion subsequently into sexual excitement.
Catherina heard Antonio building his vocal grunts and his stroke pace in her mouth quickened. She knew he was close. And so was she. As Antonio stiffened his hips and halted half-embedded, Catherina's groin exploded in electric skittles. She opened her mouth to cry out just as she was flooded by Antonio's discharge. Her mouth gurgled out noise, air and sperm. It dribbled off her chin and Antonio's groin. She managed not to inhale the concoction, swallowing some and holding the rest for subsequent disposal.
Antonio backed out and off Catherina. Cesar had ceased his ministrations to her vulva. Catherina raised her head to peer down at her fellow agent. Gabriella was also clear of her paramours for the moment. Her pillow elevated face was covered with volumes of Barto's genetic white goo. Her mouth was open, breathing rapidly, her body recovering from her own intense orgasm.
Antonio and Barto had blown their first loads and they were seated on the concrete patio deck, breathing hard and refracting their strength for another round with the women. Cesar and Dominic were strutting around the benches, anticipating their further engagement with the bound women. They exchanged prior lovers: Barto chose Catherina, Cesar selected Gabriella. Both men had imagined frolicking with the other woman and here was their chance to try them out.
Cesar tenderly toweled the coat of Barto's spunk off Gabriella's face. He wiped Catherina's vaginal juices from his own face. He removed the bolster cushion from beneath her head. Continued foreplay was superfluous. The dark souled Cesar simply draped his naked body over Gabriella's prone form, lined up and drove home, filling her cunt with his engorged cock. Gabriella moaned at the sudden plunge and was thankful that her cunt was still fully lubricated from Dominic's prior labors.
Cesar was primed and ready by the run-up to this session of coitus. He bore down and set a macho pace, pounding hard and fast. His knob scoured Gabriella's sensitive cunt walls, burnishing his corona and shaft with her wet warm vaginal caresses. Before long, he peaked and dumped his essence in Gabriella's womb. Even after his final discharge, Cesar leisurely rubbed the corona along Gabriella's spongy length, drawing out his pleasure and satisfaction. In the soft moon glow of the garden, he heard Catherina's and Dominic's cries of mutual ecstasy as that pair reached their coincident orgasmic peaks. Cesar drew off Gabriella and sat beside the reinvigorated Antonio and Barto. They were soon joined by Dominic.
The quartet conferred. An arrangement and schedule evolved as each man would continue to use the bound women in turn. The stars ticked across the sky at a leisurely pace. Time passed as the men drained out their waning lust in and on their captives. The women compliantly endured their ordeal, mollified by random orgasms of their own.
At 4 AM, Estevan reappeared. The party must wrap-up. He examined the women as they lay bound in place. They were literally fucked out but otherwise unharmed. He sat in a chair as he directed his underlings to unbind and clean the women up in preparation for their return to the city. The captives were exhausted, docile and cooperative; their cleansings both external and internal. Warm sponges, shampoos and douches removed all genetic evidence.
Thin wool blankets were thrown over their shoulders. They were held tight by a man at either arm and presented for final inspection before the seated Estevan. He reached a hand inside each wool shroud and ran a finger over their slits; he smelled only soapy perfume. He gave a strong squeeze and fondle to the women's breasts. Ah, he thought, how this pair could have invigorated his monotonous way of life if he had just interceded with his associates sooner and taken his share of the sexual spoils. At least his horny young subordinates got their promised final taste of these prime morsels of flesh.
Estevan nodded his acceptance of the cleanup measures. A folded white cloth suddenly covered the females' noses and mouths. The ether-saturated fabric was the last thing they would remember of the night.
--------------------------------------------
Dawn was just breaking over the rooftops in downtown Panama City. Catherina groggily stirred awake. She was seated in front of the prior day's sidewalk café, exactly where she had nodded off. Gabriella was slumped in a similar chair beside her. They were disheveled and naked but for the swathing blankets: no clothes, no shoes, no cell phones, no purses, no money, and no identification. And they had failed in their mission; the money launderers had escaped.
At the same time, Estevan was meeting his accomplices outside Tocumen Airport. He distributed their new identities: passports, cash, flight tickets and the location of a third world country where they would reassemble in three months to renew their money laundering syndicate. Until then, they were free to enjoy themselves.
Estevan's underlings were feeling quite smug. They had flush new bank accounts, freedom of movement and would reminisce forever about balling the sweetest pair of pussies they had ever fucked.
Estevan sensed their hubris and cautioned them to stay out of trouble until their new covers were well established under the protection of the third world country's dictatorial regime. This time, they had thwarted and overcome entrapment and defeat by Total Woman Security. But these latest escapades had taught both Estevan and the Chiefs at TWS some true facts of life:
*** You can't win 'em all.
*** It's better to survive the battle and live to fight another day.
*** The struggle between good and evil never ends.
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PROLOGUE
Ned stood in a residence guest suite bedroom window, surveying the grounds of the Total Woman Academy Master facility in the moonlight. Zena looked over his shoulder as she pressed her boobs into his back and reached around to stroke his semi-hard cock.
Ned thought about the new Housemother Zena and the many alumni like her who wanted to give back to the place that had changed their lives for the better. Some remembered their Academy years fondly and wanted to return for occasional adventures. Ned could contemplate scenarios where the education of sensual anatomy could be used for healing therapies. And there seemed to be a market niche for a leisure center where alumni and favored guests could interact in a resort type facility. Ned would discuss it with the housemothers and prepare a proposal for the board of directors. But mostly, Ned was contemplating how his life and career had come to this. And the future looked bright.
Zena stirred and drew Ned back towards the bed. She also wanted Ned's long term future to be bright but right now she had plans for Ned's immediate future. Those plans involved Ned's rigid cock buried deep in her cunt while his face was held to her soft cleavage.
----------------------------
PRESENT DAY
Ned sat in the office of the Total Woman Academy Master facility, facing Zena across her large oak power desk as she sifted and sorted some files.
"Ned, we're expanding our Guest Lecturers roster. We have two TWA graduates that are contending for the 'generalist' category. We need your help to choose the best candidate."
Ned nodded. He was always willing to help out in any way he could.
"The candidates should be familiar to you. You have performed Evaluation Assessments for nearly a decade. I'm sure you have met them but your analysis program was probably limited to their skill status at those times. This will be your chance to give them a thorough test run of the entire curriculum."
Zena flipped open her first file.
"First we have Angelina. Her record shows that you gave her good scores on her sophomore to Junior Evaluation Assessment. Do you recall her?"
Ned thought a moment and then remembered the lithe, strawberry redhead. She had been excellent in several categories, most especially cowgirl. That had been his only promotion evaluation assessment of her. This time, her full poise curriculum would be available for his reevaluation.
"Yes, I think she did quite well at cowgirl. Did the other Evaluation Assessors find her adequate?"
Zena flipped and scanned a few pages but halted. "I won't share that with you now. Try her out; then we will compare notes."
"Fair enough; who is the other one?"
"We also have Rosiya. She was a transfer Freshman from Eastern Europe. You tested her for Freshman to Sophomore promotion."
Ned thought a while but he was not as quick to evoke her memory.
"I'm sure I'll recognize her when I see her. Frankly, the Freshman level students are just learning the poise proficiencies and they never stuck in my memory as well as their upper classmates."
Zena nodded knowingly. Evaluation Assessors worked with countless students. Until a student gained the higher level poise skills, she was not going to make a lasting impression. For the Senior year graduation evaluation assessments, the student was required to demonstrate the full curriculum over several days and the evaluation sessions became unforgettable for both participants.
"And then we have a possible third session for you."
Zena closed the files. Ned cocked his head.
"I thought you said two?"
Zena smirked.
"I'll let the third one be a surprise. But I think you'll be pleased."
Zena escorted Ned out of the office.
"Angelina will meet you in Coaching Tune-up Suite 1. Take whatever time you need to get a full appreciation of her abilities."
Ned turned to leave. Zena good-humoredly smacked his shorts covered ass.
"Be thorough," she said. "Oh, but what am I saying... of course, you'll be thorough. Total Woman Academy employs only the finest coach tutors... like you Ned. Our Pledge Contributors expect only the best from us."
Ned made his way through the hallways toward Coaching Tune-up Suite 1. Along the way he was greeted by a variety of scantily clad Graduate Students who had booked time for various types of post-graduate studies.
Sheer tops, no-tops and fashionably revealing lingerie displayed their physical charms. Despite achieving a high value education as undergraduates, their sheer competiveness drove them to strive even harder. In the highly competitive career world, they sought out high-achievers for life mates. Learning the latest sensual techniques and refining the previous learned ones were just a part of staying on top of their game.
Ned found Coaching Tune-up Suite 1 where the indicator light was yellow. If the light was green, it meant enter freely. Red meant 'Do Not Disturb'. Accordingly, he knocked before entering. Ned closed and locked the door. The exterior indicator light turned red, indicating the room was occupied and the habitants were not to be disturbed. He was now secluded with Angelina for the duration of her evaluation assessment period, days if necessary.
Angelina stood in the center of the room. She was a little older than he remembered and still a knockout beauty. Her strawberry red hair hung loose beyond her shoulders. Her green eyes glowed behind perfect makeup. She stood with hands clasped in front of a yellow A-line dress, hemmed at mid-thigh, and feet perched on white strappy heels. Wearing the heels, she was only an inch or two shorter than Ned. That was the perfect posture as he approached, took her hands in his and pecked her lips.
"Do you remember me?" she coyly asked.
Ned held her close gaze and simply said "Yes" and pecked her lips again. "I remember you as a Sophomore when I evaluated your great vaginal skills. You were quite impressive with great focus and stamina. You seemed to have flourished since then."
Angelina might have blushed from the complement a few years ago but it was common now. Every man she encountered melted in her presence. The useful males that entered her domain were metamorphosed into moldable putty. She shaped them into her career tools. A smaller subset was ensnared forever after they recuperated from Angelina's willpower shattering sex. Among those select few, she had found potential candidates for the 'lifetime one' but her exhaustive search would continue until she was sure. She still had plenty of time. Angelina gave a measured response.
"Yes, I've had a pretty good run so far. But I want more. Perfect practice makes perfect. And TWA is the perfect place for perfect practice. A Guest Lecturer role would give me opportunities to teach...and learn...and practice what I teach and learn."
Ned smiled and nodded. He liked her poetic prose. She was really a Total Woman, with the drive to become even better. Ned stepped back and took a relaxed pose.
"Well then, Angelina, show me what I might have missed since our last time together."
Angelina gathered her thoughts. She could repeat her vaginal performance. She knew those skills were already far superior to her social peers. Her current paramours constantly begged for her to do it. Her males were mesmerized as they stared upon her cascading strawberry hair and modest rolling boobs. She would rise and fall trance-like in cowgirl pose until the privileged man erupted deep in her clenching cunt. But she wanted to improve her other techniques. Oral was her least practiced art. Ned had never seen or felt her blowjobs. This would be the perfect opportunity to get his feedback in her pursuit of oral perfection.
Angelina held Ned's gaze as she reached back and lowered her summer dress zipper. The sections spread behind her and she shrugged the garment off her shoulders and dropped it to the floor. She now sported only thong panties and heels. She knelt, fixing her liquid green eyes on an awestruck Ned. Ned concluded right there and then that Angelina had perfect breasts.
Angelina slowly knee walked to Ned. Her hips sashayed smoothly as she closed the distance. With her face tilted up looking at his face tilted down, she smoothly removed his shorts.
Ned was used to receiving passionate foreplay from eager students and graduates. They went all out to fire his lust with their very best performances. He was acclimated to the various stages of nudity and the multitude of sexual stimulations: visual, tactile, oral, aroma and biochemical. But Angelina was special and revealing her rich sexuality.
Ned was half hard already and Angelina had only pecked his lips and removed some clothes. Angelina held her hands behind her back as she leaned in and tongue tipped Ned's slit several times. Ned felt his blood heating. His cock ratcheted up another notch to horizontal. Angelina laid her cherry lips half down the knob, leaving her first lipstick mark. Open mouthed, she backed off and blew her sweet breath on the knob to dry the ring.
When the first ring was set, Angelina pressed in again and slid her lips past the corona and suckled at the concentric shaft barely behind it. Again, she backed off and let the lipstick ring dry. Ned was tilting higher and ruining the angle of access for Angelina. She had to rearrange the game. She sat Ned on a low stool. That placed him in a more accessible position. She could revolve her head all around his lap with ease, continuing to decorate Ned's cock but touching it only with her mouth. Kneeling at a proper distance, she held onto the spikes of her heels as she leaned to plant the next ring lower on his prick.
Angelina's tongue tip caught the V under the crown as she closed her lips on the knob and glided them down to mid-shaft. She paused and suckled, planting the halfway mark of progress. She rubbed her tongue along the shaft, 'painting' it with her tongue tip.
Ned gathered Angelina's strawberry curtain in his grip and helpfully elevated them away; they were blocking his view of the action. He held loosely, keeping plentiful slack on the locks. Angelina had free head movement to demonstrate her stuff.
Angelina backed off and Ned's dick bobbed in its rigidity. Angelina waited until the mid-depth lipstick ring set. She had one more to go. Opening wide, she descended over the cock until the knob tip hit her throat. She closed her lips and found herself almost at the base. Close but not quite all in, she pressed hard and Ned's prick entered her gullet as her lips finally bottomed out. She suckled and planted the lowest and last lipstick ring next to his scrotum. She swallowed to give Ned an extra caress before releasing him from her mouth.
Angelina sat back and looked over her ornamental creation. It was almost her best ever cock garnishing. Four full rings of cherry gloss color that she would now be obliged to remove in the allotted time. Four rings: four minutes.
Angelina took a few cleansing breaths to oxygenate her blood for her impending oral sprint to Ned's finish line. For this maneuver she would need to brace against Ned's body. She hugged Ned's thighs together for anchorage. Then she lapped his crown V and pushed her lips of his cock head. The clock started running.
Angelina devoted a flurry of plunges, licks, laps, suckles, rubs, harder suction and head bobs all focused on wiping the lipstick off Ned's dick. At the one minute mark, she had coated her face and Ned's groin with the excess saliva escaping her mouth. The action was a rambunctious tumult of caresses. At the two minute mark, Angelina sensed Ned's breathing and the rigidity of his cock getting harder. At the three minute mark, Ned was grunting and verbalizing his excitement. Only one minute left to beat the clock. She gathered her last ounce of energy and sprinted towards the finish line. It was going to be a photo finish.
Angelina gave an internal yip of joy when Ned burst forth with is first rope before the four minutes was reached. She accumulated his salty, slippery goo in her mouth, slathering his shaft with her spunk sodden tongue. Ned was now holding her head rather than her hair, calming her motions on his over-sensitized cock. He had eased his firmness by the time she finally drew off the newly polished rod. The moment of truth was upon them. They inspected her cleaning work.
Angelina used two fingers to wobble the tumescent meat in the daylight. The shaft was mostly clean, a slight ring residue near the base where her tongue efforts were least effective. Ned allowed that she had done all right. But Angelina was a perfectionist and demurred. Angelina had booked a month of residence at TWA in order to vie for the permanent guest instructor position. She looked up at him with imploring green eyes. Could Ned squeeze her into his schedule a few times a week for more practice? Ned said he'd do his best to satisfy her pleas.
----------------------
Ned arrived at Coaching Tune-up Suite 2 after a short refraction break. Rosiya was waiting for him. She was the model of efficiency. The bed was made up with white satin sheets, there was an unusually sturdy massage table in the central open space and Rosiya was already nude, ready to go.
Seeing her again, Ned now recalled the East European beauty whose memory had escaped him in Zena office: moderate height, full busty figure, dark features, and oodles of sexual energy. He had not been her primary coach-tutor but had gotten acquainted with her unique gifts in several coaching tuneup sessions. He was particularly fascinated with her missionary poses and recalled how she had overcome a deficiency.
During her academic progression, a persistent coaching note was her reluctance during missionary to fully sense her feelings while being used. Psychological analysis revealed she became anxious whenever a muscular male constrained her beneath his bulk and thrust vigorously into her bodily orifices. This inhibiting fear stemmed from childhood punishments where she was held down while being disciplined. She unconsciously associated the two as one. The coach tutors came to the rescue with an ingenious solution.
Rosiya was restrained and stimulated throughout numerous sessions. Each session gradually tightened the restrains and strengthened the stimulations. Her brain reconfigured the subconscious memories. She now associated restraint with ecstasy. She was cured of the fear and hooked on the depravity.
Rosiya became an expert in the art of bondage orgasms. She gave her domineering masculine mates eye popping orgasms. She generated simultaneous torrents of pleasure to herself, experiencing ripping mental brownouts that echoed in her core. She would demonstrate that form of lovemaking to Ned. She needed his endorsement to teach it as a part of the TWA poise curriculum. Thus the sturdy massage table awaited their mutual research.
Rosiya produced handcuffs. For Ned's tryout of her techniques, Rosiya would only restrain her wrists, giving her voluptuous form freedom of movement to squirm and struggle beneath him. She hopped on the table and positioned her head to lay back over the edge. That was her usual starting posture. She could avoid distracting eye contact during the course of being fucked or, before the man clambered onto her restrained naked body, give him inverted oral foreplay. Ned was impressed with her well thought out preparations.
Ned snapped the chrome steel manacles about Rosiya's cooperatively proffered wrists. She happily instructed him how to fasten the clamps low on the massage table legs, pulling her arms and shoulders over and down. Her ribcage lifted and her back stretched into a cambered arch. Her elevated chest invited the aroused male to tease her rose tipped rack of bounteous breasts. Rosiya adored tit play; it carried her higher into stronger orgasms. Ned completed the confining preparations, few that they were.
Ned lowered his shorts, exposing his flaccid penis. Rosiya summoned him with a wink and head bob to the top end of the table. She tilted her head back even further. Ned was a quick study and understood the solicitation. He moved his groin near her inverted face. Ned's hands lovingly caressed her cheeks, neck and straining arms, letting Rosiya sense his enthusiasm for the impending connection. Rosiya used her extended tongue to skillfully raise his rod tip to a level that aligned with her opened lips. Unable to move her body, Ned would control the depth and pace of the facial foray.
Ned gave Rosiya just the tip to tickle, then the knob until he stiffened sufficiently for greater depth. He thrust moderately, then deep, holding for a slow five count before partially withdrawing. Rosiya caught her breath. When Ned thought her ready, he drove deep again, then pulled back and wiggled around in the shallows. The varied motion brought on a varied response.
Rosiya sucked hard whenever Ned kneaded and fondled her defenseless boobs. She sucked even harder when Ned twitched and tugged on her attractive nipples. He leaned in to kiss and suckle her delectable enflamed areolae, bracing against the table for added stability to thrust his cock in long strokes. The pace was faster and faster until it was beyond Ned's command to stop the burst of sperm that spewed forth into her oral cavity, filling it with a milky salute to her expertise.
Ned collapsed from the high he felt, resting his face in Rosiya's cleavage. His balls weighed on her face; his belly against her chin. She patiently waited for his bodily recovery. When Ned was cognizant of his surroundings, he let his sticky rod slip out, pulled back and leaned over to place a kiss on Rosiya's reversed lips.
Ned reached down to unfasten the cuffs when Rosiya stopped him with some hurried words.
"Wait! Don't you like my breasts? Wouldn't your cock adore a boob tunnel ride?"
"Not just this minute; the busy little guy needs some rest."
"Take your time; I'm not going anywhere."
Ned shuffled to the bed and stretched out on the satin sheets, throwing an arm over his eyes and napping for an hour. Feeling refreshed, he come back to the tied up Rosiya who had partaken of her own rest, though not in quite the same comfort.
Rosiya directed Ned's attention to the oils and lotions in the under-table cabinet. The assortment included fruity, flowery and unscented unguents. Ned smelled and wrist rubbed several samples until he selected a jasmine scent. He slathered the balm lavishly on Rosiya's tits, slipping and sliding his palms around as he kneaded and squeezed her generous mounds. Rosiya lauded his labors with gleeful moans and sighs. Rosiya's growing excitement was matched by Ned's growing erection. It was time to get to it.
Ned swung a leg over her body and mounted up. Fearing he had jumped too soon, Ned was delighted when Rosiya showed him where the table was fitted with a handy crank. The headrest wedge could tilt Rosiya's head forward. He worked the mechanism until Rosiya's chin rested on her collar bone and her mouth was positioned to assist with the tit fuck.
Ned cradled his fat prick in the warm slick tunnel. His hands pressed her boobs against his pole; Rosiya's hands, literally tied up elsewhere, were unable to assist. Ned thrust himself to and fro between her mounds. He paused occasionally to waggle the separate globes in counterstrokes, using their spongy elasticity to massage his rod. If he halted on the high point, Rosiya would lick the head. She would kiss it when it was closer still, and suckle it if Ned lunged far enough. He alone controlled her access to his cock. Rosiya played along; the jasmine taste reminding her of a soothing cup of spring tea. The rigid cock poking her chin and lips reminded her that she must avoid being a completely docile participant in this escapade.
Rosiya must have played her erotic role well. Ned played a long time before he peaked and sprayed her lips, chin and cheeks with his spunk. Rosiya lay passively, picking at the goo with her tongue where she could find it. Ned would have helped Rosiya with finger scoops but he was still dazed by his orgasm. He panted out longer and shallower breathes until he established the strength to dismount. Ned found towels beneath the table and gently daubed her face. He wiped up the excess oils on her tits but left a fine sheen that looked invitingly erotic to him.



Playing with the restrained buxom beauty had gotten to Ned. He didn't feel the need for more rest. He was already imagining the feel of Rosiya's tight cunt swallowing his cock and her slippery sheened mounds squiggling beneath his chest. Rosiya had been tied down for a few hours now. Ned wanted to be gentlemanly and finish her run-through in a reasonable time, after which they both could rest from the ordeal. Tossing aside the soiled towels, Ned hopped onto the massage table.
Rosiya's face brightened with the knowledge that her best chance to show off her abilities was about to commence. Despite the length of time on the table, her energies had not been expended by either the blowjob or titjob. Until now, Rosiya had been a passive receptacle of Ned's energy and juices. Her time to shine had come.
Ned braced above her, knees between her spread thighs, hands either side of her head. He dipped in for a quick kiss, tasting his cum residue, but not minding it since it was his own. He waited in that position, letting Rosiya fully prepare for their genital hookup. His cock waggled as he flexed his body. Rosiya smiled, nodded and raised her heels to his ass, pulling him in. Ned lined up and sank the distance.
Rosiya helped pulled Ned tight inside, pressing with her heels on his butt cheeks. She rotated her hips, brushing his tip against her cervix. Ned almost sprang back when that happened. Rosiya ramped up the game. She pulled him in even tighter, clamping her thighs, locking Ned into her continued tip brushes. She compressed her cunt walls in ripples, the fleshy sleeve massaging Ned's corona and shaft.
Rosiya had performed these thrilling caresses on a multitude of sex mates. She had perfected the technique over time and her men had gone wild from the sensations. Rosiya could manipulate and handle them vaginally even with her body tightly bound. Rosiya smiled, knowing Ned's hyper-sensitized knob was receiving the elite treatment it deserved.
Ned's willpower crumpled with the phenomena. His torso collapsed onto Rosiya's body. Sensing his slackening of the brace position, she knew she had effectively taken command of the situation. She braced her back and ass against the table and athletically squirmed beneath Ned. Rosiya was a mélange of motion. She continued the vaginal caresses. She rotated her hips to jog his shaft and wipe the corona along her walls, yet tickling his tip whenever he was deep. She rolled her glossy boobs against his chest, sending tingles through both their nipples.
Ned was amazed at her strength and flexibility. Even though on the bottom, Rosiya was doing all the work; supporting him, massaging him, caressing and compressing him, all without using her bound hands. She was even directing the facial contacts, begging Ned to kiss her, sucking his tongue, then swiping inside his mouth, hands free. He simply lay quiescent with his head elevated, only holding onto the table enough to stay centered on top of her as she built his heat.
Rosiya recognized the apex of Ned's ardor had been reached when he arched his back, closed his eyes and opened his mouth to yell. She clamped down hard on his prick, hard enough to actually feel the sperm pulses driving up the shaft. He went mindlessly numb and ejaculated his warm essence deep in her womb. Rosiya was still trying to capture his lips and bobbed her head up but Ned's arched back held his lips higher than she could reach. Ned finally detented and dropped relaxed, drained and bedazzled on Rosiya's soft warm body. He laid his head next to hers as he waited for his depleted dick to tumble out.
Rosiya whispered to Ned. "Was that an acceptable demonstration, ma Cherie? Did I pass the test?"
Ned simply groaned. Rosiya decided that was a 'Yes'.
"If you can manage to get down and detach me, we can relax in a bubble bath and get you cleaned up. Zena said she has more uses for you yet today."
Ned groaned. Rosiya took that for an 'Okay'. Ned crawled off and removed Rosiya's wrist constraints. She sat up and flexed her muscles and joints to reinvigorate the blood flow. Ned stumbled to the bathroom. He was all set to soak his weary cock and balls in a warm soothing bath. Rosiya toddled after him. She was all set to augment his recovery in any way she could.
-----------------------
Zena had Ned seated back in her office. They discussed his previous two sessions and Ned put his official recommendations in the computer files. As far as he was concerned, Total Woman Academy should hire them both. Zena was nodding her head as she said that she would give that due consideration. She leaned back and let the silence fill the air. Ned sat patiently as Zena watched him.
"You look tired all, old boy. Do you want a break before your next assignment?"
Ned was actually feeling his age but he was also feeling his oats. "Who are you calling old?"
Zena laughed and let it go.
"Just kidding. You'll get a break anyway. I am sending you to the airport in the limousine to meet two scholarship transfer students from Scandinavia. Take them to the Junior facility. They are reported to be proficient at mid-Junior level with tactile, vaginal and oral skills. Do the usual evaluation assessment steps to confirm that. If they are as good as reported, we might advance them to the Senior Facility right away. Their Pledge Contributor sponsor wants them back to their home country in no later than two years. He has career opportunities waiting for them if and when they graduate. Any questions?"
Ned couldn't think of any. He shuffled out to the waiting limousine and looked forward to his nap on the way to the airport.
--------------------------
Ned stood beside the chauffer who was holding a hand-card printed with 'TWA'. Twin tornados of platinum blondness skittered out of the security exit and spied the sign. They skipped towards Ned, giggling, then calmed to a respectable presentation mode until Ned acknowledged their arrival. Ned looked them over. Long spandex-suited legs poked below bulky cable knit sweater coats. Each girl wore her straight hair in a rubber-band ponytail with face framing bangs touching the eyebrows. Blue eyes and rosy high cheeks completed Ned's first impression.
"God, we're finally here! America! Are you Ned?"
He extended a hand in greeting and the pair pushed past it to buzz his cheeks instead. Ned looked around; there was no luggage. No time to pack, they told him.
"We just got back to our college dorm from a ski weekend and were told we had been accepted as transfer students to TWA. We have dreamed of coming here for years. We ran straight to the airport and barely caught our flight. They assured us the Academy would issue us the necessary uniforms for the resident program.
Ned thought 'Uniforms? Yeah, thong panties and high heels for class and lab work, sneakers for the gym, suntan lotion for the pool deck... that would be all the uniform they would see or need.' His cock thickened at the visuals.
Ned pondered the next steps. Immigration: check! Baggage claim: check! Customs: check! There seemed nothing further for them at the airport. The quartet found the TWA limousine in the car-park and clamored in. Ned faced forward, the girls faced him backwards. The chauffer closed the privacy window between the compartments and drove off onto the interstate for the long journey to the Total Woman Academy.
Ned offered the girls refreshments which they declined. The blondes chattered with excitement. They introduced themselves as Norwegian college students, forestry and fisheries majors. They had applied for transfers everywhere, desperate to see the larger world, disappointed by their lack of success. Then word arrived that TWA was offering them full scholarships with room and board. They rushed right to the plane, packing no luggage, still wearing their après-ski garb. Their names were Heidi and Hilda.
Ned was dressed in linen shirt and gym shorts. The car's thermometer was set to a comfortable 80F. The twins were dressed for snow skiing, not summertime. They doffed their cable knit sweaters. They wore stretchy spandex under-suits, fitted to their bodies like a thin second skin. Their well-formed breasts were rounded humps on their chests with two centering pop-up nipples; the cameltoes were pulled in tight. The temperate stayed the same in the car but rose in Ned. Still too warm, the twins lowered the suits' front zippers far enough to expose cleavage, bellybutton and the promise of pink.
Ned mentally approved the clothing rearrangement and began to ponder how to initiate the blonde into their evaluation assessments during the long journey ahead. His mind rambled through many ideas. Which one was the best one for him to put into play? He decided to start at the beginning.
"Have you two been briefed on the TWA curriculum program?"
Heidi volunteered what she knew so far. "We know it's a live-in facility that teaches intelligence, beauty and poise. We will continue our academic studies online to attain undergraduate degrees. The uniform code is strict and mandatory. We will participate extensively in one-on-one coaching and tutoring by dedicated staff."
Hilda broke in when Heidi took a breath. "Sometimes guest coach tutors are scheduled to give us even more intensive and extensive lessons. We must pass evaluation assessments in all three concentrations before advancing to the next grade level."
Ned nodded and said that seemed to be the gist of it. He went on to elaborate on the types of activities included in the beauty and poise curriculums. He was very specific about the roles of the students, the staff coach tutors and the guest coach tutors. He watched the twins become more thrilled and enthralled by the tales of eroticism intended to be a part of their imminent future. Ned saw their enthusiasm and figured it was time to move the program along. He pointed at their body suits.
"As you said, the TWA dress code is very strict. This limousine is a TWA facility. That means you both are 'out-of-uniform'."
Ned retrieved two black satin clinch sacks and handed them to the girls. They opened them to find matching red thong bikini bottoms and fashionable sequined strappy heels, their new standard TWA facility uniform.
"Those bodysuits are too warm for this environment anyway. Go ahead and change; you'll be more comfortable."
Heidi and Hilda turned the scraps of fabric in their hands, fingered the row of sequins along the shoe straps and giggled gaily. They peeled off the body suits. Ned got his first look at the magnificence of their nudity. They truly were twins in almost every detail: sculpted bodies, shaved vulva, medium athletic style tits with rosy pert nipples. Twisting as they pulled on the tiny thongs, Ned was introduced to their full fleshy pinkness. The twins simultaneously bent forward to strap on the heels; their breasts hung firm but soft, jiggling in unison as they struggled with the small silver buckles. They sat back, attentive to Ned's next disclosure.
"As you know, evaluation assessments are required to determine which poise level you have attained. It would be unfair to you and your classmates to place you higher than what would be appropriate to your existing proficiencies."
Ned paused for effect. The twins were hanging on his every word.
"We will arrive at the junior facility this evening. The junior students learn and practice oral skills. They have already been through the freshmen level tactile stimulation training and gained expertise in sophomore level vaginal control. This afternoon, my duty is to confirm that you have the same tactile and vaginal skills as our promoted sophomores. En route, we will perform the necessary evaluation assessments."
Ned didn't bother to await their acknowledgement or concurrence. He pulled off his shirt and shorts, sitting nude on the facing seat.
"We will begin with your understanding of male erogenous and stimulation zones. You will take turns identifying my sensory points by kissing that spot. Don't touch my cock or balls; that's too obvious. Show me what you know about other areas."
Heidi went first, kissing Ned on the lips, a logical beginning. Hilda leaned forward and nip kissed an earlobe then settled back. Heidi popped forward again and buzzed his neck; Hilda followed that with a peck the tip of Ned's nose. Heidi tongue kissed one of Ned's nipples; Hilda copycatted the other. On and on they went, lower and lower, alternately performing navel tongue pokes, multi-pecking on inner thighs, licking knee hollows. After a while, Ned's stiff cock waved for attention like an eager school student.
Which one would he choose for the first vaginal Evaluation Assessment? Both, he decided. He motioned them to join him either side in the rear seat.
The twins hopped across the space and snuggled next to Ned. Without much prompting, they promptly continued the touch game. Besides cheeks buzzes, all of Ned's identified touch points were getting retouched... and stroked, brushed, caressed, fingered. A snickering Heidi held her ringed thumb and forefinger around Ned's raging erection as a giggling Hilda used a fingertip planted on his cocktip to move it around like a game controller joystick.
Ned had a hand between each pair of thighs, cupping the twins' thong swathed vulvas, probing under the fabric into juicy pink tunnels with his waggling long fingers. The twins were softly sighing as they played with Ned.
Heidi was hot and ready. Undirected, she suddenly swung a leg over; pulled aside her juice dampened thong and waggled her butt to get alignment. Hilda held Ned straight and ready. Contact established, Heidi lowered her ass and engulfed Ned's rod. Heidi and Ned let out a mutual astonished whimper as she descended. It was heavenly.
Hilda helped. She continued to caress exposed skin on both partners as Heidi rose and fell, kissed and nuzzled. Ned's hands were busy with Heidi's boobs. Heidi's hands were fingering Ned's neck hairs. The trio was a cacophony of touch and sound. Inevitably, the tune reached its climax when Ned sprayed spunk deep in Heidi's cunt. She collapsed against him, hand trapped boobs pressing into his chest as she gusted out her own pleasure in Ned's cry-out opened mouth. Hilda lightly caressed the coach and student until they emerged from the ecstasy. Skitters continued to dance about their bodies in a pleasant afterglow.
------------------------------
Ned was scrunched in his seat. The twins rested their heads on his shoulders, finger walking all over his legs, arm, chest and groin. He felt the wearying effects of testing three virile women within the last few days and Hilda anxiously awaited her turn. There wasn't enough time for her evaluation assessment before their arrival at the Junior facility. The twins were very efficient as a sensuous tag team. Ned needed to hand them off to his own tag team. He called Zena and informed her that they were about to arrive at the junior facility and explained the situation. She agreed to make the arrangements.
The limousine drew up before the Junior facility. The hydraulics hissed as the limo's automatic rear door opened. Mrs. Jones, the Housemother, was waiting at the entrance. Heidi and Hilda swept up their bundle of body suits and sweaters but Ned stopped them.
"Leave them here; everything you truly need during your stay will be provided by the Academy."
They dropped the ski clothes and alighted into the night air, clad solely in damp thongs and high heels. Mrs. Jones warmly beckoned to them.
"Heidi and Hilda, welcome to America and the Total Woman Academy. I'm your housemother, Mrs. Jones, and your classmates are waiting just inside to meet you and get you settled in. Come along."
Mrs. Jones took a hand from each and led them to a side parlor. A dozen young women of all shapes, sizes, tones and ethnicities, dressed exactly like the twins, waited for them. It was Topless Tuesday at the Junior facility and thongs and heels were the proscribed uniform of the day. The girls gathered into a giggling gaggle as they introduced themselves and tittered warm welcomes.
Mrs. Jones gave the assembled females permission to take the twins on a short sightseeing circuit. If they hurried they could see their dorm rooms, meet their respective roommates and check out the costumes and uniforms already provided in their closets. They might even get a quick view of the classrooms, dining room, gym and pool before returning. The tour group needed to be back in half an hour for the twins' formal initiation into the TWA poise curriculum. The Juniors took the twins on a whirlwind tour, assuring them there would be plentiful time later for more in depth inspection.
The cluster returned to the parlor to find Mrs. Jones accompanied by two athletic mature men dressed in sandals, gym shorts and tee-shirts. The students stood in a respectful semi-circle before the three older adults. Heidi and Hilda stood attentively in the center space. Mrs. Jones laid out the next steps.
"The Total Woman Academy curriculum consists of three pillars: intelligence, beauty and poise.
"For intelligence, you will continue your university studies online to achieve a useful college degree. We expect you to graduate with academic honors, so study hard and do well.
"As to beauty, you both have an excellent base to work with and during your stay with us, you will learn how to veil any minor blemishes and radiate your natural vitality for an even more stunning image.
"Poise will set you apart from all others in the outside world. Poise is the runway model's strides and poses. It's the self-confidence of proper manners. It's the engagement of all of your capacities to make another person feel wanted and appreciated. Sensuous capabilities are a key ingredient. Our mental and physical exercises will free your mind from unfounded social inhibitions.
"Ned began your poise evaluation assessments on the limousine ride from the airport. But he has been over-worked lately and needs rest. These two gentlemen are TWA coach-tutors. They will continue to determine your admittance point into the poise curriculum.
"Heidi, this is Karl. Hilda, this is Caleb. You will go with them now to continue your Evaluation Assessments."
Heidi stepped towards Karl, extending her hand in a smile filled greeting. An unsmiling Karl closed the distance and took her hand in a secure grip. "Come with me" he brusquely commanded.
Karl whirled her about and briskly crossed the parlor. Heidi was towed behind him as she strutted to keep up in her heels. Her platinum hair cascaded, her lively boobs bobbled and her pert ass oscillated. The semi-circle parted hurriedly to allow passage; some of the girls showed worrisome expressions, others tinges of jealousy. Karl was known to be a vigorous and stern coach tutor. Everyone had dissimilar penchants for coarse erotic activity. But, regardless, every student found Karl's distinctive style of evaluation assessments instructive and exhilarating.
Hilda watched her harried sister leave the room and then turned her nervous attention to Caleb. He stepped to her and took her hands softly in his. He leaned in and pecked her lips, lingering for a second kiss and a longer sweeter third one. His hand caressed her soft breast as he lingered on the last kiss.
"I am delighted to meet you, Hilda. Let's go to my suite where we can get more acquainted. I'm dying to savor the sensual charms you have so coyly unveiled to me here."
Caleb watched her eyes as he rubbed her nipple and cupped the mass. Hilda stood motionless, awaiting his commands.
Caleb motioned Hilda towards the parlor exit. "Shall we?" He guided her out of the parlor with a palm patting her sashaying pert derriere.
The students disbanded and left for their remaining scholastic obligations of the evening. On the way, several strolled by the Coach-Tutor suite from which emanated grunts and groans, whimpers and moans. Karl had begun Heidi's robust initiation to the Total Woman Academy poise curriculum.
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Prologue
Syd waltzed across the Total Woman Clinic lobby that he had struggled into a short week ago. Fergie, the receptionist, gave him a broad smile. Syd remarked "We missed you yesterday at the sauna."
Fergie nodded and said "I missed you too but I am only an intern therapist and not allowed in Group Therapies. Anyway, I won't forget you after Friday night together. It was wonderful."
Syd nodded and turned to leave. Fergie came around the counter and pecked his cheek goodbye. Syd walked through the door onto the sidewalk. At that moment, a white limousine pulled up to the curb. The driver and a nurse got out and opened the rear door. They helped an elderly gentleman into a wheelchair and pushed him towards the Total Woman Clinic. As the door opened, he heard Fergie's chipper voice call "Oh, Mr. Smith, welcome to the Total Woman Clinic. We have been expecting you." Then all sound from inside was muted as the door closed.
Syd almost laughed and thought 'Well, buddy, they are either going to cure you or kill you. If it's the latter, you are going to die a very happy man.'
----------------------------------------
Present Day
Willy Smith, born in Bohemia as Wilfred Schmidt, raised his eyes and smiled at the pretty receptionist as his chauffer/bodyguard and his fulltime nurse wheeled him inside the lobby. The youthful receptionist rounded the counter and bent to clasp his frail hands in hers.
"Oh, Mr. Smith, welcome to the Total Woman Clinic. We have been expecting you."
"Please, my dear, my friends call me Willy. And, so my pretty little fraulein, you are called...?"
"I'm Fergie. I'm the receptionist. May I help you with anything?"
"No... no... Gunther and Marge have me well in hand. But the car ride was long and I would like to see my room. Could we go there now?"
"Of course, Mr. Smith..." Wilfred, aka Willy, cocked an eyebrow. He still held her hand warmly.
"... I mean, Willy..." corrected Fergie with a smile and giggle. Willy joined her smile.
Gunther wheeled Willy behind the ushering Fergie. Her pert bubbly ass led them to the elevator. When all were inside the cabin, Fergie pushed 'P' for Penthouse and the elevator moved smoothly to the top floor.
The doors opened onto a large full floor suite with glass surrounding the area on all four sides. The building was not tall but still higher than the surrounding rooftops. A few blocks distant, the ocean waves sloshed against a sandy beach. A small children's playground occupied an adjacent lot below. A surface electric tram rolled by on a distant street, playing a kind of peekaboo between the lines of tall buildings.
There were TWC staff members waiting to welcome Mr. Smith, er... Willy. Fergie made the introductions.
"Folks, this is Willy. That's what he likes to be called. Willy, this is your clinical staff for your week of tests and therapies. Here we have Juanita, for muscle strength... Wanda, for flexibility... Sati, for meditative relaxation."
Willy took time to hold each young woman's hand as he endeavored to fix their names with the faces.
Juanita was a buxom short Hispanic woman with definition and tone to her compact muscular body. Her function was to help Willy get some meat back on his bones and get the bones denser as well.
Wanda was a gorgeous chocolate vision, a mélange of ethnicities and cultures, dark almond eyes, wavy black hair, a lithe body shaped by hours of competitive swimming.
Sati was the purist definition of a classic Hindu woman. Long thick black hair, bare light brown shoulders, hips and breasts that were full figured, all draped in pastel filmy saris. When she extended her hand, it looked as if she was executing a fluid dance routine. That was her unconscious way of gracefully moving, learned as a child through long practice in the Hindi performance arts.
Willy was enchanted by them all. But as attractive as each was, they could never reach the beauty of his beloved Louisa. Willy's face went stoic as he looked out the window down on the small children's playground.
Willy's mind clouded...
Willy was 20 years old as he stood by his ice cream cart, small children clamoring to buy frozen treats. One youngster got a little pushy. Willy had to stop the action to realign the excited customers into an orderly cue.
"Max! Stop it!" A young blonde woman gave the unruly boy a shake. Willy's heart gave a little shake when he looked at her face. She apologized to Willy for her little brother's behavior. Blonde ringlets, sparkling blue eyes, clear complexion all hovering above a fit and shapely frame. She wore a pale yellow sleeveless dress, hem close to her knees, and black sensible shoes. Willy caught himself staring too long; the young lady caught him staring too long. Then she extended her hand in greeting.
"Hi, I'm Louisa. Sorry about Max, he's just that way." When Willy touched her hand, static tingles swept his arm and lit his skin from head to toe. He stammered.
"Hi... ugh... I'm Wilfred... Willy, to my friends. Pleased to meet you, Louisa. Don't worry about Max, it happens all the time. Please have an ice cream from me for helping out."
"Why, thank you... Willy."
What followed were daily encounters as Louisa found excuses to be at the playground when Willy sold his ice creams. That led to coffees in the afternoons, dinners with her parents, later evenings alone in low-lit, snuggly places and a grand wedding ceremony before the gilded alter in the Lutheran cathedral.
Times were hard in the Weimar Republic but Willy and Louisa found a way to survive and their love for each other blossomed into full bloom when the baby was born. Then one night, brown shirts knocked on their door, questioning the Aryan purity of Louisa's parentage. They wanted her to expound on her ancestry. Willy managed to talk them out of the apartment without endangering his wife and child. Willy promised to find the misplaced papers and bring them to the registry tomorrow.
It was time to leave Germany. That night, they packed what they could carry and fled to Switzerland, eventually to America.
Willy found work with an ice cream maker. He was good with customers and sales. He rose within the company. During the war, the company developed a better process for powdered milk. It was a huge market, feeding the soldiers, the refugees and finally the remaining survivors of the great destruction. When the company owner retired in the 50's, Willy bought him out, financing the enterprise with growing profits and luck.
Louisa, Willy, their son Rolf, and the little daughter, Eva, prospered. The grown Rolf went on to found a company of his own and presented Louisa and Willy with grandchildren and they, in turn, gave them great grandchildren. But money and progeny were unsuccessful in softening the blow of Louisa's passing. Willy comforted Louisa as she fought for life. But eventually, it was just her time to leave.
Willy retired from his company to care for Louisa through her consuming illness. His heart cracked daily. When the end came, his spirit was crushed and his own health declined. Doctors could treat the symptoms but not the underlying cause, a broken heart. In desperation, they recommended a round of special treatments at the unusual Total Woman Clinic...
Willy's mind returned to the room at the top of TWC. He looked around and found everyone patiently watching him. His nurse, Marge, was talking softly to the TWC staff.
"You see... sometimes he just loses consciousness. It's not neurological; he's been tested for that. But we still think he should be EEG monitored and stimulated to find the cause."
Sati, with her Eastern culture wisdom, took on a knowing expression and said they would see to Willy's needs: physical and spiritual. She assured them that Willy wouldn't leave the clinic until he was ready.
Juanita started Willy's therapy that afternoon. She worked Willy on the table, raising his legs and making him press against her restraining weight. He tried and succeeded somewhat. Juanita was more pleased with his resolve than his physical results. It was good for Willy's spirit to gain lots of little successes.
"That was pretty good, Willy. How do you feel?"
"A bit tired. Maybe I could rest a while?"
"Yes, of course. Anyway, Wanda is already here. She will let you rest until you feel ready to continue with her flexibility therapy session. I have another therapy appointment waiting for me down at the gym."
Wanda seated Willy to face out the window. The sunlight shimmered off the sea. A few beach walkers strolled the sands. Willy watched them meander in and out of the tireless surf.
Willy's mind clouded...
It was mid-week, late spring and the beach was mostly deserted. Rolf and his classmates were still in school and Willy and Louisa were spending a solitary day at the shore. Their umbrella fluttered with the gentle breeze. They lay on the blanket, reading, snacking, resting and relaxing. Willy would occasionally peek over his sunglasses at the reclining Louisa, just watching her read or close her eyes for a quick doze. She worked so hard taking care of the house and the children. Willy was always working and these occasional getaways left him some serenity to cherish his love for his beautiful wife.
Willy's career was going well. Willy would own the business when his boss retired soon. Everything in his life since leaving Germany had gone his way, slowly but steadily, and he felt very fortunate to have his health, his beautiful wife, children and prosperity.
At this moment, he was especially pondering his wife. She wore a red bikini, not too risqué but brief enough to display her beauty. Willy was feeling himself thicken. He finger walked up her thighs, across her stomach and finger pad circled her areola beneath the silky bikini top. Louisa opened her eyes and smiled; they kissed. Willy moved his hand to her groin and circled the cover to her grotto that he so much loved. Louisa didn't protest and they kissed some more. She found his stiffening prick and rubbed it slowly and lovingly. Willy reached back and flipped the blanket edge over and around them. Clothes were skittered away inside the wool cocoon and the lovers became one.
Resting afterwards inside the blanket, they pillow talked, sharing ideas and dreams for the coming year: vacation trips, the children's schooling and family get-togethers for the holidays.
The afternoon sun foretold the time to depart for home.
"Should be go home now?" Louisa asked. Willy smoothed a hand over Louisa's hip and pecked her lips. He felt another rise thicken his groin. Louisa felt it, too. She giggled the reply to her own question.
"Let's stay a while longer. It's not time to leave yet."
That was the first of many more mischievous starts to summer and they eagerly anticipated their annual surreptitious observances...
Willy's mind returned to the room at the top of TWC. He looked around and found Wanda watching him. He smirked at her look of concern.
"It's okay, my dear. I'm fine. Shall we begin?"
-------------------
Juanita met her client in the gym. He was wearing the standard TWA outfit of sneakers, shorts and teeshirt, just the same as Juanita. He was seated, a pained look on his face. Juanita rigged him out with some light ankle and wrist weights, preparing him to walk and run through some standing exercises meant to build muscle strength. The client was 'ouching' and 'ohhing' with every slow step. Juanita's verbal encouragement was ineffective in motivating her client to a quicker gait. More incentive was necessary.
Juanita moved behind him, found the Velcro tabs and ripped off her client's shorts. As he yelped in protest, Juanita stood in front of him and quickly doffed her teeshirt, exposing well rounded chocolate tipped brown boobs. She leaned forward, swaying the dangling beauties as she doffed her shorts as well.
"You can touch them if you can catch them" she said.
The client reached out as Juanita half stepped back. The client stepped forward as Juanita stepped back again. The game was on.
For the next hour they played 'chase me – chase me' all around the gym floor. Juanita would occasionally slow enough for the client to get a furtive boob crushing hug, a grasp of her ass or a handful of tit. Wiggling from his clutch, she would shake away with him in hot pursuit. His stiffening cock waggled in front of him like a semaphore. Juanita and the client both worked up a sweat and as the hour drew to a close, Juanita was not heartless enough to leave her client in his aroused condition without suitable relief.
Juanita faced him as he charged forward. She stood her ground as he tackled her to the floor and saddled up in missionary position. He thrust in and shook both their bodies with mighty strokes. In spite of her clinical responsibilities to her client, she took care of her own needs as well and cried her own delight, joining him in a mutual shattering orgasm.
The client laid quiet, breathing heavy, muscles and testicles drained. Juanita smoothed his neck, shoulders and back while he recovered. Juanita cooed as she set their next appointment.
"Same time next week?" she asked.
"Absolutely" murmured her client.
-----------------
Wanda stood in front of Willy, watching him reach behind his head, down past his shoulder. Then leaning forward to touch his toes but not getting very close. He pointed at them and strained. Wanda stopped him. She sat him upright and they smiled at his apparent improvement. Wanda was rather concerned with his breathing, which was deep.
"How do you feel, Willy?"
"I'm a little dizzy" he replied.
"Okay, let's stop and rest a while. Sati is here for your next therapy and I have a private water therapy appointment at the pool. Sati, can you watch Willy for a while until he's ready?"
"I would be absolutely delighted to spend time with Willy. You go ahead. How are you feeling, Willy?"
Willy watched Wanda depart for her pool appointment and replied to Sati's concerned inquiry.
"I think I would like to just sit here for a while."
Sati gave Willy's arm a gentle touch.
"That sounds like a good idea."
Willy saw the skyline beyond the large panoramic windows. Birds were wheeling and diving about the building roofs.
Willy's mind clouded...
Willy sat near the huge glass panels. Evening had fallen and the lights of the city twinkled like a jeweled carpet lying out from the penthouse restaurant dining room. The soft lighting inside complemented the candles lighting each table, adding to the scene of elegance. Waist-coated waiters floated about, attending the assembled guests. It was the Wednesday banquet of the Dairy Products Association's Annual Convention. On Friday, Willy would be honored as a founding past president. The next year's officers would be introduced and inducted.
The convention was going well. The hot topic was strontium 90. Nuclear testing fallout was descending on the world's grazing pastures and thereby entering the dairy stream. It was affecting sales in general and there was agreement to lobby Congress for funded studies to discount the trivial risk that it would impose on public health.
Louisa was unable to attend this year. Rolf was sick with measles. Willy missed her companionship for this trip. So he was glad that Sally, the sales director of a rival firm and past acquaintance from previous conventions, was seated at his banquet table. She was a familiar face among the new acquaintances and members.
Sally was a lively conversationalist, spanning many topics effortlessly, always attentive to wherever Willy led the discussion.
The other diners at their table joined the chit chat and lingered over coffee and dessert before mosying off to a bar before bed, or straight to a bed, depending on their particular connubial context. With spouses in attendance, it was a marital context. With spouses absent, it presented different likelihoods.
Willy was not a heavy social drinker, and with Louisa absent, not really anxious to return to an empty hotel room. Sally and he remained conversing at the table as the dining room continued to empty.
With the room nigh empty and themselves the sole people left at their table, Sally scooted around to sit next to Willy.
"So, Willy, how is Louisa these days?'
"Still gorgeous" chuckled Willy.
"You two are lucky to have found each other."
"More than you could ever know, Sally. More than anyone could ever know."
"Probably; but I've known love before."
Yes, Sally had known love before; before the executive she had married after a hot office romance had found a different hot office romance soon after.
Sally's hand stole beneath the tablecloth and rested on Willy's knee. Sally rested her other elbow on the table, propping her head as she gazed thoroughly into Willy's face. He tried to act nonchalant but this was new for him. He took his last sip of coffee, using the time to think through this burgeoning prospect. It was midweek and he had been away from Louisa for several days. He was still a spirited man. The convention was the usual speeches and meetings and drudgery. A little adventure would break up the monotony.
Willy looked more closely at Sally. She was a mix of European ancestry: Greek olive skin, Asiatic cheek bones beneath Nordic almond shaped blue eyes and exquisitely rounded breasts surmounting her Italian fashion model physique. Willy felt his groin twitch, prompting his response. He laid his hand over hers and clasped it warmly. Sally smiled back, encouraging his advance. Her hand moved up to rub Willy's inner thigh.
"Would you walk me to my room?" she asked.
"I think I can do that" said Willy.
Sally gathered her purse and walked towards the exit, Willy trailing behind. The glass enclosed elevator descended to Sally's floor and disgorged them into the hotel hallway. Sally walked ahead, her trim hips sashayed invitingly over long toned legs and stilettos. Her elegant body-hugging cocktail dress was doing its intended job of attracting masculine attention. She peeked back over her shoulder as she arrived at her door. Sally fumbled with carding the door, shaking her rear in Willy's direction. The door finally clunked and swung open. She turned to face Willy.
"Do you want to come in for a while, a night-cap or something?"
Willy could feel his pulse beating faster. He paused before replying.
"I don't think that's a good idea" he said.
Sally had heard that hesitant line before and knew what was required. She stepped backward into the open entranceway far enough to shield her from unexpected onlookers. She reached back and drew the dress zipper down her back. The elegant navy blue fabric dropped to her feet.
Sally was poised in heels, panties and jewelry. Her lovely unfettered breasts were full and round, topped with large rose covered disks. Her red satin thong shaped a puffy cameltoe at her Venus mound. She stood patient and inviting, letting Willy get a full appreciation for what awaited him. Willy's gaze lingered long, inspecting her up and down. Sally finally broke the silence.
"Doesn't this help change your mind?" she asked, cocking an eyebrow.
Willy unfroze his gawk and took a step into the doorway. His hand reached forward and he grasped the doorknob.
"Thank you for the stirring conversation this evening, Sally. It was a pleasure chatting with you. Have a good night." Wally pulled the door closed and walked down the hallway, back to his own room.
Behind the closed door, Sally shrugged her shoulders and retrieved her dress, hanging it in the closet. In a bathrobe, she dialed the phone.
"Sorry, boss. No dice. I couldn't get Willy where I needed him. Without damaging photos, we can't blackmail him. We'll just have to get their trade secrets from someone else. Damn! He's a better man than I took him for."



Elsewhere, Willy was talking on his room phone. Louisa's voice was a sweet, soothing melody in his ear.
"How's the convention going, darling?"
"It's the usual grind. I really miss having you here, Louisa."
"Oh, Willy, I miss you, too."
"How's Rolf?"
"He's feeling better. I think he'll be fine by the weekend."
"I'm thinking of coming home early. I'll claim Rolf needs me."
"Oh, Willy, you'll miss your award ceremony on Friday! You can't just disappoint everyone. They all look up to you so much and want to honor you."
Willy nodded accent, although it was unseen by Louisa. His silence told her his mood.
"I'll wait here for you, Willy. You'll be home this weekend. It's not time for you to leave yet."
"Okay, dear. I'll see you soon. I love you." He hung up the phone...
Willy's attention returned to the present. He was seated in TWC and Sati was sitting lotus position beside his chair. She was breathing evenly, eyes closed, circled thumb and finger resting on her thighs. She felt rather than heard or saw Willy's attention and spirit return from wherever his mind had drifted. She stayed in pose and gently voiced her acknowledgement.
"I feel you have come back. Did you get enough rest? I can help you get more peaceful on the table. Are you ready for that?"
Willy nodded agreement. Sati's sensed his response and opened her eyes. Willy felt stronger already just being touched and guided by this gentle knowing woman. He sensed her inner serenity and goodness, the kind of peace he had first found around Louisa.
----------------------
Wanda entered the pool deck to find her client, a middle aged man waiting for her. As was her custom, she entered the indoor pool room butt naked. This was a new client and she expected the familiar surprised reaction. Her male clients were always stupefied by her first time entrance. Wanda sported a lithe swimmers figure; beads of water glistened like jewels woven into her shoulder length neatly arranged dreadlocks. Her deep chocolate complexion contrasted her bright white smile. Her gait was graceful, smooth and steady. She was ultimate beauty in motion.
But Wanda was the stunned one this time. What could possibly be wrong with him that would need therapy? Her client stood tall, broad shouldered, narrow hipped, a dark mélange of ethnicities, very short tight curly hair, deep blue eyes. He stood attentive, waiting her approach. He saw the momentary stutter-step mar her smooth stride. He was naked like her; a fine cock matched his fine physique.
"Hello, Wanda, I have been expecting you."
His accent was erudite but non-descript; his voice low but not quite baritone, a stalwart sound.
Wanda felt the butterflies flit around her stomach and flutter at her clitoris. She was speechless, which was okay, since her client didn't wait for a response. He lifted her in his arms and carried her to the whirlpool, stepping in, sitting, holding her sidesaddle on his lap in the warm swirling water. He stared into her face the whole time. The pair inched their faces and lips nearer, reading the other's acceptance of closer contact. The response was favorable and they kissed gently.
Wanda tasted his freshness, smelled his cologne diffusing the chlorinated atmosphere. She was hypnotized by his blue eyes, not waivered by his gaze. Her client held her by back and hip, pulled her tighter to rub her nipples against his muscular chest. The kiss intensified.
Wanda had been tense but now melted completely into his embrace. Her mind was fuzzy, heated by her growing desire for more intimate contact with this man, this man who was taking charge of her emotions. He had treated Wanda with manly gentleness and she was willing to let him continue in whatever direction he was pleased to take.
The client lifted her again, stepping out of the water and laying her gently on a layer of large fluffy towels beside the hot-tub. He posed her legs in high missionary; kneeling beside her as he kissed his way downward: lips, forehead, ears, neck, nipples, belly button, thighs, knees, toes. Her client crawled forward from her feet to position his lips at her groin. He slurped a kiss on her vulva, with a tongue roll along her clitoris. Wanda drew in an involuntary sharp breath and arched her back, pressing her shoulders and heels into the deck. The client's hands slid beneath her firm muscled ass cheeks. He arrayed his palms supportively for the feast to come.
The client held for a moment until Wanda exhaled and loosened her rigid posture. The lingual caresses began again and Wanda moaned, opened her mouth and called out as she peaked, clamping her thighs on his temples, feeling the sensations wash across her everywhere from scalp to toenails. The man slowed his lapping, lips suckling gently, and listened for Wanda to exhale her tension. She laid her weight back into his hands. The man increased the intensity and tempo, bringing Wanda to another fist clenching sensual summit.
The cycle repeated again and again. Wanda lost count but deemed the loss irrelevant as she exhilarated in the ecstatic grip of this gifted male. Wanda was becoming worn out by her continual orgasms. She finally had to push the man gently away from her groin, her stupor past her ability to focus anymore.
The man acceded to her wishes. He rose and crawled up her torso, bringing his lips to hers for a musk flavored kiss. Then he moved his lips to her ear and whispered.
"I have a message for you."
Wanda waited, and then nodded, encouraging his delivery. The man whispered the message with pauses for ear nips.
"Your friends on staff... wish you a very... very... Happy Birthday."
The man rose, placed a large comforting towel over the dazed and amazed Wanda before departing the swimming pool room.
--------------------------
Sati placed Willy on a low padded table. She could feel that he was tense. Willy wasn't strong in a muscular sense but the atrophy in one area made another area compensate. That caused the tension. He would mend sooner if he totally relaxed: body and soul. She wanted to apply one of her therapies: calm relaxation, letting the body détente to get better blood flow around tight muscles.
Sati explored his body with her delicate hands, pressing a leg muscle here, gripping gently on a protuberance there, and finding little muscle knots to be worked gently into submission.
Willy was lying still, complying with Sati's therapy. She noted his slight erection and knew his newly increased blood flow was having a positive effect. Sati saw that Willy's eyes were closed but he was still blinking regularly so she knew he wasn't truly asleep. Probably a twilight dream state.
Sati's therapies were intended for body and spirit and she would help Willy regain a little spirit. She rested one palm on his stiffening cock and smoothed his forehead with the other. Sati rested in her stance, closed her eyes, exhaled deeply and extended her sixth sense to capture Willy's dream aura...
Some freezers had frizzled out on the hot summer day. It would have been a moderate loss but Willy managed to make it into a positive experience. The jeopardized ice cream was loaded up quickly and delivered for free distribution to playgrounds all around the city. Willy had manned one truck and gloried in his temporary job as ice cream dispenser again, delivering delight to surprised children and appreciative parents. It was a joyous and tiring day of youthful remembrance.
Willy had gone to bed early, the long day had wearied him. He was dozing fitfully. Louisa came to check on him. The light flowing through the open door silhouetted her still fine figure through her hot weather translucent dress. Willy felt more than his heart stir. The door closed behind her again as she walked to his side. Louisa leaned in to peck his lips, resting her hand on his forehead. His hand went around Louisa's neck and shoulders to hold her in a longer kissing embrace. She settled her weight on him and Willy snickered as he rolled her into the bed. Clothes were shed to the floor as the lovers cuddled. Louisa straddled Willy's thighs and held his body in her embrace, externally and internally. They moved, stroked and caressed. The gentle rubbing and squeezing warmed their bodies; cuddles and clamors everywhere, a delightful squeeze only true lovers can share. Their pleasure peaked and descended.
Willy and Louisa nuzzled and cooed. He was at peace, so happy with his wife, his growing family, his accomplishments and career. He was truly blessed to live in this time and this place.
Willy's felt Louisa arise from the bed. She stood before the open door. The light again silhouetted her figure and Willy had never seen her more lovely, at any time or in any light. Louisa extended her hand.
"Come with me now, Willy; it's time to leave."
"Yes, Louisa..."
Willy rose from the bed and walked to Louisa. With joined hands, the pair of lovers walked through the open door, into the bright light beyond, together again forever...
--------------------------------
Sati was satisfied with the course of her massage and relaxation therapy. Willy's erection was modest but full and she was not surprised at his dribble of cum. Willy murmured and Sati heard him whisper 'Yes, Louisa'. Then he exhaled, relaxed completely and all the tension left his body.
Sati understood the decisive response. She telephoned the front desk to report Willy's final passing.
The Hearst took Willy away. The coroner declared it cardiac arrest and a natural death. The therapists were sad at his parting. Still, they were satisfied that they had done what they could to make Willy's final day worthwhile.
Sati outwardly expressed her sadness but inside she was happy that Willy's final moments had been relaxed and pleasant. In her thoughts, she had watched his soul depart and knew he had passed peacefully, profoundly satisfied with his journey through life. Willy's last pleasant thoughts and whispered words had expressed his enduring love for his dear departed Louisa.
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Prologue
The Board of Directors meeting was going well and winding down. The financial reports and Old Business items had been reviewed. Revenues had been increasing, along with modest cost aggregation, but profits were exploding. The last item for New Business was a proposal to develop other offshore venues for exotic, as well as erotic, excursions. There were three potential venues: a Mountain Ski Lodge, a Desert Dude Ranch and a Tropical Island get-away.
A motion was made to commission Total Woman Security to send investigative teams to survey available venues and report back on viable options for development. There was a second and unanimous 'ayes'. The meeting was adjourned.
-------------------------
Present Day
The scarab was anchored in the aqua blue bay. Joan and Mack were prepping the Zodiac for its run to shore. The beach of this secluded Caribbean cove was ringed with coral white sand. This was their third and final investigation. The previous sites had proven to be either too cold or too hot during their useable seasons or unable to handle year-round outdoor activities due to the weather vagaries.
The tropical island theme would appear to meet the year round climate flexibility demanded by the wealthy, business-laden patrons that Total Woman Excursions catered to. Joan and Mack would study the island's attractions and its beneficial advantages of security and seclusion.
Securing the yacht, they tooled across the clear expanse of water to shore. They could see the owner of the plantation-house-turned-resort standing on the beach. Three young ladies stood nearby. The investigative team ran the boat up on the sand as the three women dashed in the water and helped haul the craft higher on the shore.
Mack and Joan alighted and shook hands with their presumed host, a Hispanic man in white pants, sandals, Panama hat and floral tropical shirt. They introduced themselves and inquired if he was Paulo, their contact on the island.
"Yes, I am Paulo and these are my nieces: Solei, Luna and Estela. They provide the ambiance for the few visitors we still get. They are very good at warm welcomes."
Mack eyed the three Hispanic beauties. Either Paulo's family had incredible genes or Paulo had an incredible eye for picking 'nieces'. Mack looked forward to getting warm welcomes from any or all of them. He kept his eyes on the females as he addressed Paulo in an aside voice.
"I hope we can report favorably on your property. I like what I see so far."
The bikini clad milk chocolate trio was checking Mack right back. They smiled brightly, wondering which of them Mack would choose first when the time came for warm welcomes. More likely, Uncle Paulo would decide for them.
Paulo followed Mack's obvious stare. This was the partnership he needed. The family oriented themes of other nearby resorts were a losing proposition with air travel encumbered by terror activity and economic recession. Paulo wanted to rebrand this island resort to cater to wealthier lifestyles. He winked at his hotel staff.
"From the discussions I have had with your investment sponsors, this resort should be just what you're looking for. The jungle is alive with exotic flora and fauna, the weather and sea are refreshing. We have real seclusion from neighbors which provides security and privacy for discriminating guests.
Mack continued his relaxed ogling of the island women, his inattention to Paulo prompting the facility owner's continued sales pitch.
"My nieces and I intend to give you an extensive tour of our all-inclusive vacation packages. We want you to forward a good report to your bosses. No requests or requirements are too much to ask. We will gratify your every need."
Mack liked the sound of that. Joan wondered if she would get as much accommodation. Mack was her work partner and security colleague but he was also her assignment mission sex mate. It would be a long week for her if Mack was constantly tapped out by this bevy of beauties.
The girls hoisted the valises and carried them to the residential lodges while Paulo escorted Mack and Joan to his office. Along the way he pointed out portions of the facilities as they passed. The grounds were modestly landscaped with tropical flora and the structures were sound but showed the nattiness and wear of delayed maintenance.
In Paulo's office, they chit-chatted about this and that, getting more acquainted. Finally Paulo brought the subject around to a tour of the facilities and grounds.
"I highly recommend that you take separate tours. Two people see things differently and you can compare and combine notes for your report."
Mack and Joan concurred. Paulo paged one of his nieces. Joan and Paulo would look over the books and discuss finances while Mack got the first round of inspection tours.
-------------------------------------
Solei preceded Mack through the rear doors onto the landscaped and sculpted pool area. Mack was entranced by the combination of bobbing bikini ass cheeks that were swished by the tips of ass length wavy brown hair.
Solei chattered the standard lines in her island accented Spanglish. She pointed out the lounges and umbrella tables surrounding a clear Olympic sized swimming pool. Cleverly arranged hedges and floral draped screens gave the large area a cozier feel by creating alcoves and little divided nooks. A cascade of decorative waterfalls curtained the far corner of the pool. The falling water gave the air a fresh, moist flavor and a soothing background white noise.
Mack followed Solei's mesmerizing backside wherever she led. She led him to the waterfalls. There were steps built into the pool that disappeared under the waterfall. Solei turned to give Mack a 'come hither' look, kicked off her sandals and then descended the steps, passing through the cascading sheet and out of sight.
Mack waited for her to emerge but waited in vain. Finally, he went down through the water curtain after her. Solei stood soaking wet, facing him from the middle of a huge artificial grotto. She was tilted sideways, wringing the water from her drenched hair. She looked up and laughed.
"So.., you finally follow me into grotto. We very like this place" she shouted in Spanglish.
Mack looked around. The walls glowed with an internal luster. The grotto was built with small caves and caverns along the walls, another nod to a sense of discretion and privacy for multiple parties of occupants. The water fall provided a sound deadening reverberation that kept sounds from mixing between the private areas.
Mack smoothed a hand over the rock wall and discovered it was covered with thick translucent foam, providing a water-resistant cushion and illumination diffuser all in one material. The glow came from pastel toned LED light spilling through from underneath. He was walking barefoot on a floor of the same texture. The fluid sound, soft light and moist atmosphere made it feel like a glowing maternal womb. He only felt this peace decades ago as a trusting toddler in his mother's arms before bravely breaking away into a scary world.
Mack moved along the exterior walls. The alcoves were randomly formed, each offering a different configuration. There were hollows shaped as arm chairs, pedestals and stools, broad benches and platforms. Every surface was coated with the soft, gently-lit foam.
Mack sat on a long bench in one space and Solei came to join him. He closed his eyes and, for a moment, the warm moist air with the white sound cleared his mind of worries. He entered a twilight sleep and day dreamed.
Someone was removing his tee-shirt and shorts. Mack perceived himself laid along the bench, comfortably resting with his hands behind his head and feet propped up. His penis was moving about gently, a rough texture making swipes along the length. There was a growing pressure. Something heavy but soft laid over him and his cock was surrounded by wetness. He dreamed that a masseuse was rubbing his chest with warm cushiony sponge balls. The air took on a minty scent. Suddenly his thighs and abdomen cramped and relaxed.
Mack made a dream note to tell the TWS Mission Surgeon about those cramps just in case it was a sign of overwork or some other stress related influence. The masseuse started in again. He hoped she would work those cramps in his retightening thighs. She seemed to be rubbing his hips and stomach instead. Then the sharp tension rolled and passed away again.
Mack felt drops of water wet his cheeks. He came out of the dream state and opened his eyes. There was a blurred image of a woman, Solei he remembered, staring down at him. Sweat covered her face and dripped onto his. His clearing vision told him she was smiling. She dipped down, kissed his lips and braced up on her hands.
"Feel good, mi amante?" Solei asked.
Mack looked towards his waist. Solei's lovely uncovered breasts were damp with perspiration. Her groin was hard against his groin and he recognized that his cock was buried in her snatch.
Solei was smiling still as she said "Tu es un forte hombre, mi amante. Uno. Dos. Puedes Tres?"
Mack took that to mean his dreamland cramps had been orgasmic spasms. Could he go for three? Solei was ready to work a third shot from his drained balls if he wanted her to. Mack need only lie still as she did all the work. But he shook his head 'No'. Solei pouted but complied. She rose from him and let his semi-deflated erection fall out with a gush of white spunk.
They abandoned their clothes where they lay and exited the grotto through the waterfall. The rest of the afternoon was spent in pool play. Luna and Estela joined them late in the afternoon until dusk. Mack asked about Joan. She would be back soon. Paulo was taking her on a tour of the jungle trails and the highlands overlook. A beach side bonfire roast would be dinner and served when they returned from their hike.
Luna took over the Mack escort duties and led him naked to his suite to refresh. He showered, dressed for the evening and followed Luna out onto the beach to watch the sunset. The red orb slid beneath the Caribbean Sea as the bonfire flared up to light the circle. Joan and Paulo strolled hand in hand to join the small crowd. Everyone sat around the fire waiting for the food to cook. There were jokes and laughter, each taking impatient turns at poking the fire and testing the food. The mood was satiated and relaxed. A pleasant evening was passing into a pleasant night. Joan reminisced on her spectacular day so far...
--------------------------------------------
After Mack had departed with Solei, Joan and Paulo reviewed the financial statements and ledgers for the resort. Paulo was open to running the resort as a partial investor or selling outright and leaving. Joan would need guidance from Total Woman Excursions either way; Paulo and his nieces must pass Total Woman Security background checks in order to stay or be removed completely from the future direction of the resort.
The resort grounds were huge, hundreds of hectares of lush jungle with running and hiking trails, covering a major quadrant of the island. The resort main buildings, centered on the old plantation house, occupied a small portion near the beach and cove. The cove sported a small dock and there might be enough room for a small seaplane to taxi ashore. There was a clearing nearby for helicopters to land. Joan mused aloud if she should hire a helicopter to survey the entire landscape from above.
"Oh, Joan, my dear...not at all. The island has an interior highland from which you can view the entire estate. Please, let me show you; it is a gentle climb to the summit and you will truly enjoy the vista."
Paulo led Joan along the jungle trail away from the main facility. They climbed the knoll centered on the extensive main grounds and topped out at the low summit. There was a rustic porch-railed viewing pavilion with benches facing outward for the vistas below.
Joan slowly circled the pavilion, gazing outward toward the horizon. The 360 view included the ocean bay with the scarab anchored in the center, the beachside hotel complex with its pool and sports courts. The other side of the island showed extensive jungle with the gash of the double chain-link fence and cleared patrol area securing the landward side of the resort from uninvited visitors. Predator birds wheeled above the jungle while song birds played their natural symphony.
Joan leaned on a railing and dreamily surveyed the green expanse stretching down to the resort area. This would be perfect for another Total Woman Excursions venue. Paulo came up behind her and laid a hand on her shoulder.
"Didn't I tell you it was a magical place? At night, you can see dots of light from far off islands and ships at sea."
Joan sighed, lost in the spectacular view. She mused dreamily. "I'll bet it's very romantic at night up here. Do you have quarters nearby for remote overnights for the guests?"
"Not yet, but it is something that can easily be added. What would someone do up here by themself?"
Joan reached back to stroke Paulo's groin. She had observed his pants covered package at the hotel and now knew that her instincts for size were about right.
"Our guests are never by themselves. Our trained host guides are always chaperoning and very attentive."
Paulo stood still as Joan fondled his cock and balls. He was a man of the macho Latin world and accustomed to having women serve his needs. He pulled Joan closer, letting his fingers touch the side of her dangling boobs inside the stretch cotton teeshirt. Joan turned her head and gazed into his eyes, furtively glancing at his lips as she tested his acceptance of her facial approach. Paulo tested his own approach and they ended in a smooth kiss.
Joan pushed to stand but Paulo resisted. He pulled her back against his chest and pushed her hands back down to lean on the rail. His hands found her waistband and lowered her shorts. He lowered his own shorts and rubbed his erection between her legs, against her vulva, creating a pleasant friction for both of them. Joan spread her stance, leaning on elbows now in a more relaxed posture, pushing her butt back into Paulo's groin.
Paulo knew the signal. He reared back until his rigid rod was poking at Joan's spongy pod. Then he sank into her pulpy receptacle. Joan felt him enter and let her mind go, gazing unfocused into the beautiful distance. Paulo gripped Joan's marvelous hips and set an easy pace.
As much as Paulo coveted fucking this exquisite creature, he also wanted Joan to enjoy the coupling, a special part of the total vacation package experience that the resort could offer. He loved making love in this special place. The sun, sea breeze, wildlife sights and sounds all combined to enthrall its visitors. He wanted Joan to find its enchanted value for the romance and the ecstasy that he had enjoyed here so often.
Joan was warming to the natural ambiance. It was a great view and Paulo was an amazing cock-man. Two dolphins were travelling across the mouth of the distant cove inlet. Paulo sensed Joan's interest. He used long slow strokes, matching the beat of the journey as the mammals breached and dove, stitching a path through the azure waters. Joan watched and felt the dual orchestrated beats of nature. She closed her eyes and bit her lip as a small orgasm washed her abdomen and groin. Paulo paused with his erection deep, waiting for her to emerge from the wave of sensation.
When Joan opened her eyes, the distance was unfocused. Closer in, she saw a hummingbird flitting from flower to flower, its rapid wing beats individually indiscernible. The neon colored bird dipped his beak repeatedly, performing the natural tasks of birds and bees. Paulo drew his knob shallow and quivered his corona on Joan's entrance lips, dipping occasionally to gather moisture. Joan watched and felt those coordinated vibrations. She connected the sight of the bird's vibrating wings and the brisk strumming of her clitoris. Joan clenched her eyes this time and emitted a long moan as a stronger orgasm rang her bells from toes to scalp to fingertips. Paulo pushed all in and waited for her as she experienced the moment. Joan gave a shudder and rolled her neck to clear the emotional brownout.
Joan opened her eyes to see the edge of the jungle. A small female iguana waddled into the clearing and squatted down. A much larger and brightly colored male iguana walked heavily forward and crawled up her back. He laid his full weight on his mating conquest, pressing her into the ground, pinning her with his weight. His hips shook with his coital thrusts into his captive female.
Paulo wrapped his arms around Joan, holding her tightly, her boobs captured beneath his forearms. He reared back and rammed Joan with big dynamic cock thrusts. His groin bumped hard against her butt, his erection pounding into her cunt. Joan's arms went limp. Paulo used his weight to counterbalance and held her upright against his chest, continuing his conquest of her vagina. He could hear Joan panting and felt his own rising ardor that would soon peak.
Joan went rigid in his arms, a hurricane of hormones coursing her veins. She cried out wind gusts of ecstasy and felt Paulo's surge of warm nectar fill her womb. Paulo bellowed in her ear. The iguanas and hummingbirds scurried away.
Joan came to awareness seated on a pavilion bench, cuddled by Paulo's embrace. He noted her alertness and rubbed her arms and back as he pulled her tighter, watching the afternoon sun drop towards its daily rendezvous with the horizon. He kissed her forehead and whispered "Didn't I tell you it was a magical place?"
-----------------------------------------------
The sumptuous meal was baked tubers and fish, eaten island style, with fingers, feeding your neighbor's appetite with tidbits from your plate. The wine flowed liberally. The revelers' moods turned tipsy. Paulo volunteered to help Joan back to her suite. She readily agreed and they staggered off arm in arm. The stars were out and there was a sliver of moon, just enough to light their path.
Solei and Estela got the cleanup duties. Luna was assigned the responsibility of getting Mack into his bed. She got him standing and found he was completely sober. Mack was on a mission for his employer and never drank on the job. Before retiring for the night, he wanted to check on the boats.
Luna walked beside Mack as they skirted the waves dancing on the sands. She led him along the strand that circled the cove. The scarab was at anchor, its marker lights automatically coming on at dusk. In the future, they would need to build a bigger and deeper berthing dock. The Zodiac was beached well above the tide mark. Mack and Luna continued walking until they reached the cove inlet. There was a rise of onshore wind.
Luna edged in front of Mack and leaned her shoulders back against his chest. She wrapped Mack's arms around her and pulled herself into his hug. Luna pulled tighter and moved Mack's hands to her breasts, closing her own hands over his hands inside her unbuttoned top. His palms were warm on her breeze chilled erect nipples. Her long hair was trapped between them. Mack could see the twinkles of the distance islands or possibly ships on the horizon. He gently kneaded the accessible handfuls of tit-flesh.
This was a very romantic setting. Luna seized the moment and twisted her face up to his. They shared a kiss. A longer kiss followed. She rotated in his arms, sadly loath to lose his caress on her boobs. The kiss was even longer this time. Their faces parted and Mack looked into Luna's expressionless eyes. He took her hand and this time it was him leading her back to his suite in silence.
Inside they caressed the clothes off each other, not hurriedly. Time was spent kissing, touching, and exploring each new area uncovered. Luna's skin and intimate areas were assorted elements of pink, cream and beige, her softness and firmness fluctuating in all the right places. Mack was muscular and toned everywhere but gentle with his hands, lips and voice. A special firmness was growing at his midsection, much to Luna's joy.



The foreplay continued as they lay naked on the bed, on their sides facing each other, hands and fingers rubbing at groins, chests, hips and backs. Luna's nipples had never surrendered their points, proclaiming her continued arousal ever since the beachfront cuddle. Mack had been hard when Luna had undressed him and had never surrendered either. His knob was full and round and Luna was determined to get the most from it. Her sister, Solei, had whispered her approval of its size and Luna had noted the same during the afternoon's naked pool play.
Luna lifted her leg over Mack's hip and rubbed his knob along her vulva lips, smearing it with her lubricating musk. She held his tip at her entrance and Mack bucked his hips to nuzzle in the top inch. Luna rolled her hips to prod more from the middling penetration. Further hip pushes, further hip rolls, a mutual body hug and a mighty hip thrust combined to deeply conjoin the lovers.
Despite the foreplay or because of its tenderness, their heat was under control and they reveled in each other's arms. They learned they liked the way the other kissed and paid attention to its variations. Pauses in the groin strokes were filled with lip melting smooches.
But Eros is an impulsive god and demands his tribute in his own time. Mack growled out his acclamation to the gods and poured out his pious offering deep into Luna's altar. The pair chorused further praises to the god of orgasms. The overdue hymns swelled the room with sound as they vibrated in an elongated cycle of spasms.
Mack awoke during the night and stared at the ceiling. He ticked off the list of mission tasks he was required to perform in order to prepare a complete report. He mentally listed the pluses and minuses of this island property and its assets. One nice asset was resting peacefully next to him. Luna had rocked his world with her tenderness.
However, baseline data was needed for some very unseemly things to fully evaluate both the property and its existing staff for potential profits and essential enhancements. Mack needed the one host guide measurement that he didn't always care for. Not all of Total Woman Excursions' clients craved Luna-style tenderness. Sometimes, it was just the opposite. But it was his job to perform a thorough investigation; he steeled his heart and hard-on to perform his next professional obligation.
Mack quietly leaned up. Luna was lying on her back, arms akimbo, legs open, deep asleep. He crept between her spread legs and aligned himself kneeling above her. His hands snuck under Luna's upper thighs. In one motion, he gripped her ass, lifted her hips and pulled her onto his swollen rod, driving as fast and deep as he could in one thrust.
Luna bolted awake and cried out, her eyes wide in shock. Mack reared back until he almost pulled out and then rammed forward, this time going to the hilt. Luna stuttered with surprise.
"Porque? Porque, mi amante!"
Mack growled the harsh guttural reply.
"Because I want to do this... because I can do this... because I AM doing this!"
Mack put his whole weight on her hips, pinning Luna's legs wide open and trapped beneath his bulk. He moved his hands around her and lifted her against his body. Luna's boobs were tightly crushed between them. He bounced her in long strokes on his cock, bumping hard against her pubic bone. Her hair flew about from the ferocity of his movements. As he pounded her pussy, Mack cursed into her ear and decreed that she would henceforth keep her tits, cunt and mouth ready for his use whenever, wherever, however he choose. He spoke of his lust for her body parts, not of his desire for her.
Mack monitored Luna's reactions to his performance. Luna was not pushing away, no resistance, nor any fighting back against Mack's sexual onslaught. Mack was not sure what was happening with Luna's emotions but his own machismo was kicking in. He peaked with a roar, inwardly glad it was over before he did any more insult to the woman in his arms. He hoped he hadn't done any lasting physical injury. Luna laid quiescence in his arms. He exhaled a cleansing breathe, and relaxed his bear hug.
Luna whispered in his ear. "Finished, mi amante?"
Mack eased her down on the mattress as her arms slid down his. She looked in his eyes without a hint of hurt. Mack felt bad inside; it was a terrible part of his job.
"Are you okay, Luna? Did I hurt you?"
"My punta. She is un poco sore."
Luna and Mack looked down where Mack was still deeply embedded in her cunt. They watched fretfully while Mack slid back and slowly pulled out. Luna winced. Mack sat beside her as she rested from her scare. He swept her thighs, stomach, avoiding the tits, cunt and mouth he had recently coveted and disparaged. Luna saw his distress.
"Uncle Paulo say be nice but expect surprise. With angry man, he beat hands on woman lays below him fucking. That not you. You hug me. It just game to test me. I play game too."
Mack realized Luna's non-resistance came from her awareness that the incident was staged.
"When did you know it was a test?"
"You hug me. That not angry man real."
Mack apologized. Luna shrugged. She was willing to be a part of the team making the sale. Uncle Paulo would be grateful for her cooperation in the process.
They lay together spooning. Mack faced away, not wanting to look at Luna after the episode. Luna hugged her boobs into Mack's back until they both fell back asleep.
--------------------------------------
A week passed. Total Woman Excursions agreed to buy the facility in its entirety and, pending TWS background checks, retain Paulo for a transition period and later the nieces as permanent employees.
Joan had been detailed to remain and oversee the year-long resort reconstruction. She would stay in residence until the resort was ready and available to receive paying customers. Paulo had agreed to stay on until Joan was comfortable with running the operation. Half the resort would be renovated as the skeleton oversight staff resided in the other part. Space would be limited. Joan was happy to share her quarters with Paulo, dutifully swaddled in paradise. Before he vamoosed, Joan intended to get a lot of guidance from Paulo: business wise and cock wise.
Total Woman Excursions catered to a discerning and demanding clientele. Exceptional service and satisfaction were expected for the exorbitant fees charged. Interviews for the future host guides were scheduled and resident and guest coach tutors to train them were being arranged. Senior coach tutor experts would be flown in periodically to evaluate their progress.
The scarab weighed anchor and turned towards the opening in the bay, headed home. Mack steered from the open bridge where he could watch the route ahead. Estela, the youngest niece, was stretched on the forward deck, topless, sunning.
It was unwise for Mack to sail the boat alone. Things happen: accidents, pirates, storms. The Caribbean floor is littered with the evidence dating back to Columbus. Besides, Estela had been raised most of her life on the island and needed some seasoning in the real world.
Estela would accompany Mack on his journey to home port in Miami and stay as his houseguest until the resort was ready. She would return to Uncle Paulo more mature and world wise. Paulo would decide, as her affectionate uncle, if Estela was then ready to join the other nieces in staffing the resort as host guides.
Mack piloted a wandering route home, knowing he was entitled to some 'me time' between missions. Estela was no stranger to sex. She had lost her virginity on prom night and dated sporadically through college. That first night with Mack was tentative and innocent, as they got to know each other's bodies. In the coming days, the scarab could be found anchored near deserted islands, often rocking gently even if the sea was dead calm. They fucked inside the cabin in daytime and frolicked on-deck under Estela's twinkling namesakes at night. Estela showed Mack the wonderful ways she already knew of caressing his cock with every part of her nubile body. Mack taught her a few new ones she hadn't yet discovered. He would show Estela many more over the next year while she dwelled as his house guest. She was his delegated off-duty project for a full year of varied conditioning.
Mack docked the scarab in Miami's South Beach Marina. He settled Estela into his high-rise beachfront condo. She would have free run of his condominium and the surrounding boutiques and nightlife. They stocked her closet with skimpy beach wear and scanty underthings. The club wear was simply wicked. Estela was eager to hit the town. The town was eager to be hit.
Estela spent her days at the topless beaches and her nights at the throbbing discos. Estela oozed sex appeal as she bounced on the dance floors or simply hung on Mack's arm immersed in flashing strobe lights and drumming house music.
Mack often disappeared for days unannounced. He urged Estela to entice interested males to keep her company when he was away on missions. But Mack claimed exclusive right to partake generously of Estela's wiles and charms when he was back in town. During those first return days following his absences, Estela fucked and sucked Mack insatiably as he tried to decompress from the stresses of his TWS missions.
When Mack was in town, Estela got adept at haut culture shopping and fine dining room etiquette. When he wasn't in town, she got adept at hard cock shopping and fine bedroom etiquette. Estela evolved to where she couldn't stand to sleep alone but Mack forbade second carnal unions with any other male. She needed to learn variety, not repetition. He expected Estela to demonstrate to him any new found talents and innovative skills that she developed during his absences.
Estela went out every night to the clubs in her man-bait outfits. There seemed to be no limit to her choice of attractive studs prowling the nightlife of Ocean Drive. There seemed to be no limit to those studs' enthusiasm for fulfilling her cravings. Models and stars constantly rotated through town, an opportunity to see and be seen by booking agents. Estela was blessed with constant turnover in the available masculine sex mate pool.
Although Mack claimed exclusive right to her wiles and charms when he was in town, that didn't mean she would fuck only him during his residences. After the first few days of decompression, Mack's voracity for stress relief would ebb. Mack then assumed the greater responsibility of Estela's acclimation to the real world. He assured her it was necessary. Estela must learn spontaneity for her future host guide duties at the resort. The clientele were inured to picking whoever, whenever, wherever, however. She must be unhesitant to any guest that selected her to provide his pleasure.
Mack would circulate Estela through the nightclubs and browse the crowds for his choice of Estela's next sex mate. He pointed Estela towards a young model lounging in the corner. 'No' she said; that one had bed her last week in Mack's absence and Mack had ruled there could be 'no repeats'. Mack scanned the room and rejected the remaining club patrons. They left for other climes.
In a different place, Mack pointed Estela to another promising find but she said 'No' again. That one had stayed with her the night before Mack's latest return. Estela volunteered that he was uncircumcised and the feel of the extra skin thrusting across her tongue and inside her cheeks had been a different experience, not better or worse, just different. Nonetheless, his salty ejaculate had tasted the same as all the other male discharges she had previously consumed.
They ended the night in a new nightclub at closing time. Mack pointed out the bartender. Estela said he was indeed new to her. Mack talked him up and the bartender was willing to oblige. But he demanded a modicum of privacy. Mack and Estela stayed behind as the crowd shuffled out following last call.
All night, the bartender had witnessed hot females curry male clientele for intimate companionship. Then the crowd had been turned out at closing time by the bouncers before the bartender could finally help the horny patrons. After the room was secured of outsiders, the restless bartender laid Estela back over a table, flipping her short skirt up to expose her pantiless crotch.
The bartender drilled Estela hard, relieving his pent-up frustration. Mack and the bouncers drank their cocktails as they observed from far across the room. The bartender didn't last long but seemed satisfied with the arrangement. He gave Mack a handful of complementary admission cards and pressed him to bring Estela back often.
Estela was delighted with her educational sabbatical on South Beach and hoped the resort reconstruction took a long time. She was learning so much at the hands of Mack and the other spontaneous instructors. 'Uncle' Paulo should be thrilled by her new found flairs and vitalities. Estela would eagerly demonstrate for him, and hopefully on him, how well she had sprouted from the innocent young seedling he had set forth onto the world. He would appreciate how much Estela had blossomed and that she was ready to join the other 'nieces' as host guides at the new Total Woman Excursions Island Resort.
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Prologue
Francine was satisfied that she had discovered the key to getting appealing sales pitches from Jeffery. Francine reached between them and levered Jeffery's cock out. He was tuned up and ready to go. Placing the tip, she sprang lightly, tapping his erection into her vagina. Jeffery quaffed her exposed nipples. Francine set a moderate, steady pace, enjoying the smoothness of the ride. Jeffery's motor was definitely running. He felt the rim of his knob brush her G-spot nerve bundle with every stroke of his piston and she purred like a finely tuned engine. Sometimes her scalp brushed the ceiling and she bowed in, pulling Jeffery's head tighter to her bosom, trying to avoid knocking her head on the roof.
They raced towards the checkered flag, acting like coldhearted rivals, ignoring the risk of overheated equipment. Barreling over the finish line, Jeffery roared and jetted his essence into Francine's cylinder. She swooned and clutched Jeffery's head to her chest, burying his face in her soft headrests. As they idled down, Francine pecked kisses over the top of Jeffery's head, finger stroking his cheeks and ears as he lazily kissed and sucked her nipples.
"Jeffery, I want to sell cars for you. I think I can honestly say that this car excites me and that I can portray that to potential customers. Will you give me a chance to prove myself as an able saleswoman; more than just a showgirl?"
Jeffery should run that by his wife, Nadia, but it sure sounded good to him. Although he had found a new advantage of the car, namely 'babe magnet', sales work was best left to professionals like Francine. Now that he had taken the car for a different kind of test run, he was anxious to return to his beloved factory and improve the passenger compartment with added features, like vibrating seats and more head room.
Short, concise and to the point, Jeffery replied "You're hired."
-------------------------------------------
Present Day
'Francine, Executive VP Marketing, Total Woman Industries'
Francine watched the guard at the gate closely examine her identification badge. He was new; any of the other employees at the test track facility would have instantly recognized her. Her limited edition Dust Devil roadster, reserved for the senior executives at TWI, should have been a give-a-way clue. But this guard was new; it was a lucrative job and he didn't want to screw up.
Francine was actually pleased that the security was tight and effective. The new proto-type model TWI sportster was due to be tested and prying eyes were not welcome. The guard swiped her badge, calling up her security access file with the identification photo. The file picture loaded and his eyes popped. It wasn't the title that got his attention but the picture: a headshot with generous cleavage overloading the lower frame. He peered back at the woman seated in the top-down convertible. Even wearing her sunglasses and scarf, the picture definitely matched the vision before him. He stepped up to her driver side and handed back her badge.
"I apologize for the delay, Ms. Francine." The guard punched the gate release button and the barrier slid silently open. Francine leaned towards the uniformed guard to read his badge. Her tits swayed in her cotton tank-top as she bent, nipples pebbling under the fabric. The guard stood mesmerized.
"Not at all... Stevens? Is that your name?"
"Yes, ma'am."
"I intend to inform your superiors about this..."
Stevens tried to explain.
"Please, ma'am, I'm new and I didn't recognize you and..."
"Well, Stevens, I'm still going to inform your supervisors ...". Francine paused for dramatic effect, watching the guard blush, start to sweat. Francine decided to end the torture and move on.
"I'm going to inform your supervisors about the great job you're doing! I don't care if the Pope himself shows up riding in the Pope-mobile; no badge, no entry. Keep up the good work, Stevens!"
Francine drove through the open gate with the smirk still on her face. In her rearview mirror, she watched the guard remove his hat, rub a hand over his sweating close trimmed scalp and wheeze a sigh of relief. It was a pet peeve of hers that she tried hard to instill in every one of her many subordinates. Find any positive thing, any small thing, about a vendor, an employee or a customer and complement them. People will forget criticism as fast as you're out of sight but a complement is a memory that lasts forever. She had earned her present position using her charm, goodwill and perseverance. And, of course, the ultimate killer combination: her spectacular brains and beauty.
The TWI Test Track Facility was cited in a remote corner of the American Great Plains, an old Air Force base that had succumbed to budget cuts. The Track Headquarters was situated in the old Air Control Tower. Prairie summers were dry and hot; winters were harsh and cold. They emulated the working conditions of the TWI automobile product line and provided an extreme climatic test environment.
The test track incorporated the old runways as part of the roadway. The adjacent areas were grassed with some scattered hillock terrain. The new and old pavements held standard highway sloped curves. Other manufacturers boosted their egos by dominating each other with muscle cars and race track trophies. TWI boosted its bank accounts with profits from selling economical and dependable street and neighborhood friendly cars. Thus, the facility had no need for racy high banked corners. Weather and longevity was the real competition to beat.
Francine parked in a reserved corporate visitor spot. Ascending the old control tower, she stepped from the elevator into the glass enclosed control room. From here, the horizon stretched forever. Closer in, cars, drivers and mechanics moved about the bays and pits, preparing cars for endurance and fuel economy assessments. Several different TWI models circled the test roads, drivers switching duties each hour. The computer screens in the Control Room displayed wirelessly transmitted performance data from each test car.
Harding, the Chief Engineer, saw that Francine had finally arrived and warmly shook her hand in welcome. They were old and true friends. The tension inherent in car development had found them clawing through passionate workplace clashes, filled with dire mutterings and shouts of distress, pitting engineering and manufacturing practicalities against price and marketplace realities.
In the end, they always found common ground that enhanced the cars value and the company profits. The work was exhilarating but involved long and lonely hours. Harding and Francine found other common ground later during the nights. There were no clashes then, their passionate exhilarations converted to dear mutterings and shouts of delight.
Harding gave Francine the nickel tour, pointing out the cars on-track, boasting of their proven capabilities and explaining the problems yet to be solved. The newest sportster model waited prepped at the trackside pit. That was the car Francine had come here especially to see.
"How's our new 'baby'?"
"Ready to go but there's a problem. And I need your help to solve it."
Francine laughed. "A technical problem? That's your department. You're the best damn engineer in the industry; I doubt I can be much help."
Harding looked askance and twisted out a "Well..." He looked back at Francine's face where she wore that expression of 'okay, let's have it.' Harding continued.
"It's not a technical problem; more of a personnel problem. The test drivers have all been vying for first shot at driving her. We have whittled the field down to three and they want me to select the one that goes first. All three are fully qualified, bright, physically fit, trustworthy, the real deal. But I have to stay here and work with them day in and day out. I'm going to have two disappointed drivers that will blame me for an arbitrary decision."
Francine waited for it.
"But you, Francine, are a neutral third party; a tie-breaker, so to speak."
"But I don't know how to differentiate their driving skills."
"It's a moot point. They're all fully qualified test drivers. It's a three way tie. Test them on how they handle something besides fast cars." Harding broke out into a broad grin.
"Francine, you have a beautiful mind, perfectly matched with a beautiful body. And they're all virile young men. Get your creative juices... or any other juices... flowing. Have some fun."
Francine mulled it over. She was here to see the first test drive of the sportster. Until the test driver impasse was settled, she was wasting her time.
"Okay... where are these bozos?"
Harding hugged Francine, relieved to pass on the bothersome decision.
"You can use my office one floor down. I'll send the first one after a few moments. I'll line the others up an hour or so apart. Good luck and whatever criteria you use... may the best man win."
Harding chuckled as he escorted Francine to the elevator.
"It's always good to see you, Francine. We had our good times, didn't we?" Harding pecked her on the forehead and she smoothed a tender hand over his cheek.
"Yes, we did, Harding, very good times."
Harding turned to the window overlooking the sportster prep area and picked up the pit phone.
"Yeah, send Slick to my office immediately. He has another round of interviews on the sportster matter. Tell him to cleanup and look presentable."
-------------------------------------------------
There was a knock on the door. Francine sat behind Harding's power desk and called "Come in!"
The door swung open. A tall young man wearing red leather overalls crusted with car product decals stepped across the threshold. He was trim in waist and hips but broad shouldered. His sunglasses were perched atop his head, submerged in blond wavy hair. He peered around before addressing Francine.
"Hello, ma'am, I was looking for Harding."
Francine let the comment lay; waiting... waiting... then Slick opened his mouth to speak. She cut him off with a steady voice.
"No, Slick, you are looking for me. I'm Francine, Executive VP for TWI Marketing. I have worked four years battling engineering, manufacturing and finance to get a sports car worthy of the TWI label. It's finally here and I'll be God-Damn if I'll have just anyone driving it first on the track... Have a seat!"
A stunned Slick crept to the only other chair in the office, the 'hot seat' directly in front of the big desk. It was purposely lower than the desk chair, which only evened the height difference between the seated Francine and Slick.
Francine opened a folder on the desk.
"Slick, is it?"
Slick nodded.
"I see here you have a clean test record, no crashes. What is this one incident?" Francine was bluffing; Slick's record was impeccable.
"I can explain that, ma'am. Another car was following me too close. My engine suddenly cut out and he had to swerve to avoid me. I didn't even know that was recorded in the file.
"We brought my car in and I spent all night under the hood. I couldn't find anything wrong. But I polished up the engine anyway. The carburetor looked like it was gleamed with my tongue. The sparkplugs were snug and tight. The filters could have just come from a laundry; they were that clean and fresh. The car hasn't whimpered or shuddered like that ever again."
"So you're pretty good at keeping things clean and lubricated?"
"Yes, ma'am!"
"What if I had a precious apparatus that needed to be cleaned and lubricated? Would you use your tongue to do the job if it meant a chance to test drive my new car?"
Slick didn't hesitate. "Yes, ma'am!"
Francine slyly elbowed a pen off the side of her desk. She stooped forward to reach for it, giving Slick her best down-tanktop display. She didn't need to look up; she knew he was peering intensely at her hanging boobs. She nudged a hop, pretending to reach for the pen, really just jostling her tits to the benefit of Slick.
"Slick, help me out. My pen rolled under the desk. I can't reach it."
Ever helpful Slick scrambled forward on hands and knees. He peeked under, then reached under, the desk. Finding the pen, he rose up and proudly held it out to Francine. But she wasn't trying to take it. Then Slick noticed she had changed her position behind the desk. Her desk chair was swiveled sideways. Her knees were spread and she was leaning back, peering down across her chest mounds at him. The hem of her skirt was bunched high on her thighs.
"Slick, do you recall just now I asked you 'What if I had a precious apparatus that needed to be cleaned and lubricated? Would you use your tongue to do the job if it meant a chance to test drive my new car?' Remember that?"
Francine was slowly nodding her head, hoping for a reflexive head nod from Slick. She got it.
"And you told me you spent all night under the hood of your favorite car, gleaming the carburetor, assuring the sparkplugs were snug and tight, and the filters clean and fresh like a laundry day?"
Francine continued slowly nodding her head, getting more reflexive head nod from Slick. "Yes,ma'am."
Francine lifted her skirt hem. "Well, Slick, you don't have all night this time, less than an hour. I want you under my hood, cleaning, gleaming and lubing my precious apparatus with your tongue. Get my clit snug and tight. If you make me whimper and shuddered like never before or ever again, you will get a shot at driving my new car. And don't be bothered about laundry; I'm not wearing any. But I think you will still find me clean and fresh."
Francine didn't wait for his reply. Still holding her skirt hem, she laid back into the chair's headrest and closed her eyes. She waited. Sensing no movement from the stunned driver, Francine, with eyes closed, spoke calmly to the ceiling from her relaxed position.
"Do you want to drive my car, Slick? Better get to it, less than an hour...and the clock's ticking..."
She heard him shift, his sunglasses clattered on her desk. She felt his head slide beneath her skirt. She released it and laid her hands on the armrests.
Slick moved in closer, peering at the shaved flesh-toned outer flaps. He used two fingers to spread them and found the pink folds they normally concealed. Her odor was nutty and fruity. He had a girlfriend once that used flavored douche. Slick figured the nutty was Francine's natural musk and the fruity was her douche. Francine was indeed clean and fresh without the hampering laundry.
Slick prodded the inner folds with one finger and drew his digit along the valley of her vulva. It was moist, not wet.
Francine's widened stance was still too narrow to get his face close enough. His cheeks were trapped between her toned, smooth thighs. Slick gently pushed against her knees and Francine aided his request with more leg spread. Slick pushed forward, extended his tongue and tipped Francine's clitoris. He tried to move down but his chin bumped the chair seat. More adjustments were necessary. Slick levered Francine's thighs onto his shoulders. That tipped her hips up and Slick now had adequate access to all of Francine's 'precious apparatus'. It was time to gleam her engine.
Slick spread the outer lips with one hand and puckered up. He planted a kiss at the top of the exposed dewy inner lips. He drew his underside tongue down the valley. Francine gave a small shudder. Slick reversed up the vale as Francine shuddered again. She may have been making noises also but his thigh covered ears couldn't hear a sound. But he could taste her and smell her moisture filling his nose.
Slick tested his tongue's maneuvering range, steering it far down the length of her cunt lips. The underside of his tongue rubbed the rosy scallops as it slithered until his chin bumped the seat again. Holding steady, Slick hyper-extended his tongue, probing downward past the folds until he felt a different texture, recognizing that the tip had ramped out of red flesh onto white flesh. He tickled her flesh boundary and got another shudder from Francine. He had found three sensitive spots...so far. He retreated to the center.
Slick rolled his tongue and probed the hole, reconnoitering his range of depth. He fluttered the tip against the tube sides. He decided to explore her upper regions. Slick ran his tongue high up the gulley, feeling the tip push against her stiff but pliable urethra protrusion, her 'sparkplug'. He pursed his lips and suckled gently, getting the little spout snug and tight amidst its circumference of softness. Francine gave a shudder. That was four places he needed to remember.
Slick's chin and nose were getting coated with Francine's extruded moisture. Slick liked her taste; the nutty-fruity dessert flavor.
Slick had completed his walk around inspection. He was now familiar with the handling characteristics of Francine's 'precious apparatus'. Slick was ready to put pedal to metal and speed things along.
Slick gave her thoroughfare long licks, tilting his head a bit to cover one side, then the other, then the center lane. Francine shuddered. At the top he would pause to kiss and suck her plug. At the bottom, he flickered at the base of the pink folds. Francine's thighs clamped his ears but he heard her muffled whimpers nonetheless. That was a good sign; he was getting her to shudder and whimper but probably only green zone rpms. He needed red line performance to pass her test.
Slick revved up, increasing his speed and intensity. His tongue was a flurry of motion: twisting, swerving, lapping, rolling, and skidding across her labia. Slick could definitely hear loud whimpers. Shudders became vibrations, her thighs drumming his temples and earlobes.
All of sudden, Francine's thighs clamped hard against Slick's head. Slick dashed his mouth upward and captured her plug with his lips and sucked for all he was worth. The little nub extended into his mouth and he gently caught it in his teeth, concentrating on just holding, not too hard.
Francine shrieked. Thankfully, because of Harding's business need for confidentiality from eaves-droppers, his office was sound-proof. Slick felt her hands grasp his head through the skirt, holding him still as her butt sprang up and down in the seat, continuous shudders, just like she wanted. Eventually, Francine's hip jogs coasted to a halt. Slick felt her thighs loosen their death grip and her hands pressed him away from her cunt. He emerged from 'under her hood' and sat back on his heels.
Francine raised her head and blew Slick a pucker kiss. Slick rose and stood respectfully in front of her desk. Francine arranged herself in a business pose in the leather office chair. She handed him his sunglasses. Slick used his leather overall sleeve to wipe Francine's dew off his cheeks, chin, forehead...she was everywhere. He noted the decals that were now dew ridden. Would he be able to explain the stains to those sponsors? They wouldn't believe it.
"Well, Slick, that was about 30 minutes. Not bad for a first lap. I'd say that keeps you in the running for first drive."
Slick's face burst into a broad smile. "Beg pardon, ma'am, I wasn't keeping count, but I know it was more than one lap." He mischievously swirled his tongue across his lips. Francine put a furtive hand to her face to hide her smile.
"You're dismissed. On your way out, please see if my next appointment has arrived and send him in."
Slick departed and closed the door. Francine settled deeper into her chair. Any delay right now was a welcome opportunity to catch her breath and clean up a bit. She found tissues and reached between her thighs to sop up the moisture spread around her groin.
There was knock on the door. Francine sat upright and leaned forward in power pose, forearms resting on the desk. "Enter" she called out.



A large beige ten-gallon cowboy hat floated through the door. Below it was a short young man in cowboy boots and the standard issue red leather overalls. Francine looked at the remaining two files: one was labeled 'Tom' and the other 'Big John'. Francine hesitated, not wanting to start the interview with a faux-pau. She threw it back on the cowboy.
"Please introduce yourself. And remove your hat in the presence of a lady."
"Yes, ma'am... sorry, ma'am. I'm John...everybody calls me 'Big John'."
Francine slid the 'Tom' file aside and opened 'Big John'. She quickly scanned the coversheet. Nothing struck her as negative; in fact, Harding had made a special notation of John's particular contributions to TWI car designs. Francine looked up and motioned John to sit.
"Why did you become a test track driver?"
"I grew up around the horse tracks. I liked the idea of speed. I wanted to be a race horse jockey but in my teens I got a growth spurt. When I asked to be a jockey, everyone said 'You're too BIG, John". And the name just kind of stuck. The next closest thing to a jockey is a jet pilot but for that I'm too small. I wandered into test car driving by default."
"Well, you seem to have found a home. Harding says you help with the car designs. Can you tell me how?'
"Well, yes, ma'am, I think he is talking about my small stature. Most test track and race car drivers are lanky and tall, better able to brace for tight turns and braking. That tends to disqualify me in most circles. But, as you know, Mr. Harding is a very smart man. He says if we design and adjust the cars only for lanky, tall people, we're shutting ourselves out of the rest of the market. He listens when I tell him how the car fits me.
"For instance, at police traffic stops, short people like me have to loosen the seat belt so we can open the glove box for the car papers. Cops get real nervous when people do that. There could be a gun in there or something. Mr. Harding moved the glove box latch to the far left side of the glove compartment door to alleviate that problem. I think I'm helping."
Francine nodded. She had to ask.
"Are you okay with the nickname?"
"It used to get under my skin around the guys but I discovered it was a useful tagline elsewhere. When I get itchy about the kidding, I just think on that."
Francine frowned. "I don't think I understand. You'll have to explain more."
Big John hesitated and then gave out a breath and caved in. "No disrespect intended, ma'am, but Slick was tittering when he left and couldn't hold back telling about your interview methods. That's good for me. I think I have a shot at winning first drive."
"How will you do that?" asked Francine.
John stood and unzipped his overalls. He rummaged in his groin and extracted his cock. It was very long and fat with a huge knob, and still flaccid. Francine's eyes popped wide as she leaned forward and mouthed a silent 'HOLY... SHIT!'
"Like I said, ma'am, when the guys get to me during the day, I just reminisce about my nights. I know I'm not arm candy for any women to parade in public and my relationships don't last very long. But I like it when my former dates call me 'Big John'. It means something distinctive to them."
Francine was a tallish woman with a proportional vaginal depth to match. She found satisfaction with the shallow stimulus provided by her average male companions. She could use something mechanical when she felt the need for something deeper. But John was offering her the rare opportunity for both in one hot package. Francine would take him up on it.
Francine came around her desk. Standing over John, she hefted his package; it completely filled her hand. Her finger tips touched his scrotum. The head, even flaccid, rubbed her wrist. She drew her fingers along the underside, skimming off the knob as John's cock fell almost to dangle. But her handling was having it effect and the rod stood away from John at a small angle, the beginning of its awakening for the task ahead.
"You're overdressed, John." Francine tugged at his leather overalls and John cooperated with her until he was standing naked in the middle of the office. There was a couch but it would sag too low and impede full penetration. She wanted John's body prone and his full erect cock wholly available. She spread his leathers on the floor. John ended up prone on his back with 'Big John' lying on his abdomen, straining to almost reach his bellybutton.
Francine saddled up her bare crotch over John's erection. 'Big John' was fat and long but not completely rigid. Francine fondled the engorged penis to work it firmer to little effect. She saw John staring at her cleavage confined by the stretch top. 'So' she thought 'maybe John's a tit-man.'
Francine lifted her top off and let her boobs bounce free. John's eyes widened and she knew she had guessed right. She placed John's hands on her breasts. For the next few minutes, she coached John on her preferred methods of thumbing nipples, cupping and kneading the masses and priming both sex mates through tit-play. John was entranced by the extended stiff nubs and rolled them provocatively with his fingertips. Francine was more than ready. When she fondled 'Big John' again, she found him hard as a ribbed steel bolt and ready to be screwed into her lubricated socket.
Francine leaned forward to maintain John's dexterous chest contact and raised her hips high, needing to go much higher than usual. She made room for the levered up shaft to tap her damp cunt lips. Alignment assured, she pressed down.
'Big John's journey to Francine's core took some time. She was wet enough but the knob strained to spread her interior flesh. Francine labored an inch in and then paused to allow her natural elasticity to accommodate the intruder before continuing onward. Many tries later, she felt 'Big John' bump her cervix.
After a short pause for conjoined size accommodation, Francine began a hip rock and roll that flicked 'Big John's tip on the cervical bulge, prompting a long moan from the pair, followed by little moans each time she repeated the action. Sometimes she shallowed up just a little so her soft tissue flicked the tip slit, other times she crushed down and swept firmly over the engorged knob. John's face was becoming flush; Francine assumed her own face was matching the rosy glow. She noted her breasts and chest were ruddier.
Francine wanted a different feel. She shifted to long strokes, scouring her jam-packed interior with his corona. John became animated, a bullhorn of grunts, moans and hard breaths. Francine joined his hoarse homily. Her core was a ball of nerves, glowing with sensations. Her enlivened cervix competed with her gleamed channel and enflamed cunt lips to see which would throw the switch first. It was a three way tie as Francine cried out her ecstasy. 'Big John' was second place, but only by a heartbeat. John felt Francine's cunt clamp down harder as 'Big John' erupted. Francine felt the hot shots spurt deep in her center, filling her chamber with thick gooey spunk. The fuck-mates never halted motions; they simply slowed down naturally as their fervor waned.
Francine fell forward, pressing her heated breasts against John's chest. 'Big John' was loathe to leave his warm abode but the inevitable slackening continued until he was only loosely held by Francine's stretched vagina. John wiggled and drew his cock out of her. Spunk dribbled on his groin and thighs, dripping farther onto his crumpled leathers, leaving a noticeable, wet cum stain.
Francine got up and sat again behind her desk. She re-encased her tits with the stretchy top and finger combed her disheveled hair. John examined the wet stain on the leg of his overalls. He slipped into them anyway, along with boots and hat.
"Well, ma'am, will I get to drive the car first?"
Francine pondered the question.
"I have more interviews but you're certainly in the running. You're dismissed for now and please close the door on your way out."
John tipped his ten-gallon hat to the boss lady and left the room. Francine slumped in her chair. She was tiring and was concerned about making it through the final interview.
Francine opened the last file, Tom. The coversheet listed a few particulars. Former Air Force pilot, middle aged, previously married but widowed, two grown children, similar excellent test track driving record.
There was a knock and she resumed her power position behind the desk. Tom entered. He was a tall, dusky man, very fit, clear blue eyes with his leather overalls neat, clean, tidy. He entered the room with his head erect, magnifying the effect of his 6'-2" frame. As he approached the desk, Francine stood and extended her hand in greeting before she realized what she was doing. She just naturally gave the man her polite respect. His hand shake was firm, his eyes fixed on her eyes and his light smile just enough to convey the balance between confidence and respect.
"Good afternoon, ma'am. My name's Tom."
"Oh, please, call me Francine." She almost hiccupped with the sudden realization that this man had melted her staid demeanor within seconds of their meeting.
"Yes, ma'am... or rather Ms. Francine."
Francine perused his file, not really noticing that Tom stood at easy attention in front of her desk.
"What was your rank when you left the Air Force?"
"I was a major, ma'am... err, Ms. Francine."
Francine almost giggled but caught herself. She sang the old familiar song in her head. She raised an eyebrow as she asked "You were Major Tom?"
"Yes... Ms. Francine. Me and all the other guys named Thomas that earned the rank." He said it in a way that conveyed the information, due respect and a polite disdain for the worn out joke.
Francine regretted her remark but moved on.
"Why did you leave the Air Force?"
"My flying days were over and I didn't like desk duty. When my wife passed, I wanted to spend more time with my kids and their kids. Total Women Industries offered me this job because of my skills in operating a complex piece of machinery at the exact precision of speed, RPMs, cornering, stuff like that. That's the performance data you need to design or improve a prototype. I took the job with the understanding that I would get extended leave between projects to be with my family. I was away from my kids and wife far too much in the service and I've got things to make up for. The job's been good so far."
Francine was warming to this man. This required a different kind of interview. She closed the file and stood. Before she could say anything, Tom spoke first.
"Ms. Francine, the other two are young and they were tittering about their interviews. With all due respect, ma'am, that's just not my way. If that's what driving the car first requires, then I am not your man."
Francine pondered that.
"Yes, Tom, I can see that's not your way. It's been a long day. I am a bit weary and will soon be hungry. Would you agree to have dinner with me and we will discuss this matter further then?"
Tom agreed and they shook hands. Tom turned briskly and left the office as Francine slumped in her chair to recover her befuddled wits
----------------------------------------------------------------------
Tom picked her up in a mid-sized sedan. They went to a small boutique restaurant with the predictable low twinkly lighting and soft non-descript house music. They asked for a side table where they could talk uninterrupted by wait staff traffic.
Francine pressed Tom for 'war stories' but he was reserved. He had flown many combat missions but his real love was being an advanced training instructor. He fought his nation's newest battles in classrooms and practice flights. He strived to instill in the hot young jockeys the fundamentals of planning, preparation, steadiness in tight situations, using the full capabilities of the aircraft but not abusing its remarkable strengths. With a jet fighter there are no mid-air pit-stops; you're either flying or falling.
Francine found herself leaning in, elbows on table, hands cradling her chin as she listened enthralled by the calm, assured voice, mesmerized as the blue hues in Tom's eyes danced in the candle light. Her heart quickened when he told a danger story. Her heart froze when he conveyed a tragedy, a friend lost in battle or a training accident. Her heart melted when he talked of his children and grandchildren. The wine bottle emptied as Francine brimmed over with admiration for Major Tom.
After that, it was only natural that they ended up in Francine's hotel room. A couple more drinks evolved to kissing, fondling. Tom was not forward or reserved, just confident in his actions. Francine was ready, nay...eager, when Tom carried her to stand beside the bed. He gently removed her blouse, and then loosened her skirt until it hit the floor. Francine waited serenely naked as Tom patiently removing his own clothes. He took time to neatly fold and deferentially stow both their wardrobes.
Tom returned to stand in front of the naked Francine, her arms hanging limply. He held her face as he drew her in for a smoldering kiss. She ran her arms about his neck and held him tight. His arms circled her back and pressed her wondrous fleshy globes into his muscled chest.
Tom's hands descended to cup Francine's ass cheeks. He lifted her as she encircled her thighs around his waist and locked her ankles behind him. He lay her gently down, tenderly ensconced in her pelvic saddle.
Francine wiggled her hips around until her cunt lips found his hard and swollen cock tip. Tom chivalrously cooperated with the alignment and they worked together easing Tom's cock inward. Francine's natural warmth, wetness and compression surrounded his buried erection. The lovers were loath to make any vigorous motions just yet. They reveled in the divine closeness of the other's body. They played tongue tag. Only an occasional hip jog or thigh twist interrupted the calm of their intimate juncture.
Slowly, the urge grew and small movements became larger movements. Time ticked on as the longing for more sensation caused them to increase the moves. Tom became more active with longer cock strokes. Francine was ensnared beneath Tom's lean bulk. He plowed gracefully deep inside her. Their sweat dampened skins slipped about between them, arousing them even more.
Francine was trying hard to regulate her rush to the peak but was unable to hold out. With a sudden cry of delight, her cunt rippled and pulsed as she jogged her trapped hips trying to draw Tom into her spiraling ascension. As she crossed the pinnacle, Tom slowed and waited for Francine's tense and vibrating body to calm and soften back into the mattress. Tom lay still and watched her face until he saw her eyes clear.
"Was it good?" he asked.
"Yes" she murmured with a dazed look in her eyes.
"That is what I taught the young pilots. Use her full capabilities but don't abuse them. Pull back until you regain full control, and then reengage the target with vigor. What to try for more?"
Francine just lay tingling. Tom began a slow sensual stroke that brought that contented look back to Francine's face.
"Ms. Francine, please don't hold anything in. Let's see what happens at full throttle."
Within minutes, Francine peaked again, then twice more over the next hour. After that, Tom was a thrusting machine. He pounded her relentlessly, bumping his pubic bone hard against hers. His breath quickened and he arched high with a muffled cry as he disgorged volumes of warm cum into her receptive core.
They lay quiescent, lightly conjoined until Tom deflated. Neither moved; content to catnap in that position until it was time to try again later that night. And later, if anything, the second endurance test was even better than the first.
The room was sunlit. Francine awoke in an empty bed. There was a note on the stand.
'Ms. Francine, you looked so lovely, sleeping so peacefully, that I couldn't disturb you and ruin the image. Whomever you choose this morning, I want them prepared to use the full capabilities of the car but not abuse it. I left early to give them final briefings and instructions. I will see you at the track. Major Tom."
-------------------------------------------------------
Francine left the control tower and approached the test car. The keys were dangling from her hand, jingling. The three test track drivers stood online, awaiting her decision. Francine silently strode past them and slid into the driver seat. She keyed the ignition and the engine started into a low powerful rumble. Pulling the door shut, she wheeled the car onto the test track, lined up on the straightaway and 'punched it'.
TWI's newest roadster model galloped forward, not with the crush-you-back-in-your-seat acceleration, but a controlled power able to get you out of a traffic difficulty. The ride was smooth and Francine approached the end of the straightaway at a good highway speed. She eased the car into the turn and the active suspension tilted slightly inward. It was just enough to hold the passengers in seated comfort despite the centrifugal forces. The car hugged the turn. On the next straight stretch Francine thumbed the cruise control. Into the next turn, the car adjusted speed automatically to give the optimum combination of power, speed and fuel efficiency for perfect performance and comfort. Francine was thrilled with this masterpiece of machinery that Harding had composed: an economical, sporty family roadster. She was going to book more sales orders than the factories could possibly produce.
Francine's joy was tempered by the three figures standing in line as she reentered the test track prep area. She idled down, parked the car where she found it and alighted.
Francine strode to John and tossed him the keys. She pointed to the distant side of the test track and firmly gave her command.
"See that halfway track marker? Slick will ride shotgun until you get there. John, you will stop exactly there and switch drivers; both of you can claim to be the first test track driver. That's an order. If I see any funny business, you're both through at TWI. Understand?"
Slick and John smiled wide and ran to the new test car. John pulled onto the track as Slick waved out the passenger side window. Harding watched with binoculars from the elevated control room. Francine waved and gave him a 'thumbs up'. She spoke to Tom as she hugged his arm.
"I'm sorry there can't be three first time test track drivers but I suspected that you didn't really care all that much."
Tom shrugged. "Yeah, it's a great car but there will be many more tests as the production models evolve".
"That's exactly right, Tom. And Harding and I have a proposition that you may find interesting. I can't spend a lot of time travelling here from headquarters and Harding won't leave his 'babies' in amateur hands. We want you to be our liaison. You will travel between here and headquarters regularly, briefing me on the latest problems and progress. The schedule should be flexible enough to give you family time and you can fly the corporate jet on the trips. How does that sound?"
"Yes, ma'am! That sounds good. Actually, my kids live near a city midpoint between here and headquarters. Could I stop in route occasionally for visits?"
"Yes, but only on two conditions. I will still come here a few times a year and you will fly me. So first: on one of the trips when you fly me out here, I want to stop by and meet your family. I hope you will let me get to know your kids and grandkids.
"Second: we're going to work some more on getting over that 'ma'am' thing. Do we have a deal?"
Tom gathered Francine into a bear hug, leaned in and planted a long passionate kiss on her lips that she eagerly returned. Keeping her face close to his, he smirked as he said "Yes, ma'am."
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Prologue
The departing Total Woman Academy Father Daughter Weekend crowd began milling around, mingling with their weekend mates. Final hugs, handholds and cheek buzzes animated the small groups. The murmur of laughter, farewells and thanks filled the room. Evelyn sought out Mr. Rubin. She still wore her cuffs, collar, leash and rosy topless glow.
"Mr. Rubin, I'm still so sorry we didn't have time for my deep oral demonstration. I know you really wanted to cum down my throat before we parted. Let's talk to Mrs. Smith and see if I can take care of that before you leave."
Mr. Smith listened to Evelyn's earnest request and checked her watch.
"Oh, dear me, Evelyn. There simply won't be enough time today. However, we have an upcoming Freewill Weekend later this month. Perhaps I can arrange for Mr. Rubin to be invited for the Guest Coach roster. He will be required to rotate among the attending students per his schedule. But I'm sure I can arrange a time slot on his schedule for your deep oral demonstration."
Evelyn thanked Mrs. Smith for the consideration.
Mrs. Smith turned to Mr. Rubin. "I hope that's satisfactory; it's the best I can do for now."
Mr. Rubin smiled broadly and voiced his agreement. Evelyn courteously escorted Mr. Rubin towards the exit.
"Mr. Rubin, am I really going to see you back here in a few weeks?
"Absolutely."
"Promise? Please don't let me down.""
"It's a promise. I'll be here."
At the front portico, Evelyn gave Mr. Rubin a last peck on the lips.
Mr. Rubin joined the string of melancholy fathers. Everyone sauntered unaccompanied to their waiting limousines. They were returning to their gloomy work-a-day lives.
Mr. Rubin was not as sad as the others. His cock twitched and pulsed as he daydreamed of his impending return for Freewill Weekend at the Total Woman Academy. And Evelyn...
----------------------------------------------
Present Day
His chauffer held the rear door as Mr. Rubin alighted his limousine at the entrance to the Total Woman Academy. It was a typical Friday, he was running a little late and the other Guest Coach-Tutors had already arrived. The convoy of their limousines was departing the front gate as his towncar had entered.
"Thank you, Judy, please pick me up Sunday evening at the usual time."
"Yes, Mr. Rubin. Are you in need of anything in the meantime? Is there anything urgent for me to do?"
Mr. Rubin's cock gave a twitch. Her request usually preceded the numerous occasions when the limo had to be parked in a discrete location. The gorgeous Judy would climb in the back and take care of Mr. Rubin's sexual urgencies.
"Not this time, Judy. I'm here for Freewill Weekend. I have to save my energies for the young ladies that are awaiting my tutoring."
Judy hid her disappointment as she watched Mr. Rubin ascend the front steps to the Academy foyer. She drove away in the limo, mentally cataloging the salacious night clubs available in the nearby city, eager and determined to fill the available downtime with her own exhilarating weekend of entertainment.
Judy was more than ready. It had been a dry spell ever since Mr. Rubin had suspended their normal routine in order to be thoroughly primed for his visit to Total Woman Academy. But there was never a dearth of sexual rendezvous for Judy when she cruised for partners among the strobe washed crowds while wearing her see-through figure-hugging club wear.
Mr. Rubin pushed through the heavy door and turned to close it behind him. He heard a gleeful shriek and running footsteps as he refaced the hallway. A bubbly Evelyn ran into his arms.
"Oh, Mr. Rubin, you worried me. When all the others arrived and you weren't with them, I was afraid you wouldn't make it."
Mr. Rubin steadied himself against the exuberant female's assault. Evelyn hugged his neck; her silky thin evening gown letting her braless tits crush into Mr. Rubin's chest. She pulled back for a lip smacking happy kiss.
A commanding woman's voice echoed the hallway. "Ms. Evelyn! Decorum, decorum!" Then the far voice laughed. Mrs. Smith walked toward the happy couple and extended her hand to Mr. Rubin.
"Welcome, sir. I am so glad you made it. Evelyn has been tittering all week about your scheduled visit. The other Guest Coach Tutors have been briefed and have already gotten started on their student mentoring activities. Please come to my office and we will get you settled and started on your roster of duties."
Seated in the office, Mr. Rubin listened as Mrs. Smith explained the plan. Normally, Mr. Rubin would be expected to wander the house and grounds all weekend, sequentially choosing willing students for Guest Coach Tutoring.
However, since Mr. Rubin was here on special circumstances, Evelyn would be his resident guide for the weekend. Evelyn had pre-arranged Tutoring Sessions for herself and a few select students. Was that agreeable with Mr. Rubin? Mr. Rubin had no objections.
"Great. Then you are welcome to go with Evelyn and begin your duties. Good luck and please feel free to contact me if you have any questions."
Evelyn bounced up and took Mr. Rubin's hand. She led him through the hallways to the rear pool deck. Along the way they passed strikingly beautiful young ladies, in various stages of dress. All wore perfect makeup and hair. Some were coyly covered, others topless. All gave polite and respectful greetings to the honored guest.
The dusk was settling in, muting the ambient light at the pool. A few waders rustled the water. The underwater lights were on, bouncing the combined sky and water lights in waves of color. Males and females were getting acquainted for impending tutoring. Some talked, others were getting intimate: kissing, caressing, and carousing. Evelyn led Mr. Rubin to an umbrella table where a redhead sat with a clear drink, waiting.
"Maureen, look... he's here!"
Maureen stood to greet her visitors. Mr. Rubin surveyed the redhead from toe to head. She wore heels; no hose was necessary to smooth out her tan on the toned sleek legs. Her abdominals were phenomenal. Her breasts were full and round.
Maureen wore a teal string bikini that complemented the shade of her blue-green eyes. Her full wavy red hair hung to her mid-back. Her smile was cherry red and mesmerizing. Maureen extended both hands. When Mr. Rubin offered both of his, she drew him in for bijou cheek buzzes. Her scent was tropical. She stood back but held his hands.
"I am so glad you are here, Mr. Rubin. Evelyn has been nattering about you ever since we learned you would be attending this weekend."
Maureen paused politely, tempting Mr. Rubin to chime in but he was dazed by the beauty before him. He just stared and surveyed her frame again from head to toe, pushing his hands left, then right, rotating her for a different angle of vision. Mr. Rubin used one hand to pirouette her in a slow overhead dance turn. Her butt cheeks were high and trim with a cute dimple at low back. Her loose hair swayed. She was lusciously looking the full 360.
Evelyn piped in. "Maureen has volunteered to get you settled into your residence suite. I'll catch-up with you later. Is that okay, Mr. Rubin?"
Mr. Rubin nodded, still mesmerized. Maureen took the initiative and led Mr. Rubin across the pool deck. As they entered the footpath to his bungalow, Maureen pulled his arm close, hugging Mr. Rubin's bicep to her boobs as they promenaded down the evening yard-lit pathway.
When they arrived, Maureen stood attentively in the middle as Mr. Rubin explored the suite. It was a typical TWA accommodation for Guest Coaches: a large bed, the expected special furniture and fixtures, a luxurious bath and plenty of open space for rumpus playtime activities. Mr. Rubin found his luggage already unpacked and closeted.
Maureen asked about Mr. Rubin's dining preferences. "We can adjourn to the dining room or have room service delivered here."
Mr. Rubin thought about the wearying long ride, the lateness of the hour and the vision of loveliness standing before him, waiting deferentially for his decision.
"Room Service, I think. First, I want to get cleaned up. Then, let's have a quiet dinner here in the room. Order something eclectic but not too heavy. And be sure it's something nutritious. We need to keep up our strength." He winked at Maureen. She grinned before calling in the order.
Maureen followed Mr. Rubin into the bathroom. She helped him remove his street clothes. She joined him in the shower, still in her bikini, sans heels.
Maureen lathered down Mr. Rubin, beginning with fragrant shampoo and working downward with scented body wash, covering him in foamy suds. She used the gooseneck spray to remove his body bubbles.
Doffing her top, Maureen smeared generous amounts of body wash on her boobs. She rubbed her soft soapy mounds all over his body: front, back, limbs. Mr. Rubin's cock obviously appreciated her thoroughness and after covering his calves, Maureen kneeled up and caressed his erection between her slippery tits. Mr. Rubin's first cum of the weekend arrived shortly in a rush of pants and groans. His stickiness jumped out onto Maureen's breasts and chest as he clenched the shower stall handholds to avoid collapse.
Maureen waited until he was calm and stable before disengaging and sluicing him again. She helped him towel and guided him to the waiting meal that had been delivered while they were splashing and playing. They ate in the nude next to the balcony glass door. Mr. Rubin adored the expansive exterior vista beside him and the voluptuous mammary view before him.
Over conversation and coffee, Mr. Rubin learned more about the lovely redhead. Maureen was a Biochemistry graduate student with a knack for performance arts. She loved to play-out exotic roles. Maureen knew which chemical scents and tastes were useful for enriching her male companions' sexual energies. She longed to turn her mates into studs with staying power; ones that spawned multi-gasms inside her before they drenched her womb with their gusty spunk.
Maureen picked at a fruit tray, asking Mr. Rubin about his favorite flavors.
"I like most everything" he replied.
Maureen expounded on the marvelous powers that tastes and scents could generate during erotic play. She smiled slyly, before excusing herself to freshen and preen. Mr. Rubin relaxed during her absence, musing on the possibilities until the bath door slowly swung open..
Mr. Rubin watched the naked Maureen re-enter the room. She beckoned him to join her next to the bed. He draw near Maureen's smiling perfection cautiously at first but then she took Mr. Rubin's hands and pulled him into her arms. Her breath was minty. Maureen softly heated Mr. Rubin with a cherry lipstick kiss. Her breasts sprawled against Mr. Rubin's chest. Maureen felt his cock rising between her legs, tapping upward along her inner thighs.
Maureen broke off and drew Mr. Rubin atop her as she lay back on the bed. His face was cuddled in her cleavage. Mr. Rubin kissed a nipple, tasted strawberry. He lapped the flavor, causing the little nub to stiffen. He treated the opposite nipple to similar usage, savoring even more strawberry delight.
Maureen gently maneuvered Mr. Rubin lower, inviting him to her nether areas. As he descended, he found a growing aroma of peaches. Maureen had coated her vaginal folds with the sweet scent and Mr. Rubin spent considerable time licking it away with his tongue. Maureen enjoyed the sensations of his cleansing efforts.
Mr. Rubin was hard as a rock and began his ascent to mount up on the talented redhead. Maureen wiggled beneath him as she arranged her body and limbs to welcome his lusty intentions. Mr. Rubin paused at her breasts and finished partaking of the strawberry residue. Maureen urged him up to her face and he smelled the minty breath and tasted the cherry lips again. His cock tip bumped her cunt lips. The soft wetness proved the success of his oral efforts to produce copious lubricants.
Maureen folded her legs around Mr. Rubin's thighs and pulled his knob inside. He thrust a few strokes that easily went the distance to bottom. Maureen moved his face to her ear, burying his nose in her tresses, feeding him the tangerine scent she had spritzed into her hair. Mr. Rubin's nostrils expanded as he breathed in the aroma. He felt his cock expand to its fullest girth as it was tightly buried in Maureen's sexual tunnel. The combination and sequence of biochemical mixtures had taken Mr. Rubin to a very nice place.
The pair jostled and stroked, rubbing their heated bodies together, mixing the flavors and aromas in a cloud of fragrance now enriched by Maureen's seeping musk. The room echoed with groans and moans, squeaks and shrieks until the paramours reaped the choicest harvest of the orgasmic orchard.
Maureen smoothed Mr. Rubin's back until he reawakened from his lingering ecstatic torpor. She gently laid him sideways, fluffed the covers over them and cuddled his face to her boobs as he spun off into a well-earned journey to dreamland. She hoped he dreamed of her. She wanted to be his perpetual dream.
During the night, Maureen awoke and silently left the bed. She filled the aerator scent capsules with a flowery mix, attuned to her plan for Mr. Rubin's morning revelation. Maureen rejoined him, lying at his side, her tits close enough to feel his breath grace their velvet smoothness. Occasionally she would arch her back, brushing her nipples against Mr. Rubin's lips. He would pucker and kiss gently, other times suckling a few swallows. She was pretty sure Mr. Rubin was dreaming of her. Maureen smiled at Mr. Rubin's coupling of his dreams and real world contact. She liked that and eased off into her own light doze.
Maureen awoke to wet warmth on her nipple. The first scent capsule had kicked in and the room smelled of lavender. That was the initial step of the aphrodisiac bouquet to follow. She saw Mr. Rubin was fully awake and engaged in his favorite pastime: sucking her tits. Mr. Rubin had succumbed to her strategy for his morning bliss. She let him suckle and play, the lavender pheromones subconsciously rousing the unwitting Mr. Rubin.
The scent changed. The air smelled of poppy. Maureen rolled Mr. Rubin on his back and mounted his thighs cowgirl. She handled his growing erection and locked his gaze. She encouraged Mr. Rubin to join her in deep breaths. The floral stimulant gave both partners an opiate boost in heart rate. The better blood flow engorged Mr. Rubin's handheld erection. Maureen gently rubbed with finger tips to stimulate his man-meat even more. She played for a long time, holding him at an elevated level of lust. Mr. Rubin was ready but Maureen waited for the final aphrodisiac flower chemical that would help her to join him completely.
It arrived with a light whiff, then a growing intensity. Morning glories exuded a biochemical which caused small contractions and tremors within a woman's vagina. Maureen looked skyward, inhaled the intoxicating odor and felt a small twinge tickle her cunt. It was time. She remained looking up and blindly rooted her hips over Mr. Rubin's groin. Holding him in position, she plunged down and settled at the bottom.
Maureen felt the stimulant induced ripples start slow and weak. She breathed deeper and the contractions rippled further and faster. Maureen added long slow strokes to the movements. Mr. Rubin lay still, allowing Maureen complete control of the sequence. The sensations of her rippling cunt playing up and down his shaft was like nothing he had ever experienced. The opiate poppy catalysts still coursed through his blood. Despite his prior ejaculations, his racing heart pushed his nerves to a hard cum. Mr. Rubin shot a stupendous wad of sperm deep inside Maureen.
Afterwards, the lovers lay resting; Maureen draped contented over Mr. Rubin's weary body. The scent of chamomile whiffed about them; the calming chemicals loosening their post-orgasmic tensions. The lolled in bed until mid-morning.
-----------------------------------------
Maureen helped Mr. Rubin into swimwear before leading him forth to the pool deck. A light buffet lunch was spread nearby. Many students and other Guest Coaches were sampling and browsing, recovering energies, sitting in small groups at umbrella tables. Maureen and Mr. Rubin joined another pair, the student a lovely young black lady. Like Maureen and nearly all the other students, she sat indifferently topless as the conversation ebbed and flowed over everything and nothing. Mr. Rubin saw Evelyn approach to his side.
"Mr. Rubin, is everything okay? Has Maureen taken good care of you?"
"Splendidly..."
"Well, it's time for you to rotate your roster and I'm next. Would you all excuse us for the rest of the day?" The gentlemen stood as the farewells were exchanged.
Evelyn took Mr. Rubin's hand and led him across the pool deck. She stopped and Mr. Rubin turned to ask why. Evelyn placed her hands on his chest and gave a mighty push. Water spouted 10-feet-high as Mr. Rubin splashed down on his back in the pool. Evelyn jumped in behind him.
A shocked Mr. Rubin surfaced and swept the water off his face. Evelyn was there, laughing. She playfully splashed him and waded away. Mr. Rubin gave chase. He found himself suddenly surrounded by four topless, wet females, giggling, smacking water spurts at him, appealing for him to become their next session for his Guest Tutoring. A small audience of Guest Coaches gathered at poolside to watch the fun.
Mr. Rubin was game for this game and willing to share. He pursued and captured a brown Hispanic beauty, lifting her above the water in his arms. Her arms circled his neck. She was delighted to be next in line despite any pre-arranged roster. Mr. Rubin waded towards the steps and nodded to one of the Guest Coaches. They met at pool edge.
Mr. Rubin handed off his sexy cargo to the Guest Coach, who nodded his thanks and carried his load to a chaise lounge, ready to initiate her Tutoring Session. Mr. Rubin watched as the Hispanic student enthusiastically knelt and worked her latest Guest Coach's trunks down. He drew her head in and she playfully licked his semi-solid shaft. The Guest Coach pulled her up and pushed her bottoms off. He positioned his tutoring subject lying on the chaise and climbed aboard. Their further activities were screened from view by the elevated backrest.
Mr. Rubin returned to the other lingering topless girls and snared a short haired lithe brunette. Another Guest Coach was awarded the trophy and carried her to another chaise nearby. The third girl, an Oriental cutie, was a light load as she was transferred to the remaining Guest Coach for her sensual erudition.
Mr. Rubin now had Evelyn alone. She was unresisting as he swept her up and exited the pool. Dripping a trail, he carried Evelyn along the deck. He hadn't meant to look but was unable to ignore the scenes of the other Guest Coaches well into their lesson plans. The brunette was occupied in oral exercises while the Oriental gal was practicing her cowgirl. The Hispanic and her Guest Coach were still screened from view by the now vibrating backrest.
Mr. Rubin carried Evelyn onward to his residential suite. She had promised to prove her unbeatable deep throat techniques and Mr. Rubin was ready to evaluate the claim.
Mr. Rubin carried Evelyn across the threshold and stood her in the middle of the room. Evelyn surveyed the room and found what she was seeking. She positioned the Tantric sponge foam chair near the center. Evelyn got Mr. Rubin settled back in a low recline. She removed his soaked shorts and tossed them through the bathroom doorway where they splatted on the tile floor. Her own thong joined the wet heap of fabric.
Mr. Rubin was in a comfortable easy curl, head well supported where he could fully relax and observe the feats about to transpire. He watched Evelyn kneel between his splayed legs. Her attention was concentrated on his penis. Evelyn needed to survey Mr. Rubin's specific sensitive points and erogenous zones. She wanted to be meticulously familiar with the organ that her tongue and throat were about to engulf and stimulate.



Evelyn petted his length with a wetted finger pad, gently patting the shaft, sizing up the main vein and the large pliable knob. She rubbed the edges of the tip slit and the corona. She sought clues to exact positions and sensitivities. Testing a particular area, Evelyn peeked surreptitiously at Mr. Rubin's face for signs of the threshold between delight and discomfort.
Mr. Rubin's erection was growing steadily within her grasp. His cock skin stretched tighter on his swelling penile muscle, honing nerve availability. Evelyn invested time retracing her tracks and noting changes. There was more sensitivity at certain places than there was before. Mr. Rubin was fully erect and she felt his heartbeat in the cock vein. She used another finger to test the vein where it passed the perineum. Same pulse, so the throbs weren't just cock muscle ticks. The time had come.
Evelyn held his pole at an angle towards her face. "Do you feel ready? Do I have your permission to continue?"
Mr. Rubin croaked out a throated 'Yes' and hurriedly nodded as much as the foam chair allowed movement.
Evelyn held his gaze, smiled, opened wide and licked the underside of the shaft from scrotum to tip. She broke gaze and rotated her head; giving a full length lick to the left side and then the right. She returned to the underside and fluttered her tongue tip against spots she had identified as considerably sensitive during her nerve location analysis. The male muscle bobbed away in autonomic response.
Evelyn's hands never touched Mr. Rubin's cock but rather rested or swept along his outer thighs. Mr. Rubin's inner thighs were brushed by Evelyn's soft boobs as her body swayed with the strokes. Mr. Rubin gripped handfuls of the Tantric chair foam beneath his sides and butt. He was resolutely determined to escape the urge to grab Evelyn's hair and jam his cock all at once down her throat. This setup was Evelyn's specialty; as a proper gentleman, he must let her take the lead. He forced his body to détente, relax and accept the stimulus. His balls were boiling with sperm.
Evelyn positioned her mouth open and above his knob. Her tongue darted out to tease the V gap of the corona. That had been Mr. Rubin's most attuned nerve endings and he groaned at the sputtering touch. She pursed her lips and descended over the knob, letting her lips press every spot until the corona was just inside. She fluttered the V again, this time the trapped knob pulsed and Mr. Rubin's whole body juddered. She slid her lips up and down the knob several more times, finally stopping embedded to flutter once more. She waited out the repeated knob jitters.
Evelyn descended slowly, the flat of her tongue pressing the underside. At successive stages, she twisted her littoral digit around both sides, rotating her head each way to give more extent to the side shaft caress. She was successful at covering the total terrain, tongue tip touching the back of the shaft from both directions. At about three quarter depth, she felt his tip bump the entrance to her throat. Mr. Rubin was humming out moans and guttural little words of praise.
The magic moment had arrived. Evelyn breathed deep, pressed forward and took him in. The knob passed her tonsils. When Mr. Rubin was fully in, she revolved her head and neck back and forth, her tonsils performing an 'around-the-world' on his corona.
Mr. Rubin cried out from the intense stimulation. His restraint collapsed and he grabbed her hair, pulling upward. She would not comply and a struggle ensued. Evelyn braced her knees wider on the floor and hugged his thighs, unavoidably squeezing her boobs between his captured legs. Mr. Rubin braced into a forward crunch, yanking harder. But he was unstable on the foam chair and powerless to tussle with much effect. Evelyn was in control.
Mr. Rubin surrendered to his passions. He fell back in the chair and raised his face skyward. His voice rang loud and long. His open mouth, throat and lungs packed the room with the power of his ecstasy. Evelyn halted and backed his knob out of her throat just as the first ropes broke out of Mr. Rubin's cock. The ivory liquid shot forth, bouncing off the confines of her pink oral grotto and pooling under her tongue. When the discharges finally ended, she caught her breath and then swallowed the sticky volume in one gulp.
Evelyn bent her head down and let his erection cradle on her tongue. Evelyn felt the throb of Mr. Rubin's heartbeat in his main penis vein and gauged his decreasing heart rate. His erection followed suit and decreased in firmness. She waited, peering upward through her disheveled tresses. Finally, Mr. Rubin opened his eyes and blinked to awareness. He saw her face, still worshiping his substantial but softening erection with her mouth. This time she didn't resist as his grip in her hair guided her head off his manhood. She gentled his flaccid meat against his belly. She spoke softly, caringly, reverently.
"Are you okay? That was pretty intense. I was worried that I went too far with a man your age."
"Yeah, I'm okay. Wow! I must confess that was the strongest I have cum in quite some time. You were definitely worth the wait and return trip. I'm wrung out. Can you help me up?"
Evelyn untangled herself from between Mr. Rubin's legs and helped him to slowly stand. She shuffled him to the bed where he crawled in and lay prone with arms splayed outward. She left him there to recover. Evelyn put away the Tantric chair and retrieved a cool cloth for his forehead and moist towels to clean and soothe his well worked genitals.
Mr. Rubin was tired but managed to assist getting under the covers. Evelyn joined him and snuggled her breasts into his arms and chest as Mr. Rubin settled into a deep slumber. When his breathing became stable and deep, she was satisfied that he was comfortable. Evelyn allowed herself to drift off to sleep.
-----------------------------------------
Mr. Rubin awoke in the night lying against a warm naked Evelyn. The dreams of the earlier orgasm and its afterglow had swelled his cock anew. Now that he had cum down her throat, Evelyn had concluded the primary round of sensual performances that had begun with Mr. Rubin's visit during the preceding Father-Daughter Weekend. He reminisced how she had used her cunt that weekend to lovingly caress his cock to their mutual joy and satisfaction. He was delighted that there remained time this weekend for him to savor a second helping of the previous courses from Evelyn's sexual banquet.
Mr. Rubin rolled on top of Evelyn, poking his erection at her cunt. She slipped out of her slumber and dexterously placed his knob neatly at her ready entrance. They stroked and caressed deeply until Mr. Rubin spilled into her again, collapsed and rolled off. Waking late in the morning, they ate a room service brunch. Then they spent their remaining few hours gaily cavorting about the suite, their inventive sexual positions challenging the furnishings to bear up under lively unusual use.
------------------------------------------
Sunday afternoon, Evelyn placed a padded wooden chair in the middle of the room. She guided Mr. Rubin to sit, facing him away from the door.
"Have you ever made love to a woman while you were blindfolded?' she asked.
Mr. Rubin couldn't think of any times though he often closed his eyes during sex.
"Well, the TWA students have tried it many times with Guest Coaches who wish to remain anonymous. Blindfolding and restraints are part of our standard TWA curriculum. Lacking tactile and visual sensory input, we center on the other senses. We find it heightens the pleasure. Would you like to try it?"
Mr. Rubin agreed. Evelyn hadn't steered him wrong yet. She placed black padded disks over his eye sockets, held in place by a folded soft satin cloth wound around his temples, effectively obscuring his vision. He was comfortable but already felt nervousness at the loss of sight. His other senses did become more alert.
Mr. Rubin smelled Evelyn's mix of floral and musk, heard her gentle breathing, felt it stir the hairs on his neck as she fastened the blindfold. Her hands patted his ears as she checked the fit. His groin gave a tinkle of ... fear... excitement... hope?
"Is that comfortable, Mr. Rubin? Are you ready for your secret woman?"
Mr. Rubin nodded as he gripped the chair seat, giving his hands a convenient resting place.
Evelyn leaned in, her words whispered in his ear, "Enjoy this, mon Cheri... You won't be disappointed."
Mr. Rubin heard Evelyn's heels clack to the door. As it opened, he heard a pair of small girlish giggles. The door closed and a different pair of footfalls strode slowly up behind him. Her movement stirred the air; his exposed skin sensed the motion. Warm hands stole across the blindfold, his neck, his ears, checking again that the fit was snug. She stepped in front of him.
"Hello... Who are you?" Mr. Rubin voice almost quivered.
She replied with a faint 'Shhh...' and a calming finger on his lips.
The woman gently parted his knees wider. He heard and felt her squat or kneel, which one he wasn't sure, but she descended between his knees. Her hands caressed down his arms and lightly lifted his hands to her bulbous bare breasts. She guided his hesitant movements, patiently teaching him to cup, squeeze, kneed and fondle. She straightened his index finger and brushed the pad on her nipple, small circles, nub flicks. She taught his other hand similar arts on her other boob.
Her hands brushed up his inner thighs, warm hands, soft hands, hands that then cradled his scrotum. He paused in his own caresses of her boobs. She left off her genital ministrations to restart Mr. Rubin's attention to her sensitive areolae.
She trailed her hands the same path back to his groin. Now she held his ball sack in one hand as the other hand traced the large vein of his semi-swollen erection. Mr. Rubin responded well and his cock grew until it stood proudly vertical. The preparations were going nicely.
The woman stood, sadly for Mr. Rubin, disengaging the mutual manual caresses. He felt her hands on his cheeks and felt her warm breath descend on his face. A tiny static spark jumped the gap before her minty tasting lips touched his. There upon, the pair reveled in a smoldering tongue-lashed kiss that neither wanted to end. Eventually, she backed off, playing at erratic pecks before terminating the oral link.
The woman stood silently, waiting, as Mr. Rubin breathed gently, waiting stoically for her next move. She moved, straddling his legs, still standing. A warm nipple grazed his cheek, dragging towards his lips. Mr. Rubin opened and captured the stiff nub, sucking gently, tongue-tip flicking the stiffened nub. The woman inhaled a brief sharp quaff of air before exhaling a slow, low moan. She rolled her breast against his mouth. Mr. Rubin tasted strawberry; the woman had tainted her nipples with strawberry essence.
Mr. Rubin backed off and the woman presented her other nipple for his oral efforts. The effect was similar, the flavor the same. She took his hand and held his palm to her cunt. Mr. Rubin oiled a finger with some of the plentiful moisture resident on her soft nether lips. He introduced his lubed finger into her hole.
Mr. Rubin pressed in and felt around until he heard her sharp breath intake and took that as a sign of discovery. He pushed and slid about her G-spot and was rewarded with further and louder moans. The woman revolved her hips in small motions to encourage his explorations. His palm was moistened by her excess musk. Her chest moved in tempo and her breasts waggled slowly across his face. Mr. Rubin captured and licked each nipple as it passed teasingly by his mouth.
The woman was primed and so was Mr. Rubin. The woman moved to an impending seated coitus pose. Mr. Rubin used his slickened fingers to line up his rigid erection. The engorged knob poked at her juicy pink folds, acquiring plenty of lubrication dripping from her tube. The woman dropped her torso and smoothly encased his entire length in one unhurried passage. Mr. Rubin moaned.
At the bottom, the woman settled her weight on his thighs. She circled his neck in a hug, brushing their cheeks together as her face slid by his. The woman held Mr. Rubin in this loving embrace for a protracted instant. Then, she rocked her hips, creating small short swishes.
Mr. Rubin's hands rested on her hips, fingers caressing her smooth ass cheeks. The woman engaged her legs muscles to lengthen the strokes, but still kept them modest in time and span. Her hip muscles rippled rhythmically in his hands beneath her smooth taut skin. Mr. Rubin held his body motionless, letting the gentle but energetic woman provide the exertions of the coupling.
Mr. Rubin sightless condition did indeed heighten his other senses.
Mr. Rubin felt the woman leisurely nip and suckle his earlobe. His chest felt warm, snuggled by her generous breasts rolling flattened across his pectorals. Her soft inner thighs rubbed his hips. Her spongy cunt tube pumped along his knob, corona and shaft, sending delightful skittles all along the hyper-sensitized cock and cunt conjunction.
The woman's fragrant perfume filled his nostrils. Yet it couldn't completely mask the undertone of musk emanating from their drenched slick genital parts. They were ensconced in a sexual bouquet. His tongue retained a strawberry aftertaste.
Mr. Rubin heartbeat thumped in his temples and eardrums. Squishing sounds emanated from their junctures at groin and nipples. Despite her workout, the woman breathed easy, her slow breaths resonant in his ear.
The woman added more length and less time to each stroke, increasing the pace. She bumped Mr. Rubin's pubic bone with hers, adding a little hip roll to accentuate the contact. Mr. Rubin's auditory response, his quickening breath and sharp little grunts, communicated clearly to her that he liked that move. She employed it randomly, teasing Mr. Rubin by its sporadic suspense.
As Mr. Rubin's ardor rose, the woman hesitated, resting static at the bottom, waiting for his drawback from the ascent. She was adroitly working Mr. Rubin towards an earth-shattering carnal detonation. Step by step, she carried Mr. Rubin higher, then retreated before pushing him to an even higher level.
The woman was impressed by Mr. Rubin's endurance; most of her previous encounters with older men had concluded more quickly. She was unable to anticipate Mr. Rubin's ultimate limits, but she was willing to go on relentlessly as long as necessary. She was proud of her own stamina when he finally crossed over the summit and began his orgasmic descent into bliss. His entire body stiffened as hard as his cock. He bellowed, gripping her ass as she hugged him even tighter in her arms. She held on, halting her moves as she became his receptacle of lust. His sperm pulsed strongly inside her cunt. She felt the volume of his fluid volume filling and nourishing her core, its warmth, no...its heat, electrifying her womb. She was thrilled by his staying power.
Mr. Rubin was lost in a mental fog, his whole energy focused on his orgasm. He felt the sequential semen ropes rushing up and out of his solid penis. His back jerked and vibrated as he jetted out his essence. The last rope burst forth and he held his hips high and unmoving until the spasm passed.
Mr. Rubin sagged forward. Despite prior weekend matings, this one had been his most intense. He clutched the young woman to his chest as he shuddered out the last spasm of tension. They nuzzled ears and lips, hands now caressing sweaty backs, shoulders and necks in a leisurely afterglow and cool-down.
The woman whispered a gracious compliment in his ear. "Oh, Daddy, that was wonderful..."
DADDY!?
Mr. Rubin pushed back and whipped off the blindfold. As his vision cleared from the sudden bright light, he stared into the face of his daughter, Suzy. Her wide eyed startle changed to a sly smile. Her makeup was mussed but her radiant face was flushed with ecstatic pleasure. Her full dark hair was tousled and some stray sweaty strands driveled down her temples and cheeks.
Mr. Rubin stuttered "Suzy! Oh My God... What the hell... "
Suzy teased a finger down his cheek, cocking her head with its continuing smile. "Which is it, Daddy, heaven or hell?"
Mr. Rubin paused to consider her question. His hard cock was still inside her heavenly pussy. That felt good. There would be hell to pay when certain people found out about this. That was bad.
"Suzy, what will your Mother say?"
Suzy laughed, the rolling chuckles wobbling her stiff nipples against her Daddy's warm sweaty chest.
"She'll say 'Good Job, Suzy'. This was Mom's idea."
Now Mr. Rubin was really perplexed. What was going on?
Suzy explained. "Mom has decided to fulfill her annual pledge to the TWA Alumni Fund with three months of personal service over the summer. I don't know which facility, she wouldn't tell me. It could be the clinic, the resort or one of the request venues.
"Anyway, she wasn't about to leave you home alone all summer to fend for yourself. I'm coming home this summer after graduation. Mom said this stealthy ruse would get you past any paternal qualms or inhibitions about fucking me. I'm going to take good care of you, Daddy, in every way. Agreed?"
Suzy pecked his sugar lips and gave her twat a wiggle that sent a last undulation up her Daddy's shrinking shaft. Mr. Rubin felt the vaginal wave and relaxed his body. Without further deliberation, he signaled his surrender to the planned summer arrangements by jogging his hips in reply.
"Well, Suzy, looks like we're past any paternal qualms and inhibitions. When are you coming home?"
"I finished all my classes and requirements last week. I'm leaving with you today. I'm already packed."
Mr. Rubin's redacted penis fell out of Suzy's slick cunt. Strings of semen and musk dripped from her flooded pussy. Suzy tenderly eased off his lap. She retrieved a towel and cleaned her father's cock and balls.
Suzy helped Mr. Rubin don slacks, shirt and sandals. She pulled on thong panties and draped a loose shirt on her shoulders. That was enough for the ride home. Suzy's heels clicked as they strolled through the foyer and outside. Judy was loading the limousine trunk with their combined luggage. She held the rear door as Mr. Rubin and Suzy dipped inside. When the door closed, the father daughter pair cuddled together in the black leather seat.
Mr. Rubin looked out the shaded window at the Academy entrance where topless Evelyn and Maureen had emerged, tits jostling as they waved a vigorous good bye. Suzy waved back through the smoked rear windshield as the limo rolled out the gate.
Suzy returned her attention inward and stroked her father's arm. "Daddy... Maureen and Evelyn asked if they could visit us at the beach house after graduation. Can we invite them for the summer?"
Mr. Rubin heart skipped a beat...with joy! That was a great idea! He dreamily pondered the possibilities. A house stocked with nubile females, especially three whom he had already exhaustively fucked, was very appealing. Serial bed companions during the night, ménage-a-trois, oral contests, orgies, mate swapping with guest couples... the variety could well be endless.
"Okay, but no unexpected visitors; I pre-approve anyone who comes to the house. I may choose to invite some of my friends over for party get-togethers but I don't want any other boys hanging around. This summer is reserved for you and me and my friends... and Maureen and Evelyn, of course."
"That's fine, Daddy; whatever you want. Whoever, whatever, whenever: we'll take turns keeping you satisfied however you choose. We are yours for the taking anytime. If you let us, we'll discretely find amusements elsewhere at the beach when you need a break. Thanks, Daddy." Suzy pecked his cheek.



Reconciled to being homeward bound, Mr. Rubin settled into his seat and now took a good long look at his daughter. She had blossomed well. The Total Woman Academy had done magnificently these past few years, turning his little girl into a Total Woman. He couldn't wait to get Suzy home and probe further into her alluring charms.
Really... he couldn't wait. Mr. Rubin lovingly cupped and fondled his daughter's uncovered tit. He stared into her eyes. Suzy looked serenely at his face, willing and waiting. He placed her hand on his pants covered groin. Suzy fully understood the implication. She rubbed gently before she unzipped and extracted his freshly swelled rod. Her hand circled the shaft and her thumb rubbed the V beneath his swollen knob. Mr. Rubin gave a final bounce to Suzy's magnificent tit before cupping her chin for a smoldering kiss. As they swooned, he laid her back on the seat and crawled atop her.
Judy had overheard their plans and watched in the rearview mirror as the father-daughter pair tipped out of sight to ramp-up their foreplay. Her weekend had been satisfying as well, with multiple encounters during her club crawls. Her mates had been virile and enthusiastic. She flipped a switch and closed the mirrored glass panel between the driver and passenger compartments, giving her passengers their privacy. For now, she would give them time to get accustomed in their fresh new relationship. Later, Judy would make known her eagerness to join the action at the summer beach house. It was a job perk that she was rarely denied.
A couple of times during the six hour trip, Judy felt the limousine exhibit uncommon bounces and rattles. It wasn't caused by the road; it was caused by the animated passengers. She smiled gleefully; the summer looked very promising.
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Prologue
To: Victor, Senior Pageant Trainer, Retired
From: Ms. Smith, Chairwoman, Total Woman Pageants Board of Directors
Subject: Congratulations!!!
What joy! On behalf of everyone at Total Woman Pageants, I extend our fondest best wishes to you and your new bride, this year's Ms. North America!
We are happy that, after your lifetime of dedication to guiding and steering countless young women in attaining their life dreams, you have found the one who can bring you the true happiness you so deserve.
But as well, we are saddened to learn of your decision to retire from pageant training. We, and our clients, will miss your expertise and the results you achieved through your special and effective training techniques. We understand your desire to rest from your exertions and concentrate your attention and energies to your new nuptial responsibilities.
However, if and when you become ready for diversity in your new life, please do not hesitate to contact us. We can afford you opportunities to be a select gentleman for Total Woman Academy Freewill Weekends. And we would be thrilled to sponsor both you and your wife as Academy Guest Lecturers Emeritus. Other business ventures requiring your unique skills might also be considered.
As always, you have our greatest admiration and gratitude for your past endeavors. Please be assured that our desire for future collaborations is genuine. Please consider our offers at your leisure. The door at Total Woman Pageants and its affiliates is always open to you, Victor, our old and valued associate.
_________________________________
Present Day
Victor and Tricia walked through the lobby of the plush resort convention complex. The Pageant Matriarch greeted her old friends with bijou cheek buzzes and escorted them into the auditorium, guiding them to the Judges Table in the Orchestra Well.
Numerous women in various styles of dress were practicing and parading onstage.
It was the Dress Rehearsal Days before the annual Ms. North America Pageant several evenings hence. As last year's winner and the coach of last year's winner, Tricia and Victor had been awarded a lucrative consulting contract to give a polish-up coaching to any contestant they deemed worthy of their efforts. Victor had delegated the final selection process completely to his new bride Tricia, trusting her and fate to make this a memorable and worthwhile excursion.
Over the next few hours, Victor watched the young women sing, dance, answer questions, parade in shear flirty gowns, model skimpy swim suits and pose in various neo-fetish attires. He paid attention to their beauty and their sex appeal. Victor didn't care about their intelligence. Nobody attended or bought advertising for a beauty pageant to see female brains on parade. Tits, ass and sexual energy were the key ingredients. Sex sells; the more risqué the deed, skimpy the costume or suggestive the demeanor, the better chance the model would win the pageant prize. Concurrently, the sponsors and advertisers would gain potential market share.
Victor inspected and scrutinized the array of female grandeur on display. He spoke in fitting terms, praising a risqué costume or lewdly singling out a contestant's flaunted carnal feature. He vulgarly chortled when one woman slyly teased him with a suggestive motion. This was prime female flesh presented for his choosing. Tricia took extensive notes on each candidate, keeping track of which ones particularly enticed Victor's lust and approval.
In the end, Tricia selected a few candidates she deemed worthy of Victor's 'polishing up'. Tricia spent a long time afterwards with a conference telephone call, some of it heated, other times conciliatory. Then Tricia talked again with the Pageant Matriarch. Tricia was assured that the Pageant organization would make all suitable arrangements for Tricia and Victor's special needs. The entire conference center staff and facilities were available for Victor to perform his valuable duty as the Polishing Coach.
--------------------
Victor and Tricia were seated in comfy chairs arranged before the low practice stage of a private interview room. Brown stood on stage, singing. Her hair was up in a fashionable bun with a few loose tendrils framing her made-up face. Victor thought she was okay as a singer but dynamite as a beauty pageant contestant.
Brown was a Hispanic beauty from the desert southwestern States. She was average tall, which helped balance her cherubic roundness into a more hourglass figure. Her skin, hair and eyes were diverse shades of brown. Victor guessed there were other shades of brown awaiting his inspection beneath the chic red gown.
Brown finished her song. She stood attentively, listening for her directives to move into subsequent talent displays: promenading the stage in her heels and gown, answering inane pageant questions, practicing shocked surprise when the winners were announced.
Tricia was not really interested in those particular onstage skills. Pageants were won backstage, not onstage. She rose from her seat and mounted the stage to stand beside the contestant. Tricia was taller than Brown, even though both wore fashionable high heels. Brown stayed in comfortable stance with arms down.
Tricia slowly circled Brown. The first inspection was visual, surveying Brown's physique. Tricia peered down the loose billowy bodice, appraised the cleavage formed by generous swells. Brown followed Tricia with her eyes but kept her face beauty-pageant high and forward, fixed into a relaxed stage smile. The second orbit was just as slow but Tricia's hand smoothed across Brown's hips and low back, sensing the warmth beneath the apparel. On the third cycle, she glazed across Brown's bare back and shoulders, stopping her circuit behind Brown's back. Tricia reached around and boldly cupped and bounced Brown's gown swaddled breasts for Victor's enlightenment.
Tricia leaned forward to whisper in Brown's ear.
"What do you want to see most in your lifetime?"
"World peace" Brown answered.
"Good answer" said Tricia. She fumbled with the dress clasp at Brown's nape. Brown felt Tricia's hands working but held her stance and stage smile.
"What do you think the judges want to see most in their lifetimes?"
"World class tits?" mused Brown.
"Good answer" said Tricia. She unclasped the hooks that latched the bodice panels covering Brown's world class tits.
"Let's see if Victor agrees" uttered Tricia as she released the fabric. The panels slithered down the contestant's front and the entire dress fluttered to the floor. Brown's world class tits were full, round and tipped with large round dark chocolate disks. Their mass proscribed minor sag but they were nonetheless firm and fluid. Brown held her head a smidgen higher as she inhaled. Her expanding chest lifted and displayed the perfect globes for Victor's discerning judgment.
Tricia reached around and hefted Brown's boobs in her hands again, ending Victor's mesmerized trance.
"Let's see how these puppies present during a pageant strut."
Brown was turned sideways to Victor and she stepped out and over the pooled gown. She walked to and fro across the stage. She exaggerated the high heeled stride to invoke a textbook bounce step that echoed in jellylike iggles of tits and ass. Brown stopped center and faced Victor again. Tricia fingered Brown's bobbled earrings and necklace, and then loosed the clips and pins holding her hair in the fashionable up-do. Tricia finger-combed Brown's tresses to drape her cheeks, shoulders and back.
Tricia led Brown forward to stand before the seated Victor. Seating herself beside Victor, Tricia worked open his pants and dug out his stout penis. Victor turned his face to Tricia and they kissed deeply.
Tricia spoke aside to the attentive Brown. "Kneel, my dear, and help us." Brown descended to her knees, leaned in and passionately sucked Victor's knob. She worked Victor's erection with tongue, lips and deep plunges. Victor and Tricia resumed their seated tongue filled kisses. Tricia was well aware of Victor's growing signs of arousal. At the ultimate moment, Victor exhaled a shout into Tricia's smooching mouth as he ejaculated a shot into Brown's slurping mouth. Tricia used a firm hand on Brown's head to hold her tight to Victor's crotch, inducing Brown to draw powerfully and swallow often in order to speed things along to her next gulp of air.
Tricia released Brown who caught a breath as she eased her vacuum on Victor's cock. Tricia pecked and cooed Victor's lips as Brown pecked and cooed Victor's erection. When Victor had revved down, he sat upright from his euphoric sprawl. He signaled to Tricia his readiness to continue teaching Brown pageant etiquette.
"Go with Victor, now, my dear, and learn more ways to influence judges and win beauty contests."
Victor stood, took Brown's hand and steered her to his private quarters. He planned to give her at least two more lessons that night. They showered together as foreplay before Victor heartily fucked her missionary style on the springy bed. Late in the night, he awoke under the covers, his growing prick couched in her warm ass cheeks as they spooned. He flicked off the covers and rolled her topside, directing Brown to ride him reverse cowgirl. Victor was treated to silhouette glimpses of swaying sidewinder boobs as Brown's ass jogged on his hips until he eventually growled his spunk into her cunt. They cuddled to sleep after that.
After sunrise, Victor and Brown were side by side on their backs as they petted, trying vainly to re-arouse their sex weary bodies for another lesson. Brown's head was cradled in the crook of Victor's shoulder. Brown fingered his flaccid cock as he diddled her pebbled nipple. The door opened and Tricia brought a tray of coffee and croissants to the industrious pair. Tricia set the tray at bedside. Unwilling to unravel, Victor and Brown let Tricia serve then bits and sips of the breakfast-in-bed morning meal. When the pastries and café were gone, Tricia moved things along.
"Victor has other duties before tomorrow night's pageant, my dear. It's also time, sweet little contender, for you to present yourself for your other judges' interviews."
Tricia helped her stand by the bed and braced Brown's stance as she leaned over at the waist to don her heels. Brown's boobs swayed as she wrestled with the strap buckles, soliciting Victor's positive appraisal of their sensuous masses. He smiled but restrained from engaging in another nipple caress. Upright again, Tricia stayed Brown with a hand when she turned to depart.
"Mind your manners, my dear. You should thank Victor properly before leaving."
Brown leaned over the bed and planted a long sweet kiss on Victor's mouth, suckled playfully on each male nipple before dragging her own nipples down his torso as she rolled back the covers and gave his cock some last loving smooches.
Tricia seemed satisfied with Brown's show of gratitude and dismissed her with a frisky whack on her retreating bare ass. She tossed Brown a small bath towel to hopelessly cover her nakedness for the running and bouncing skitter down the hallway to her hotel room. When the door closed behind Brown, Tricia asked Victor how the sessions had gone. Victor said Brown should be at least a runner-up or even the winner if she impressed the official judges with the same vim and vigor she had demonstrated to him last night. Tricia noted Victor's approval of Brown. She reminded Victor of his next impending assignment as she gathered the tray to depart.
"You have a late luncheon appointment at the pool deck. You should relax and rejuvenate until then, old man."
-------------------------
Blonde was idling on the pool edge, swishing her feet in the water when Victor strode into the area. She stood, adjusting the undersized high-cut tank-suit that stretched across plump breasts with perky nipples and a fleshy cameltoe. Victor drew up short, a little farther than handshake distance. He surveyed Blonde up and down. His wife was getting pretty good at picking out potential winners.
Blonde was the winner of a pageant in the upper Midwest. Her Nordic heritage was exhibited by her crisp blue eyes, her straight platinum blonde hair and her pale sun-starved complexion. She was tall, almost six feet, yet retained a packed figure with generous bosoms and tight toned waist, hips and ass.
Blonde smiled shyly, fingers clasped coyly in front, a way to keep them calm during this first impressions meeting. This man was the polishing coach that the Pageant Matriarch had bragged about. Blonde could be a contender if she paid close attention to his expert coaching lessons. Victor would help Blonde get ready for individual judge interviews and that could be the key to her success at this pageant.
Victor took another step forward, extending both hands, obviously not for a handshake. He clasped Blonde's wrists and pulled them away from her groin. Blonde complied and let her arms hang at her sides. Victor grazed a finger up her spandex encased cameltoe, then ferried under the fabric and brushed her shaved vulva. The skin was warm and smooth with just the right amount of spongy. He smoothed hands over uncovered ass, back and hip skin. He flicked her hair to see its bounce and the residual cascade ripples. He slid a finger along the scrunched swimsuit edges as a swimmer would do when exiting a diving pool. Victor grazed fingers under the suit's bra triangles, running orbits around and over her aroused nipple nubs, before pulling it taut again over the full mounds.
Blonde let Victor get acquainted with her eye-catching assets. All the while, he held her in a locked eye gaze, searching for any glints of resistance or hesitation. None were perceived and Victor knew Blonde could attain superior judging scores with her open and inviting attitude.
Victor fisted the shoulder straps and drew them down Blonde's unresisting arms, kneeling as he drew the suit completely down and off her body. He rose slowly, smelling the chlorinated musk emanating from her vulva. Blonde's trim abdomen and ribcage were surmounted by her newly uncovered boobs, presented for his thorough inspection. He thumbed the nipples, fluttered the weighty masses and watched them fluidly tremble.
Victor scanned the deck and found a cluster of deck lounges parked in a secluded corner. Grasping Blonde's hand, he led her to the alcove. Victor sat on one flattened lounge as Blonde sat across the gap on another, hands on lap, her expression focused on her newest acquaintance.
"You have nice tits" Victor stated. Blonde blushed a little at the coarse complement and then used a hand and head shake to swish her hair over her shoulder, causing her boobs to sway. Victor perceived that Blonde was not a dumb blonde; she was subtlety skilled at this game. He liked her clever style of fixating an aroused male's keen attention on her marvelous points of interest.
Victor could dispense with any pretentions. He rotated and splayed out on the flat lounge, head propped on a bolster, his recumbent torso offering up his partial boner for her contemplation.
"Rock my world with your best tit-job."
Blonde walked to the end of the lounge and duck-walked forward to sit on Victor's calves. Victor folded his hands under his head. Blonde's spread stance displayed her open cunt lips, a gash of pink in the pale V of her groin. She folded forward, descending to kiss his nipples, the helmet of platinum hair obscuring his continued view of the groin spaces. He grunted and she glanced up at his look of distain. Blonde looked down and understood. She repositioned in order to provide Victor maximum stimulation: visual, oral and tactile.
Blonde gathered her tresses in one hand and held the platinum screen behind her head. She resumed kissing and suckling Victor's nipples, meanwhile rotating her dangling boobs against his stiffening erection. It was an arduous exercise: one hand holding her locks behind her head, the other braced on the lounge, her legs spread without benefit of buttress and her chest and face in raised caressing motions. The inevitable sheen of sweat broke out on her chest and Victor saw the lubricant needed for the next stage of their action. He pulled out his hands and reached under to cup each partially compressed breast, massaging the orbs, feeling their warmth on his palms and his cock.
Both Victor's hands now pressed her fleshy globes into a niche encasing his prick. Blonde retooled to back and forth motions, dragging her tits along Victor's length. He alternated vice-like crushes with loose snuggles, varying the friction and compression on his knob and corona as it slid delightfully through the slippery tunnel. Blonde used her boobs as relentless instruments for Victor's pleasure, sustaining the difficult pace despite the extraordinary efforts required.
Victor was approaching the finish line. Even though Blonde was totally absorbed with maintaining the rhythms, she heard Victor's breathing quicken. He panted, panted quicker, laid his head back for the finale. Blonde felt Victor's engorged cock ripple from the ejaculation between her breasts. She raised her head and saw his sperm spurt out, shooting past her upturned face to land on his chest. The discharge of gruels was accompanied by a discharge of growls.
Victor let the heat pass before he looked down at Blonde looking up. There were ropes of white viscous fluid forming lines on his chest. Blonde raised a questioning eyebrow and Victor nodded. Blonde swept her vacuuming lips along the white tracks, ingesting the sperm in imitation of movie scenes where drug addicts snort coke lines from a mirror. Satisfied that she had secured her full measure of male essence, she peered again at a smiling Victor and cocked another questioning eyebrow. Again he nodded, and she rose from her stance, shaking her arms to reinvigorate blood flow. To Victor's delight, that caused her boobs to sway and Victor admired again her clever style of fixating an aroused male's keen attention on her marvelous points of interest
They rinsed under the pool shower, then played splash, dunk and tag in the warm pool water until the daytime sunlight glow was replaced by evening time pool light glow. Victor led Blonde to his private quarters for further study.
Victor discovered Blonde's multitude of sexual endowments. She paid full attention to his desires, demands and directions. A bedtime blowjob was followed by recurrent fucks through the night, first a cowgirl with Blonde's tits on wobbling display, then doggy style with her boobs suspended and swaying. At dawn, they played in a lazy side-saddle where Victor could squeeze and tweak Blonde's globular beauties at will. That last one was exhausting, leaving them in a slumbering cuddle, unable to decouple. Tricia found them that way, limbs still intertwined, when she carried breakfast into their intimate workroom.
Tricia gently stirred Victor and Blonde awake, hiding her amusement as the overworked pair stretched and rubbed away cramps. She joined the famished sex fanatics in the breakfast nook. After nourishment, Blonde showered and donned a thin bathrobe that showcased her cleavage and left her exceptional lower limbs on almost full display. The hem barely hid her naked cunt.
Tricia waited to see if drowsy Blonde would follow proper etiquette. She was pleased when Blonde courteously strode to Victor, helped him to his feet, parted her robe and pulled Victor into a bone and boob crushing bear hug. Victor returned Blonde's lip melting kiss of gratitude. They lingered long, tongues flirting. Tricia approved of Blonde's good manners and saw Victor revel in her parting caress. But Tricia needed to get Victor's attention directed to other impending matters. She gentled the tangled appreciators apart and guided the sex-woozy Blonde to the suite's exit.



Blonde departed in a daze of emotions, overlooking that her robe was still open as she walked to the elevator. The hallway was occupied by mid-morning late risers who blessed their lucky timing. The assorted group entered the elevator. Blonde's mind finally cleared when a strange man ferried his questing hand across her exposed boobs. She tied her robe shut and exited at her floor to the lasting disappointment of the happy men enjoying the elevator's mirrored risqué show.
------------------------
After Blonde departed, Tricia attended to Victor's needs for the remaining day before the official pageant show. She teased and stoked his ardor; denying him relief and maintaining his underlying passion for his post-Pageant duties. Tricia shepherded Victor through his daylong preparations and finally into his auditorium seat for the evening's festivities.
Hours later when the glitzy Pageant approached its climax, Brown took her turn on the runway as the audience engaged in enthusiastic applause. She waved and smiled brightly, strode firmly, bouncing her hidden but unfettered treasures beneath the sexy evening gown. Brown was second runner-up and showed her best game face, suppressing the inner discontent. She would be back for more pageants and any expression other than thrill at the lesser honor now would reflect poorly later. She took her place on the winners pyramid, next to the vacant top spot.
Then Blonde was announced as first runner-up. She predictably clasped her hands before her shocked expression and accepted the kudos and hugs of the pageant contestants standing next to her. She took her obligatory turn of the stage, stealthily playing her sexiness to the audience just as Brown had. Blonde took her space opposite Brown on the winner's pyramid.
The Pageant Matriarch worked up the audience's anticipation. She ran the clock, explaining the duties of the runner-ups, toasting the imminent winner's progression to the Ms. Globe contest. Finally, she opened the ivory card stock envelope and announced the winner's name.
The audience went wild. Tricia and Victor stood with the crowd for the roaring ovation. Victor needed to rise anyway. Upon the winner announcement, his heart had jumped with joy and his hardening groin needed space adjustment.
Tears ran down the winner's face, mussing her makeup. She acceded to the quick preening from her close-by colleagues before accepting the grand bouquet of roses and getting the jewel sparkled tiara clasped into her hair. She smiled, sniffled and waved while doing her side to side stage promenade, her hard high heeled steps shaking anything that wasn't nailed down beneath her translucent thin gown. Her legs flashed through the floor length slits in her strapless pageant dress. She took her place on the top step of the winner's pyramid, all tears and smiles.
Black was from the South, a typical mélange of ethnicities: African, Caribbean and other genetic dilutions. She was the epitome of an ebony skinned woman, combining the best possible traits. Black's neat dreadlocks hung to her shoulders, a helmet of rolled hair tubes, cascading in perfect formation, held back from her forehead now by the crowning silvery hair band.
Black's jet black eyes swam in a softly sculpted face, defined by the almond shaped eyes that domed her high cheeks. The definition in her muscular limbs would be the envy of an Olympian. Her chest was defined by a moderate firm cleavage, typical of an active lifestyle.
Black had overcome much to get here, even a near disaster just before the pageant show began. Somehow, a stain had materialized on her runway evening gown. The crisis was averted by the resourceful Pageant Matriarch who found Black a substitute gown at the last minute. Amazingly, it was a perfect fit. It was strapless, a fastening band circling her chest across her breasts. It was sheer, just barely lined enough to be a public covering. It was sculpted to her torso but hung in flowing drapes from her middle; employing high leg slit openings where any step would flash skin all the way to her waist.
That feature brought on a sharp discussion. The Pageant Matriarch balked when Black demanded panties. The dress was close-fitting and a panty line was a severe faux pas. The Pageant Matriarch had relented when Black had produced a black satin barely-there thong with thread-thin side straps.
The Pageant Matriarch closed the ceremonies and announced a press photo op in a reception room beside the theatre proper. As the hall emptied and loosing contestants withdrew to family and friends, the three winners presented themselves in the adjoining room for the paparazzi. Their smiles and charm never wavered beneath the withering flashbulbs. They responded to inane questions with inane answers. The Pageant Matriarch excused the interruption as she led aside Brown and Blonde for a confidential huddle. She was pointed and animated as she quietly conferred with the runner-ups. They nodded readily to everything she said during the discussion, now and again glancing over at Black.
Then Brown and Blonde led Black aside to a private huddle of their own. The whispered conversation began softly and gained enthusiasm as Black grasped the proposition. The Ms. North America Pageant was eager to help Black prepare for and triumph at the Ms. Globe competition. Her yearned-for victory would raise the pageant's status as a contestant preparatory event: more attention, more advertisers, and more profits. The winning trio would each get complementary tutoring by an expert polishing coach before their next events.
The runner-ups espoused freely to Black about the intimate details of their own encounters. Black had heard rumors of such things but those lewd sagas naturally accompanied beauty pageants. Brown and Blonde assured her that the polishing sessions were real, relevant and valuable.
Black faltered for a moment before warily agreeing to at least meet the expert coach. Brown and Blonde said the proper arrangements had already been made and Black could be ushered to his presence right away. Brown and Blonde each took a hand and walked her from the room.
The Pageant Matriarch saw the winners slip away unnoticed by the babbling throng and announced the end of the photo op. A major anonymous sponsor sought to congratulate Black personally. After that, Black would be taken to her hotel to rest and be presented again at a second press conference tomorrow afternoon. Gradually, the paparazzi drifted off to other venues and the remaining pageant participants cleared from the conference center as the event wound to an end.
Meanwhile, the trio of beauty contestants stole to the entrance of the now empty unlit auditorium. They crept warily down the carpeted theater aisle to the darkened stage. Brown and Blonde held Black's hands snugly as they ascended the stage stairs.
As they approached the middle of the stage, a vertical spotlight suddenly illuminated a naked man seated on a plain wooden stool. Black startled back a step but Brown and Blonde clasped her hands tighter, reassuring her of their supportive presence. Black assumed this man was the acclaimed Victor. A corseted woman stood to his side; that would be his wife, Tricia. Black calmed; the bizarre scene was predictable after hearing her pageant mates' graphic descriptions.
Black was now advanced forward to stand close to the silent man. Her elegant swaying skirt brushed against his bare knees as she assumed her presentation position. There was a growing faith in her heart. Brown and Black had assured her that the meeting would be relevant and valuable. She wanted to believe that. She mustered her courage to seize any advantage for securing the prestigious Ms. Globe title.
Tricia held Victor's hefty rigid cock, giving it an occasional slow rub in her warm clasp. Her duty had been to maintain Victor's arousal throughout the unbearable waiting period between the grand onstage announcement and his impending initiation of the winner. Tricia's job had been superfluous this time. When Black had been announced as winner, Victor's prick had swelled uneasily in his pants, causing him to squirm in his seat to adjust the space. Between then and now, as he waited naked on the darkened stage for the conclusion of the initial press function, he hadn't thought of anything except his coming encounter with Black.
Victor had heard the theatre door open and the bright lobby light had radiated through the portal. He caught sight of Black's silhouetted form beneath the sheer fabric before the closing door shut off the furtive diorama. Tricia felt Victor's cock twitch in tempo with the footfalls of Black's timid shuffle steps down the aisle and across the stage. The overhead stage spotlight switched on at Black's final approach and Victor squinted. Tricia used the remote control to quickly lower its intensity to a token quixotic glow. Now Black's thin fabric outfit was touching his knees and the time for waiting was over. Victor was as hard as he had ever been in his life and that was only from the anticipation. The real forthcoming flesh to flesh connection might very well burst him.
Tricia held a pair of scissors out to Blonde. Brown pulled Black's skirt panels aside as Blonde snipped the thread thin pantie straps and removed the triangular scrap of shiny black satin. She handed the shred to Tricia who stashed it away as Victor's souvenir of this introductory meeting.
Black waited stoical for the next moves, watching Victor's impatient expression with her own blank countenance. Brown and Blonde lifted away the leg flashing panels exposing Black's vulva to Victor's view. Victor stroked a hand up Black's inner thighs and swiped a finger across her ebony vaginal lips. He felt warm moisture in her groove and nodded to the ushering pair. Still holding the skirt panels aside, they placed their other hands on Black's derriere and guided her to shuffle forward and straddle Victor's thighs.
All the women participated in preparing the intimate conjunction. Tricia held Victor's cock upright while Brown, Blonde and Black combined efforts to afford a flawless alignment. Seemingly ready, Black graced her lithe arms across Victor's shoulders as she looked blindly past him, concentrating on the tactile piecing together of cock head and cunt lips. She shuffled until her attendants proclaimed the orientation spot-on. With an intake of breath, she sank down, taking Victor to the hilt in one unhurried descent into her genital cavity.
Victor blessed his luck that Black covered the sexual trifecta: warm, wet and snug. Her outward beauty, combined with her vaginal charms, almost guaranteed her to be a greater contestant. Victor looked forward to perfecting Black into a superior pageant champion. But first, he would follow through with this obligatory preview to his meticulous coaching program.
Victor leaned his nose into Black's cleavage. Despite the rigors of the hot stage, emotional roller coaster and wearying press corps, Black still smelled heavenly. A powdery floral scent that complemented her body musk fed his lust. He kissed the breast bulges exposed above her gown's retaining band. Victor barely controlled his ravenous urge to rip it down and suckle her nipples; patience, he assured himself, all in due time.
Victor's hands instead filtered beneath her skirt, cupping her toned bare ass cheeks, his push-pull hand cues signaling her to follow his desired tempo. While Black got under way with his requested cycle, Victor repositioned his face to her ears and neck, keeping her body bowed away from his chest. But her jogging occasionally pattered her tits against him anyway.
Victor could feel Black's lust stiffened nipples poking through the thin braless gown and tickling against his chest. His nose sensed the lingering citrus of her shampoo. He nibbled her neck and lobe, muttering into her ear his throaty demands for a sequential pattern of fucking rhythms.
Black rose and fell as ordered on Victor's tumescent tube, rocking and sliding, burnishing his cock with her warm, wet snugness. His erection filled her completely. The other women served attendance, lightly caressing backs, arms, hair, thighs. They echoed Victor's faint murmurs, soothing the flesh-linked duo to ever higher levels of lust.
Victor was getting choked up with sexual tension and it became difficult to voice his preferences for Black's successive pattern of movements. Tricia knew her man well and took over. She held her lips near Black's hair shrouded ear and softly whispered the paces she knew Victor wanted.
"A little side to side now... that's nice... now a few long strokes... very good... steady, steady... okay, try some hip rolls..."
Black closed her eyes and frowned, striving to follow Tricia's instructions with a calm zeal. Victor absorbed the sensations in his groin. He rubbed his head against Black's, brushing ear to ear, acknowledging his growing pleasure from her efforts. Tricia extended Black's moves with further instructions.
"a few long strokes now... higher next time... and all the way down... press him with your clitoris... do you like that..."
Victor had given a single shudder when Black pushed his knob with her cervix and crushed her clitoris against his pubic bone. Victor voiced his delight with louder groans. Tricia intervened, slackening the hasty pace.
"a little slower now... and hold... let him ease off a bit... we want this to last..."
Black settled to the bottom and almost rested except that her hyper-energized genitals couldn't stop tingling and radiating flashes to her extremities. Tricia got Black to concentrate on other matters, pushing the nerve glimmerings to the background.
"Now, clench your vagina... did you feel his cock pulse when you did that... yes?... doesn't that feel good?..."
Black moaned a small humming affirmative. She felt Victor shudder again at this different stimulation. She repeated the cunt contraction and received the identical reaction from Victor. Black's efforts were stoking her fire and she shuddered through a mini-gasm. Victor felt the shiver and gritted his teeth, determined to hold off his own peak.
Victor heard his wife's voice guiding Black's line of activities. He could anticipate the general course Tricia was steering but not each sequential turn. He listened carefully as Tricia whispered directions and encouragements into Black's ears. He was thrilled that Black strived hard to follow every change in direction. That boded well. Black was demonstrating by deeds her desired acceptance into the coaching series.
"Oh, look at that... your nipples are so hard... do they tingle?... rub them against his chest... yes, like that... graze them ..."
This was better than Black could have hoped for. And they had told her it was only an introduction. She was anxious to see what came afterwards. How much better could the ensuing sessions be? Black caught herself dreaming of the feasible future and regained her composure. She refocused her thoughts to the present, concentrating on her current performance, hopeful they would offer her the extended program.
Black had her eyes closed, listening to the commands, concentrating on creating the proper motions, intensely feeling each and every caress on her sensitized nipples. The flicker of contact with Victor, even though veiled by her flimsy gown, sent reflective pulses to her cunt.
Victor felt the nipple generated cunt pulses and hugged Black tightly; a holding clutch intended to stop Black from over-stimulating her prickly nipples too soon. He was determined to hold out much longer. Tricia saw his move and gave Black a few quick whispered commands.
"Now hug him tight... good girl... good girl..."
Black crushed her gown shrouded tits into Victor's chest. He tightened his own hug. The pair now had only freedom of movement in their hips. Black felt Victor's corona run the full length of her tube. She was biting her lip, eyes screwed shut, reveling in Victor's embrace. Sparks jumped about in her womb and Black felt her cunt ripple against Victor's welcome intruder. She whimpered and her face flushed and tingled. She sobbed once as a larger spasm jumped along her grotto; Victor heard and felt it. They both realized the end was near. They united in a mutual frenzy of robust strokes.
Too soon but inevitably, their combined endeavors were communally fruitful. Victor swelled to his maximum girth inside Black's vagina. Black's mouth and eyes popped open as she was overtaken by the tingles in her groin. They panted sharper and then both exploded with cries of delight. The tremors seemed endless.
The two fuck-mates wheezed blusteringly before they finally relaxed into each other's arms, foreheads resting on opposite shoulders. The trio of standby assistants hugged the amorous pair in a warm group cuddle. Tricia gently kissed Black's temple. She whispered the pertinent question.
"Do you want to be this year's Ms. Globe? This is what a pageant contender does to consistently win. The judges expect the contestants to show proper regard. The judges are doubly impressed with a well-coached contestant who secures her own pleasure while showing courteous deference. Are you ready to endure a more regimented schedule of coaching? "
Black dreamily nodded against Victor's supportive shoulder and murmured her wholehearted concurrence.
"Yes... yes, please..."
Hearing that, the quintet cooed a cacophony of mutual joy. There were all assured of further coital coaching encounters now that Black had accepted Victor's complementary pre-pageant tutoring.
The seated coach and his newest trainee were extricated from their intimate union and they shakily stood. Victor closely observed Black's sex dazed eyes. She was reeling with euphoria. He took Black's hand and led her unsteadily off to his private quarters to continue her introduction to his training regimen. The others remained behind to clear the stage and then left to find their own rest from their efforts.
In the quest coach's suite, Victor stood back with hands on hips and directed Black to remove her dress. The stroll from the stage had restored her focus enough to follow his instructions. Black fumbled with the clasps at the back and couldn't get the releases to work. She gave Victor a troubled look of frustration. Victor stepped in and ran his hands behind her. She was shorter than him even in her heels. He hadn't noticed or cared about her height when she was saddled on his lap, mounted balls deep on his hyper-stiff cock.
Victor likewise fumbled with the fasteners to a mild frustration. He finally grasped the uncooperative fixtures and yanked them apart, damaging the hooks. He descended the zipper to half back before it also jammed. Victor had controlled his urge to pull her top down during their introduction onstage but that time was past. He yanked the garment down her body and tossed it on the floor. It would wait there, a crumpled pile of elegance until needed later.
Black stooped to remove her sequined dancer heels. Victor stopped her. An otherwise naked female wearing strapped-on heels in bed was always a turn-on for a virile male. Standing again, Victor was awestruck by the shape and fitness of Black's exposed breasts, belly and limbs.
Victor continued his examination by laying her back on the bed and according Black two oral-induced orgasms, simultaneously mapping her erogenous feminine folds with his tongue. Black's back arched into stark curves each time, her fingers clawing handfuls of satin sheet. Then Victor climbed aboard missionary style and rendered onto Black her next formal serving from his special buffet of treats. She would receive many more from Victor throughout the course of her pending polishing program.
Victor took control and she trusted his wisdom. He fucked her twice more during the remaining night, skillfully tutoring the receptive Black, pausing between their body exhausting exertions to revitalize their energies.



The first fuck was just before midnight, a robust traditional romp. Victor rolled Black from cowgirl to sidesaddle to missionary. He taught her useful ways to pleasure herself and enchant her male companion. Black understood her forthcoming life mission was to build up her sex mate's ego at every bidden occasion.
Victor gave Black a tutorial on rolling her clitoris tight against his pubic bone while dragging his knob against her vaginal walls. He trained her in the best way to suck his tongue. Victor taught Black exactly how to simultaneously caress both those probing appendages. Black should entice the man's subliminal craving for this paired stimulation. He coached her on spotting tell-tale penchants in the aroused male's body language. Victor coaxed Black to undulate her body beneath him, massaging his sensual flesh with her feminine orifices, bestowing on him mind-boggling thrills.
Victor paused the audition as needed to fine-tune her technique and timing. He was patient with Black's novice nature, calmly repeating his muffled directives, giving her added practice, seeking perfection. Victor finally surrendered his teaching tenacity. He assigned Black's class exercise a passing grade by pumping his semen into her animated cunt. Black earned extra credit when she demonstrated her newest sensual skill: lip-locking Victor's tongue throughout his shattering orgasm. Too worn out to take her own physical pleasure, Black was satisfied that Victor seemed satisfied with her.
Later in the deep morning darkness, Victor spooned her, his nose buried in Black's perfumed hair rolls. He wanted to reward Black for her thoughtful attention to his prior solitary pleasure. Victor's knob barely penetrated Black's cunt entrance in this position. His corona rubbed her pliable lower lips, the rocking motions accompanied by further stimulations from his fingers rubbing her nipples and clitoris. Black's fingers caressed Victor's exposed undershaft cradled between her tender inner thighs.
Victor was a master of female sensual anatomy but every female was built just a shade different. Victor wanted this fantastic fuck-mate super-motivated. He wanted Black to yearn for his every touch well into the future weeks. Victor heeded Black's specific auditory responses to his fondles. She would hiss 'Yeess... yess...' or moan a gasped 'right there... oh, yes, right THERE...' whenever Victor's fingers or cock lit up another intensely energized nerve cluster.
Victor delayed his own orgasm in order to prolonged Black's tantric spell. She rode out an incessant succession of mini-gasms. When Black's overwrought body at long last convulsed in Victor's close embrace, he was unable to hold back any longer. He hugged her tight and gushed into Black's shallowly penetrated vulva as her vibrating cunt folds massaged his cock head.
At dawn's early light, Victor awoke to a final duty. Black needed to learn equal proficiency for sucking his lower appendage as she continued to learn slurping on his tongue. He would benchmark Black's current fellatio skills. With that last information, he could customize her upcoming polishing program to enrich her over-all body dexterity.
Victor was spread eagle on the bed, Black kneeling between his thighs, sucking a regular tempo. The diamond tiara crowning her curls skittered the morning sunbeams as it bobbed with her head above his groin. Victor was well along on his latest orgasmic trek and almost ready to rumble out his ejaculate. The suite door abruptly flew open and Black tried to pull off at the disturbance. Victor swiftly wove his hands in her coiffure and held her head down on his erection.
Tricia carried the breakfast tray to the nook table and sat patiently admiring Victor's devotion to Black's continued schooling.
"How's she doing? I see you pulled another all-nighter. I brought coffee and fruit if you want to take a break."
"Almost finished" gritted Victor through clenched teeth. Black had paused to pay attention to the coaching team's exchange but, taking her cue from Victor's response, returned to her previous cadence. Victor rewarded her dedication by dumping his spew onto her fluttering tongue. He exhaled protracted groans as Black continued gentle stimulations throughout his drawn out orgasm. Finally laying his head back, Victor released Black's curls so she could decouple. Testing completed, Victor made mental notes of Black's overall performance and the few imperfections that needed development.
They sat naked and fatigued at the breakfast table as they ate in silence. Tricia decided the pair was refreshed enough. She reminded Victor that Black had commitments elsewhere that day. Black would proceed to her hotel across town to become again beauty queen radiant. There was still sufficient time before her official introduction to the media at a scheduled press conference that afternoon.
Tricia helped Black shimmy into her tantalizing pageant gown. Black's nipples were still excited, the pebbles poking at the soft draping fabric. The gown was rumbled from its night on the floor and needed repairs. Until then, Black would need to use one hand to hold the back of the dress together since Victor's disrobing had destroyed the fasteners. No panties this time; they had been forfeited to Victor's growing collection of introductory trophies.
Black's hairdo was bedraggled from Victor's recent clutching and handling. Her tiara was twisted askew. Her coiffure needed to be preened and reset. Black exuded the telltale aroma of smeared feminine musk and seeping masculine ejaculate.
Half decently dressed and ready to depart, Black sidled up to Victor's upturned face and planted moist lips on his. His hand slid around to smooth her only body covering, the sheer translucent gown. Victor gave Black's toned ass cheeks a few appreciative pats to get her attention.
"I will see you in a few weeks, Ms. North America. Please get rested up before we meet again. It's going to be a very strenuous week before the Ms. Globe Pageant. That's not much time to cover the entire carnal syllabus. I will focus on refining you into a superb world class pageant winner but you will need all of your energy to keep up with me. Okay?"
Black nodded her acknowledgement, cupping Victor's cheeks for one more kiss. Her bodice fell open to let slip a last glimpse of her treasures. Tricia guided the tousled beauty queen out into the hallway. The Pageant chauffeur led the lust worn Black to her waiting limousine and the ride to her hotel.
Black was unknowingly headed for a paparazzi ambush. She had disappeared from the post pageant photo op for her unspecific meeting. The paparazzi had held vigil all night for her arrival at the next hotel. Disparaging rumors were circulating.
The Pageant Matriarch had hatched a masterful publicity scheme. After Black's original gown had been suspiciously spoiled, the substitute gown had been sabotaged in kind. The jammed clasps and zipper were made effectively unworkable. Then Black had predictably succumbed to Victor's proposition for preparation assistance.
Black arrived at her hotel with disheveled hair and makeup, clutching her marred and rumpled pageant gown and sporting an obvious look of fucked out afterglow. It was a big scoop for the avaricious photographers. Black scampered from the limo into the hotel lobby, trying to cover herself and evade their scandal mongering cameras.
The resulting tabloid prattle was free advertising for the Ms. North America and Ms. Globe pageants, always welcome for drawing the right kind of well-paying pageant sponsors and promoters. During the year following the Ms. Globe Pageant, the organization would book Ms. Globe to attend worldwide corporate inaugurations and celebrity events. As Ms. Globe, Black would receive a third of the public relations booking fees. But she would retain all of the generous extra gifts that gratified industrial tycoons and world leaders subsequently bestowed on the beauty queen following their intimate post-gala private audiences.
-----------------------
Mid-morning, Tricia and Victor exited the Pageant Hall. She waltzed with his arm enfolded in her boob hug.
"Well, did our efforts pay off?"
Victor shrugged. "We secured first and second runner-up. We booked more polish coaching before the next regional pageants. Black is eager to dominate the Mrs. Globe contest and we secured a week-long polishing engagement with her before the Ms. Globe competition. Not bad for a few days' work."
Tricia giggled. After Victor had scrutinized and sexually rated the lineup of nubile contestants, Tricia had teleconferenced with the panel of official judges. They had colluded to fix Black, Brown and Blonde as the final three. There had been some fiery debate; some judges had their own predetermined favorites. But in the end, Tricia convinced them to make Black the winner this year. Victor had been particularly obsessed with Black's stunning eroticism. Tricia had been determined to give Victor abundant opportunities to amply assuage his burning lust for the exotic beauty.
Brown and Blonde would inevitably persist in competing again next year. Tricia won the argument when she reminded the judges that they would enjoy two consecutive years of those women's stimulating private interviews. Thereupon, they could make an honest assessment of which one to pass along to the next round of competition and the next panel of judges. Two years at one level was the typical limit since a third recycling often raised the contestants' suspicions.
Tricia mused to Victor as they strolled to the waiting towncar. "I was wondering: over the years, who was your favorite contestant?"
Victor grinned as he pondered the question. His balls warmed and his cock tingled as he tallied the many women who had crossed his path over the years. The notion of what awaited him in the coming weeks weighed heavily in his thoughts. Brown and Blonde would certainly be towards the top of his list. He was eager for the next sessions that would further enhance their talents for copulation. His upcoming secluded week of corporeal edification with Black would be an unforgettable flight of fancy. It would be like the old days when Victor spent extended periods engaged in priming just one contestant. But these others were all far subordinate to his true favorite candidate: the voluptuous lady now hanging on his arm.
Victor looked at Tricia, his true lover, wife and work partner, who was strolling at his side. He was blessed to have found her. Despite the many pageant contestants and eventual winners that he had polished and coached, none approached Tricia for the total well-being of his life. And he told her so.
"You'll always be my favorite pageant winner, dear wife. I could never find anyone to surpass you."



        Total Woman Vignettes 07

        Total Woman Requests

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/total-woman-vignettes-07

Title: Total Woman Vignettes 07

Author: bhuff

Category: Novels and Novellas

Description: Total Woman Requests

Tags: college, bodysuits, hottub, chalet, judges, twins, fireplace, shower, blonde, blowjob

Series: Total Woman Vignettes


Prologue
Allan awoke with dawn's sunlight splashing across his face. Gretchen was not in the bed. He sat up and scanned the room but she wasn't there. He saw the ivory parchment envelop on her pillow. It was addressed to 'Allan' with a lipstick smooch beneath his name. Maybe she had gone to breakfast and wanted him to meet her there.
He opened and read the calligraphic message.
ALLAN,
HAPPY BIRTHDAY, BUDDY, FROM YOUR BEST CLIENT.
I understand the reality of this message is going to be a downer after such a potent encounter with Gretchen but I am in awe of your years of service and the wealth you have helped me accumulate.
Words and money alone could not adequately express my admiration. I like actions.
So...I arranged this more suitable reward. I hope you liked it and will forgive my subterfuge. But, hey, how would you like to continue this birthday party? Let's make a deal.
- Do a GOOD job with my money over the coming year and you can look forward to a similar birthday present next year.
- Do a GREAT job with my money over the coming year and you can look forward to spending your birthday on a weeklong tour of Norway. Guess who could be your tour guide? I hear there are many marvels to see in Norway...but you have to leave the hotel suite. Or not...
So, stay very focused on MY best interests and you'll find me very focused on YOURS.
GRATEFULLY,
YOUR BEST CLIENT (EVER!)
Allan let the transient disappointment at Gretchen's departure wash over him. He had truly enjoyed his fantastic night with this exceptional woman. And his best client was always true to his word. Allan's opportunity to get another date with Gretchen, incredibly, an overseas week-long date, was firmly in his control.
----------------------------------------------
Present Day
The airliner thumped down at Oslo International Airport. Allan watched out the porthole sized window as the plane taxied to the terminal and parked at its designated jet-way. He gathered his things and trudged through the gate, immigration and customs, finally into the Arrivals hall.
Allan's heart skipped a beat; there to greet him was Gretchen.
Gretchen stood behind the clamoring crowd as Allan made his way to her. She opened her arms and he fell into the sweetest, softest welcome he could imagine. Her breasts mashed his chest and her kiss washed his lips as she warmly embraced him. "Welcome to Oslo, my darling..." she whispered.
Allen leaned back but held a loose embrace. Gretchen's face was radiant with rose tinted high cheeks and crystal blue eyes. Her thin platinum blonde hair hung with straight bangs and a bell cut above her collar. She was shorter than Allen, even in heels. Full figured with rounded hips and breasts, she still looked the part of the merry widow that she had claimed to be when they first met a year ago.
An airport porter helped with the bags as Gretchen escorted Allen, arm in arm to their waiting limousine. They cuddled warmly on the ride to the hotel. The snowy streetscapes outside slid past the cozy interior of the towncar. Allen described his highly lucrative investment year that had carried him back into Gretchen's arms. She expressed her happiness at his success with cuddles, caresses and kisses, lauding his acumen.
Their penthouse suite at the Oslo Hilton was magnificent, with a view across the Norwegian urban expanse. Winter dusk arrived early at these latitudes; lights twinkling alive across the frosty landscape.
Allen showered alone as Gretchen arranged his things. He emerged wrapped in a waist towel to find a room service meal setup. Gretchen had changed to a loose diaphanous gown, obscuring her undertone but draping her form in titillating triumph. She wrapped Allen in a fluffy terrycloth robe. A small fireplace gave off a red glow, accenting the dinner table candles.
Allen and Gretchen enjoyed a romantic dinner, fine food, fine wine, fine conversation. Half through the dessert aperitif, Gretchen rose and, pulling back Allen's chair, sat on his lap. She circled his neck and they kissed playfully but with growing purpose. Allen lifted Gretchen and carried her to bed.
Allen loosed Gretchen's sheer clothes and removed them. Lying before him, available, willing, inviting, Gretchen was a Nordic goddess in naked splendor. He shrugged him robe off and leaned in, resuming their smoldering kiss. Gretchen's hand held Allen's erection. She stroked it and used it to guide him onto her waiting body. She continued her hold, channeling him into her waiting body. Allen was super-primed due to his long absence from Gretchen and this first session was quick and sharp. Neither lover showed concerned. They cuddled, knowing the week ahead offered abundant time and opportunity for much, much more.
Allen woke during the night. The voluptuous Gretchen warmed his bed with her erotic presence. They made love again, taking longer, enjoying the lingering caresses. At dawn, another long dalliance and a shower together.
Breakfast was followed by a walk through nearby parks, museums, a tour boat ride along the Vik. They cuddled and smooched whenever the mood caught them. Nothing was urgent or hurried. They spent their days in leisure, their nights in lust. On occasion, they found themselves alone in public: the museum statuary or a shrub screened park bench, someplace remote from the crowds. The amorous couple excited each other constantly, ready to expend their lust in furtive fucks. Gretchen was entirely devoted to Allen's pleasure whenever he wanted it; Allen felt like a love-sick teenage schoolboy.
At mid-week, Gretchen broached a proposal to Allen.
"My family keeps a ski chalet in the mountains not too far from the city. The scenery is inspiring and the lodge is far from any neighbors. Would you like to go there for a few days? It's very nice and cozy."
Cozy appealed to Allen, especially if it meant being cozy with Gretchen.
----------------------------------------------
The car spun and slipped up the snow packed driveway leading to the chalet set against the mountainside. Gretchen had told Allen tales and anecdotes from her youth when family and friends would gather there for summer picnics and winter skiing.
One notable weekend during her college years, her virginity was dispensed with by her father's colleague, a handsome middle aged man and confidant of her older sister. She vexed her sister by flirting with him. Whether prearranged or happenstance, he made her feel special, handling Gretchen with masculine verve. All through that weekend, the maestro taught her about a woman's sexual capacities. Her older sister collaborated, whispering tips and advice whenever her father's colleague used the curious Gretchen's body to reveal yet another position or technique. Ever since, the chalet was a magical place to Gretchen.
The car slid to a stop before the chalet. The pair alighted. There was a whiff of smoke in the air and a white plume curled from the chimney top. Inside, the great room's fireplace was ablaze. Food bags and packages covered the kitchen table. The wood beamed interior invoked a sturdy rustic atmosphere.
A thump in the loft was followed by two blonde heads poking over the balcony. Gretchen waved them down the stairs. The girls bounced down the steps. They stood side-by-side in front of the adults.
"Allen, this is Heidi and Hilda, my twin nieces. They have a break from college and will join us this weekend. I hope you don't mind."
Allen didn't mind...not a bit. Although they were taller and thinner than Gretchen, they sported her same platinum blonde hair, crystal blue eyes and high rosy cheeks. They wore their hair longer, mid back length. Their spandex ski pants stretched around trim butts and legs. The stretchy, tight sweaters revealed rather than hid the fulsome promise underneath. Stiff little nipple points poked against the thin fabric.
After Gretchen's tale of first love at this chalet, Allen was amenable to this obviously prearranged setup. Outside the chalet, a blizzard was rising in earnest. Inside, Allen's libido was rising in earnest. 'Let it snow, let it snow, let it snow' he sang in his mind.
The girls led Allen to the sofa and sat either side; legs pulled sideways and under, leaning in for a get-to-know-you chat. They were university students, forestry and fisheries studies. They were truly Gretchen's nieces, the daughters of her older sister. Allen briefly described his life on Wall Street and his successful work that led him to Norway for the week.
Gretchen called the group to supper. Smoked fish, cheese, wine, dried fruit...a typical Scandinavian winter meal. Afterwards, everyone gathered before the fire to finish their wine. They chatted aimlessly until the conversation waned off.
Heidi started it. She stretched and stated she was going to the hot-tub. Standing, she nonchalantly pulled off her sweater and stretch pants and then strode nude through a side door. Hilda followed suit. Allen looked at Gretchen, who merely smiled over her wine glass and head bobbed him towards the attached sauna room. Allen went to join the twins, leaving a trail of garments as he undressed enroute. Gretchen gathered up all the strewn clothes and carried them to the three bedrooms in the loft, distributing the articles to each owner's bedroom.
Heidi and Hilda were already submerged shoulder deep in the tub when a naked Allen entered the glass lean-to. Steam rose and condensed on the dew covered window panes. The jolly twins waved him into the water. Allen sat on the top tier, back to the door, the floating bubbles tickling his bellybutton. The twins got up from the lower bench and scooted around either side of him. They wiggled under his biceps and let his arms drape over their wet shoulders.
Heidi apparently was the more talkative twin. "Isn't the tub wonderful? I like the way it swirls about like a liquid massage. Did you see that the jets are adjustable? Watch this."
Heidi bent down, stirring bubbles with her boobs as she fumbled between Allen's legs. Suddenly, he felt a water jet thrumming against his groin. Heidi watched his face as she twisted the outlet for proper aim and force. Allen hopped once from a distinctly hard gust but quickly settled and smiled. The surging liquid fluttered his balls and waggled his prick. Heidi smiled her triumph and sat upright.
"Sure hits the spot, doesn't it?" she said. Allen closed his eyes, leaned back and nodded agreement. Heidi's hand peeked underwater to lightly hold his cock. She played it around, letting the pulse hit all sides and areas of Allen's genitals. She pulled his shoulder dangling hand down to fondle her tit. She smiled slyly when his eyes opened and looked her way.
Allen felt another hand caress his cock. Hilda had joined the foreplay. Heidi relinquished her grasp and Hilda assumed the duties. Hilda found Allen growing in her hand and jacked his shaft lovingly. Heidi, freed of other responsibilities, leaned into the recumbent Allen, mashing her unattended boob against his ribs. She kissed his cheeks, his eyelids, his lips, his ears, and his neck. Her other hand circled on his nipples as his fingers rolled her nub.
Hilda maintained a steady hand stroke, stoking the simmering fire about to blaze up in the tub. Allen was hard. The twins had handled a few cocks before, college boys mostly, no one as mature as Allen. Anyway, he seemed ready to go.
Gretchen had told the girls that this first time with Allen would be, well not really a quickie, but something short and sweet to take Allen's edge off. Heidi would get Allen past his inevitable hyper-fervor provoked by an unanticipated encounter with fresh female flesh. He would better enjoy the subsequent days of prolonged fuck sessions if he revved down now to a more stable machismo. Gretchen told the twins that enticing Allen's cum into Heidi's cunt should do the trick.
Heidi disentwined and straddled up on Allen's immersed lap. She braced both hands on his shoulders as Hilda held his roaring erection upright. Heidi maneuvered her butt into position and captured his tip with her nether lips. She pressed slowly down, taking Allen halfway in. Reversing until just his knob was inside; Heidi pushed again and buried most of the shaft. One more piston and she hit bottom. When his knob pressed her deep, she closed her eyes and moaned. Allen enjoyed the feel of her cunt and the sound of her desire.
Heidi began the up and down strokes, long ones interspersed with shorter ones. Hilda sat by, watching the same show as Allen: Heidi's lively firm boobs. Hilda smoothed a handful of steamy water over the globes. She put Allen's hands on the glistening masses. He took the hint and caressed the weight and thumbed the nipples. Heidi liked that but was more absorbed by the cock friction heating her womb.
Hilda urged them on, giving sincere praise in a girlish voice. "Ohh... that looks good... does it feel good... Heidi, are you going to get one off... yes... you lucky girl... Allen, keep it going... she's almost there... ooh, almost...almost... YES!" Allen wanted to last longer but the twins were unrelenting in their enthusiasm to satisfy him. He let himself go and jetted his essence into Heidi. Heidi felt the discharge and joined in with her own orgasm.
Allen fell back and Heidi leaned forward to rest her tits and head against him. Hilda dribbled warm water over their superheated bodies, promoting a gentler, slower cool-down. Heidi gave Allen a lip smack kiss and sat up, drawing her oily pussy off his shrinking erection. The twins helped Allen from the tub and led him inside, depositing him with Gretchen. They watched her lead Allen upstairs to her loft bedroom. She waved a goodnight to the twins as she closed the door.
The twins yawned, stretched and pattered to their own loft bedrooms. The only remaining sounds were the dying crackles of the fireplace and the deadened hush of the snow blanketed woods surrounding the chalet.
----------------------------------------------
Allen woke during the night with a throbbing hard-on. The snowstorm had blustered out, laying down a new coat of sparkly white that reflected the full moonlight. The moon glow lightened the room. Gretchen sensed his stir as he pushed back the covers. Her hand stole to his swollen prick.
"Ready for more?" she asked. He exhaled and affirmed her question.
"Well, then, let's get you taken care of. Come with me." Gretchen rose and led a naked Allen by his engorged penis across the loft balcony to the third bedroom door. She opened the door a crack and pecked Allen's cheek. "Enjoy" was all she said as she pressed him gently through the portal and closed the door behind him.
Flameless embers glowed bright red in the small bedroom fireplace. Moonlight glowed faintly. The room was warm. Hilda lay naked on her back. She was awake, her head turned towards him, blue eyes muted, fingers slowly circling her pussy lips between spread bent legs. Her nosecone breasts were firm piles of pink flesh rising from her chest, her nipples erect.
"I have been waiting for you. I hoped you would come sooner. I have been thinking about you. I want what my sister got and I can't get to sleep without it. I was beginning to fear you might not come at all and I would be awake all night."
Hilda spread her arms, inviting Allen to her bed and body. Allen crawled into the bed, accepting the proffered welcome. Hilda guided him to lie beside her, face to face, groin to groin, hugging his nudity tight against her nakedness. She rotated her lips on his lips; she rotated her groin on his groin. She was doubly slippery, wetting his chin with soft kisses, wetting his hard-on with genital dew. Allen had arrived erect and ready; Hilda had waited wet and ready. No further foreplay was necessary.
Hilda scooted her lower leg under Allen's; raised her top leg over Allen's thigh, setting up a sideways missionary. She worked his knob to her entrance. She used a hand to get the alignment perfect, and then wiggled the tip inside. She hugged Allen's chest, bracing there to move her whole body lower. Allen collaborated by crunching his stomach, pushing his cock deeper. They wiggled and worked, adjusting angles and poses, until their pubic bones made contact. Hilda was tight and wet.
Hilda clenched her cunt and relaxed it. Allen nudged his hips once. Hilda clenched and released again. Allen nudged again. They kept at that for a long time, good feelings transmitted back and forth, never less or more, just good every time. It was like a dance lesson, practicing the same basic steps over and over. But it was also tiring to use the same muscles repeatedly. Allen paused to regenerate some energy. Younger Hilda, full of vigor, patiently nuzzled his neck.
Allen took a breath and gave a mighty shove, rolling Hilda onto her back. He was still embedded in her core and encircled by her hug. Now his nudges grew to jogs. Hilda escalated to hip rolls and crossed her heels behind his butt. Allen braced his chest on bent arms so he could gaze into Hilda's blue moonlit eyes as he thrust into her snug pussy. Allen's prop-up gave space for Hilda's boobs to wobble between their chests, adding to Allen's excitement.
The bed squeaked to the rhythm of their lovemaking. The pace was unhurried, the paramours getting pleasant stimulation, taking their time to enjoy each tight drawn out stroke. Allen was less urgent following the hot-tub pressure release. Hilda interspersed Allen's hip thrusts with sugar kisses. They exchanged cooed encouragements, nuzzled necks and nipped earlobes, brushed cheeks and eyelash flutters.
Sometimes they rested, Allen confining Hilda beneath his full weight, inferring dominance in bed. Then Allen would brace up and stroke just a little faster. Then after the subsequent pause, a little faster still. Finally, Allen was hammering away, Hilda grunting at each collision of their pubic bones, grasping his back anxiously to thwart him falling out completely on a longer withdrawal stroke. Suddenly, she cried out, an orgasm washing through her whole body, cunt clenching, adding to Allen's pleasure. Of course, he was mindful of her ecstatic fit; he could feel her cunt throb on his cock. But he continued his exertions relentlessly.
Within minutes, Hilda peaked a second time; a third time soon after. Allen ended his run on the last one and boiled his semen deep in Hilda's womb; her clenching cunt attempting to constrict his flow. Allen heard himself gasping for air; Hilda likewise. He laid his weight on her, dormant, waiting for calm to be restored. He was surprised at the power he had needed to force his sperm out into Hilda's squeezing cunt.
Allen braced up again, remained embedded, felt the skittles race around his groin. Hilda felt his cock's post-coitus twitches deep in her pussy. Time stood still. Hilda lay quiescent under this real man, happy in the here and now, enjoying her afterglow. Eventually she rolled Allen sideways. They both slept, still hugging.
----------------------------------------------
Allen awoke alone in Hilda's bed. Daylight had replaced the moonlight. He had slept deeply after finishing off Hilda. The loft bedroom smelled of cold fireplace ashes, sweat, musk... and coffee with bacon. He wandered to Gretchen's bedroom where he found his clothes laid out. In light sweater and pants, he descended to the kitchen where Gretchen was cooking breakfast. On his approach, she tilted back and up and puckered for a good morning kiss.
"Sleep well?" she asked.
"Splendidly."
"The girls went out skiing at daybreak to test the new snow. They should be back soon."
Gretchen's statement heralded the sound of boots stomping off snow off. The door burst open, bringing in a crisp cold gust and a swirl of snowflakes. The bundled up twins skittered through the portal and slammed it shut. They raised their goggles and pulled off mittens. Their noses and cheeks were rosy pink from the cold. They hung their snowsuits on pegs near the door. They were left with one piece form fitting spandex suits, the knit material grudging unable to conceal cold pop-up nipples and prominent camel-toes.



"Damn, it's colder than an old troll's ass out there."
"Girls! Language!" Gretchen scolded.
Allen hid a snicker with his hand. "I hope you weren't referring to me?"
"No way, Allen, you're hot!" The twins each snuggled his cheek with a chilly nose buzz and kiss for emphasis.
Gretchen herded them all to the table. "Breakfast is served. Eat first and then change."
The housemates chatted about the weather. Hilda thought the roads would be closed at least the rest of the day. That meant mostly inside activities. No one cared to leave anyway. Allen saw plenty of kindling next to the fireplace and plenty of food and wine in the kitchen. It would be a cozy, leisurely day in the chalet.
Breakfast was demolished by Allen and his famished playmates. The twins were excused to shower and change. Allen started to refill his coffee cup when Gretchen urgently hand waved to Allen and mouthed a silent 'Follow them!' He got the hint. The bathroom was beneath the loft. Allen walked in to find the spandexes puddled on the floor and the girls together in the steamy shower stall. They waved him over but continued lathering each other under the multiple head sprays. Allen dropped his clothes and stepped inside the glass cabinet.
The twins now turned their attention to Allen. He got lathered from head to toe. The twins took every chance to rub wet slippery bodies together. Allen felt cleansed and refreshed. Hilda soaped and rinsed his flaccid rod and scrotum. Wash, rinse, repeat.
Allen became less flaccid to the twins' delight. They tittered and fussed as they played with his lengthening central appendage.
Hilda wrapped both palms around his shaft and slid her slippery hands up and down their man-mate's standing erection. The knob was large, the shaft thick and long.
"Think you can fit it in, sister?"
Heidi bent forward, gravity elongating her nosecone breasts hanging below her chest as she peered closely at the two handfuls of man tool.
"Uhh...yeah...it's a lot bigger than those college boys but I think I can get it all in."
Allen was perplexed. He knew Heidi could get it all in; only yesterday in the hot-tub he had been balls deep in her snatch. Hilda had been tight and had gotten even tighter during her orgasms but she had taken him to the full.
Heidi clicked her tongue. "Okay, then, let's give it a try."
Hilda gently tilted Allen's erection to horizontal as Heidi dropped to her knees, concentrating on the task before her. Allen glanced quickly around, looking for the chrome handholds, found none. Hilda noted Allen's sudden disquiet.
"Wait a minute, sis. I think Allen needs to sit for this one."
Heidi looked up to see Allen's distressed expression. She rose to help with the rearrangements.
Hilda flipped out a panel in the stall wall. It created a seat at the height of a bar stool. It was high enough for Allen's legs to be mostly stretched out. The seat was narrow enough to let his balls dangle over the edge, giving Heidi open access. Allen rested his butt in the seat. Heidi would use the kneel-up pose to make it possible. Plans were coming together nicely.
Allen braced his hands on the stall sides and watched Heidi kneel up between his legs. The spray heads continued to warm the steamy stall. One rained over Heidi's back. Hilda cautiously tilted Allen's cock forward, careful not to pinch his scrotum between meat and seat. Everything seemed to fit.
Heidi took over and held the rod as she kissed the tip. She lathed her tongue under, over and around the crown. Puckering, she sucked the knob inside. Pulling back, she tongue tipped his slit, and then repeated the bob and caress combination several times. Now she held the knob inside but drew it back and forth across her tongue. The flat of her tongue held contact against the sensitive V, giving it constant stimulation.
Allen groaned. Hilda rubbed his chest and abs, tweaked his nipples. She burrowed a fingertip into his belly button, hearing his elongated moan, knowing the navel nerves were reflexing with tinkles on his cock tip.
Allen was already breathing harder. Heidi increased the depth but not the pace, bumping her tonsils with his spongy knob. Allen wanted to grab Heidi's head and gather speed but when he let one hand go, he realized he was trapped, needing both hands, heels and butt cheeks braced in order not to fall off the stool. Hilda caught him mid-waiver and placed his hand back on the wall. He pressed harder in his frustration.
Hilda continued her upper body caresses: fingering his nipples, probing his belly button, brushing the hairs on the back of his neck, rubbing her nipples and boobs on his ribcage, pushing her tongue between his lips, scouring his teeth and gums. Her hand was furtively rubbing her cunt lips. Heidi's hands were swiping along Allen's inner thighs, sometimes cupping or fluttering his scrotum. Most of Allen's erogenous zones were in play. His whole body tingled.
Heidi performed the coup de grace. Taking a deep breath, she plunged forward, popping Allen's corona past her tonsils, embedding his knob in her throat. Her lips encircled the base of his cock. She pulled down gently on his ball sack. Heidi swallowed three times, massaging Allen's knob and corona. Hilda probed a fingertip into Allen's bellybutton, sending more tingles to his buried cock tip.
Allen lost it. His sperm charged from his prostrate, up the long penile tube and poured down Heidi's throat. The pulses flowed five times in quick succession, each accompanied by Allen's howls. He might have collapsed forward but an astute Hilda held her body hard against him as he juttered in his seat. She used her total weight to hold him against the back wall. During this orgasmic chaos, but after Allen's last rope had bounded out, Heidi pulled back to catch a breath. Allen finally trembled to a standstill, long after Heidi had swallowed his last rope of spunk. Hilda let him bend forward some but held him square on the seat. Heidi still held Allen warmly in her mouth, facilitating his full cycle of dwindling after-spasms. Flaccid now, she let him slide from her lips.
The twins watched Allen flex and test his limbs. He tried to stand but sat back again quickly. They sponged him in place. With time, he was able to stand and they helped him from the shower cabinet. Gathering his clothes, they wrapped him in a giant towel and walked him to the main room and a big stuffed chair. Gretchen tucked a blanket over Allen as he dozed off swaddled in towel and blanket before the comfy fireplace.
Gretchen looked concerned but the naked twins told her everything that had happened. She asked a few details and learned the twins had used her tips and advice on Allen during the shower session. She was pleased they had remembered her coaching.
"See how the tag team scenarios let you use combinations you can't pull off by yourself. Allen's whole body was super-sensitized by your hands, fingers, mouths. No wonder Allen is exhausted. You kept his nervous system red-lined the whole time. Good job!" She high fived them both, then smacked their bare butts, sending them off skittering to get dressed.
----------------------------------------------------------
Gretchen smoothed a hand along the couch cushion behind the slumbering Allen. She drifted back to her late adolescence. She gazed lovingly about the chalet... its rooms, its rustic furnishings, and its seclusion from pesky neighbors. This sofa under her hand was the very nadir of her adult life. She reminisced about the captivating weekend when her older sister had brought her to the chalet for a get-away weekend, just the two of them she had said.
At the chalet, they found their father's middle aged colleague seated inside, serenely waiting, expecting them. The mature man had been a past momentary acquaintance to Gretchen but this time she was smitten by his attractive charm and composure. Gretchen was unsure about his presence; her older sister obviously not. Her sister showed the man a deferential friendliness as she presented Gretchen to him. The man reacted with patronizing informality. Her older sister's presumptuous style provoked Gretchen's hubris. Wasn't Gretchen the more eye-catching sister? She smugly flirted with the man, convinced that teasing him would vex her sister. The tables were turned on Gretchen as she succumbed to her own emotions.
Whether prearranged or happenstance, on this very spot, her father's colleague commenced his re-acquaintance with the tantalizing vixen by converting her from virgin to woman... and then transformed her even more. Throughout the weekend, the athletically molded man was patient, persistent, and lavish with his time and talents. He dedicated his robust vitalities exclusively to Gretchen. Her older sister stood by attentively, aiding and abetting the activities, inspiring and rousing Gretchen's imagination with clever tips and sage advice.
The man stoked Gretchen's curiosity, cordially at first, then more adamant, insisting that she find out, first hand, the manifold ways a worthy female satiates a deserving male. The man memorized Gretchen's features as he handled her body: her shapes and sizes, her depths, her range of firmness and resiliency, her physical limits and reserves.
Gretchen shyly, then obligingly, embraced the advancing levels of lust, surmounting the building intensities, striving to comply with his escalating demands. The man's ever-increasing tolerance to sexual stimulus gave her heartache but she persevered. Gretchen forced herself to boost the visual and tactile enticements that kept the man happy. Every single furnishing and stick of furniture found use as a bolster or brace for another bizarre posturing of her body.
Occupied by endless erotic activity, Gretchen found these days and nights heady and intoxicating. She marveled at the number of times the man was able choose one of her orifices and pack the selection with his thick flesh and fluid. He was indifferent towards Gretchen's random orgasms, concerned only with maximizing his own gratification.
Before his brusque departure, her father's colleague dismissively informed the exhausted Gretchen that he deemed her efforts barely adequate. He handed her over to her sister, tersely telling Gretchen to sculpt away her body's imperfections, reflect on her attitude and shed her irritating adolescent vanity. After his exodus, the girls spent hours cleaning up the disheveled chalet.
Gretchen trudged back to her humdrum college life, exasperated with its dull civility. But fortune smoked its murky magic. Her amazing three days of ecstasy were only a teaser of her feasible future.
Overjoyed when he called, Gretchen eagerly complied with his last minute summons to another rendezvous. She hurried to join her father's colleague alone at the chalet. They executed another soul draining weekend of lust. But it concluded too soon for her. Gretchen was worn out again but now she was hooked. She pleaded for more outings. He consented. She rearranged her life, her wardrobe, her diet, everything to accommodate his preferences and whims.
Many more weekends followed with alternating venues: a city hotel, a houseboat, a camping trip. He perpetuated Gretchen's erotic addiction, producing her fix. He supplied her with a weekly allocation of his masculine bodily input, irrespective of his schedule conflicts. Once, obligated to cover a sexual scholastic weekend commitment, the man arrived unannounced for a midweek overnight tryst in her college dorm room. On those occasional weekends when he was completely indisposed, her father's colleague substituted select males to widen Gretchen's horizons. She usually met them in solo encounters but sometimes in groups. The chosen males shared the trials and toils of coaching Gretchen.
Gretchen savored every minute as her sensual repertoire grew. Her stamina increased and her limitations diminished. She became a virtuoso player in each assigned male's carnal orchestra. They tuned her to a perfect pitch: mind, body and soul. Her maestros used her as a matchless melody with which they composed ever more vigorous sexual sonatas for her to perform. Gretchen played the masterful opus that always propelled her fuck mates to crashing orgasmic crescendos.
Her father's colleague deemed Gretchen ready for her grand finale. He scheduled Gretchen for the next quarterly invitational before a panel of distinguished judges. A full week was set aside for final polishing just before the date. Her mentoring males took turns priming her for the carnal recital. Her father's colleague took the last turn of these final rounds, personally affirming her erotic proficiency.
Thereafter, her father's colleague supervised Gretchen's fashion preparations for the tryout. A professional cosmetologist/stylist spent the entire afternoon getting her set for the debut. Her father's colleague gave pointed suggestions as the stylist set Gretchen's hair and then applied blushes, glosses and makeup to her face, nails and feminine erogenous zones. They added heels, jewelry and perfume to complete the statuesque goddess effect.
That evening, Gretchen, attired in near naked elegance, was strutted by her sponsor into the midst of the spellbound judges. She was astounded by a humbling revelation: her father was there as chief judge to preside over the special occasion. He had kept an eye on Gretchen's transformation after secretly directing its launch. He had been selecting performances from her filmed and written progress reports, collecting a personal list of favorites. He had fantasized, impatiently pestering his colleague to declare Gretchen ready for judging. His colleague had withheld his endorsement, giving Gretchen ample time and tenacity to achieve her true excellence.
Over the next several days and nights, her father closely observed Gretchen's reactions as the panel of his colleagues tangibly verified the perfection of her nubile body and passionate devotion to masculine fulfillment. He allowed a few brief periods for rest and re-preening but generally the assessments were incessant, one following on the heels of another. Almost convinced of her adequacy, her father removed Gretchen to his private chamber. For the last day and night, he drove her through his personal list of cravings.
Emerging weary but satiated, her father pronounced his blessing for Gretchen to formally join her older sister in the family trade. Her father thanked his colleague for getting Gretchen this far along, informing him that his next nubile assignee had been picked out. A distant cousin's daughter, a freckled fiery redhead, would be presented to him in a few days. Meanwhile, Gretchen would proceed to her advanced lessons. The judges created a roster for weekends with Gretchen, each ready and willing to take their turn with the passionate female, lifting her to the next level. Gretchen had grown and prospered ever since.
This chalet was truly a magical place. It had enabled Gretchen, and other choice females, to shrug off the shackles of restrictive social mores. Those chosen few had exited with their stuffy old inhibitions extinguished. Their spiritual fires were rekindled into an eternal flame for sexual quests.
Gretchen owed a deep debt of gratitude to her farsighted older sister, whose initial ruse with her in collaboration with their father and his colleagues had propelled Gretchen into this awesome way of life. Gretchen was proudly paying the debt forward to her nieces by sharing with them her meticulously acquired sensual acumen. She was giving them a foretaste of the feast to come.
Hilda and Heidi would need rigorous conditioning before their inevitable inclusion with mother and aunt in the family trade. Gretchen recognized that the usual weekend tutors would be out matched. A special preparatory academy might be more appropriate. The dedicated male coach-tutors could continuously burnish their tools as they molded the feisty twins into the best they could be. And, undoubtedly, they would cherish the extra-long time that it would take to tame the twin dynamos.
--------------------------------------
Mid-afternoon, Gretchen sat next to Allen on the couch by the chalet fireplace, leaning her head on his shoulder. The twins were playing cards on the floor, wearing only the stretchy spandex body suits. After breakfast and the mind-blowing shower, the quartet of snow-ins had lazed away the day, napping, snacking, sipping wine, playing card and board games. Allen had taught the twins some old dance moves: slow rumbas, butt wiggling meringues, close clutching tangos. The twins tried to teach him hip-hop dances but Allen couldn't seem to follow the erratic moves. The lessons descended into the twins gyrating in the middle of the room, bouncing about in their spandex suits, tits and ass jiggling, hair bobbing. Allen became their one man audience, submerged in deep couch cushions with Gretchen's soft boobs pressing his arm. The older pair cuddled, whispering bawdy jibes about the twin's impromptu show. Gretchen's hand grazed lightly across his pants covered groin.
"Which one next gets a poke from this big boy?" asked Gretchen.
Allen took time to ponder his response. The conquests so far had been too easy. He wanted a challenge, winning a contest, claiming a prize.
"How long before we can go outside?"
"Soon, I think. Why, ready to leave so soon?"
"I was thinking of a game or a contest to pick my next mate."
"We could cut a deck of cards right now."
"No, I mean something physical. I want a chase or a race, something like that. I want something to work up my testosterone and libido."
Gretchen brightened up. "Girls, get your snowsuits on, we're going outside."
The chalet occupants now stood in snowsuits on the porch. The air was warmer than early morning, the eaves dripping icicles. The sun was sheening off the drifts. It was still rather cold.
Gretchen explained the game. "Whichever twin Allen captures and carries back inside, he's going to fuck until he's had enough. Then she has to clean the chalet tomorrow morning before we leave. You have to stay in the open areas nearby; don't run into the woods."
The girls absorbed the rules and then bolted over the porch rail to find themselves trapped in a drift. Allen reached down to grab a fir lined hood. It peeled off the suit as the girl struggled, rolling away. Allen trotted down the steps and gave chase. Gretchen trotted behind. The girls stopped at the edge of the clearing and watched his approach. The hoodless one gathered a handful of snow, balled it, and tossed it towards Allen. She was too far away and it sailed wide. Laughing, the other one followed suit, grazing Allen's shoulder at closer range.
Allen charged forward and the girls separated, each circling the clearing in a different direction. Allen followed the one running clockwise. He paced her run. She was obviously fitter than him. She stayed out of his range of grasp... but flirtingly not too far.
As they high stepped through the snow, Allen saw the other twin running toward them along the woods. She ran past her sister, straight at him, dodged at the last moment but not soon enough. Allen got a clutch on the snowsuit's sleeve, held on and dragged her down. As they wrestled in the snow, she unzipped the suit, squirmed out and pranced away in her spandex body suit. It was Heidi.
Hilda and Gretchen watched from a distance as Allen got up, tossed the empty suit on the porch and resumed the chase for Heidi. He now planned to stay between her and the chalet, waiting for the cold to force her surrender.
They played cat and mouse, Heidi running sideways, Allen cutting the distance and keeping her at the edge of the woods. Suddenly, Heidi stopped and hugged her arms to her body.
"It's cold. Give me back my snow suit." Allen was glad that he had taken time to throw it on the porch.



"Come and get it."
Heidi whined "Nooo... I can't. You'll catch me and I'll have to clean the chalet by myself tomorrow."
"Yeah... that's bad 'cause you probably won't get much sleep tonight either. I have lots of plans for you."
Heidi took one more desperate loop around the chalet; Allen ran the other way and cut her off at the porch steps, finally capturing Heidi in a standing bear-hug. He held her until Gretchen and Hilda pulled up. Allen tossed Heidi over his shoulder in a fireman carry, laughing as he spanked her stretch covered ass as he carried her up the porch steps. He waited for Gretchen to hold the door then marched Heidi inside. He ascended the loft staircase, still carrying Heidi.
At the top, Allen called out to the rafters for everyone to hear. "Don't wait up. We'll see you at breakfast. Hope's it a big one because we're going to be really, really hungry. Good night."
Allen strode to Heidi's bedroom door. Behind his back, she raised her head, grinned and palm cupped a little goodbye to the other females watching from below. They blew her a kiss as she disappeared inside her bedroom. The door slammed shut.
Allen heaved Heidi onto her bed. She grabbed the covers and rolled up in a cocoon. Allen knelt by the fireplace, cradled some logs and lit the gas starter flame. Heidi watched with just her blue eyes and platinum blonde head poking out the top of her quilted 'burrito'. The logs caught quickly, sending red glimmerings dancing across the walls. The snug room quickly began to warm. The sun was setting, added its own dusky redness to the darkening room.
Allen dropped his outer wear. He leaned over Heidi still peeking out from her wrapper. He gently peeled back the edges exposing Heidi's wet spandex to the open air. She shivered. The room was warmer but her spandex body suit was soaked.
Allen gripped the collar and slowly peeled the stretchy knit fabric off Heidi's arms, down her body and over her ankles. He tossed the damp wad over his shoulder. He never looked away from Heidi's delicious naked form lying naked on the bed. Allen pulled off his remaining clothes, and then gathered to his chest Heidi and the swaddling blankets. He wrapped the covers around both their bodies and they huddled on the floor in front of the fire.
Allen rubbed Heidi briskly to get her circulation moving: her back, her chest, her arms, her legs. She let him work freely, happy when he moved to more intimate caresses: her breasts, her nipples, and her cunt. Finally kisses, starting with the same intimate inventory and ending at her mouth with tongue play. Heidi was all warmed up.
They continued the lazy finger and tongue explorations. The quiet pair played for an hour as the flames flared up and died down. Heidi sought Allen's guidance.
"I'm okay now. We can do more. You captured me; now I'm here to oblige your pleasure. What do you want of me?"
Allen wanted something different, sampling more of Heidi's diverse talents and charms. He had fucked a quick one with her straddling him in the hot-tub and nearly passed out from her deep blowjob in the shower. After the chase, the cold and the snuggling, he knew what he wanted. Allen wanted tenderness. He chose to act rather than speak.
He opened the puffy blanket and laid it smooth across the floor. The room was warm enough for open air movement. He laid Heidi out on her back. She raised her knees in the missionary pose. Allen straddled above her. She was Hilda's twin and their visual similarities reminded him of last night in Hilda's bed. He hoped Heidi was as tight, energetic and caring as her sister. It was a tall order to be sure but, well, they were twins, right?
Allen bent in for a kiss. Heidi gave forth a wet, passionate one, tongue nipping to but not past her full lips. She worked a hand to his groin and rubbed his half hard shaft. Allen held his face and body in position; Heidi kept up the facial and genital stimulation. As his erection grew, she gauged its firmness. They continued the kiss but Heidi thought Allen was firm enough and ready. She pulled him lower into her saddle.
Allen adjusted his knees and lowered his hips. Heidi had him lined up and he sank into her, inch by inch until he was resting his hips against hers. Neither one cared about depth. They rocked his knob along her tube, enjoying the mutual friction. This was the tenderness that Allen sought. He was content to move gracefully like this for a long time. Heidi seemed at peace as well.
Allen continued the slow deep strokes. He leaned up and added kisses to Heidi's jiggling nipples. She giggled, liking the caress and feeling good about the slow pace and gentleness. Allen was not really the cruel brut that had kept her at bay in the yard, chilly in the snow. He was presenting his soft side and Heidi appreciated Allen's inner kindness.
Despite the slow going, Allen and Heidi sensed the rise in their ardors. They felt and heard small clues signaling the mutual desire to move things along. An extra caress here, a wiggle there, a moan that was a little bit louder and longer than the last one: these marked the steady escalation of their latent lust. They never paused, but added hip rolls to hip thrusts, leading their mate to greater height. The motions became more dynamic, the bumps harder, the sweaty squeaks of skin on skin friction.
Heidi locked her legs behind Allen, he embraced her torso in a crush and, as if by prior agreement, they reached simultaneous peaks. Allen held deep and spewed sperm, Heidi wailed and her cunt contracted. They vibrated on the floor until it passed. Allen rested in the saddle. Heidi flipped the blanket sides over them both, forming her cocoon again. They nipped and kissed until Allen fell out. The fire was low and the chill re-entering the room. They moved to the bed woozily, drugged by their endorphins. They spooned and slept beneath the covers.
Allen awoke on his back. Heidi was missing but he rediscovered her lower in the blankets. His resurgent cock knob was held lightly by her mouth as she suckled it. This was not the shower stall deep throat but Heidi's way to show her own tenderness. He let her play as she would, for as long as she liked. She achieve her goal when Allen dribbled a moderate, body tingling spasm of spunk onto her fluttering tongue behind her caressing lips. Heidi sucked one long and hard pull, drawing out any stragglers. She licked his groin completely; making sure Allen was clean of residue before returning to her pillow and the remainder of her slumber.
Dawn spilled into the room. The door swept open and Allen woke. Heidi was gone, completely this time, but Gretchen entered carrying a tray of coffee and croissants. "Sleep well?" she asked as she set the tray at bedside.
Allen stretched and yawned. Gretchen sat on the bed and handed him a cup before breaking a croissant and lathering on marmalade. She ate with him as he came fully out of his sleepy daze.
"Where's Heidi? Is she okay?" he asked.
"She's cleaning up the chalet downstairs, as agreed. Hilda is helping her. Those girls are nearly inseparable and work well as a team. Heidi is singing your praises to Hilda so she must be doing okay."
Gretchen traced a finger across Allen's chest, brushing his nipples as she smiled.
"Oh, but listen to me going on. You already know what great teamwork those girls can perform, don't you?"
Allen recalled his memorable shower and the sleep of exhaustion later. They really were a marvelous team. Allen drained his cup and munched the rest of the croissants.
Gretchen set the crumbs and dregs on the tray and leaned in to peck Allen's lips. "I'm sorry to be the bearer of bad news but we must leave this morning. Your flight home takes-off this evening. After we drop off the twins at college, I will take you to the airport." Gretchen stayed face close waiting for his response.
Allen grumbled at the unwelcome reality. "I guess I should get cleaned up before we go."
Gretchen nodded and took the tray downstairs. Allen figured he was in for a lonely shower, if not a cold one. But in the bathroom, a naked Gretchen awaited him. She put him in the bubble bath tub and knelt outside, leaning in to sponge him everywhere. She shampooed his hair, massaging his scalp as he lay back and soaked. Gretchen was thorough and liberal with her efforts. Finding his cock, she stroked him lovingly as he squeezed and played with her generous dangling tits. Allen found it wonderfully relaxing, encased in warm sudsy water, being mildly caressed and fondling Gretchen. Allen groaned out a last spew as Gretchen brought him to his finale.
--------------------------------------------------
The car was packed and the chalet locked and secure. The sun was out; the snow beginning to melt. The lethargic lovers gave a last longing look around at the splendid view of the surrounding mountains and valley vista below. The ride down was uneventful.
Allen sat in the back with Hilda, Heidi riding shotgun and Gretchen driving. The girls were quieter now, chatting small talk, dispirited to be returned to spare dorm rooms and mediocre food. They would go back to fending off silly boys trying inanely to get into their pants. They had applied for transfers to larger schools but to no avail. They wanted a full life-skills education, including but going beyond the science of forests and fishes. Gretchen understood their disheartened demeanor from her own early experiences.
The sun was waning as they arrived at the small college. Heidi and Hilda said their goodbyes with cheek buzzes and boob pressing hugs and kisses. Allen watched their pert spandex covered asses sashay up the steps to the dorm. They waved one last time and disappeared inside.
-------------------------------------------------
Gretchen hugged Allen's arm as they strolled down the last concourse before the security scanners in Oslo Airport. It had been a wild and wonderful week, far surpassing their last year encounter in New York.
Allen loved playing the free-spirited games of cloistered nakedness with Gretchen. But he loathed the upcoming gauntlet of public semi-strip employed by the airport security personnel. He stutter-stepped... hesitated... halted. He thought of staying here, not returning to New York. But Gretchen was not his to keep. He knew she must have a busy datebook of other men's fantasies to fulfill.
Allen felt sad. Gretchen sensed his melancholy. She had seen this often at the end of her missions. The idea of leaving her melted even the toughest male ego. Gretchen felt blessed and honored to be so coveted but the partings were hard for her as well. She preferred to slip away early on the last morning, leaving her testosterone drained mates in bed asleep. She had done that to Allen in New York when she left the note from Allen's best client. He had been left with hope for the future.
Allen hung his head. Gretchen wanted to soothe his angst, give him hope again, like in New York.
"Will you dream of me?" she asked quietly.
Allen was already dreaming of her and he was still here in her arms. "I'll never get you out of my mind."
Gretchen cooed "I like that. You make me feel special. Hilda and Heidi: are you dreaming of them also?"
Allen couldn't shake the memory of the twins either and said so. Gretchen kissed him with affection then circled his neck in a hug. She whispered close to his ear her message of hope.
"Make another deal with your friend. He knows how to find me if he wants to reward you again."
One last kiss and Gretchen slipped out of Allen's arms and walked away, out of the airport and possibly out of his life... forever. Allen was determined to prevent that catastrophe. He intended to earn another rewarding week with Gretchen. He entered the security zone and faced the long trip home. He was already planning how to make bigger investment windfalls for his best client ever and earn his just, no... make that lust, rewards.
Herded onto the plane with the other passengers, he found his first class seat and settled in. The plane was nearly full with a few scattered empty seats. The stewardess was droning her preflight safety monologue. There was a minor commotion at the front door. Two platinum blonde bundles of excitement bounced in. It was Hilda and Heidi, still wearing the spandex body suits under mid-thigh sweater dresses to add some modesty. The flustered stewardess motioned them towards their empty first class seats, anxious to get the long flight buttoned up and in the air.
Heidi couldn't contain herself as she high-fived Hilda. "Hah! We made it just in time!"
Every man on the plane had his wide lecherous eyes fixed on the bubbly pair.
Hilda spotted a familiar face. It was attached to a familiar body, an intimately familiar body.
"Oh, Allen! Good news! We're going to America, too. Isn't that great!?"
Now every man on the plane had squinty jealous eyes fixed on Allen. He tried to be nonchalant and suave as he took a lingering sip of his drink, scratched his neck and felt a tremor in his groin.
Allen said a little too coolly "Yeah, that's great. What's the story?"
Hilda explained. "We found out at the dorm that we were accepted as scholarship transfer students to a special preparatory school, the Total Woman Academy. They booked us on this flight; so here we are."
Allen's face failed to conceal his resurgent hope and interest. He asked a little too brightly "Is that near New York City?"
Heidi chimed in. "We don't know. The location is a big secret or something. A man, I think his name is Ned, will meet us at the airport with a limousine and transfer us to the Junior facility. Maybe you could come visit us."
Allen sure wanted to but the path to glory can be convoluted. He needed to work things out with his best client ever; his client seemed to move in these mysterious circles. He had provided Allen with Gretchen's alluring charms...twice. Allen was sure his best client could find this Total Woman Academy. For all Allen knew, his best client might be a board member or pledge contributor or something. Allen would propose two rewards, a week with Gretchen and a holiday with Heidi and Hilda. His best client would know what to do and how to do it.
The plane rumbled down the runway, nosed up and mounted the wind for its gallop across the Atlantic Ocean. Allen settled back and closed his eyes. His lips smiled and his cock stiffened as he day-dreamed of Gretchen, Heidi and Hilda...and his possible chance to fuck them again.
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Prologue
Barbara dressed and left the office as Bradley logged in to complete Barbara's interview file. He was not content with her level of participation. She had complied with his instructions but had left him to perform most of the exertions. She had not invited Debra to stay and join them or help out. Her natural instincts needed maturing before she could become a good assistant or later on, a field operative. He gave her middling scores and did not recommend a hire, citing her need to gain more openness in her sexuality. He expected his assistants to be livelier in their roles and duties.
-------------------------
Barbara was nearing Krista's office when Anna skipped out. In the doorway, she brightly turned and gushed her gratitude.
"Thank you for hiring me into the training program. I'm going to work long and hard every day to echo TWS's faith in me. See you Monday."
Barbara watched Anna leave. She knew there were two openings and hoped she got selected for the other one. She knocked tentatively on Krista's open door.
"Oh, Barbara, please come and close the door. Let's debrief your interview and practicum."
Barbara sat as Krista quickly scanned the onscreen form.
"I see you were unexpectedly disturbed during your practicum. How did that go?"
"Well, I was polite to Debra and Mr. Bradley waited until she left to continue."
"I see...have you ever been interrupted like that before during sex... or had an audience?"
"Not that I recall. I was usually someplace more private and secure."
"So... that was a new kind of experience?"
"Yes, I guess so."
Krista was getting a sense of shyness and reluctance from Barbara. Krista would need to end this gently.
"I am sorry about this but I don't think that the interrupted practicum was a true test of your abilities and aptitudes. I want to reschedule you for another practicum later. Unfortunately, our schedule is pretty full right now. Can we call you when a time slot arises?"
"Yes, ma'am. "
Barbara looked disappointed and didn't cover it very well. Krista understood why some of Barbara's evaluation comments were not the best. TWS hired junior assistants with future operational potential in mind. They provided robust training and unending practice. But some things needed to be instinctive: initiative, persistence and stoic demeanor. Krista rose behind her desk.
"That's good. In the meantime, you should keep in top shape for the next practicum. Strive for diverse practice sessions with any man you meet at work, at the market or in your neighborhood. Three times a day can be very beneficial. Age is not important; older men can often teach you a new trick or two. Try some furtive, semi-public venues. When our call comes, we want you to be in tip-top shape to really nail your practicum. Good luck, good hunting and we will be in touch."
Krista guided Barbara out of her office. As she watched Barbara head to the elevator, she thought about her advice. Yes, the buxom Barbara wasn't yet TWS material. But some lucky men in her world would soon be savoring a tasty new treat named Barbara as she sought out specialized work-skills development opportunities.
------------------------------------------------------
Present Day
Barbara exited the revolving lobby doors of the building housing Total Woman Security Headquarters. She had coveted this interview opportunity for months after she had graduated from the associated Total Woman Academy. It had been going okay until the practicum. As one of the executives was putting her through her paces, his secretary had unwittingly disturbed them as Barbara was bent over his desk about to be mounted. Darn the Luck! After greetings and introductions, the secretary had departed and the executive had finished her off. Apparently though, it had been not enough to suitably complete the interview process and she had not been hired... yet.
Krista, the Chief Executive, had been considerate, advising Barbara to remain 'tuned-up' for her out of the blue makeup practicum. Barbara was committed in her heart to follow that plan. She headed for her loft apartment downtown.
------------------------------------------------
It was late night in the upscale hotel bar. Barbara was sitting alone at a remote table near the idle baby grand piano, watching the bar empty as the lingering patrons wandered up to their rooms for what sleep was available for the remainder of the night. It was late and a lone tuxedoed gentleman and the bartender were the only ones left, in quiet discussion at the oak and brass bar as they occasionally glanced her way.
The bartender walked to her table and set a drink before her. "Complements of the gentleman at the bar" he said. She tipped her glass to the gentleman who responded from across the room with a reflective tip of his head and glass. The bar tender asked if she needed anything else; his shift was ending and he was closing up the bar service. She was welcome to stay and unwind as long as she wanted.
Barbara declined anything more from the bar. The bartender cleaned up and rolled down the security screen, locking the liquor up for the night. He whispered briefly to the tuxedoed gentleman before departing and closing the brass and dark oak doors that separated the bar from the hotel lobby. The gentleman finished his drink. He climbed off his stool and headed for the lobby doors; Barbara thought he was leaving her alone in the room. Instead, he threw the deadbolt lock and sauntered back towards her table. Standing tall before her, he quietly spoke to Barbara.
"You're out late; any particular reason or just chilling the night away?"
Barbara wasn't sure how to respond but found some words. "Just a girl out on the town."
"Want some company?"
"I thought you'd never ask."
The gentleman took the dining room seat on Barbara's left and they lightly chatted away about everything and nothing, their interests and quirks. Barbara even got his name: Eddie. Finally Eddie took on a serious face.
"Really, Barbara, tell me the truth. Why are you here tonight?"
Barbara appreciated the way Eddie was polite and attentive. She was mildly attracted to him, his mature bearing and confident style. She remembered Krista's advice: 'older men can often teach you a new trick or two. Try some furtive, semi-public venues'. This place, time and man seemed furtive and semi-public, safe and secure, yet exposed and naughtily dangerous.
"I am interviewing for a special position with a private security firm. The final stage of my evaluation was interrupted but it unveiled deficiencies they want me to correct before I get a retest. I'm new in town and while I'm waiting for the retest summons, I'm looking for scenarios where I can get some skills practice."
Eddie took that in. Barbara was being vague. Eddie probed for specifics.
"What particular skills are you trying to improve?"
Barbara went all in; better to own up now than continue the dodge and drama.
"The position I'm interviewing for uses sex to entrap the target party. I do fabulous with secluded rendezvouses but not so good with intercourse in public places. I need to learn how to swiftly get past my underlying timidity and hang-ups. I need to act quickly as soon as the man becomes aroused and pliable."
Eddie was a little taken back by her direct admission.
"And how do you intend to get that practice?"
"Well... I was hoping you might help me. You're a new acquaintance and this is a semi-public place. I know I'm asking a lot but there it is."
Eddie wanted to see where this was going. If she asked for money, he would know this was a setup. If not, Barbara was knockout gorgeous in her glamorous cocktail dress with the matching makeup and flirty hairdo. He figured she had been waiting on her 'sugar daddy' but had been stood-up. If so, that was one dumb SOB. Eddie aspired to be her stand-in 'sugar daddy'. Being a true gentleman, he could generously spare some time to help out this damsel in distress.
"Okay... so where do we go from here?"
"You don't go anywhere" she said.
Barbara stood and sidled beside Eddie's chair. As he looked up, she leaned down and kissed his lips. Eddie moved one hand behind Barbara's ass and drew her closer. They smooched; not a deep tongue kiss or a furtive peck but a soft steady rolling of lips on lips.
Eddie tasted her cherry lipstick and inhaled a minty aroma. His hand rubbed her ass over the sheer silver cocktail dress wrapping her buxom body. His hand slowly swept the terrain and found no pantie line. His other hand caught her dark tresses, just holding her lightly against his lips. She didn't move in or away.
Eddie let his hand slide down her neck and her bare back. He realized she had no bra strap either. He broke the kiss and tilted his head forward, peering down her cleavage. Her nipple nubs were poking at the thin dress bodice. She kissed his shaved head.
Barbara's skirt was short, barely covering her lovely butt. Eddie used both hands to smooth it up to her waist. Yep, she wasn't wearing panties, her shaved cunt forming a fleshy slotted V between her legs. Eddie pulled her into his lap, sidesaddle. She was face to face height now, an inviting position to resume the kisses.
One hand smoothed her bare ass cheek; the other bounced her handful of fabric covered tit. Eddie thumbed the popped up nub. Barbara reacted with a tongue dart between his lips. Eddie assumed she liked the brush; maybe Barbara liked bare nipple play even more. It was time to try out a new escapade in their hasty liaison.
Both Eddie's hands found the tab behind her neck, unfastened it and pulled down her top. The elegant cocktail dress was now a bunched band of silver fabric wrapping Barbara's waist. Eddie was captivated by the vista. He paused in the foreplay to ogle her physique. Eddie tilted her body this way and that, getting a circumferential view of her nudity in motion. He patted her breasts lightly, watching the fleshy packages jiggle. He drummed his fingers on her smooth ass cheeks. Eddie liked what he felt and saw.
Barbara saw Eddie's mounting curiosity and moved to sit astride his knees, her spread legs exposing her pink. She loosed Eddie's bowtie, and worked downward, unfastening the shirt's stud buttons. Barbara's unfettered breasts jiggled as she worked. At Eddie's waist, she found the pants closure and unclosed it. She leaned in for the delicate work at his groin. Her jellied breasts with pouty nipples swayed even more. The fly zipper rasped as it split open to well below his balls. Except for his boxers, Eddie was bare from neck to scrotum.
Barbara dismounted his legs and really leaned in. Her breasts swung almost vertical from her chest. They maintained youthful spheroids; her hair obscuring her face. She tugged at Eddie's waistband. He propped his ass above the chair seat so she could pull pants and boxers down his hairy legs to pool around his shoes. Now Eddie was bare from scalp to ankles. Eddie saw Barbara's eyes and grin brighten as she perceived his groin.
Barbara remounted higher up his thighs this time. Her hands circled his tubular meat. She squeezed and released rather than stroked. Eddie grew past her one palm width and she used two hands now to compress and stimulate his erection. It became fully two hands long and plenty around. She could just barely cross thumb and fingers.
Eddie fondled Barbara's boobs, his hands cupping, bouncing, and kneading the masses while his fingers toying with her nipples. Barbara appreciated Eddie's consideration to her arousal but her natural moisture was already flowing from the nerves knotting her stomach. She uneasily glanced around the soft lit room. No disturbances were likely; the door was locked and it was awfully late in the night for casual wandering patrons. She deemed this a good spot for her first training drill.
Eddie let one tit go as he pulled her head in for another kiss. Then he held back but still whispery close to her face.
"I'm as ready as I'll ever be; how about you?"
Barbara responded by smoothing Eddie's exposed hairy chest. She hugged his neck as she squashed her soft pliant boobs to his tanned chiseled pectorals. Eddie helped elevate her hips and scooted one hand under to align his cock with her juicy cunt. The penetration was as smooth as the feel of Barbara's silk dress. Eddie hugged her torso as they wormed their hips to promote mutual stimulation. The room was quiet except for their bodies' squishing sounds and the tick-tock of the ornamental wall hung coo-coo. They were well into their rise when the clock announced 3 AM. The three loud brass gongs startled Barbara. She yipped, froze and hugged her face into Eddie's neck. Her nerves were on edge from the tawdriness of their public coupling. Eddie gently pushed her upright to check her condition.
"Are you okay?"
Barbara's flush face nodded with embarrassment. "That was sudden" she said.
"Stuff like that happens in public places. Do you want to continue?" Eddie wasn't sure why he asked that stupid question. He sure wanted to continue and would have a major case of blue balls if she said 'No'.
"I think so...Yeah."
Barbara resumed her chest massaging boob hug. The pair resumed their genital massaging strokes. And Eddie resumed his massaging handgrip and release on Barbara's ass.
They rose easily to their previous erotic level and kept climbing. Barbara's juices flowed, sloppily wetting both their groins, augmenting the squishy sounds. She was emitting other sounds: little ughs at the bottom bump, little ohh's and ahh's when they stuttered at the top before reversing stroke direction. Eddie was grunting through his exertions.
The dark oak door rattled, keys jangled and the bolt thudded. The door opened wide and a man entered. Barbara was facing the door, saw it and froze again. Eddie impatiently spanked her ass cheek a resounding 'crack' and motioned her to continue bobbing her butt. He was too far along to stop now, disturbance be damned. Barbara buried her face in Eddie's neck. She peeked fearfully between her face obscuring curls, trying to hide her identity.
She need not have bothered. The barman had returned for a forgotten whatever. He saw the familiar pair in deep seated coitus and paid them hardly another glance. Barbara tried to concentrate on her hip jogs as she buried her face in Eddie's neck. She sensed the barman retrieve the 'whatever' and depart, locking the door behind him. Barbara consciously relaxed and let herself go. The thrill of exposure and escape set her off and she wailed out her orgasm as Eddie shot his load in her vagina. They jerked and shuddered to an eventual standstill.
Barbara was silently weeping, her forehead pressed on his shoulder. Eddie rubbed her warm flushed back, shushing cooing sounds to comfort her. He kissed her cheek and helped her sit upright, still pinioned on his fleshed out cock.
"What's the matter?"
"Oh, nothing really, just nerves."
Eddie smoothed her hair back to survey her face and eyes. He held one cheek in hand and stared, concerned.
"So are you feeling well enough to get home okay? I can get you a cab."
"Yeah, I'm okay. You've been very nice to me, just being a random guest and all."
"Guest? No, I'm not a guest; I'm the hotel security supervisor. We wouldn't leave a random guest with a lone woman in a public place like this."
Barbara droopily pulled off Eddie and rose from his lap. She stood and refastened her neck band, smoothing down her skirt to hang at high thigh. Eddie stood and hiked up his pants, buttoned up and leaned in for a last kiss. Barbara still tasted of cherry and smelled of mint with a heavy musk overtone. She retrieved her purse as he donned his shirt. Eddie held her arm as he asked her the obvious question.
"Can I see you again?"
"I don't know about that Eddie. I need to practice with strangers in public places. I know you now so you're not a stranger. That would break the rules."
"Okay, then, let's try this. Come by every Wednesday at midnight. I have contacts with security at all the other downtown hotels. I can arrange for you to meet different strangers each time. If you need a variety of public places, you can meet them at the other hotel lobbies and choose a setting. Will that help?"
Barbara considered the offer and agreed it would be a big help. Eddie escorted her out of the bar, through the hotel lobby and stayed with her while the doorman flagged a cab. Eddie held Barbara's door as she got in, and then leaned in for a parting exchange.
"Be here next Wednesday midnight and I'll have a few men you can flirt with and choose from. Okay? Is it a date?"
Barbara confirmed the arrangement. She asked Eddie if there was anything she could do for him.
"Sure... got any friends looking for skills development? Bring them by and introduce them to me. I always enjoy meeting mysterious ladies in strange public places. I've decided to make it my newest hobby."
Barbara said she definitely would check around among her friends and pecked Eddie a kiss goodbye. The cab pulled away and she gave the driver her address. She mused on the novel plan. Here she was, a stranger to him but Eddie had volunteered to impose on his friends' time and trouble just to help her out. She thought she was going to like it here. This sure was a friendly city.
------------------------------------------------------
Weeks went by and Eddie was true to his promise. Every Wednesday, Barbara received a text message to come to his hotel or was given another hotel name and address. Sometimes Eddie introduced her to her 'stranger of the night'. Other times, she entered the newest hotel lobby and a handsome young man approached her with a simple introduction like "I'm Eddie's friend". He would lead her to a semi-secluded spot, either inside the hotel or a cab ride away: a park or subway station. The sexual encounters were titillating and Barbara was getting bolder with her new found attitude.
With prompting, Barbara had confided in her roommates. Samantha and Lana were intrigued. Barbara sent them to see Eddie. He was magnanimous in his welcome. Samantha and Lana joined the mid-week rendezvous, though they were willing to repeat dates with the particularly endowed partners.
The weekends found them trolling the nightclubs outside the circle of Eddie's acquaintances. Disco music thumped its mind numbing beat as Barbara danced with her two best girlfriends. Her translucent stretchy maillot was low cut and what there was of it, barely covered her large nipples, shadowing through the thin fabric. The dark spots were orbiting rhythmically on her chest, almost waving hello, as her breasts bounced in tempo with her hips and the hard drumming of the house dance mix music. Her pleated plaid skirt fluffed against her toned butt, barely concealing the chink where ass met thigh. Those two items and her heels comprised her outfit; she was braless and commando.
Several young men had tried to attract her attention. Barbara understood their interest; who wouldn't be? But they were overgrown boys, post-teenaged youngsters, not yet mature. Not her cup of tea.
As Barbara teased the jammed crowd, her eye caught a tall slender man standing along the wall, his thumbs tucked into his tight jean's pockets. His well-built biceps and pecs strained his tight black tee. He was looking steadily at her. She stuttered a little in her step, touched her neck below her ear and slid back her wavy hair to expose a flash of neck in his direction. He continued staring blandly.
Barbara turned away and showed him her best booty bump dance move. The skirt flittered and cavorted on her toned ass. As she rotated to the music, she looked back his way. He continued to stare without expression.
The song ended, transitioning into the next tune. Barbara tapped her friends arm and gestured in the dark man's direction. Her friend agreed with her choice and watched her sashay away.



As Barbara got closer to her target, she could see he hadn't shaved recently; stiff long stubble on his cheeks and chin. It spoke 'Bad Boy'. The butterflies in her stomach confessed her appeal to the 'Bad Boy' image.
She had to stand very close to him as she shouted over the revived dance din. "Hi" she yelled.
The man only tilted his ear towards her, unable to hear. Barbara stood on her tiptoes, compressing her stretch covered boobs against his torso, straining to get her lips near his ear. "Hi" she repeated.
The man kept his thumbs in his pockets as she stood down but not back, keeping the stressed cotton to cotton contact.
"Hi, yourself" he said pokerfaced, his head tilted down to look into her upturned face. Barbara pressed on.
"My friends and I have a table in the corner. Want to join us?"
"Sounds okay. Might be a little quieter."
She took his hand and led him to the back of the room, finding her friends waiting at the last booth along the wall, a round pedestal table centered within a semi-circular sofa. She introduced them, and then paused; she didn't know his name. He rescued her.
"My name is Ben. Pleased to meet you, Samantha and Lana." He turned to Barbara and asked "And you are...?"
"Barbara."
Her friends scooted around and gestured Ben into the booth. They rearranged so that Ben and Barbara could sit between them with their backs to the wall. A scantily clad waitress took drink orders and returned with clear liquids in glasses, unadulterated by sweets and fruit flavors. The quartet imbibed and babbled. He paid particular attention to Barbara, looking into her eyes as she made a point or joke in the conversation. Ben slackened his reserve as he thawed in the presence of this trio of beauties.
Barbara was getting good vibes. She touched Ben's arm, flipped her hair, giggled at his jokes. Ben was paying more consideration to Barbara. Her friends perceived and supported his moves. Ben was Barbara's quarry and tonight they were wing-girls helping her out in any way they could.
Lana was telling Ben a funny anecdote. Barbara feigned mock interest by leaning in and holding her chin propped in one hand braced by an elbow on the table. Her other hand reached under the table and slid her palm across Ben's thigh, and then smoothly to his groin, rubbing his denim covered man-package. Ben never paused in his attentiveness to Lana. He calmly reached under the table, loosed his belt and unsnapped the jeans button. Barbara groped deftly for the zipper and pushed the brass tab downward. She felt for his boxer waist band only to find Ben commando like her. Her fingers wormed under and around his meat, drawing it out for study and stimulation. It was flaccid but still substantial in her petite hand.
Ben's undercover hand was now free for its own explorations. He slipped under Barbara's skirt, verifying his hunch from watching her dance; Barbara was not wearing panties. His fingers met warm dewiness inside the shaved cunt cover flaps. He began a gentle slide along her oily vulva, slow strokes with mixed pressure.
Ben trailed off his conversations with Lana and Sam, looking into Barbara's face. They impassively locked eyes, concentrating on getting and giving genital stimulation. The pair's changed mood and their flushing faces did not go unnoticed. Samantha peeked under the table and then cupped her hand for a whisper into Lana's ear. The unattached pair turned slightly away and shielded the table's view, acted as lookouts and guards for the coming action.
Ben wiggled his finger into Barbara's opening. Her concentration broke with a sigh. Ben seized the opportunity and captured her face in a kiss. Ben sucked intensely, a titillating treat, feeling his heartbeat pound his veins. Barbara gave a little moan, her reaction of approval. Ben ran his arm around Barbara's shoulder and wormed his and inside her stretchy bodysuit, palming her warm, spongy tit. He fondled the mass as he pulled her in for a deeper kiss.
Ben wanted more; Barbara was not about to object. He pulled her stretchy top out and down. Barbara didn't even glance around, trusting her friends to keep their vigil inside the crowded club.
Ben cupped and lifted the exposed boob, transferring his mouth to her nipple and sucking hard. Barbara circled her hand behind his head and held his suckling face against her tit. His tongue flicked her nub, his teeth nipped gently and he pulled with vacuum strength. Ben withdrew his lips for a quick moment of rest and respiration.
Barbara swayed her shoulders, swiping her nipple across Ben's cheeks as he worked to recapture the rosette. Needing a distraction to make her stay still, Ben shoved his finger deep in her cunt and wiggled it. Barbara froze, allowing Ben to reacquire his target. Sucking and wiggling, Ben heard Barbara inhale sharply. He searched with his finger pad and found the small bulge deep on her vaginal wall. He rubbed it, securing guttural moans from his mate. His spare hand cupped a bare ass cheek and gripped it hard.
That did it. Barbara gasped and froze, quaking in Ben's oral and manual grips. The orgasm electrified her nerves, constricting her throat until it didn't anymore, threatening to induce an outcry. Instead, Barbara bit her hand, stifling the perilous heads-up noise. When the hot rolls ebbed and the danger of discovery abated, Barbara laid her head against Ben's chest, letting her breathing slow. He let his finger rotate gently deep inside her, holding Barbara in an extended dwindling ecstasy.
Barbara recovered her wits. Ben used his sticky hand to tilt her chin up and kissed her. He smelled her musk and watched her eyes clear. She was still holding his rigid cock in her hand. She gave it a small stroke and wiggle. When Barbara arched her eyebrows and curled her lips in a questioning smile, Ben leaned to her ear and coolly commanded "Suck it!"
Ben's statement sounded abrupt in her post orgasmic bliss but not unwarranted. It was his turn and he had declared his preference. Barbara was honor bound to reward his work. Without hesitation, she extricated her heated half nude body from his embrace and slithered beneath the table. The limits of her new surroundings included Ben's noble erection on one side and her friends' heel clad legs screening the open end of the booth.
Above, Ben laid an arm casually across the back of the booth and fingered his drink, scanning the not so distant dance floor, appearing as if nonchalantly awaiting Barbara's return from the powder room.
Below, Barbara opened Ben's pants wider and extricated his foreplay stiffened cock. It looked to be just her size; long and fat, mouthwatering and mouth filling. She was motivated by the mild challenge and the fortuitous chance to get the right kind of practice.
Barbara licked Ben's tubular meat, tasting his musk and lubricating the rod. She tongue tipped his cock tip, then slid her flat lingual surface all around the knob. Ben gave a little jump when she did that; Barbara figured that must either feel good or bad but Ben's was at least sensing her efforts. He widened his leg stance, inviting her in closer for more, providing better access. Barbara took the cue and complied.
She knelt up, bumping her head against the table, rippling Ben's drink and giving Samantha and Lana a start. Lana casually peeked under the table, pretending to retrieve something she dropped. Lana saw Barbara cover Ben's engorged tip with her lips and smoothly descend all the way in one slow stroke. Coming topside, she saw Ben's eyes go wide, then squint shut and heard his audible moan. Lana snickered and cupped Sam's ear. The girls backed and giggled, hands covering their mouths. This was prime time for Barbara and they wanted to be good 'wing-girls'. They resumed their watch for intruders.
Barbara went to work. She stroked long, intermittently seating Ben in her throat, swallowing, using her tongue on the shaft, holding still for deep powerful sucks of the knob in her mouth. She varied the rhythms but not exceedingly, giving Ben a full measure of time for any one technique. Time, however, was something beginning to fade away.
Two boys approached the table. They asked Samantha and Lana to dance. Sam and Lana simultaneously turned to Ben for guidance. Ben was getting well along and really didn't want an audience right now. He waved backhanded and said, a little hoarsely, "Yeah, it's okay. Go ahead." Lana and Sam stood and left, asses sashaying with the boys to the dance floor. Barbara noted increased illumination in her space and heard the pair depart. It was time to get this over with before a casual passerby took note of the undercover activity.
Barbara employed her best deep throat, plunging, suckling, swallowing, hard suction. She felt Ben grow thicker in her mouth, heard his massive inhale and felt his semen pulse up his tube as he stifled an exhaled long, low moan. His first hot torrent hit the back of her throat. Barbara backed off and took the remaining ropes on her tongue, swiping the under V with tickling flutters.
Ben lost vigilance of his surroundings but it hardly mattered. If anyone approached, he was completely powerless to say or do anything as the sparks skittered around his locked groin, legs and stomach. As his muscles relaxed their tension, his throat unclenched and he moved his drink hand under the table to pet and caress Barbara's scalp as she slowed her moves and cradle his waning erection in her wet, warm mouth.
Barbara let Ben's erection slide out of her mouth and rearranged him in his pants, carefully swaddling Ben in his clothes again. She slithered up beside him, tit still exposed. He was a gentleman and helped her by pulling her top over the generous globe, caressing her full breasts under the stretchy fabric as he planted a loving kiss on her face.
"Wanna dance?" he asked her.
"Yes" she softly nodded.
They swung out of the booth and entered the dance floor. Lana and Samantha had surreptitiously watched the action from afar as they danced with their fellas. After two songs, Ben held her close enough that he could speak in Barbara's ear above the crowd and music noise.
"It was a pleasure meeting you. I have to go now." He slipped a folded piece of paper into her cleavage.
Ben squeezed Barbara's hand as he slid away through the crowd and out the dance club's front door. Barbara watched him go. Lana and Sam came to her side and bubbled with questions.
"Was it good... is he coming back... did you get his number... did you make him promise to call?'
Barbara shrugged nonchalantly and said, "Naw, he's not my type."
-----------------------------------------------------
A few days later, Barbara called Ben's number. She discovered that Ben had really given her the number of his friend, an animal caretaker for the City Zoo's large mammal exhibit. Having discovered Barbara's penchant for extensive breeding exercises, Ben had handed her off to his friend Brian, an expert at mammal mating rituals. Ben had briefed Brian about her interests. Brian explained over the phone that maybe he could help Barbara uncover new techniques from his unusual studies. Barbara agreed to look him up that same day.
Barbara strolled the pathways through the City Zoo. There were few patrons out this summer afternoon, retreating from the hot sun's assault. Barbara found the Large Mammal Hall with its huge barn like shelter and surrounding animal corrals. She was early. She wandered the perimeter fence, reading the various placards detailing the lives and times of each particular caged species. Many of the animals were sleeping in the shaded areas of their pens. It was a lazy Dog Day summer afternoon for all.
Brian met Barbara in the main atrium and led her to a door marked 'Authorized Personnel Only'. She followed him through the back areas of the exhibit. A hallway was lined with a few cluttered offices and some laboratory looking spaces. They went upstairs to a private staff-only balcony overlooking the Atrium and the various displays. A few weary adults shuffled the perimeter while some rambunctious children darted back and forth across the open center space to see whatever caught their momentary fancy. Barbara leaned on the rail, a casual observer to the scene below.
Brian leaned next to her and led the conversation towards the point in question.
"Did you see the placards on the fences outside?"
"Yeah, I read most of them."
"Did you notice each had a line or paragraph at the bottom noting unique or peculiar mating habits?"
"Yes"
Brian proudly said, "Well, those are my contributions to our patrons, a little erudition for the adults and adolescents." Barbara silently watched the people moving below.
Brian continued. "For instance, when a male elephant is interested in a female, he will lay his trunk over her shoulders. If she is willing, she will move to place her hindquarters towards him and let him spell her vaginal scent." Brian laid his arm gently across Barbara's shoulders. He waited for a sign; Barbara signaled her willingness by brushing her hip against Brian's.
"When chimpanzees want to mate, the female will suspend from low branches, brace her legs apart and let the male approach her from the rear."
Barbara reached up and grasped handholds in the wrought iron safety lattice above the balcony rail. She inched her low heels apart and backward, leaning forward. Brian moved to stand close behind her. Barbara heard his zipper open. Brian slid her dress above her hips. His hard prick bumped up against her bare cunt lips as he edged his bare groin against her bare ass.
"The rhinoceros has a horn that is twelve inches long and almost the same circumference at the base." Brian snickered "But my horn isn't quite that big. Here, let me show you."
Brian pushed forward and sank the first of his six-inches into Barbara's cunt. She was warm, wet and willing. He jabbed at her until his cock was fully buried and tested it's slickness with a few long strokes.
"Only the human male seems obsessed with the females' breasts and nipples as sexual stimuli. That goes something like this."
Brian unbuttoned Barbara's dress front and slipped his hands inside. Brian worked her nipples into aroused points. Barbara was titillated by the sensations. The loosened panels hung close enough to cover the actual areolas but Brian's burrowing hands would be evident to anyone who might peer upward in their direction. She bit her lip to stifle any ear-catching sound.
Brian murmured to Barbara. "The male lion will hold the female in place by biting down on her neck, threatening pain from his incisors if she tries to escape his grasp."
Brian nipped at her ear then placed a full mouth jaw hold on the back of Barbara's neck. Barbara was now suspended by her hands, braced on toes, encircled by Brian's arms and twittering fingers and held by his bite... in free view of any who happened to look their way.
Brian started with slow strokes but quickly picked up the pace. Barbara tried to brace tight so that her jittering motions on the balcony would go unnoticed. She was unsuccessful. Just as Brian peaked, grunted and splashed her womb with sperm, a child looked up, pointed and said "Mommy, look!"
All the Mommies looked... and the Daddies... and the sons... and the daughters. Barbara head was stretched tall like a giraffe, panting open mouthed as Brian pumped his last few strokes into her. Brian managed not to hurt Barbara but did clamp down on her neck when he came and she shook her head trying to ease the grip. Everyone below stood transfixed by the sight. Barbara closed her eyes, mimicking an ostrich that thinks he is unseen if he can't see.
Brian's post orgasmic bliss and glow would not let him release Barbara and she was on display for what seemed an eternity, each micro-second of awkwardness furthering the redness coloring her chest and face. Luckily, she was from elsewhere in the big city and probably not known by anyone below.
Brian unwound his hands from Barbara's torso so Barbara could refasten her top. He turned away to fasten his own pants. Brian guided Barbara away from the rail and waved a smile to the folks below like a cop breaking up a disturbance.
"Show's over, folks. Go on about your business."
Brian hurried Barbara down the stairs and through a back exit so she would not have to mingle with the crowds wandering home out the City Zoo's main entrance. He kissed her lightly and said "You know where to find me for more lessons."
Barbara walked away just as her cell beeped a message. It was from Total Woman Security. Krista texted Barbara that time slots were available Thursday morning for a rescheduled practicum if Barbara was still interested.
Barbara thought 'Perfect!' She could get some final tune up from Eddie's friends on Wednesday night and be in tip-top shape to ace her practicum this time. She marveled at how well things in her life had fallen into place. This sure was a friendly city.
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Prologue
Mr. Rubin looked out the limousine's shaded window at the Academy entrance where topless Evelyn and Maureen had emerged, tits jostling as they waved a vigorous good bye. Suzy waved back through the smoked rear windshield as the limo rolled out the gate.
Suzy returned her attention inward and stroked her father's arm. "Daddy... Maureen and Evelyn asked if they could visit us at the beach house after graduation. Can we invite them for the summer?"
Mr. Rubin heart skipped a beat...with joy! That was a great idea! He dreamily pondered the possibilities. A house stocked with nubile females, especially three whom he had already exhaustively fucked, was very appealing. Serial bed companions during the night, ménage-a-trois, oral contests, orgies, mate swapping with guest couples... the variety could well be endless.
"Okay, but no unexpected visitors; I pre-approve anyone who comes to the house. I may choose to invite some of my friends over for party get-togethers but I don't want any other boys hanging around. This summer is reserved for you and me and my friends... and Maureen and Evelyn, of course."
"That's fine, Daddy; whatever you want. Whoever, whatever, whenever: we'll take turns keeping you satisfied however you choose. We are yours for the taking anytime. If you let us, we'll discretely find amusements elsewhere at the beach when you need a break. Thanks, Daddy." Suzy pecked his cheek.
Reconciled to being homeward bound, Mr. Rubin settled into his seat and now took a good long look at his daughter. She had blossomed well. The Total Woman Academy had done magnificently these past few years, turning his little girl into a Total Woman. He couldn't wait to get Suzy home and probe further into her alluring charms.
Really... he couldn't wait. Mr. Rubin lovingly cupped and fondled his daughter's uncovered tit. He stared into her eyes. Suzy looked serenely at his face, willing and waiting. He placed her hand on his pants covered groin. Suzy fully understood the implication. She rubbed gently before she unzipped and extracted his freshly swelled rod. Her hand circled the shaft and her thumb rubbed the V beneath his swollen knob. Mr. Rubin gave a final bounce to Suzy's magnificent tit before cupping her chin for a smoldering kiss. As they swooned, he laid her back on the seat and crawled atop her.
Judy had overheard their plans and watched in the rearview mirror as the father-daughter pair tipped out of sight to ramp-up their foreplay. Her weekend had been satisfying as well, with multiple encounters during her club crawls. Her mates had been virile and enthusiastic. She flipped a switch and closed the mirrored glass panel between the driver and passenger compartments, giving her passengers their privacy. For now, she would give them time to get accustomed in their fresh new relationship. Later, Judy would make known her eagerness to join the action at the summer beach house. It was a job perk that she was rarely denied.
A couple of times during the six hour trip, Judy felt the limousine exhibit uncommon bounces and rattles. It wasn't caused by the road; it was caused by the animated passengers. She smiled gleefully; the summer looked very promising.
-----------------------------------------------
Present Day
Mr. Rubin wore only tennis shorts as he swaled in the comfy living room couch, his chauffeur Judy leaning her boobs against his side, seated on folded under legs. It was Mid-Summer's Eve and the girls had been pestering him to let them have a girls' night out on the town for the annual all night festivities. Over the past weeks, the local village summer help, the beefy bartenders and golden tanned life guards, had expressed repeated entreaties for their company that special night. The girls had responded with 'maybes', letting the boys sweeten their requests with more than probing questions. Their subsequent carnal probing was much more persuasive.
Mr. Rubin had slowly relented but not completely. He would allow all but one to go; one of them needed to stay and attend to his desire to probe a bit as well. Thus, the need for a contest arose. The girls would prepare for their long night on the town, dressing and preening to the perfection expected of a TWA graduate. Mr. Rubin would judge which young lady had faltered and that fallen angel would stay behind for his private celebrations at the bungalow.
Judy leaned her head on Mr. Rubin's shoulder as she whispered the question in his ear.
"Which one?" she inquired.
Mr. Rubin was silent as he perceived the three lovely visions before him and his mind wandered back over the preceding months. After settling into the beach house, Mr. Rubin had devoted his free time to his daughter, Suzy, while his wife, a TWA Alumnus, fulfilled her annual pledge contribution by performing personal service for one of TWA's affiliated venues. Suzy stayed with her Daddy to keep him firmly and snuggly within the family folds. Mr. Rubin sent Judy back to the Total Woman Academy where she collected the newly graduated Maureen and Evelyn. They had arrived at the beginning of Memorial Day weekend and the weekend had indeed been memorial.
The long weekend had been a time of exploration as he rediscovered the diversities within his summer harem. A fickle urge would pique Mr. Rubin's imagination and he would select his next playmate to act it out. He tried hard to maintain a loose rotation so that he could sample the collective ensemble and also share his time and talents fairly. Each woman shared his bed in turn; likewise they shared his beach blanket, couch and pool lounge chair.
After that holiday, a more consistent system devolved to accommodate Mr. Rubin's hectic home office schedule; he organized regular stress breaks during the day and the girls provided his relief. Mr. Rubin was permitted to veto the random volunteer and he never had. The unplanned variability maintained his masculine libido. But even four willing women were not enough variety to last the whole summer. Mr. Rubin invited some friends from his TWA Pledge Contributor associates for the upcoming weekend.
Mr. Black and Mr. White showed up escorted by their TWA enrolled daughters. There were now six exquisite women and three mature men ready to party hearty. The six women sequestered themselves momentarily to get things organized. A tote board was setup and names were entered on 12-hour time slots for the next few days. For each shift, there would be three different women on companionship duty while the other three attended to cuisine and housekeeping. The tote board was displayed in the common room for everyone to see their schedule. The lineup for the last time slot on Sunday evening was left blank and would be revealed at that time. With fucking sequences established, each male collected his first scheduled female and the long weekend was off to a full bang start. The following days and nights were filled with erotic ecstasy.
Loud moans in the night often stirred awake drowsing partners who renewed their own activities. Sometimes doors creaked as an amorous pair skipped to the beach for some late night skinny dipping and surf fucking. During the daylight, the families visiting the nearby summer bungalows were neighborly and discreet. But at night, they noticed the neighborhood fathers carousing on the beach with their younger resident females, perhaps live-in maids or babysitters.
Mr. Rubin and his guests gathered before the tote board at dusk on Sunday for their final night of this wonderful get-together. With a flourish, the last overnight combination of the weekend was revealed. Mr. Rubin, Mr. Black and Mr. White would enjoy the favors of their own daughters... and a third companion of their choice. Mr. Rubin quickly selected Judy to complete his nocturnal trio. Mr. Black and Mr. White were in accord because they separately craved Evelyn and Maureen. With nothing further to tarry them, the three groups scrambled to their bedrooms to consummate their last carnal pairings of the weekend.
Ensconced behind their bedroom door, Mr. Rubin, Suzy and Judy stripped what little they wore and squirmed in conjoined foreplay. Mr. Rubin pinned Suzy in missionary pose and drove his ready erection into her welcoming pussy. Judy tenderly contributed body caresses and encouragement, stoically certain that her turn was next. Mr. Rubin wound higher until he and Suzy clutched and collapsed in maddened cries of delight. Judy soothed and cooed them to a saner place.
Mr. Rubin awoke later with Judy's breath tickling his ear as her fingertips tinkled his cock. He lay quiescent under Judy's manipulation until she determined he was set. Judy mounted up and galloped to a roaring orgasm. Suzy lay by to aid if needed but Mr. Rubin and Judy seemed to have things under control. Undeterred by Mr. Rubin's slower building heat, Judy simmered her ardor until she compelled Mr. Rubin into his orgasm, joining him with her second peak.
Mr. Rubin lay still as Judy dizzily dismounted. The naked females snuggled against the naked Mr. Rubin. Later still, as light was dawning, he awoke to find Suzy softly sucking his semi-rigid cock. He let her bring him on until he spewed his paternal nectar onto her tongue. Suzy and Judy rested their chins on his navel as they shuttled the cum wad between their puckered lips until each had an equal portion. They swallowed and then took turns searching out wayward semen pearls on Mr. Rubin's cock and balls.
--------------------------------------------
Now, on Mid-Summer's Eve, as Judy slid her fingers up and down his cotton-covered cock, Mr. Rubin was faced with a decision. Which of these total knockouts was the least of the total knockouts?
Maureen was radiant in her body hugging green lame cocktail dress. The hem was high thigh on her statuesque legs and the strapless sheath exposed most of her impeccable cleavage above. Her hands were clasped tight in front as she swayed her body in nervous anticipation. Her tense arms compressed and boosted her enticing bosom even more. The sequin-sparkles of the green fabric matched her eyes and her russet waves covered her shoulders to mid back. She was biting her lower lip, almost smudging the bright red lipstick. However, her other evocative face tones were perfection. Her green eyes intensely inspected Mr. Rubin's facial expressions for any hints of disappointment as he scrutinized her figure from her red painted toenails to her mascara laden eyebrows. Without suggesting judgment, he shifted his covetous gaze to the next beauty in the lineup.
Evelyn was shorter and rounder with dusky coloring. She had chosen a man-baiting white stretchy maillot with a barely discernable inner brassiere liner. The hidden bra pads were still unable to screen her stiff nipples as they pebbled atop her rounded boobs. The short pleated skirt rode easily on her appealing hips and ass. Mr. Rubin liked her dark but tasteful makeup, her tilted smirk and the devilish look in her eye. With her brunette pigtails and low sandals, she looked like a naughty farmer's daughter raring to go to the barn dance on a Saturday night. If she went as imagined, he supposed she would spend more time horizontal dancing in the parked cars outside than vertical do-see-does inside the dance hall.
Suzy looked stunning in her black cocktail dress, sheer hose and heels. Mr. Rubin's heart skipped a beat; he truly cherished his time with his grown daughter. All summer, Suzy had been lavish in her efforts to care for his needs. So he had concluded that regardless of the presentations tonight, she deserved her night out. Likewise, Judy would accompany the night revelers as their chaperone and guardian. Mr. Rubin was left to pick either Maureen or Evelyn and it was a daunting decision.
"Maureen, you will stay here with me. Suzy, Judy and Evelyn, have a fun and safe evening on the town."
Judy pecked Mr. Rubin's cheek and bounded to the other ladies as they hugged and chattered their parting goodnights. Maureen stood her place in the presence of the lounging Mr. Rubin as the departing trio skipped out of the bungalow. When the doors closed and the noises receded, Maureen turned her full attention to Mr. Rubin. She awaited his commands and desires.
"Maureen, Mid Summer's Eve was a time that the ancients venerated for its carnal pleasures. The Druid priests spent all year scouting out and preparing a lineup of nubile females for the Celtic chieftain's choosing. The chieftain picked the choicest of the maidens to absorb his wantonness throughout the festival night. He valued vivacity over virginity so the priests spared no effort to tutor her well in the sensual arts. If the chosen maiden pleased the chieftain, the priests would receive generous donations throughout the coming year as they prepared a new covey of debutantes for the next annual tribute."
Mr. Rubin paused for effect. Maureen froze in his firm gaze, her eyes tilted downward, humbled by her short-fall of perfection. He continued with a steady vocal cadence, almost terse.
"Our contest rules stated that I would select the least prepared housemate to join me tonight."
Mr. Rubin paused again. Maureen was staring at the floor, anticipating the coming rebuke for her lesser preening. Mr. Rubin extended the uncomfortable silence. Maureen raised her eyes just enough to find a small grin on his face. She looked more purposefully at his relaxed repose. His smile widened as he continued talking less sternly.
"But I cheated. Like the shrewd Celtic chieftains, I selected the choicest maiden among the choicest of the maidens. I picked you to quench my carnal fire tonight. You are here with me now because you are the best of the bunch, not the least."
Maureen looked confused; unable to speak. Mr. Rubin provided her with a softer frame of reference. He used a remote control to lower the lights to a glow and start a sensual Gaelic flute and tambourine melody.
"Total Woman Academy has been a kind of Druid priesthood, priming you as a modern day equivalent to the fairest of the fair Gaelic maidens. Your training anticipated encounters with men like me, contemporary successors to the Celtic chieftains. Follow your destiny, Maureen. Show me how you revere the ancient rituals of Mid-Summer's Eve."
Mr. Rubin relaxed into the cushions without wavering in his attentiveness to the lust nourishing female standing before him. Maureen realized that she was to be Mr. Rubin's Mid-Summer Eve's dream cum true. She fell into character and stretched her statuesque body taller. She drew back the red locks falling on her cheeks and flicked the long strands behind her shoulders. She held Mr. Rubin's gaze with the self-confident poise she had accrued at TWA.
Maureen's let her high heeled foot tap to the tempo of the music and her hips slipped side-to-side with the beat. The lame dress spritzed prickles of reflected light. Her hands bunched her long red hair above her head as she slowly turned in place, oscillating her body packed inside the clinging dress, eyes locked on the admiring Mr. Rubin. On the very last bit of turn, she broke eye contact. Still dancing in place but facing away, Maureen reached back and pulled her auburn waves forward away from her dress closure. Her hands fumbled with the back clasp and then sensuously lowered the zipper all the way down to her ass cheeks. The dress panels peeled open like a blooming flower, revealing her bare back. She was braless. A body shrug dropped the dress inside out to drape from her waist. Her palms pushed it lower and the sparkly green lame pooled about her ankles. Her smooth skinned ass cheeks encased the barely-there black thong, the string thin tie straps arcing over her hip bones.
Mr. Rubin expected Maureen to pirouette and dramatically display her bounteous bosom to his feasting eyes. Maureen teased him instead. Her hands pressed and separated the globes on her chest, showing Mr. Rubin classic sidewinder bulges. Holding her hair aloft again, she shimmied, providing stealthy peek-a-boo glimpses of the bounding globes sidling past her torso. When she stopped the shaking, she waited and listened closely for signs of his arousal. She heard Mr. Rubin twist on the cushions, seeking more room in his crotch for his growing erection. Her coyness was working its magic. Maureen had Mr. Rubin thinking ahead to when her heavy funbags would be available again for his unrestricted manhandling. It was time to move onward.
Simple was best. Maureen lowered her arms to clasp fingers behind her back, cocked a toe behind a heel and executed an efficient about-face. Maureen's boobs jostled and settled. Mr. Rubin stared enthralled. He knew the familiar breasts that he had played with these past weeks but now saw that Maureen had been extra busy this evening. She had broadened her areolas with a rose colored gloss and the nubs highlighted with a darker hue. It gave her tits the even larger and fuller look that he craved.
With hands still submissively hidden behind her, Maureen cocked her head in an inquisitive tilt. Mr. Rubin neither changed his gape nor moved a muscle. Maureen shimmied her tits to get his attention. He noticed that and awoke from his stupor, indolently beckoning her to him. She model-strode forward on hard stepping heels, rousting her semi-liquid globes as she closed the distance. Maureen's black thong covered her cameltoe, but barely. She stopped at his extended feet. Mr. Rubin saw the sheen of Maureen's arousal infusing the silky fabric, a subtle sign of her parallel yearning. He smelled her faint floral perfume with her redolent vaginal musk playing undertone.
Their eyes locked in challenge as though each wanted the other to blink first, relinquishing control. Mr. Rubin took the lead as they continued to stare. He motioned her down with lowered palms as he separated his legs. Maureen squatted between his knees, settling her ass on the fashionable black high heels strapped to her feet.
"Remove my shorts, you shameless lass."
Eyes still fixed on his, Maureen brought her hands forward and worked Mr. Rubin's belt and zipper. His bulky erection appeared in the opened fly, pointing towards his navel. She gripped the cotton material and pulled. Mr. Rubin lifted his butt to aid Maureen's allotted chore. She slid the pants off his ankles and laid them aside. Her hands returned to rest on her thighs.
Maureen had held Mr. Rubin's gaze throughout, until now. As tutored, Maureen deferentially shifted her focus to Mr. Rubin's engorged penis and awaited his further instructions. Therewith, Maureen lost the eyeballing contest. She had affirmed the male's sexual hegemony and Mr. Rubin took over his duly acknowledged control.
"Suck it" he growled.
Maureen heard the power-tone in Mr. Rubin's voice. She followed her learned instinct to comply. With wetted her lips, she leaned her body forward with hands still braced on her thighs. Maureen lapped tongue flutters from stem to crown and then engulfed the knob. Her lips levered Mr. Rubin up and descended on his shaft. His bulky cock was fully encased in her mouth; she held in place and rhythmically slurped on his dick. Her mouth treated his dick like a milkshake straw, trying hard to draw the delicious thick fluid out of its container. She wagged her tongue on his undershaft as her cheeks hollowed during each potent pull.
Maureen was very good at blowjobs. She had received practice quite often at the Total Woman Academy and Mr. Rubin had exploited her mouth numerous times over the preceding weeks. He feigned small grunts and moans, subtle compliments intended to spur Maureen's enthusiasm for excellence. Even though the night was young, he was not; Mr. Rubin had no intension of squandering his essence down Maureen's throat. He wanted to fuck her and feel Maureen's luscious body writhe in ecstasy within his encircling arms. His hands cradled her temples and he pushed her head back.



"That was very nice, my dear. Now stand astride my legs."
Maureen rose and shuffled into position as Mr. Rubin closed and bent his knees. He reached forward to her groin, snatching at her impertinent cunt-cover. Maureen tensed as the thread thin ties obediently snapped with the force. Mr. Rubin inhaled her aroma before chucking the dew drenched fabric over his shoulder.
Mr. Rubin wedged a throw pillow behind his lower back and got his body aligned at a more vertical angle. Maureen stayed in pose as Mr. Rubin now fingered her pussy folds, surveying her abundant juice, pushing his wetted digit inside. He assured himself that Maureen could not cause him desiccated discomfort.
"Fuck me, Maureen. Take me deep, take me tight and take me extra special on this extra special occasion."
Maureen shuffled into plunge position with her hands braced on the couch behind Mr. Rubin's shoulders and her knees on the seat cushion edges. Her heels were braced against the floor. Mr. Rubin held his cock upright as Maureen made contact, tested the alignment with a few tentative jabs and then settled to the bottom of Mr. Rubin's bulky erection with one prolonged thrust. Mr. Rubin eyes clenched as his growl drowned in his throat, signaling his joy and approval of Maureen's initial technique. He mentally surfaced to find Maureen's ornate nipples dangling beneath her inclined chest. Mr. Rubin hefted the mighty mounds, one in each hand. He bobbed them on his palms. Maureen watched his hands as they freely fondled her boobs, welcoming his caresses and attention. She heard him speak as he kneaded the masses.
"You made quite a provocative proposition during your striptease. So I will accede to your immodest appeal and manhandle these fun-bags until your cunt induces my cock to shower your womb with my spunk."
Mr. Rubin squeezed her feminine masses affectionately and gave them a few harsh jotters to prompt Maureen's attention back to her looming duties at their conjoined groins. She braced on the couch and unhurriedly slid her warm lubricated membranes up and down his cock. Mr. Rubin felt every fleshy fold within her cavern slide across his corona. He waggled his butt to muster Maureen into hip rolls and vaginal clamping. Satisfied when she complied with his demands, Mr. Rubin returned to the task in his hands.
As Maureen pistoned, her body swayed and rocked her boobs. At first, Mr. Rubin tried to steady her pendulous motions with cupped palm support. Then he played a game of tap and slap, bobbling them together and apart. Tiring of that amusement, Mr. Rubin gripped the nips and tried to hold them in one place as the attached globes wobbled freely above his clutching fingers. Clasping tighter, he felt Maureen winze and yip; a muscle spasm undulated along her feminine cavity.
Mr. Rubin pinched again, harder this time. Another spasm ripped along his rod. This was interesting. Maureen had her mouth clenched and eyes screwed shut while enduring the alternating stimulus and discomfort on her nipples and groin. She paused.
"Darling maiden, don't stop. Keep going. You have your mission of my emission to complete."
Maureen eased into more plunges as Mr. Rubin held loosely to her nipples. Suddenly, he pinched and she shuddered. He felt her muscles caress his cock again. The exhilarations of manly control coalesced in Mr. Rubin's groin. His balls percolated with sperm and his cock knob buzzed. The supreme moment was approaching.
And it arrived. Just before his pulses travelled up his tube, Mr. Rubin released Maureen's tits and wound his arms tightly around her body, crushing his panting chest tightly against her soft enflamed breasts. Maureen braced her arms, knees and heels in an effort to hold in place and support Mr. Rubin's weight suspended on her above the cushions. Mr. Rubin bellowed and shuddered his hips in midair as his fluids flowed into Maureen's womb. Five distinct spurts crashed into her fleshy walls. Maureen shut her tearful eyes, smiling through the mixture of hurt and joy. She had succeeded in granting Mr. Rubin's wish for a spectacular Mid Summer's Eve celebration of lust.
----------------------------------------------
After the living room performance, the exhausted celebrants wearily crawled to bed. Later in the night, Mr. Rubin woke with the lovely naked Maureen cuddled against him. The full moon lit the bedroom. Maureen murmured ohh's and ahh's as she twitched her hips in her sleep. She was obviously dreaming of being fucked again after missing her orgasm in the living room. Mr. Rubin felt a patriarchal obligation to fulfill her dream, just as she had fulfilled his.
Mr. Rubin nuzzled Maureen's face with small kisses and nose rubs. She stirred from her slumber. Mr. Rubin lazily smoothed his hand across her hips, ass and back, drawing her into consciousness. Maureen smiled and returned a soft moist kiss.
Mr. Rubin rolled her over and arranged her in missionary pose. They continued the oral affections as Maureen levered Mr. Rubin's erection against her alluring hole. Mr. Rubin was slow and gentle while inserting his cock. When he was deep inside, they rocked their bodies. Mr. Rubin reacted chivalrously to Maureen's verbal and body clues, signs of her growing pleasure. He adjusted his weight, his depth and his tempo in order to maximize her sensations. Maureen traipsed through several minis and then a full blown orgasm. At last, she pleaded for him to take her hard. Mr. Rubin indulged her and hammered away until they joined together in a frenzied chorus before collapsing intertwined. Thus, Mr. Rubin achieved his secondary goal of the evening; the exquisite Maureen had writhed with ecstasy in his encircling arms.
They lay that way until dawn broke. Still entangled, Mr. Rubin's manhood stiffened and they coupled up sidesaddle. The thrusts were moderate and pleasant, the heat growing slowly. They sensed a commotion in the hallway, the bedroom door sprang open and the night-out trio of giggling housemates tumbled into the room.
"...and then the tall one asked..." Their conversation trailed off when the girls spied the lovers undulating amorously in bed. They suppressed their tithers with hand covered mouths, calmly but impatiently watching as Mr. Rubin and Maureen concluded their night of revelry in affectionate style. Peering over Maureen's afterglow embrace, Mr. Rubin beckoned the dawdling others to his bedside. He studied the recent arrivals. With makeup smudged and clothes disheveled, they exuded a blushing image of fucked out satisfaction. He queried their mood.
"How was your night, my blissful dears? Did you worship the gods of lust and debauchery in true Mid Summer's Eve panache?"
"Oh yeah, it was really great. Except that we figure it was better for us than it was for Evelyn. She picked up a ruggedly handsome beau-hunk, some rowing crew member. Then she had trouble cumming; he had a really small dick."
Mr. Rubin reached out for Evelyn's hand and kissed her fingers. He held her that way as he declared "Then you must join me here in bed tonight and we will resolve that problem together. Okay?"
Evelyn smiled her agreement and joined the other girls in animated recaps about love lost and lust found during their raucous celebrations of Mid-Summer's Eve.
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It was mid-morning and the South Beach heat was still a few hours away from its daily soft simmer. Zack was casually dressed in his usual Friday style leading up to the weekend. He had a jaunt to his step as he approached the boutique coffee shop; things were going well. He had successfully fulfilled the first and second assignments of this business swing through the Sunshine state.
As a TWA Zodiac evaluation assessor, Zack was assigned to meet and evaluate recent TWA graduates. He was part of the quality assurance team, verifying that TWA graduates were remaining in prime condition and growing even further in their capabilities. It was an integral part of upholding the fine traditions of intelligence, beauty and poise expected of TWA alumni. The females' semi-annual week-long sessions were allocated to three sequential Zodiacs to accurately determine their consistency and resilience.
Zack's recent assignment's name was Aquila. After a day and a night of evaluating her, he had met his next swap exchange three days ago at Jaxport. Aquila had been handed off to another TWA Zodiac evaluation assessor and Zack had taken charge of Pamela in exchange. Aquila would accompany the other Zodiac and his cluster of colleagues to an exclusive Bahamas resort for a group evaluation assessment.
Pamela's second sequential evaluation assessment occurred in route to Miami. The usual half day journey had been stretched over two days with intermittent stops to fulfill the important vocational obligations. Pamela was a recent TWA graduate and Zack evaluated her proficiencies acquired and presumably enhanced after leaving the Academy. Pamela had been eager to demonstrate the many talents she retained and those she had fortified since her completion of the TWA curriculum several months before.
The two extended overnight hotel stops and a visit to Kennedy Space Center en route had served as the evaluation assessment venues. Pamela was amusingly intrigued by the similarity between the equipment at the rocket displays and the equipment of her TWA male coach trainers: long, short, fat, skinny...each one poised to render its volatile discharges to accomplish the mission... each one specially configured for maximum thrust on its vibrant excursion of discovery and conquest. The tongues in cheek parodies were mildly amusing but at the end of the day: lame.
Zack decided to give Pamela the necessary refresher course on the most beneficial use of her smart mouth and sassy tongue. He began at bedtime. His first lesson was domination fellatio. Pamela lay face up on the mattress. Zack was braced above her and thumping his thick dick deep in her mouth. The long robust thrusts banged his ball sack against her chin. He yelled at her to suck harder, hold her breath longer, demanding her compliance. He flooded her throat after a splendidly powerful face fuck. They extinguished the lights and lay together in the dark.
Zack awoke Pamela several more times during the night. The second exercise occurred as he sat on the edge of the bed in darkness. Pamela kneeled between his spread knees and absorbed her second lesson in oral ball draining. It was more leisurely but still energetic. Zack gave Pamela detailed instructions, usually allowing her time to follow them but sometimes gripping and twisting her head to demonstrate his directives.
Later, Zack lay back on the bed spread-eagle and Pamela leaned over his torso to practice a longer third tutorial. Zack lay back and let Pamela demonstrate her oldest and newest techniques unhindered. She had learned well and he spilled himself onto her tongue with a fulfilling all-over body shudder. Before sunrise, a weary Zack was curled in fetal position, hugging Pamela's neck between his thighs and gripping handfuls of her hair. Zack fancied a long soaking session, his semi-erect cock snuggled in her wet orifice. The weary Pamela suckled gently. She devoted her all to the ordered exercise but it was well after dawn by the time she swallowed the conclusion of Zack's last and longest lesson. After that they loaded up the car and drove the remaining distance south.
--------------------------------------------------
Earlier this morning in Miami, Zack had passed Pamela off to her next Zodiac. Thereafter, he retired to South Beach for his next scheduled rendezvous in the current semi-annual series. He dropped his car in the parking garage, checked-in to his Ocean Drive boutique hotel and strolled to the nearby coffee shop for an anonymous hookup with his next scheduled assignment.
The sitting room was crowded with mid-morning patrons. The scattered tables held couples and small groups, each animated and discussing the latest frivolous gossip, whatever the mass media deemed profit worthy. He slowly walked the byways between the tables, taking in the sights, perusing the wall mounted menu boards advertising specialty cafes. His thoughts roamed the gallery, imagining which appetizing young lady might be his next frothy assignment. His watch should alert him but nothing was happening yet.
Zack approached the counter to place his order and now his watch became alive, buzzing discretely on his wrist. The buzz strengthened as he approached the front of the diminishing line. The barista saw his approach and caught his eye. Zack read 'Ariel' on her nametag.
Ariel wore an Aries zodiac symbol inscribed on her ring. The center stone was glowing and blinking, alerting Ariel to the proximity of her anonymous TWA Zodiac male evaluation assessor. This was just too fortuitous; she was winding up her six-day shift and had the following week off, conveniently free for her series of evaluation assessments.
Ariel furtively looked at Zack's watch dial, the corresponding Aries symbol at 1-o'clock quietly blinking its announcement that the man before her was TWA's selection to be her evaluation assessor. She warmed inside, pleased that the man before her was handsome and gentlemanly. And his watch had a gold casing, a very good sign. It meant her evaluator was a senior Zodiac, well versed in sensual techniques and able to judge her performance with the knowledge gained from years of experience.
Zack ordered a mocha latte from the smiling barista who held his gaze. Ariel almost bounced to the hissing apparatus and returned with his drink. She held the padded cup a bit longer than ordinary, letting him see her blinking ring, letting him know her eagerness to continue the encounter. He nodded his acknowledgement.
Ariel chirped "I get an hour break for lunch soon. Would that be acceptable?"
Zack nodded again. He sipped his drink as he wandered to an empty table on the exterior deck overlooking the beach. Singles and small groups clad in skimpy beachwear strolled the sands. The topless section was further south, slightly beyond his immediate vision. His revelry was interrupted by a hand on his shoulder. He looked back to find Ariel smiling at him.
"I'm yours for an hour" she whispered.
Zack rose and took her hand, led her onto the sidewalk and down the block to the parking garage housing his car. They found it where he left it parked on the third floor. Zack opened the rear door and motioned her to enter. Ariel crawled in the backseat and Zack followed. She quickly straddled his lap as he captured her bright cherry painted lips in a smoldering introductory kiss.
Pausing for breath, Ariel stared into his eyes. Zack gripped the hem of her barista smock and lifted it over her head. Her hair spilled in a flutter. Ariel was braless and Zack got the first view of her tress shadowed tits. Her lips and nipples were reddened teasers of the pending treat. Zack leaned in for a taste. His tongue flicked the small nub of her left tit. The wetted bud swelled. He served similar service on the right one. His peripheral vision saw her mouth curve into the start of a smile. He moved to peck her lips-ajar mouth. Her lips were spongy soft and welcoming. He returned to the twin nipple lapping task. His oral methods produced prominent results. The final flicks of the hardened nubs gained furtive guttural noises from the aroused girl.
Zack leaned back in the seat, surveyed the topless beauty perched on his thighs. She had cherry lips and rosy colored erect nipples. Zack's groin was getting that familiar tight feeling, constricted by his pants. He moved his lips to her hair shrouded ear. His demand was simple and straight forward; the stern tone expressed his expectation of willing compliance.
"Suck me."
Ariel's expression remained passive but she made an eyebrow lift, a glint of smirk and a modest one-bob nod. Her eyes held his for a moment then descended to where her hands began unbuttoning his shirt. She was smooth and her fingers worked the buttons effortlessly as they descended to his belt buckle. It and the fly buttons loosened in her skillful maneuvers. Ariel discovered Zack was commando. She opened the flaps like a morning flower revealing Zack's thick stem as it emerged to the light of day.
Ariel lifted the genital tube in her soft hands. Satisfied with Ariel's display of care and dexterity, Zack leaned his head back into the seat, closed his eyes and set his concentration on the evaluation assessment about to commence. Ariel shuffled her soft ass onto his knees and leaned forward, swaying her hair across his sensitized groin. Zack felt her tresses brush his cock and liked that prelude to the main event.
Zack felt Ariel's tongue gently lever his erection to her lips. She pursued her lips thrice as they moved down across his crown and settled snuggly behind the corona. She held there and began a series of pull and pause rhythms on the swollen knob, intermingled with penile slit probes and V swipes with the tip of her tongue. Zack moved his hands to Ariel's bare shoulders and lightly fingered their smooth warmth, acknowledging his approval of the enjoyment she was providing him. He refrained from holding her head and guiding her pace, letting Ariel demonstrate her capacity for inventiveness and her devotion to his pleasure.
Ariel employed her lips and tongue tip only on the most sensitive erogenous male zones: the corona and the contiguous nerve endings. She shunned the deep plunges and full shaft strokes that Zack was accustomed to from his less imaginative assignees. Ariel's disciplined efforts were generating wonderful sensations and Zack reveled in the glow that was spreading out from his core. His whole body took on a growing tingling and he forced himself to consciously relax deeper into the car seat. Zack's autonomic nerve responses built to a sparkling that rushed through his veins and buzzed in his brain.
The goal was attained. Zack's mind collapsed into a starburst of color as his prostate slammed out his orgasm. Zack's multiple ejaculations burst forth into Ariel's mouth. His multiple ropes of life's elixir passed Ariel's still active tongue and flowed down her throat. Zack cried out with each spasm of satisfaction and Ariel emitted her own gargled hums of triumph. Zack eventually shuddered to a halt. His hands moved to rest on her head but did not signal her to plummet or withdraw. Ariel cuddled Zack in her mouth as he deflated, proud that her sexual arts had evoked such a powerful reaction. Her recent tenure in South Beach had been well spent rehearsing with the local lads as she waited for this command performance .
Zack finally let out a sigh and gripped Ariel's hair. He elevated her head off his cock. Ariel obeyed and sat erect on his legs, awaiting his next instructions. His head gave a slight side bob and she shuffled to sit next to him. Ariel assisted Zack in re-clothing before donning her own barista uniform top. They exited the rear of the car and Zack clicked the security button. The alarm squawked its confirmation as Zack led Ariel to the street.
Despite his just-ended use of Ariel, Zack craved the remaining evaluation assessment. His groin retained its lingering warmth and Zack fueled it further. He regaled Ariel with details on how he intended to consume their nighttime hours after she finished her coffee and cake service duties. Zack left little to Ariel's imagination; his graphic descriptions were carnal, clinical and candid. Ariel warmed inside and wished for nightfall to hurry, gripped by Zack's coarse portrayals. She hoped that his plans included the occasional ecstatic gratification for her.
Zack held the door to the coffee shop as he sharply patted Ariel's ass and pressed her inward to finish her day job. Ariel turned briefly to peck his cheek.
"My shift ends at 9. Will you be back to reclaim me or should I meet you at your hotel?"
"I'll be back" said Zack.
______________________________________________
Zack entered the coffee shop near closing time. His partially engorged cock throbbed in slow steady tempo to the rhythm of his heartbeat, indicating his zeal to repossess Ariel. He was ready to continue the testing regimen that he had crudely defined during their parking garage return. Ariel was picking up left over containers and busing the condiment counter of crumbs and spills. She smiled brightly when she saw Zack enter and hustled through her final routines.
The store was less busy now and only a few patrons lingered. A middle aged gentleman and a younger model-like female were giggling a conversation quietly at one corner table. Zack stood in the center of the room waiting for Ariel to join him and then fulfill his demands for the rest of the night. The giggling corner couple continued their hushed conversation but Zack perked up at the fragments of talk he heard. They held their bright faces affectionately close and the vocal exchange was intimately breathy but low.
"So were you glad to finally graduate or do you miss the endless Academy training activities?"
"It was an amazing experience and now that I am out, the education I received has really come to full force. I hope you will appreciate what I can do... if you'll allow me, of course."
"I will give you every opportunity to rock my world, my pet."
Zack glanced over and saw the gentleman touch the young woman's hand. His exposed wrist held a watch similar to Zack's but instead of a gold case, the watch was silver. Zack recognized the sign of another Zodiac, but one with a lesser status, thus the silver case rather than a gold one. The gentleman's other hand was beneath the table, stroking the inner skin high on the girl's tanned and toned bare thigh, her leg fully exposed between the low fashionable heels and a very short pleated plaid skirt.
Zack took note of the ornament on the young woman's hand, the Zodiac ring stone faintly glowing. It matched the blinking of the gentleman's 2-o'clock watch dial marker. Only a TWA graduate in her post graduate sabbatical wore such a ring. Then he noticed the rest of her. Full bouncy dark curls covered her head and shoulders, dripping down behind her. She sported a fashionable but classic naughty school girl costume. The sheer white blouse strained across full breasts and two dusky disks projected through the stressed fabric whenever she moved to emphasize a point in their conversation. Zack's cock changed its tenor from dull persistent throb to a sporadic hard twitch, signaling his primordial urge to ravage the young woman's fertile sexuality underlying the smutty schoolgirl eroticism.
Zack strode boldly closer, a notion taking shape. The gentleman took note of his approach and stared back at Zack. Zack extended his wrist to display his gold cased Zodiac watch. The man exhaled and acknowledged Zack's seniority with a worried nod. Zack opened his PDA phone and entered some taps. The gentleman saw his own watch go dark and the blinking of his companion's ring stopped. A short pregnant pause and then Zack's watch gave a small vibration and the 2 o'clock mark glowed. The young woman's ring began its complimentary glow. The gentleman slumped back in his seat with his arms now hanging at his side. Zack had pulled rank. The gentleman had been excited by the looming evaluation assessment appointment with his table mate but accepted his suddenly lost opportunity to fuck her.
A moment later, the gentleman's watch gave a slight vibration, growing more intense as Ariel approached the group at the table. Ariel had completed her end-of-shift duties and was ready to get on with the thrills of the remaining evaluation assessment. Her ring had begun a renewed glow. That was very unusual for a second stint with the same assessor. Zack's attention was on the seated girl and he gave Ariel no notice when she stopped at his side. Instead, she saw the seated gentleman's watch blinking her sign at 1 o'clock.
The gentleman sat up straighter, now understanding the fuck-mate swap that Zack had executed. Ariel's affable presence rejuvenated his attitude. He motioned for his table mate to release her seat to Ariel. Zack extended his hand to the seated school girl who accepted his assistance to stand. Ariel slid into the seat next to her new gentleman, extended her hand and leaned in to whisper coy greetings. Ariel received his gentlemanly kiss on the back of her hand, both new acquaintances smiling in flirtatious delight at this unexpected but promising rendezvous.
Exchanges concluded, Zack nodded good luck and farewell to the gentleman and Ariel. He quickstepped his newest swap mate across the coffee shop in her clacking heels, breasts jittering beneath her semi-opaque shirt. Zack held the door as he guided his newest acquaintance and assignment through the portal and onto the sidewalk for the short trek to his hotel room.
"What's your name, my dear?"
"Tori" she cooed.
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During their stroll to the hotel, Zack repeated his vulgar description of his nocturnal plans, now for Tori's information in lieu of the exchanged Ariel. Tori was likewise enthralled and impatient to commence the sexual exploits. As soon as the room door closed, they dived into furious activity. After a furious fuck, their fever's edge had waned and their professional demeanor restored. The pair moved ahead at a more appropriate tempo reflecting the evaluation assessment requirements. Nonetheless, their first contorted bouts had given Zack sound insights into Tori's remarkable flexibility, enthusiasm and endurance.
Later that night, the room shimmered neon, as it should. The fourth floor room faced Ocean Drive and the hotel sign shone its red and blue hues across the hotel façade. Zack lay on his back. Tori was mounted astride Zack's groin, her voluptuous form hued by the red and blue shimmer. He admired the spectacular view of her naked form and her demonstrated multitude of talents. Tori concentrated on the stationary cowgirl routine that Zack had commanded her to perform. She held him by her cunt, his engorged cock plunged deep. Tori used her concentric cunt muscles to massage his buried cock without jogging her hips. Her hands were braced on his chest; her finger tips revolving around his nipples. Tori's body language begged Zack to manhandle her dusky tipped tits. Her upper arms compressed the globular boob flesh just enough to indent the lush sides. That position conveniently posed her vulnerable nipples for any devious treatment or harsh amusement Zack chose to inflict. But Zack let his hands rest at his sides, disinclined to interfere with Tori's concentration and her unilateral manipulations of his prick. Tori gazed into Zack's eyes; watchful for the facial signs that showed which of her vaginal ventures was most effective.
As a Zodiac, Zack was obliged to offer helps and hints to improve Tori's skills but only after she had fully demonstrated her finest combination of current arts. Zack would share his final opinion in the morning after Tori had given her full measure to the all-night workout. Interim comments would distract from Zack's full accounting of Tori's existing talents: manual, oral and vaginal. Zack understood that Tori would endeavor to receive his top scores for her best efforts in each technique.
Requisite discretion aside, Zack was unable to conceal his impromptu eye pops whenever Tori's contractions hit the right spots on his sensitized cock. Tori knew that this wasn't really cheating. A proficient female was expected to continually fine-tune her actions, even in the midst of a fuck cycle, in order to maximize the male-mate's prospective pleasure. Tori was a highly proficient female and this was a high stakes fuck encounter. Her accumulated evaluation assessment reports would catalog her growing sexual prowess. Any successful career within the TWA organization hinged upon progressively higher scores with each evaluation assessment. Perfect practice makes perfect. Tori strived for perfection and used her time between these semi-annual evaluation assessments to garner lots of perfect practice from supportive sex partners. She never lacked for suitable South Beach manly volunteers with whom to practice.
But right here and now, Tori needed to concentrate and focus on Zack. She could see she was drawing him towards another climax. His face was flushed and he had clenched his fists tight at his sides and closed his eyes. Tori studied Zack's ascending groans to guide her labors. At the pinnacle of his windup, Tori happily joined Zack in communal ecstasy as his rounded mouth emitted a long, low growl. Tori fled her mind when she felt Zack's spunk splash her vaginal recess. Her cunt executed the final orgasmic contractions without her conscious command. This was a good one, a strong one and Tori was sure that Zack would be impressed by its potency. It certainly gave her reasons to applaud the unplanned coffee house swap.
Tori collapsed forward on Zack's chest; her torso buoyed on her boobs. She eventually regained her breathe and then rolled exhausted to his side. Zack was still recovering his wits as they breathed deeply in near unison. His man-meat was still tumescent but loosing hardness. Tori's cunt was leaking Zack's vital essence; the discharge would leave stains on the bed-sheets. They were too weary to do anything about it. They twilight dozed, fingers lazing back and forth across the partner's sweaty skin until sleepy unconsciousness stilled their movements.
Tori dreamed of her assorted lovers. Some were very capable oral artists. Her female bed companions attended to her desires in the spirit of shared bliss. But Tori adored being eaten by a dominant masculine fuck-mate. She never viewed it as hegemony over the particular man; that attitude was not consistent with her temperament or training. Rather it was an indication that the Alpha male deemed her worthy of his intimate care and thoughtfulness.
Her furtive dreams dissolved away into her red/blue hued real world surroundings. Her clitoris tingled from rhythmic caresses. Warm skin and beard stubble smoothed against her inner thighs. She was lying comfortably on her back, in bed, knees raised, wholly naked. She looked down and found that Zack was kneeling between her legs, his head gyrating as he alternately lapped her cunt folds and suckled her clitoris. Smarmy minded Tori moved her hands to rest on his head. Zack felt her touch but didn't falter in the pace of his work. She tickled Zack's ears in appreciation and then lay back relaxed and let the sensations flow.
Zack was gentle and experienced. He paid attention to Tori's breathing modulations. He slowed down or sped up the stimulus to moderate her exhilaration and prolong her passionate passage to the peak. His cheeks and chin were soaked with Tori's vaginal fluids. Her musky flavor was mingled with his previous spermatic discharges. He was undaunted; it was the essences of him and her and nothing else. The performance went on and on, time passed undeterred by the cares of the outer world. Their immediate world was solely the vibrant conjunction of Tori's nether lips with Zack's facial lips and the full body tingles that were growing inside Tori.
Tori's core heat was building at a steady clip. Zack's expert abilities to keep Tori at a stable elevated arousal were being sorely challenged. When he held back for her to rev down, Tori's thighs clamped his ears and her hands held him tight to her clitoris. She shook her hips, creating her own rubs between their conjoined parts. Zack surrendered his resolve and went all-in, employing every swipe and lap he could muster. Tori's roaring orgasm shattered her sanity and surrendered her soul. She clamped her thighs and abdomen about Zack's head. He was forced to lever up his nose to breathe while Tori rode out her spasms and contractions.
A descending cacophony of moans and sighs marked Tori's slow glide down from the crest. Her body finally relaxed and Zack extricated himself from the soggy headlock. He crawled up to her welcoming embrace and kissed her with drenched lips. They shared a mutual savor for the tang of the genital fluids. The naked pair cuddled and then spooned, letting the dwindling glow simmer them back to sleep.
------------------------------------------------------
Zack awoke with Tori's contented slumbering presence warming his bed and body. They lay side-by-side, face to face. The aroma of dried sweat and leaked spunk, Tori's damp vaginal musk on his face and the fresh sea air whiffing through the windows gave Zack contemplations of a final tryst. It would serve to round out his comprehensive evaluation assessment of Tori. His hand slid to her core and a digit mimicked the slides and circles of his earlier night-time lingual stimulus. Tori's eyes quivered open as her mouth curved into an easy smile. She slithered her hand to Zack's core and diddled his ball sack and flaccid stem, echoing his invitation to continue. Meanwhile, they scooted closer, lips touching and slipping apart. Tori's generous tits filled the cozy space between their arms and chests.
It was a pleasant friskiness. But even heroic measures would have been unable to rebuild Zack's rigidity. Five ejaculations in less than a day were beyond even Zack's near superhuman virility. Eventually, the bright sunshine that filled the room gave them proof that another day was upon them and other obligations awaited them elsewhere.
Zack and Tori lounged face-on in the soothing garden tub bubble bath. Zack's mood quickened at the sudsy boob bounty displayed on Tori's chest. He recalled last night's foregone opportunity to frolic with the buxom beauty's tits and ass. Zack had ignored Tori's unspoken pleas to sordidly manhandle her sumptuous curves during the stationary cowgirl. Figuring that there was no time like the present, Zack decided to play splash and tickle with the slippery-skinned Tori. Zack lunged forward and grabbed her. He wrestled Tori over on all fours and whacked her rounded ass, slopping bath bubble splatters on the walls and floor. He slapped her pendulous tits in rhythm, laughing at the way they swayed and collided. Zack weighed and crushed the meaty masses in his palms. Tori screeched and rolled over when he captured and pinched hard on her puckered nipples but Zack held on tight. Before releasing the captive nubs, he forced Tori to suck his tongue until she got it right. The rough stuff had gotten Zack hard. He straddled her semi-submerged torso and pressed Tori's boobs around his thrusting erection. Tori looked relieved when Zack finally dribbled a last load into her slick boob envelop. The lust-filled tussling was sudden and more intense than she had expected. The bathroom was a mess; the floor almost as water-logged as the tub.
They re-donned the same clothes in which they had arrived. Famished, the paramours breakfasted contentedly on the hotel portico, flaunting their fucked-out afterglow while they ate. They teasingly fed each other bits of food speared on forks. Tori hammed it up for the curious onlookers with her tongue slathering displays of gastronomic bawdiness. Passing pedestrians threw haughty glances at the presumed 'niece and uncle morning-after' scene. Zack and Tori laughed off their undisguised frowns of outmoded societal correctness.
Over the dregs of the fruit and cereal feast, Zack allowed that Tori was improving and should continue to get lots of interim practice with a variety of local playmates. Zack gave specific recommendations on key muscle groups that Tori should bolster to attain even higher scores. Tori should fine tune not just her vaginal clamps but also strengthen her thigh hugs, improve her hand and foot dexterity and further sensualize her feminine erogenous zones. Tori genuinely thanked him for the pointed feedback.
Their get-together was now concluded. Zack pecked Tori's still flushed cheek and wished her a successful future within the Total Woman Academy organization. The costumed school girl blew him a kiss as he strode down the steps to the sidewalk and departed to file his latest reports on Ariel's and Tori's growth. He didn't hurry, hoping for a little refractory time to regain his vigor before he received his next assignment.
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Zack needed time to rest and recuperate after his sex filled day and night with Ariel and Tori. He was seated on the deck of the coffee shop where he had met Ariel and then Tori. Ariel was not there, of course. She was off somewhere for the week, impressing her gentlemen Zodiac with her sexual talents. After a couple of whirlwind days and nights with Ariel, that first gentleman Zodiac would pass her off to the next one for her final evaluation assessment in this series. At week's end, Ariel would return to her barista job at the coffee shop, appreciating the respite afforded by its regular routine. Her body would recover and she would get back in the saddle again, so to speak.
Zack typed his evaluation assessment reports for Ariel and Tori into his PDA. There were two messages waiting for him. The first was a mild admonition from TWA booking to respect the schedule roster. He noted the reproach and then deleted the bothersome reminder. As a senior golden Zodiac, Zack was allowed the perquisite of changing the line-up whenever something, or rather someone, perked his whimsical fancy.
His second message was to wait until noon before returning to the hotel and extending his room reservation. He suspected the morning wait was to allow time for her next Zodiac to collect the luscious Tori and commence his evaluation assessment of her talents and attitudes. Zack suspected the extended room reservation was an attempt to recover the disrupted schedule caused by his impulsive exchange of Ariel for Tori.
--------------------------------------------------------
Zack strode into the lobby of his boutique hotel. The business uniform attired pretty receptionist recognized her VIP guest and beckoned him to the reception counter. She was shuffling the papers prepared to extend Zack's stay. His watch began to buzz as he neared her. Her hand that held the forms also held a Zodiac ring with a pulsing glow center stone. Zack slowed his approach to survey his next apparent assignment. She was tall, lithe with dark straight shoulder cut hair. Her face was trim, matching her body physique. The smiling eyes and lips held perfect makeup.
Her nametag read: Gina. Zack extended his hand to take the forms, exposing his gold watch with its blinking 3-o'clock gem. Gina took note and her face brightened even more, if that was possible. Zack scrawled his signature where Gina indicated and he was all set for several more fun filled days. Having made Gina's acquaintance, he figured he was also set for several more sex filled nights.
Zack wandered the hotel, eventually finding the unoccupied rooftop pool and sundeck. Privacy walls and shrubbery screened it from the adjacent properties. Gina would certainly be busy the rest of the day. Zack might just as well relax by the pool. He headed to his room to change.
There was a house cleaning service cart in the hallway beside his open door. Upon entering, he was surprised to find Gina in a housemaid outfit freshening up his room. She was bent over, facing away and smoothing the bedspread. Her Zodiac ring held its glow. Her trim uniform filling ass enticed him as she swayed with the movements of her work. Seeing that they were alone and that Gina had not acknowledged his presence yet, Zack felt a giddy streak and spoke out.
"That may be a waste of time. I promise those covers are going to get rumpled as hell when I lay you out and power pound your snug little pussy tonight."
The housemaid stood and turned towards him. Zack gave a start; the housemaid looked a lot like Gina, but it wasn't Gina.
"Damn, I hope so" replied the housemaid with the Zodiac ring and a nametag that said 'Jenny'.
Zack tried to sputter out a stumbling apology. "Sorry... I thought you were Gina and ..."
Jenny laughed. "Gina is my sister and we run this little hotel together. There are a lot of other things we do together." She winked.
Jenny gathered the cleaning supplies and loaded the cart as Zack waited dumbfounded, not knowing what to do next. Jenny gave the room a last look over and stepped up to Zack. She leaned in to buzz his cheek and then moved her lips to his ear.
"I am going to hold you to your promise to power pound my snug little pussy. I'm looking forward to it" she whispered before she left.
Zack recovered his composure, changed to swimwear and returned to the sundeck. There were a few chaise-lounges shaded by a potted palm tree. Zack settled into one and used earphones to play music as he read the financial pages of the Miami Herald.
After some time, the door opened and two barefoot swimmers emerged to join him. He recognized the sisters. They wore belly cropped tank tops, barely there skimpy white thongs and bug shield glamour sunglasses. Spying Zack, they headed to his side of the pool. As they rounded the corner of the pool, one of the girls gave the other a mighty shove that sent her flopping into the water with a gigantic splash. When she surfaced and howled her protest, the pusher jumped in and the girls played giggle and splash.
Thoroughly soaked and thoroughly cooled off, they leapt out and rendered a dripping trail of footprints as they made their way to Zack's side. The wet tanktops veiled their modest but wholesome breasts with their perky dark nipples, erect now from the cool water and hot excitement. The strained mini-thongs shaped their cunts into compact camel-toes. They stopped side-by-side, attentive.
"Want some company?" Needing no reply, they settled into the opposing lounges, stoking Zack's fascination. His looked left, then right, then left. He finally deciding that the one of the left was Gina, on the right was Jenny. He inquired to both and neither whether he was correct.
"It doesn't really matter which you call us. You are here to perform our teamwork Evaluation Assessment. But if you must know which is which, we'll show you a secret." The girls pivoted up and faced Zack. They stretched aside the tight thongs, compacting even tighter the matching camel-toes. Zack had been correct. On his left, the tiny tattoo etched just beside and above her cunt was a 'G'. He looked right and saw a reflective 'J'. The girls giggled at his staged nod of enlightenment.
"Some men say our nipples are also different but that's for us to know and you to find out." Zack filed away his intension to find out at the first opportunity. He didn't have to wait long. Gina gripped her damp T-shirt and whipped it off her head. Jenny copied the move. Zack took time to peer closely but couldn't get the comparison yet. He decided to try later when they were positioned side by side. The girls lay back with their bug-shield sunglasses protecting their eyes and became chatty.
It turned out they were part of an extended hotel owning family. Many of the female aunts and cousins were TWA graduates or current students. The men of the family had the benefit of being Pledge Contributors. The family owned a number of boutique hotels like this one scattered about the world's playground cities. The family shared the management amongst its own and rotated family staff and managers throughout the year. The sisters were nearing the end of their term at this facility and would soon depart to their next post. That location had yet to be decided by the family's inner circle. In order to move to the more exclusive guest and specialty accommodation venues, they needed high scores from Zack's evaluation assessment. They were eager to gain his approval. The dialogue wound down and the conversation trailed off.
Zack's resumed reading was disturbed occasionally by flicks of light from adjacent buildings, many taller than this boutique hotel. Finally, Zack concentrated on catching the next one. He looked towards its source and saw a shadow moving behind a window. Zack's awareness dawned. This was not the first time every binocular and telescope in range had been trained on the rooftop sundeck and the sunbathing sisters. Zack returned to his reading, smugly picturing the jealous and envious thoughts scooting around in the brains of the spyglass owners. It gave his ego a boost.
The shadows lengthened and finally the sun dipped below the surrounding skyline. The trio collected their things and walked to the far side of the pool and the exit. Gina and Jenny hugged their sun-warmed topless bodies to Zack's torso; he held a handgrip on two firm asses. They walked slowly. Zack wanted the Peeping Toms to get a good final show and stoke their envy.
Dinner was an eclectic mix of delicacies served under a mood-lit sidewalk awning along Ocean Drive. The waiters were extremely attentive, ogling Gina and Jenny sporting flimsy and revealing club wear. The evening was barely started but this was South Beach where the leisure class demands continuous entertainment. Zack strode into their first nightclub venue with the salacious sisters garnishing each arm with their eye-candy ambiance. The air was filled with neon colored light rays jabbing about the room. The base beat drummed in their ears.
Zack wasn't much for dancing but Gina and Jenny made up for his lack of participation. The sisters sat him in a deep cushioned chair next to the dance floor. They gave him a bouncing display of asses popping beneath short skirts and peek-a-boo nipples barely covered by the draping translucent bodice panels. The strobes and glitter specks bounced along in time. The energetic pair considered Zack their audience of one but other night revelers ogled the brazen display of sensuality. Several men tried to make advances but they were shunned off by the dancing dynamos.
Zack liked the attention he received from his shameless host escorts but he was wary of the covetous stares from the tipsy and aroused patrons watching the spectacle. Zack decided to take the festivities elsewhere. Another burlesque-like show thrilled another enthralled night-club audience. Stirred by their flashy exposures, Zack gathered his charges and retired to their hotel for his mandatory evaluation assessment. Zack would need privacy for his obligatory sexual inspection of the sisters.
Gina checked in with the night clerk and left Do-Not-Disturb instructions. Zack and Jenny were waiting in his room. Thereafter, the door was closed and locked. The topless sunning, the delicious meal and the flirty dancing were done. The time for talk and tease was over. The time for a hands-on evaluation assessment had arrived.
Gina and Jenny simply stood still as Zack paced around them. Their eyes followed him but they kept face forward. Zack burrowed a finger beneath a dress panel or skirt, feeling the skin that was enlivened by the dirty dancing. He plucked at Gina's neck-clasp and the billowy translucent panels fluttered down off her breasts to her waist. He plucked at Jenny's dress and her top fell. The view was nice but he, and much of the neighborhood surrounding the rooftop pool, had already seen them topless. He motioned for them to drop the dresses over their hips to the floor. The dresses had been risqué in the club but now he realized that some of the skirt flips must have revealed to others what he had not known until now: they were pantiless. Zack immediately had the benefit of the little G and J tattoos nearby the shaved pussies.
As recommended, Zack closely examined their tits and nipples as the sisters stood side by side. Gina's aureoles were larger disks but Jenny's nubs were more pronounced. The shading was similar but Jenny was just a bit browner against Gina's more rosy hue. Zack poked and prodded; the boobs had equal resiliency and scant sag. Both sets of nubs rose erect when he gave them his rolls and pinches. Taken together, the tit pairs were barely different; separated they would be indistinguishable.
A team evaluation assessment was unusual and Zack was more used to dealing one on one. He would start out by letting them take turns. He directed them to play best 2 out of 3 rock-paper-scissors for the honor of first fuck. Gina won two in a row and Jenny looked downtrodden by the fateful decision. Zack assured the less fortunate sister that the night was young and she should be patient but stay prepared. He told her to sit in the upholstered chair and beckoned Gina forward.
Gina stepped close, naked but for her heels and Zodiac ring, her lithe tallness bringing her face to face with Zack. They kissed. Gina's graceful arms circled his neck. Zack lingered, rubbing lips on lips and smelling her perfume. He sensed someone behind him, pressing warm skin against his back. Jenny's hands reached around and levered Zack's belt and zipper open. She lowered his boxers and pants to the floor, careful to avoid scraping his genitals. She remained at his back and cradled his growing cock in her palm. The meat thickened and rose quickly to standing, ready for action. Assistance completed, Jenny resumed her seat and left the lustful couple to continue on their own.
Gina felt Zack's manhood patter against her and pressed their groins tighter together. Her right thigh rose along his outer leg until it crossed above Zack's hips. She moved his left hand to cup her ass cheek. Bracing against his body, she lifted her other thigh along his leg. Zack needed no prompting this time as his other hand gripped her other ass cheek. Zack was carrying Gina's lanky body in his arms. Gina wriggled her hips to adjust the position. Her cunt lips tented over Zack's erection, pinning it to his abdomen. She tilted back testing Zack's balance, then locked her heels behind his back and gave his prick short juicy jogs of stimulation. Gina's nipples danced between them and tickled Zack's fancy with the erect nubs.
Zack duck walked Gina towards the bed. It was time to rumple the covers. He spied Jenny ensconced as ordered in the upholstered chair across the room. Her one leg was thrown over the arm, exposing her pink gash. One thumb and forefinger rolled and twiddled a nipple; the other hand drew slow circles around her clitoris. 'Good girl' thought Zack. Just as ordered, Jenny was being patient but staying prepared. His knees bumped the mattress and Zack tumbled forward, clutching Gina as they dumped onto the bed. The rebound dropped them in the center. They giggled together as the motion settled them into classic missionary position.
Zack braced up and slid his hips down. Gina was naturally well lubed. Her standup rocking strokes had smeared her excess moisture all over Zack's cock. Zack stretched downward to position his knob near Gina genital orifice. Gina wriggled into perfect alignment. Zack pushed and his cock moved in an inch. He pushed harder, another inch entered. He sagged his weight on top of Gina. Gina fingered his neck hairs to get his attention.
"I know, Zack, darling... I am very narrow down there and you are larger than most. Let's take it slow. It'll work out, it always does."
Zack braced up and pushed again. Gina grimaced but rolled her hips, pressing Zack to continue the push. Another inch went in. A few more tries, some reverses to spread lubrication and their pubic bones bumped together as Zack finally hit bottom. Gina's vaginal tract clamped him harder than most of the ultimate orgasmic clenches in other woman. Zack slewed his meat back and forth, getting contact on every spot along his shaft and knob. The pair set into a slow, short thrust rhythm. Gina rocked and rolled her hips, helping control the strokes. The diminished space and pace were not as tiring as an energetic long and fast fucking.
Gina and Zack were not hurried. Zack acclimated to Gina's firm compression and his groin stated to tingle. Gina was breathing deeper, her hands active in caressing Zack's back and scalp. It was a gentle, slow buildup, rising higher and higher in tension and sound until they crossed the summit. Zack pulsed his sperm into Gina as she hugged his body and called out her delight. This was not a shattering orgasm but a full body nerve stimulus that left them soothed and glowing. Zack suckled Gina's earlobe as his mind cleared. He backed out and off the bed. Zack gazed in awe at the sensual creature laid out before him. They had not fucked; they had mated. It was a rare and fulfilling experience for Zack.
Gina stirred and sat up, attentive to Zack's next directives. He took her hand and kissed it, repositioning her body in the bed so he could lie next to her. He beckoned Jenny to join them. They cuddled into slumber.
Zack woke in the night with a hard-on. Jenny's hand was cradling it again, fingers lightly stimulating his man-flesh. Her lips brushed his ear. "Is it my turn yet?" she whispered. Zack considered the question. His hands slid to her core, found her soft flesh amply dewy. Jenny had followed his instructions. She had been patient but stayed prepared. . He couldn't deny her. He remembered his promise to power pound his cock into her snug little pussy. A gentleman always keeps his promises.
He rolled sideways, capturing her leg beneath his waist to initiate a side saddle coupling. He hadn't intended Gina's fuck to turn into real lovemaking; it just happened. He shouldn't assume his romp with Jenny would turn out the same. He should take her with macho physicality. Zack dragged Jenny's hips roughly forward, poking his erection hard at her cunt lips. He expected the sisters to be equally tight. He took a deep breath. Jenny saw his inhale and took a deep breath also. Zack slammed forward and his cock slid halfway in. Jenny whimpered but bit her lip. Zack hammered again and Jenny took much of the length. One more thrust and he felt her bottom press his knob. Jenny was shorter but wider than her sister. This was going to be a regular hard fuck; the kind that Zack was used to.
"It's time, girl. You're about to get that promised cunt pounding power fuck" Zack growled.
Jenny hugged tight onto Zack's neck. Zack grabbed handfuls of her ass, squeezing tight to get a good grip on the pliant flesh. Jenny whimpered at the force of it but then hugged Zack tighter and held her sounds. Zack dragged his cock knob almost all the way out of her tube, paused and dove the distance back in. Slowly out and quickly drive the distance. Again... again... again...
Zack was in his element: raw power fucking, hard thrusts and deep penetrations. As the sturdy male, Zack had sternly taken control of their mutual gratification; this bewitching female was triumphantly absorbing the maestro's lusts and thrusts.
Jenny tried to suppress her yelps but they escaped her throat each time Zack banged his groin hard against her body. He spanked her once on the ass, signaling his demand for less noise. Jenny tried harder. Unfairly, Zack was making enough noise for both of them. Zack grunted his puffing breathes, the spritely slap of damp flesh on flesh holding counter cadence. The bed shook.
When Jenny thought she was beyond endurance of continued silence, Zack went rigid in her arms, brawled out his macho mating call and dumped his first spunk in her womb. Zack gave Jenny several more power thrusts, then a few lesser throbbing strokes. Jenny felt his successive hot discharges spray her insides and then Zack slumped into a sweating heap of satiated bull-meat. His erection shrank and fell out followed by a large portion of his white spunk. It drained across Jenny's inner thigh.
Jenny looked past Zack in the dim colored hues lighting the room and saw Gina looking back, her wide-eyed frightened stare peering above the hand covering her mouth. She revealed her lips and urgently mouthed a silent question 'Are you alright?!' Jenny grinned to Gina and gave an affirmative nod as she nuzzled Zack's cheek and neck. Jenny held the exhausted Zack in this close side saddle embrace. She would hold him like that until he regained the strength to roll away from her. Until then, Jenny was content to embrace the raw sexy beast that had just rocked her world.



-------------------------------------------------------
Zack awoke face up, a woman's head tucked into each shoulder. Dawn had broken and sunlight filled the room. He stretched to loosen his tired muscles. The movement stirred his playmates that then pecked his opposite cheeks. Zack let them caress his body as they shed their drowsiness. Jenny tilted Zack's head towards hers and engaged in a deeper kiss. Zack increased the action and Jenny held his face as she gave his receptive lips a good going over.
Meanwhile, Gina moved her hair shrouded head across his chest and licked Zack's nipples, descending with butterfly kisses down his body until his tumescent prick was perched at her lips. Jenny felt Zack's enthusiasm for the oral caresses intensify, implying that Gina had initiated her slow suckling blowjob down below. The tag team moved Zack to a higher and higher edge until he inevitably shot his essence into Gina's welcoming mouth. The pair reassumed their side by side alignment until Zack showed signs of readiness to arise to the day ahead. He was scheduled to depart for his next assignment.
Later in the lobby, the sisters waited with luggage close by. Zack was travelling to San Antonio for his next assignment. The sisters were being transferred there as succeeding managers to their family's boutique hotel on River Walk. TWA had taken advantage of the schedule coincidence and Zack would fly with the sisters on the family's Gulfstream. A waiting towncar whisked them to the corporate airport for departure.
_______________________________________
Zack's flight seat was fully reclined in the well-appointed Gulfstream. He tried to relax, using the time in the air to refract his vitality. He sensed a presence occupy the seat next to him and found Jenny sitting sideways, peering closely into his face.
"Comfy?" she asked. Her finger scratched a lazy rub on his arm.
"Sure. How about you?"
"Yeah, I guess so but I feel left out."
Zack frowned his lack of understanding. Jenny took a breath and talked softly, a tremulous whine in her voice.
"It's not fair. Gina and I both got a thorough fucking and that was the best ever. But only Gina got to suck you. And now you're moving on and I may never know what you taste like."
Zack was looking forward to some rest but Jenny seemed pretty adamant about the injustice she had suffered. She had played the guilt trip card, insinuating that it was Zack's obligation to make it right. But there were limits.
"I don't think I can cum again just yet."
Jenny looked distraught and pouted. She leaned close to Zack's ear. Jenny brushed Zack's eyelids closed. Her voice was an even soft whisper.
"Do you remember when we first met? Didn't you like the way my ass looked? And think of the other times that I have been there for you? Please try to be here for me... Dream of me..."
Zack lay reclined in daydream pose. Jenny moved his hands from tummy to armrests, freeing up his waist. Her hands worked the trouser buckle and zipper, pushing his boxers lower, exposing his penis. Her fingers brushed its length. Zack thought back...
... Jenny was bent over the bed, her round ass inviting his stare. He had been crude with his first words to her. She had played along...
Jenny's lips touched his knob and her palm cupped his ball sack, not fluttering or caressing, just supporting it. Zack was thickening but only beginning to get rigid.
... Zack remembered Jenny with her sister, strutting to his lounge chair at the rooftop pool. She had been carefree about doffing her top and lying out on the adjacent chaise. He was intrigued when she slid her thong aside to show him her 'J' tattoo, giving him another way to distinguish her from her sister. He imagined how the peeping neighboring must have turned green with envy at his easy access to her hidden charms...
Jenny felt Zack growing stiffer. He was hard enough now to enter her mouth. She pushed along the crown with her lips and captured his swelling knob behind her lips. Her tongue engaged in a little tip action.
... Zack recalled the sidewalk café hovering waiters, unable to leave them in peace, staying close to catch a furtive glimpse of Jenny's hot physique beneath the barely street legal club wear. Her full-body laughter during the table chatter had caused nipple-slips that kept the waiters attentive to her every move...
Jenny was happy that Zack was approaching full bore now, availing herself of the extensive skin, caressing all about Zack's shaft.
... Zack reminisced on the fiendish way the sisters had danced for him, showing everyone in eye range their dexterity and ingenuity at the art of public seduction. Jenny had fueled Zack's ego by adroitly fending off favors from aroused patrons, subtly signifying Zack's exclusive access to her...
Jenny felt Zack's increased heart beat projected by the blood rushing in pulses along the meat in her mouth. She kept to an unchanging pace; disinclined to spoil Zack's dreams of her.
... Zack could see Jenny standing nude in their room after he had removed her almost-nothing clothes. Jenny had been amenable to Zack's tactile comparison of the sisters' tits. She had followed his instructions to be patient but prepared. Jenny had maintained her heat by softly masturbating, but not peaking, as she watched Zack fuck her sister. Then she had been rewarded by the full force of his true nature in a bed-shaking cunt pounding ...
Jenny felt the added movements as Zack vibrated his hips. She set her timing to match his mini-cycles. She hoped he was remembering their furious nighttime fuck session and reliving the pleasure.
Zack slipped out of his daydream as he remembered Jenny's soft kisses at his waking moments this morning. He wanted to see Jenny's lips again. His eyes fluttered open and there they were, wrapped around his cock. Jenny was staring at his face when Zack emerged from his daydream. She noted his awareness and added humming vibrations to her combination of suck-stroke-lick.
Zack pressed back into the headrest and felt his whole nervous system tingle and sparkle. His essence glided out of his penile tube in an easy flow, giving Jenny the juice and justice she hungered for. She swished Zack's elixir around in her mouth before her bobbing throat confirmed her ingestion of his gift. Zack lay at peace, proud to have allocated his masculinity equally between the sisters.
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The towncar delivered Zack to his hotel on San Antonio's River Walk. He was disappointed that TWA had not seen fit to book him into the Gina and Jenny's boutique hotel but cooler heads had seen to that. Continued close presence with the sisters would compromise Zack's full attention to his next assignment. That would be unfair and in fact detrimental. Total Woman Academy was highly regarded for its superb graduates. Zodiacs were expected to follow rigorous quality assurance procedures to maintain the TWA Reputation for Excellence.
Zack's hotel was known as a sportier venue on River Walk with an Olympic sized pool, well equipped gymnasium and luxurious spa. Although he engaged often in bedroom recreation, Zack had been negligent in the physical sports of late and looked upon this time as an opportunity for more traditional aerobic and anaerobic exercise. At the reception desk, there were no papers to sign; arrangements were already in place. The clerk asked him to wait one as she dialed the phone, waited for the pickup and simply stated 'Your party's here' and hung up.
Zack hesitated before turning away. He saw a young lady crossing the lobby, obviously headed his way. She extended her hand in greeting.
"Hello, sir. Are you Zack? Oh, good. My name is Carrie. I will be your designated hostess during your stay with us."
Zack's waited for his watch to vibrate but it didn't. His first instinct was to look at Carrie's fingers. Though highly unlikely, the watch could have malfunctioned. But not this time; Carrie was not wearing a Zodiac ring.
Carrie was blond, dressed in all white spa wear: soft sneakers, satiny running shorts and a tight sports bra. She was mid-height, solid and athletic, not muscle-bound but definitely toned. Zack was rather disappointed that Carrie was not his next evaluation assessment assignment. He imagined the many bumpy roads to sexual excellence they could travel together.
Carrie assumed the requisite role of bellhop and gathered Zack's luggage. She led him to the elevator and they ascended to his upper story suite. The well-furnished accommodations had separate bed and sitting areas with a luxurious bath and a nice view of the city. Carrie fussed about the room, putting and placing this and that while Zack executed a brief look around. Carrie handed him a printed cardstock with his name embellished at the heading.
"Sir, I have a tentative activity schedule laid out for you but you are welcome to change it however you please."
Zack scanned it and saw a three day plan. From 7 AM to 8 PM, there were time blocks for swimming, aerobics, weight lifting, yoga, meals and spa appointments. He still didn't know the 'who' or 'when' for his next TWA assignee. That might change the schedule but, for now, it was as good of a plan as any. Zack said he would explore the hotel facilities and start in on the exercises at mid-day. Carrie the hostess took her leave.
----------------------------------------------
Zack found the hotel facilities first rate. The pool was refreshing, the lifting room stocked with free weights, benches and machines. Zack tried them all. He may have overdone it because the sauna and shower afterwards failed to chase away the minor muscle strains. At the exit, he discovered Carrie attending the service desk and mentions his piques of pain to her. She moved into immediate hostess mode and called the spa. Yes, they could squeeze Zack in right away for some needed relief. Carrie pointed him down the hall to the spa facility.
Zack found the rooms on the bottom floor. It smelled spa like: floral and antiseptic with the aromas of cosmetic product aerosols. The receptionist greeted Zack by name and assured him Candy would be right with him. A trendy menu board behind her listed the products and services available on a complementary basis to the hotel's VIP clientele. In lieu of uncouth prices, each procedure was followed by its attending staff professional. Amongst the hair style and set, mud baths and pedicures cacophony, one line listed Massage Therapist: Candy.
Zack didn't have to wait long. At the same time a tall blond woman entered the room, Zack's Zodiac watch started to vibrate, the 4-o'clock jewel pulsing the beacon. The blond stuttered a step as she checked her hand and saw her ring stone glowing. She spied Zack's watch and her face literally shone. Candy's unintended dual appointment had arrived: her unanticipated spa client and her anticipated Zodiac evaluation assessor were one and the same.
Candy fought off her outward exuberance and politely thanked the receptionist. She invited Zack to follow her and the receptionist buzzed them through the security door into the spa's functional spaces. Zack was pleased to follow the beauty, neatly attired in the same style white cotton outfit that Carrie had worn. As the door closed, Candy hugged Zack's arm and tiptoed a kiss on his cheek. Her lips whispered her excitement in his ear.
"I knew you were coming today and expected to happen upon you somewhere in the hotel this evening. But what luck: you found me sooner!"
Candy practically skipped down the hallway to her workspace, opened the door and ushered Zack inside. The room contained the standard assortment of massage therapy fixtures: table, cabinets, wall art and clothes trees. The same background flute music was piped into all the spa spaces. Candy invited Zack to sit on the low massage table as she locked the door.
Facing Zack with her hands demurely finger clasped in front, Candy bit her lip, waiting for his orders. Zack was the Zodiac and she was ready to obey, learn and be tested. The waiting was insufferable for her eager spirit, so she spoke up.
"I graduated with a degree in Human Physiology at Total Woman Academy and then earned a Masters in Physical Therapy. This upscale hotel spa pays better than the medical rehabilitation field, so I work here as a Massage Therapist. I am very good at manual and tactile manipulation, especially erotic stimulus and sexual therapy. Since the services are complementary and we don't charge direct fees, it's perfectly legal."
Candy felt that she had dropped abundant hints and invitations for Zack to take command. But he just sat there, looking tired and strained. Candy chirped in again, putting on her best innocence look and tone. Candy tilted her head down, mouth gapped open with a hint of teeth. She peered up through her blond bangs and continued the finger clasp in front. She looked to be the perfect parody of the vixen virgin, feigning fear but raring to be ravished.
"Is there anything I can do to please you right now? We can suck or fuck, tie me up or whatever. I am completely yours for whatever you need."
Her message was well delivered and well received until Zack winced as a stressed muscle compressed a pinched nerve.
"I want you to perform the best of your best. I'm sore from my exercises and need some relief. Let's start with that."
Candy smiled and nodded, her blond tresses bouncing the affirmative. She giggled playfully as she pulled Zack's shirt and pants off, rotating him prone onto the table. Her clothes joined his on the floor. A naked Candy scampered about, smoothing the towels and lowering the table so Zack was conveniently at her working height. The emollients, ambiance and Candy were ready to sooth Zack's ills.
Candy got Zack lying face down, arms comfortably spread, faced cradled in the donut hole of the head cushion. She nestled his cock and balls between his separated thighs. She kneaded his biceps, neck, shoulders and back muscles, working downwards. Candy found Zack's sore spots easily; it was her job as a professional massage therapist. Candy's expert hands attacked and untied the muscle knots. Her fingers eased the constriction and the loosened tissue received the unrestricted surge of healing blood flow. Zack cycled between sharp inhaled breathes and elongated moans of relief.
Zack's backside was completed all the way to his heels; Candy whispered warm instructions in Zack's ear to turn over. She arranged his posture with interlaced fingers under his head; limbs splayed and again executed her responsibility of positioning Zack's genitals for full coziness. She began again at the top, massaging the scalp and temples, kneading arms, chest, abdomen and thighs. Where her hands were not strong enough, she stepped up and walked off the large muscle groups with strong foot manipulation. She finished Zack's total post-workout restoration.
Zack was breathing easy now, tension abated and restored to regular vitality. He was sporting a decent erection; a sure sign of Candy's rehabilitating expertise. The deferment was over; it was time for Zack's evaluation assessment of Candy's expertise for holistic male satisfaction.
Candy chose not to disturb Zack with pointless queries for direction. She knew from experience how this treatment session should play out to the client's total satisfaction: a happy ending. She lowered the table further and knelt beside it. She smoothed a gentle hand across Zack's hair and brushed her fingertips down his eyelids. Candy's light whisper tickled his inner ear.
"Let me closeout this therapy in style, my darling. Be still and think peaceful thoughts as I reveal my intimate tactile talents."
Zack was relaxed and almost unconscious. He didn't respond and Candy presumed his silence for consent. She buzzed his cheek with a butterfly kiss. She quaffed his neck. Her lips sank to his nearest nipple, tongue swirling the hairs surrounding the sensitive disks. She kissed the opposite one, dragging her stiff nipples across his arm and chest. On her knees, she rested her head on his torso and reached down to initiate the penile stimulus.
Candy's delicate hand wrapped Zack's shaft, her index finger pad rubbing the lubricated V notch. She dragged her closed hand along the shaft, using finger pad pressure to add pleasure on the vein tract. Zack's heartbeat drummed in sync: the thump in Candy's ear pressed to Zack's chest and her finger grazing his cock vein were in time. Zack was long. Candy's hand covered less than half his length in her warm rounded palm.
Candy used these introductory moments to explore Zack's texture and topography. Her stroke was slow and tantalizing. Zack grew thicker and harder as the short time passed, stretching his thin penile skin thinner and exposing even more verve endings. The bulbous knob was shiny and engorged. Candy had reached the end of stage one.
Candy rolled up, uncompressing her boobs but retaining the skin on skin touch. She dragged the soft globes down Zack's body, thrilled by the tinkles emanating from her rasped nipples. She draped her pliable mounds over the hardened man-shaft and shimmied. The undulating masses unified the distinct playgrounds of pleasure: the engorged cock and the enflamed nipples. Both voices sighed. Stage two was now behind them.
Candy straddled Zack for stage three. She engaged both petite hands in the finale. Candy mixed the pace and length, galloping her bare ass on Zack's thighs, using her lesser weight to get maximum momentum. Candy felt the muscle tissue swell under her touch and initiate Zack's preparatory tremors. She levered Zack up for the impending volley, using one oily palm reciprocating along the shaft, the other swiveling fore and back around the corona.
"Come on, darling" she encouraged him. "Let me see the power of a manly man."
Candy felt the first jet ripple beneath her grasp. Semen geysers arced in succession, landing splat... splat... splat on Zack's sternum. A few secondary spatters dotted Zack's face but somehow missed his wheezing mouth. Candy exuded excitement.
"Oow... oow... here it comes... here it comes... Look At That! More, sir, more... wow another one. Keep going..."
Candy counted five rope streams, each landing in a track down Zack's abdomen until the last one dribbled into his belly-button. Zack remained immobile on the table throughout the spermatic cannonade. All of his residual energy had been unconsciously focused on compressing his prostate for maximum firepower.
Even without further discharges, Zack's cock continued stifled jitters. As the blood seeped back to his body and Zack shrank, Candy held his penis until it could drape comfortably on his stomach. She gently milked the urethra, extricating the latent semen, reuniting all the gland spawned fluid in the daylight. It was time to cleanup.
Candy dismounted and kissed Zack's lips before her tongue gleaned the creamy over-spray from his face. His eyes opened but Zack remained at rest. Candy used moist warm towels to achieve a whole body cleansing: of course, removing the male essence splattered on Zack's chest but also the massage oils and perspiration from their interlude together.
After alerting Carrie and getting Zack and herself suitably dressed for public display, Candy escorted Zack to the reception area and into Carrie's capable charge. Carrie spent the remaining day tending to Zack's remaining calendar of activities until Zack claimed weariness and ascended to his hotel suite for the night.
----------------------------------------------
Zack rested fitfully. Minor muscle tweaks had recurred, not painful but just enough to bother his slumbers. He lay on his side facing the door when he heard a keycard activate the lock. The door inched open on oiled hinges to reveal an intruder's silhouette in the hallway light. Rather than presenting danger, the diorama showed draping curls and an hourglass rounded body covered by a translucent diaphanous nightgown. The figure crossed to his bed as the door closed the room back into darkness. The woman climbed in against Zack. She nestled close; the silky slip of a cover smooth on Zack's skin, the spongy warmth of womanly features blushing through the thin fabric. Her hand stole to Zack's manhood and fondled his meat.
"Oh, good...Candy didn't exaggerate" whispered Carrie.
Zack started to wonder if this was proper. He was on duty as a Zodiac and should be using sex only for job related activities. But, what the hell...all work and no play makes Zack a dull boy. He wrapped his arms around Carrie's welcoming body and drew her in for a kiss. They enjoyed a leisurely hour of gentle, playful lovemaking. Zack was happy that he didn't need to follow a procedure or mentally catalog his fuck-mate's techniques. The caresses and tickles lasted through a series of climaxes concluding before dawn. Carrie slipped away when Zack finally dozed off.
-------------------------------------------------------
Zack awoke to an empty bed and a full day. He repeated his exercise and spa routine. Another mid-day session was scheduled with Candy. This time Zack waited until Candy had him positioned, then got frisky. Jostled oils splattered their skin and Zack squeezed Candy's dangled tits or pinched a nipple when she leaned over him. He good-naturedly spanked her ass cheek, the lubricants creating an exaggerated resounding smack. He wrestled the playful masseuse on top of him, palming and clutching her slippery ass and tits, trying to get his cock inside her hot little pussy. Candy rubbed her oily tits and hands all over Zack as she pretended to struggle for escape. The laughter gave way to giggles and moans when Zack felt Candy's wet cunt plummet over his sturdy erection. They wriggled around in embellished spirals until they bowled off the low table and landed on the tiled floor. The conjoined mass of slippery flesh slithered around in thrusting unison until Zack pumped his masculine fluids deep into a mutually ecstatic Candy.
-------------------------------------------------------
Zack was lazing in his suite. He was scheduled to have dinner with Carrie. She had asked him to dress in the black slacks, shirt and shoes that she had delivered to his room. He hoped she would bring room service so they could recouple without travelling anywhere. There was a knock on the door. Zack found Carrie dressed in a little black cocktail dress but there was no room service cart. She extended her crooked arm in the international sign that Zack, the worldly gentleman, should offer to escort Carrie, the sophisticated lady, to their destination.
"Are you ready, Zack? You're taking me to dinner. Shall we go?"
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The Lamb and Lion Middle Eastern Restaurant was candle lit at every table. The various patrons' conversations were a dull background buzz. The wait staff uniform was tuxedo without the top coat, giving the venue an upscale atmosphere. The clientele were a mixture of groups: a few couples seated in romantic seclusion and elsewhere parents accompanied by teenaged offspring ostensibly along to get some exposure to dining etiquette and table manners. Apparently, that was a mixed bag of success.
The sandwich board marquis at the entrance had advertised the floor show for the evening, a trio of belly dancers. A quadrant of the dining room center was occupied by a parquet floor and stage lighting. Zack and Carrie were seated on its far side. After their entrees arrived, the lights dimmed and a voice announced the first act. An older woman attired in flowing skirts, jeweled bodice and colorful coin spangled veils gave a good showing, well-practiced in the ancient art form. Her moves were fluid: snake arms, hip pops and figure eights with dramatic belly rolls. Zack respected the traditional performance which avoided the tourist trapping swirled torches and head balanced scimitars. Several of the knowing patrons tipped the dancer with small cash as she swayed beneath the shower of money.
There was an intermission as the waiters refilled glasses and cleared away dishes. The second dancer was younger, more energetic and flexible, her smile playing to the audience. The gentlemen patrons were extra attentive. Pausing mid-dance, she invited the younger clientele to join her on stage. The waiters walked among the tables beseeching the female teenagers to take the stage. Some parents were more outwardly encouraging than others. The belly dancer helped the girls experiment with hip rolls and sliding walks, while snaking their wrists and forearms skyward. It was all fun. Several of the chicly dressed young ladies were striking in their natural nubile beauty.
At the end of the dance, the professional belly dancer distributed business cards to the more eye-catching amateurs before they returned to their tables. Zack asked about the cards and Carrie retrieved one for him. It was a standard publicity advertisement for complementary dance school lessons. On the reverse side was a simply printed telephone number underwritten by the phrase 'Scholarships Available'. Zack recognized the Total Woman Academy's unlisted special number. TWA scouts gave that number to the choicest females they found. The operator vetted the curious callers and routed the prime candidates onward into the system of in-depth interviews, detailed background checks and recommendations for TWA recruitment and enrollment.
Zack scanned the room and saw that the crème de la crème of the daughters in the room were studying the cards. They were well groomed, fashionably dressed, fit and fresh faced. Some parents were dismissive and waved away the cryptic summons. They were unaware that this rare opportunity could transform their daughters' fortunes forever. Others, the more cultured looking parents, well attired and mannered, were solemnly heartening their daughters to pursue the mysterious prospect. Zack thought some of those fathers looked vaguely familiar.
Zack was the TWA Emeritus Coach Tutor and took pride in his unique professional responsibilities. In addition to his exhausting regular school schedule, Zack championed the TWA Free Will Weekends. Invited Guest Coach Tutors shared their time and energies by mentoring the TWA scholars in the finer points of the exceptional TWA poise curriculum. Zack generally didn't retain memories of the Guest Coach Tutors. He was more likely to remember the ardent female pupils into which he drilled a quality sexual education.
Even now, Zack's primary attention was surveying this pool of potential student candidates. Zack visualized future private scenarios where he would personally oversee their comprehensive education. He imagined their fresh faces with sucking cherry red lips wrapped around his erection, their upward peering eyes swooning as their throats gulped down his invaluable teachings.
Here and there, Zack saw a vaguely familiar gent reassuring his teenaged offspring with a handclasp above the linen table cloth. His other hand was concealed beneath the table adjusting his crotch. The Free Will Weekend rosters assigned sequential pair-ups at random. Inevitably, a Guest Coach Tutor father found himself paired with his student daughter. Fickle fate was to be venerated and honored with robust obedience. There were never complaints. Impetuous incest was part of life's variety; a penchant to be cherished when acted upon away from society's moral meddling.
Was this Daddy anticipating sensuous foreplay followed by the transfer of his pearly inheritance from the family jewels into his grown offspring's velvety treasure box? Would the fully-grown cock penetrated hips bouncing hard against his groin be same hips that had bounced hard long ago against his knees while playing horsey? Would her angelic voice be devilishly moaning 'Faster, Daddy... Faster!' as her lips suckled his ear in their conjoined carnal embrace?
Zack's revelry was drawn away as the waiters distributed coffee and dessert. The house lights dimmed and the featured act was about to begin. The marquis had listed her name as 'Leila', Arabic for 'beauty of the night'. The spot light suddenly lit a semi-contorted belly dancer in colorful, filmy garb. She posed face upward, knees bent, arms and legs braided. She slowly uncoiled and performed graceful movements, probably only a sample of the multitude of combinations her expertise could employ. Her feet made short quick steps as her body undulated above: legs, hips, belly, torso, arms and head. She was showing slides, rolls, head bobs, circled arms; always keeping the audience attentive to her heavily made-up gaze. The tiny finger cymbals accented the beat of the exotic music. The men in the audience showed their true admiration and approval by adjusting their swelling crotches.
Leila was brunette, the tresses covered by a rhinestone headdress. Her lavish chest teased with generous fluid cleavage. The globes sloshed upon her chest, struggling to throw off the shackles of the constraining jeweled bodice. Her hips were suitably rounded, toned by the extensive exercise they endured. They sashayed beneath the swaying coin-fringed belt scarf. Her limbs were firm with fine muscle definition. Leila's exposed skin was the perfect dusky hue.
Leila's spectacle continued to accelerate, the costume gems glittering the spotlight. Every mesmerized man in the house dreamed of Leila lying naked beneath his conquering embrace, her supple body dancing them into a horizontal sweaty frazzle. She was spinning and clapping, bouncing and jangling when, at last, she leapt high at the music's crescendo and collapsed into a balled form on hands and feet. The spotlight suddenly extinguished and a pause elapsed before a few hand claps were joined by a roaring standing ovation as Leila rested curled in the darkness at center stage.
The headwaiter came forward as the house lights arose. He lent Leila a hand to arise, standing aside as she bowed to the quadrants of the audience, grateful for the vocal admiration and praise. She exited the room through the thick red curtain that concealed her dressing space at the rear of the restaurant. The head waiter thanked everyone for their patronage and asked that they empty their last drinks; the restaurant would close very soon.
Carrie placed a restraining hand on Zack's arm when he rose to follow the head waiter's request. Leila had been fantastic, intoxicating. Zack was among the other gentleman who had adjusted their crotch during her performance. He was more than ready to return to his hotel suite... with the luscious Carrie in tow. Carrie gentled him back into his seat with a knowing glance. The other patrons departed in ones and twos and small groups. The budding debutantes clutched the precious complementary dance lesson invites.
Zack knew that the debutantes' prospects were much brighter than they could have ever realized. He hoped he would see them again. With luck, he would bump into them at Total Woman Academy. If so, their get-togethers certainly would have happy, orgasmic endings. He adjusted his crotch again at the visualization.
The headwaiter locked the door behind the last guest and circled the room, drawing window drapes closed. He ended at Zack and Carrie's table. Taking away the table settings, he asked Carrie if there was anything else. Carrie shook her head and thanked him a goodnight. He dimmed the house lights, departed through the kitchen door and locked it.
Before Zack could voice a question, a Middle Eastern melody filtered into the air. Carrie turned Zack's head with a finger that then pointed to the back wall. The thick red curtain split a crack and a bare tawny leg slithered through. It was followed by a familiar costumed hip and torso. Spangled hands drew the flaps wider and Leila floated into sight. She was graceful and held Zack's gaze during her elegant promenade to the stage.
As Leila neared Zack's stage-side table, he was distracted briefly by the vibration from his Zodiac watch. He spied a flashing ring stone on Leila's finger. His heart warmed and he smiled. Zack thought of every mesmerized man in the house who had dreamed of Leila lying naked beneath his conquering embrace, her supple body dancing them into a horizontal sweaty frazzle. Zack was going to live the dream tonight.
Carrie moved the table aside and squatted beside Zack's chair, now separated from the other furniture and facing the stage. Leila stood out of Zack's reach, on the dance floor, letting him study her form. The music continued and Leila picked up the beat and began a slow pirouette and elevated snake arms. Her hips sketched Figure -8's as she revolved. The fringed hip scarf no longer covered the traditional silky harem skirt. Her bare skin rippled beneath the scarf. Leila's boobs seemed to have more sway and Zack realized she had loosened their support to allow the masses greater freedom of movement. Leila rolled her belly as she stepped inch by inch towards his chair. Her dark eyes in their pool of dark makeup locked his gaze. When she was within arm's length, she turned and looked back over her shoulder as she bent rearward. Leila gave Zack the classic inverted down-shirt pose, her wonderful cleavage stacked high on her elevated chest.
Carrie led Zack's hand to a cord dangling behind Leila. She grasped over his hand as he grasped it. Leila shuffled away towards the stage. The cord pulled a bow knot and her rear bodice closure parted. She shimmied her shoulders and her boobs jiggled inside the enveloping cups. Leila righted her body and turned to face him. Slinking to him, she held her coyly covered breasts close to Zack's face.
Carrie was still holding Zack's hands. "Use your teeth" she suggested.
Zack leaned forward with eyes closed and clamped his jaws on the front closure strap like a horse on a bridle. His nose was embedded in Leila's loose cleavage; the soft mounds swelling and retreating against his cheeks in time with her exertion deepened breathing. Zack detected the redolence of Leila's perspiration beneath the flowery fragrance of her perfume. Leila backed off and the let the jewel encrusted bra drop from her tits.
Zack dropped the costume piece and gaped. Leila enticed him with a small shimmy and then held Zack's head in her palms as he stared at the perfect spheres. Zack shook Carrie off his hands. He cupped the masses, thumbed the nipples, interrupting the handling so one hand could dash down to adjust his crotch... again. Carrie came to the rescue, nudging Zack's hand back to its intended better use. Carrie worked the belt and zipper open, providing Zack the necessary room to expand. Her hand enclosed his prick and held it, a finger grazing the shaft. Leila leaned in and planted a nipple at Zack's lips. He locked on with incredible suction and a tender tooth grip. Leila pressed Zack's head against the chair back and exploited the tit-to-teeth attachment. She braced her weight as she unbuttoned Zack's shirt. Her nipple responded by stiffening and half way through the unbuttoning process, she switched nipples to double her pleasure.
Zack's clothes were hanging half undone. Leila pulled Zack upright and his pants fell to the floor. Carrie aided their remaining removal along with the shoes and shirt. Zack was naked in the closed restaurant. Leila took his hand and led him towards her red curtain. Carrie gathered Zack's discarded clothes and carried them to the kitchen door. The headwaiter was there, watching her approach. After a welcoming lip peck, he doused the house lights but not before Zack saw the man guide Carrie through the door with a glib smack on her ass. Leila pulled Zack to her curtain screened portal. She slipped through, the drape parting and closing with only her forearm protruding, holding his hand. Another tug and Zack lurched headfirst into Leila's lair.
It was a very nice lair, cozy. Red predominated, a few aromatic candles flickered the only light. There were no windows, no furniture; the carpeted floor was piled with a variety of embroidered cushions. Leila kneeled down and pulled Zack with her. She arranged Zack lounging on a pile of cushions. She knelt attentive at his side and spoke her first works with a soul melting accent.
"I am Leila, a TWA graduate and your Zodiac assignment. My specialty is the dancing you saw. I studied my degree in Hotel and Hospitality Management but dancing is my true love. This is my parent's restaurant but we are part of a consortium of boutique hotels and restaurants. I think you met some of my cousins in South Beach. So here we are. You are the Zodiac and I am yours to command. What do you wish me to do?"
Zack didn't need to deliberate for an answer. Every man in the dining room had already pondered that question and answered it while watching Leila dance. Zack plucked at the tie to her hip scarf. Leila took the hint and slowly swept the covering aside, exposing her adorable pussy. She was in full naked splendor on her knees before the naked Zack, who was lying on perfumed, silky cushions in candle light with sensuous music rhythms stirring his heartbeat. He reached for Leila and drew her into a smothering kiss.
For the next hour, Zack didn't have to dream of Leila lying naked beneath his conquering embrace, her supple body dancing them into a horizontal sweaty frazzle. He lived it... and thrice again before dawn. Woken repeatedly by Leila's whimpered pleas, Zack deferred to her specialized dexterity. He allowed Leila to warp his naked body into comfortable poses, bolstered by strategically placed pillows. Arms, legs and back were simultaneously spread, curved and bowed into ingenious formations liberally exposing his genitals and other erogenous zones to her stimulation. Leila molded her dance sculpted body to Zack's extraordinary contortions. Then she combined her belly dance agility with the wisdom of the Kama Sutra to carry Zack's mind away into orgasmic bliss. Leila's sensuous undulations of tits, cunt and mouth drained Zack's balls while he filled her body and soul with ecstasy. She begged him for more.
Carrie retrieved Zack just after sunrise, fearing any more time with Leila would put him in the hospital with nervous exhaustion and dehydration. Zack had more evaluation assessment commitments on his upcoming schedule and Carrie was a stickler for keeping Zack on schedule.
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Zack's flight from San Antonio had been uneventful. He was lazing by the pool of the boutique hotel that had been closed to the public for a week. The sign said 'Renovations' but it had really been booked exclusively for a Total Woman Academy induction symposium. The view on the pool deck was stupendous; kudos to the TWA Scouting staff.
Total Woman Academy enrolled its freshman class with referrals and recommendations from within its own ranks. Daughters of Alumni Fund sponsors were the primary candidates. However, TWA accepted transfer students, usually sophomores and juniors. When an appropriate number of transfer candidates had been vetted, an induction symposium was scheduled. 'Appropriate number' was never too many to overwhelm the available Coach Tutors but never too few to compromise the necessary libido maintaining diversity.
TWA Scouts frequented the proper venues: cheerleader summer camps, amateur fashion shows, college campus charity fund raisers and such. They ignored unwholesome places like bars and pro sports events. They sought out clean-living young women who would absolutely flourish when their beauty, intelligence and poise were perfected by TWA's unique curriculum. The TWA Scouts posed as advertising agents for normal beauty services like makeup, fitness products and nutritional supplements. However, the covert recruiters gave a special card with a special telephone number to the choicest females they found. The answering operator vetted the curious callers and routed the prime candidates onward into the system of in-depth interviews, detailed background checks and recommendations for transfer admission. This week was the final check in that system before the students entered the hallowed halls of the Total Woman Academy.
Zack was always amazed at the thorough gleaning that the system performed until only the crème de la crème rose to the top of the transfer list. The assembled Coach Tutors were not here to reject any candidates but to evaluate the extent of their sensual talents. Zack's evaluation assessments would determine at what stage a transferee would enter the TWA poise curriculum.
The practical application today was Topless Tuesday, a TWA tradition for upper classmates. Freshman students spent the entire year topless, wearing a school uniform of only heels and thong panties, shedding silly inhibitions about semi-private nudity. The novice classmates were inspired to sculpt their bodies to perfection in friendly competition and mutual assistance. Upper classman maintained that attitude through weekly refreshers. Thus, the view on Topless Tuesday was stupendous; just what a mature man like Zack needed for job-related libido maintenance.
Yesterday had been filled with face to face sit downs between candidates and Coach Tutors, going over the extensive applications, background checks and previous interviews. It was a casual, yet crucial get-to-know you ice-breaker between the stolid Coach Tutors and bubbly transferees, laying the groundwork for the remaining week's proceedings. After this week, the candidates travelled to the TWA campus facilities and would be submerged immediately in the intensive carnal curriculum. The lectures and practical exercises were dedicated to perfecting their sexual talents, bodies and souls. Hesitation was intolerable. Yet despite the typical sophistication of the incoming group, Zack had been forewarned about a bothersome circumstance. One transferee was still a virgin.
Vivienne was a tall redheaded sophomore with a breath-taking body but suffocating inhibitions. Vienne was no stranger to sex; her hands, cleavage and mouth had propelled copious amounts of ejaculate from her ardent boyfriends. But her hymen was still intact and her immaculate womb unsullied by the torrent of male nectar she had hitherto only guzzled. She openly admitted her virginal state. At TWA, Vivienne must acquiesce promptly to every lesson delivered, including vaginal penetration by engorged pricks or engineered probes. The drill schedule commenced immediately upon arrival. It would be in Vivienne's best interests to correct her incongruity before travelling to the Total Woman Academy. Zack was assigned the burden of gently remedying the situation.
Zack watched Vivienne saunter along the pool, her uncovered breasts springing to her cadence. The morning sun was gentle on her pale freckled skin. Their rendezvous in her room was scheduled for later this morning. Someone had to be her first; Zack had used his seniority to pull rank. He would share Vivienne's once in a lifetime moment as she passed from young lady to young woman. But he wanted the transition to be gentle and special for her, not just a hurried humpty hump by an over-aroused male. Meanwhile, he watched the other envious Coach Tutors follow Vivienne's jaunt across the pool deck.
Vivienne turned down the path to her bungalow. Zack rousted himself out of the chaise lounge and casually paced a lap around the pool deck to gather attention. Then he coolly entered the same path to Vivienne's room, smirking as he imagined the other Coach Tutors' laser beams of jealousy ricocheting off his back.
Vivienne opened the door as Zack arrived and led him to the bed. She wore only her pastel green thong. Pausing briefly, she wrangled with the knotted side tie, emitting mild frustration at its obstinacy. Zack stilled her action with a soft word and gentle touch.
"There's no rush. We have plenty of time."
Zack motioned Vivienne next to the cushioned divan across the room. Sitting, he drew her into a sidesaddle snuggle and leaned her head on his shoulder. He caressed the red tresses over her outside ear and kissed her forehead. Vivienne gave a shiver.
Zack grew paternal. "Are you okay?"
Vivienne's voice quavered as she dipped her head. "Will it hurt?"
"Maybe... probably... a little... at first..." Zack hugged her arm closer. "But all the young ladies who have gone before you have found it worthwhile. The short discomfort soon disappears and their lives blossom into a world of untold pleasure." He felt Vivienne relax into his embrace as he looked her over. Her firm round breasts were lightly freckled, the nipples conical and a deep rose color. Her exposed belly was trim and smooth and the thong cut very low. Her warm ass was cushy against his hips and thighs. One tit stood proud but the other was squashed against his sternum. It shaped her compressed cleavage into that useful tunnel that boys she liked had used liberally. Zack used a thumb pad to circle the exposed nipple. He had a notion.
"Do you use makeup here?"
"Sometimes... but not today. I was going to the pool and I was in a hurry and I forgot..."
"Shhh... shhh... it's okay." Zack's finger quietened her lips. "When you get to the Academy there will be many lessons on the proper style and application of makeup... here... here... and here." Zack touched Vivienne's lips again... and then the nipple... and then the panty covered pussy. His finger lingered and pressed the soft cameltoe.
"Do you shave here?"
"Of course" was Vivienne's whispered reply. 'Doesn't everyone?' she thought.
Zack moved his hand inside her thong and palmed her smooth soft vulva. He wiggled a finger along the cunt lips, not penetrating her hole. He tipped down, first kissing her nipple, then suckling it. Vivienne held Zack's head to her breast to encourage the dual intimate contacts. Her reflective contact showed a small but essential change in Vivienne's attitude. Vienne rolled her boob against his lips. Zack approved. Vivienne's hand shuffled to Zack's erection trapped between her hip and his belly. She rubbed her thumb and finger on the shiny stretched skin. She slid a finger pad across the slit and found the wet pre-ejaculate that was preparing Zack for the coming action.
Zack spent some time on his stimulus chores. He wanted Vivienne to get beyond her compulsory acceptance of his presence and look ahead to their impending sexual conjunction. Her cunt was becoming oily in Zack's hand, signaling her arousal.
Zack fiddled with the thong's side ties. The loosened panties unraveled. Vivienne hugged his neck and elevated her butt to assist with the removal. She was now completely naked. Zack checked her emotional status.
"Ready to try?" he inquired in her ear. Vivienne kissed his cheek as she nodded. Zack lifted her in his arms and carried her to the bed.
Vivienne lay with her knees bowed open; Zack kneeled between them. His erection was stiff and standing tall. Vivienne gauged the size. Her eyes widened and darted from Zack's face to his cock and back again. Zack caught the worried looks and leaned in on all fours to place his face close to hers, blocking her view of his tumescent prick.
"It's alright... alright... we have time..." as he pecked her lips, assuring her that he wouldn't go too fast. She gentled at his words and touch.
"I think you should place my knob at your nether lips. It will help you get a sense of control and ease your fear of the unknown."
Vivienne fumbled blindly between her legs, found Zack's penile tool and levered it to her entrance as he shuffled his hips into alignment. She drew her hand out and Zack moved to the next step on the virgin's to-do lidt.
"Take a good deep breath; then hug my neck. Brace your heels on the mattress. My first probe will be just a starter so you will have the chance to stretch and ease the strain."
Zack pressed against Vivienne and maintained the pressure. An inch slid in. He backed out to daub her vaginal oils on her cunt lips with his cock tip.
"How does that feel? Nice? A wet tickle on your pussy lips?"
Vivienne murmured her agreement. Zack pressed again, sinking deeper this time, half the shaft. A quarter back out then push in again. Zack felt her membrane blocking his way. He diddled short strokes to spread liberal lubrication.
"It's time, my sweetness. Take another deep breath and hug me tight."
Vivienne inhaled and held, clasped Zack in a bear-hug and clenched her mouth. Zack pressed, then pressed harder and then bucked his hips. The next hard push slid in to the sound of a sharp murmur from Vivienne. She cried an exhale, inhaled quickly and held her breath again. Zack pushed until he was as far as he could go, pubic bones colliding. He rested there, allowing Vivienne's torqued tissues to expand and stretch, accommodating to their bulky intruder. Vivienne panted freely now, her breath-holding coping strategy had been unsustainable. Zack let Vivienne come down to a moderate respiration.
Vivienne's warm wetness felt great on Zack's cock; for a first timer, it was better than he hoped for. He leaned up to watch her face for signs of readiness. He flexed his buried cock muscle a few times until Vivienne gave an 'Ohh' telling Zack that she had finally felt it. Zack flexed again to confirm Vivienne's vaginal tube nerves were over the initial shock and back in action. Once more and the 'Ohh' was accompanied by Vivienne's eyes widening and a loving hand fondly caressing his chest hairs.
Even though Vivienne's nerves had rekindled, both partners knew that her unease wouldn't allow her to join Zack in orgasm. Vivienne knew about orgasms from ordinary self-masturbation and considerate oral help from her boyfriends. Zack knew that Vivienne had just entered a new world abounding with impulsive opportunities to generate and enjoy many more. Delicious sweet spasms would pack her life with pleasure hereafter.
Zack was content that he had performed his consigned professional responsibilities to TWA and Vivienne. He had burst her hymen and made her a woman. However, he was now physically aroused and he couldn't linger in this state. He needed to maintain his own sexual welfare and complete nature's prescribed copulation cycle.
"Did you feel my cock throb inside? Was it good? Okay... that means you're ready for my prick to work its further magic for us. It's time for me to go the distance."
Zack put his hands behind Vivienne's shoulder blades and crushed her tits to his chest. Her burgundy tresses shrouded Zack's lips; he issued a hushed warning in Vivienne's ear.
"Hold on, this could get bumpy... Brace yourself..." Zack's hips flexed and he commenced dragging his knob and corona to and fro, all along her tight warm flesh tube. At first, he thrust slowly. Zack methodically employed little sideways hip slides, varying the pressure on his penile membranes. He sped up deliberately to make the sensations build. His cock tingled. Vivienne lay quiescent other than an occasional reflexive clench of her toned thighs against his gyrating hips. Zack could only imagine the thoughts and emotions racing through Vivienne's head and heart at these new feelings. Zack was creating his own good vibes by churning his cock inside Vivienne's freshly attained womanhood.
This coitus session wasn't going to be a drawn out process. Vivienne was feeling a heat build within her as she quivered beneath the thrusting male. As Zack's own heat built, he slid his hands downward, gripping handfuls of Vivienne's fantastic ass cheeks, using them as handles to brace her body as his hips pummeled harder.
In due course, Zack accomplished the second of his goals for the morning. He reared up and cried out, sullying Vivienne's immaculate womb with a copious torrent of the male nectar that she had hitherto only guzzled or spread as skin balm. When Vivienne sensed the warm shots striking her interior membranes, she drew in an 'Ohh', and then exhaled a joyful murmur of achievement, stroking and squeezing the hard pulsing appendage of the man wedged inside her. After the half dozen strong pulses faded, Zack laid his full weight upon Vivienne comforting body, panting back to life after his gratifying spends.
In the bathtub, Zack helped Vivienne douche and checked her for chafes or abrasions. Finding none, he showered with her, soothing her skin with bath emollients. Vivienne's mood gradually brightened; her anxiety about confronting the once in a lifetime event melted away. She even became playful, splashing and splatting Zack with a wet sponge. She had survived the dreaded moment and her propitious future was unfolding around her.
Zack paraded Vivienne hand in hand back to the pool deck. There wasn't much to say before parting; Vivienne drew away with a hand slide as she left Zack to find the Symposium Matron and ascertain her next scheduled session. Zack watched her thong-wilting ass sashay away. After several paces, Vivienne peeked back over her shoulder to see if Zack was still watching, giving him a last look at her still blushing face cheeks as she winked a smile. Zack found his poolside chaise lounge and settled in.
Vivienne finished her walk to the Matron with a skip in her step that added a man-magnet bounce to her boobs. The watching Coach Tutors ached to be next on the redhead's roster. She joined the giggling gaggle of girls around the Matron who welcomed Vivienne to the group. The Matron consulted her clipboard roster and beckoned Vivienne to follow her. She led Vivienne to a lounging Coach Tutor who saw them coming but distained to stand at their approach. Zack vaguely knew him as Karl, a Coach Tutor with a proclivity for rough play. Zack couldn't make out the quiet introductions but when smiling Vivienne leaned in to extend her hand in greeting, her tantalizing tits drooped forward. Karl reached up and pinched hard on her nipple. Vivienne yelped, careened back but quickly regained her composure as she cupped the sore boob. Zack half started from his lounge, then settled back down. He watched Karl pop up and haul Vivienne brusquely off to his Coaching Tune-up Suite. Karl would devote the remaining day and night to deeply evaluating Vivienne's gifted oral, mammary and manual adroitness as well as her newly accessible vaginal splendors.
Zack rationalized his anger away. Vivienne was a remarkable and charming young woman. Zack had just shared a special chapter in her journey to adulthood. But in the end, it was a professional encounter. Vivienne had chosen this route to prosperity with open eyes. She would ascend to the top of eminent society. Along the way, she would experience all kinds of intimate scenarios. Karl was going to subject her to an early sample of the darker ones.
Zack was mulling over his recent excessive gentleness. Most of the week remained and he must regain his centrist viewpoint quickly. Karl wasn't the only one capable of dark scenarios. Zack should let his mood pendulum swing all the way over to the 'rough' side tonight and let it settle back to proper central balance tomorrow. He spied the Matron coming his way trailed by a topless bit of tasty female flesh. The pretty blond looked a bit smug; boys had always catered to her wishes. Zack would reverse that attitude starting now. For the rest of the day and night, the supple fresh-faced maiden would become the writhing receptacle into which Zack would drive his hardness until he expelled the last dregs of his 'softness' angst.
Zack lay back and rudely avoided standing at their approach. He hoped the gullible girl would lean in with extended hand and dangling tit during the introductions. Zack was smug himself; he foresaw a painful nipple pinch coming on...
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Zack stood before the familiar building with its promise emblazoned on the façade: Balance of Life Restoration Center. The therapists and patrons enjoyed a variety of physical and holistic regimens. This was one of his favorite annual Zodiac assignments. The assortment of past evaluation assessments had never failed to amaze him.
The pert receptionist escorted Zack to Libby's office. Libby, as Director, served as the Zodiac's guide hostess throughout the weekend. They caught up on old news and future plans. The Center had opened a new residential wing and Zack would be afforded one of the finer suites during his visit. They had added a few other features since last year: a beauty spa and indoor swimming pool. Libby led Zack out into the main buildings for his requisite orientation and assignment discovery tour.
The yoga room was first. As they entered, Zack's watch bussed, signaling the presence of his evaluation assessment assignment. The room was hot, the bodies sweaty. The occupants were finishing up an hour long Bikram sequence. He looked closely for the glowing ring but no one was wearing jewelry. The ring was probably stored with their clothes in close by lockers. The current pose was Down Dog. Eight nude practitioners were supported on hands and feet, eight toned asses elevated high. Zack surveyed the eight pink pussies arrayed before him. Any one of them would be a delight to investigate.
The pose changed to tree. Each female righted herself and stood on one leg, folding the other to rest its foot on the opposite thigh. This was a balance pose, strengthening the secondary stability muscles. Zack walked a circuit around the room, viewing the nude woman as they built balance into their physiques. This and other poses strengthened the core muscles. It gave them critical resilience and control during coitus, allowing them to intensify their sexual performance. Libby saw Zack's keen interest. She smiled knowingly but withheld which splendid female was his anonymous assignment. She wanted Zack unsuspecting when the yoga enthusiast's flexible undulating sensations thrilled his cock. They stayed for the final activity, the resting pose. The female instructor let Zack assist with diffusing fragrant emollients into the resting participants' thighs, arms and temples. Zack mischievously rubbed the calming relaxants all over their tits and pussies instead. There were no objections from the snickering limber women.
The Dancercise Gym was next. Today's routine was Zumba. The ten women were totally engrossed in the music and motion. Spandex covered butts and boobs bounced to the rhythm. Arms pumped and swung; feet hopped and beat the floor. Zack's watch activated again and he saw several dancers wearing Zodiac rings. But the wild motions prevented him from spying which ring was glowing. Libby knew Zack would be blessed to test any of these fit energetic women.
A less robust but equally challenging art form occurred in the ballet and modern dance studio. Ballet stretches are performed at the horizontal bar with high leg poses and dips. Soft dance slippers were mandatory but other garb was prohibited. The mirrors winked pink flashes as poses exposed cunts and wobbled the array of breast borne nipples.
The swimming pool was fun; swim suits were forbidden. Libby encouraged Zack to strip down and join in the scrimmage water polo game. Zack jumped in but ignored the polo ball. For the next half hour he grabbed wet asses, dunked heads and bobbed for titties among the playful athletes. The nubile water nymphs distracted him with furtive grabs at his flaccid dick.
Libby bypassed the weight room. It was sparingly used; occasionally for physical therapy of sports injuries. Likewise the treadmills and other solo exercise machines were ditched for more emotionally rewarding group activities.
The tour kept the less strenuous venues for last. Libby led Zack to the new beauty spa. The wholesome females started their post workout exit preparations by removing the residue of their aerobic and anaerobic exercises. Saunas and showers were followed by douches and body balms. Zack joined the two professional stylists as they taught their pupils the secrets of applying tinctures and fragrances that accentuated nails, faces and feminine erogenous zones. The effects were stunning and beguiling to the gullible males that the women sought to encounter in their business and social lives.
Finally, there was the Meditation Room. The ambiance included mooted lights, flute tunes and vaporous incense. Women were seated lotus style, heads draped by loose translucent veils and their hands clasped in front of their breasts. They mustered their inner peace before crashing once again into the cutthroat dating world outside.
These pragmatic women exited each workout regimen after achieving their continuing Balance of Life Restoration. They were preened, body and soul, to perfection. Now they would use sight, scent and sexuality to further their lifestyles and fortunes. They were prime female flesh stalking the ideal mate; ready to consummate the powerful male's conscious and unconscious whims and fantasies on demand. It was Zack's duty to check the Center's quality of service by thorough and assertive evaluation of the finished products.
The facility tour was complete and Libby guided Zack to his residential accommodations for the weekend. Zack was puzzled. His watch had alerted him that his assignments were present at the various restoration activities but he couldn't identify which specific ones.
Libby set his mind at ease. "Zack, darling, let me worry about schedules. You concentrate on meeting your obligations to TWA and the Zodiac team. I will deliver your Zodiac assignees in due course."
Libby guided Zack to a padded wooden arm chair in the center of the suite, his initial position for the evaluation assessments. He disrobed and sat naked as Libby carried on with her duties to Zack, TWA and the Zodiac team.
"As you saw, the Center's female clients spend a lot of time and energy honing their bodies and minds. Much of that work is directed towards enhancing the physical gratification of themselves and their fuck-mates. A good Zodiac explores the assignment's full range of talents. Men are aroused most readily by visual stimuli. But denying sight intensifies the other senses. I think you will find the orgasms much more intense if you are blindfolded."
Zack was always agreeable to more intense orgasms. Libby produced a velvet cloth blindfold and arranged it across Zack's eyes. He immediately noticed obscure sounds and scents in the room. Libby moved about adjusting this and that before buzzing his ear and whispering "Enjoy...'. The door closed behind her.
Zack heard breathing in the room, more than one person. The movement of air against his skin told him that they were moving around him. He heard their soft footsteps on the carpet. He sensed a body's radiated warmth in front of him. Her hands induced his knees apart as she knelt between them. Her hands relocated to touch his flaccid manhood. Fingers grazed the knob and shaft, prompting the sought after swelling. A flesh ring of thumb and finger lazed up and down the expanding flesh. It got stiff in the female's clasp. A grainy wet tongue traced a path from balls to tip, repeating the slow move over and over. Zack was standing fully erect and ready.
Zack smelled citrus as a rubbery bulge brushed his right cheek. He turned and tasted tangerine when it pressed his lips. He kissed and suckled the proffered nipple. The owner withdrew the tasty treat as another tit grazed his left cheek. The suppleness was the same but the flavor was cherry. He let go of the chair arms in order to fondle the gifts. Small hands insisted that he retain his chair grip. Zack complied.
He felt three breathes on his erogenous zones. A pair of lips enclosed his prick as two other pairs kissed his nipples. Their moans competed with Zack's murmurs for attention. The girls worked Zack to a height but not a summit. He was wired tight when they backed off the oral caresses. Hands closed his knees and a pair of legs straddled his thighs. Hands pulled his head in for a deep kiss as she hugged his neck. She scrunched forward, touching groin to groin and tits to chest. Her moist vulva slithered up and down his shaft, transferring lubricant. Zack disobeyed the no-hand rules and cupped her ass cheeks. He regulated her cunt on cock movements until a high stroke placed her genital opening above his wetted knob. Zack gripped her ass and plunged her down on his staff. Zack and the girl groaned in unison. They collaborated on a balanced pace that pleased them both. The girl galloped her chin on Zack's scalp as she hugged his head to her scampering tits. The shapely twins jumped and bumped against his face. The conjoined fuck-mates' issued shriller cries. At the peak, Zack pressed her ass down hard and his spumes of sperm splashed her heated womb. Libby was correct; Zack rode out a very intense orgasm.
Zack descended from the passionate pinnacle to feel his partner huddled in his arms and still saddled up. There was movement alongside the chair as hands assisted the pair to disentangle. Someone fidgeted with the blindfold and Zack's eyes clenched against the sudden brightness. Recovering his sight, he was faced by three naked blonde women. Their fit bodies were trim and toned. He recognized them from the various exercise venues.
One was a yoga girl. He remembered her squirming about as he coated her tits and cunt with the fragrant body lotion. Another was a swimmer. He had played with all the naked anatomies during the water game but she had been his favorite and spritely returned his attention. The third female was truly a woman, slightly older and more fulsome than her colleagues. Zack had given her feminine zones extra time and care during the beauty spa preening. Each wore a glowing Zodiac ring. The mystery was solved; these were Zack's evaluation assessment assignments for the weekend.
"Okay, whose cunt did I just fuck?" he demanded.
The youngest and most nubile lady gingerly raised her hand as her flushed smiling face peered beneath her bangs. Zack saw that her Venus Mont was a rosy blush from its recent pounding on his prick. That was one subject tested and two to go for this first round of evaluations. His attention was drawn to a harness contraption above his chair. It was a basket shaped collection of straps suspended by a bungee cord.
Zack was familiar with the concept but basket sex had many variations: seated, standing, doggy, oral... so many positions to choose from. He slapped the bundle and it swayed above his head. The girls watched and waited. Zack pushed his chair back and the two girls jumped to relocate it away from the swing. Fate therein told Zack that the third female, the older one, would be his dangled mate. He motioned her forward.
Zack and the two assistants spent a few moments getting the third flexible female buckled in. Her hands held the belts and her legs were spread wide by the configuration. The harness had gimbals that allowed the trussed female to be rotated and twisted to any air borne position. The bungee suspension made for easy height adjustments.
Zack started with her head. He clasped her hair and pulled her lips to his erection as he plowed into her mouth. He waggled the floating woman as he used her plush lips to masturbate his cock. The deeper thrusts clogged her throat. She was conflicted between using her hands to hold onto the harness or push back on Zack's hips. In the end, she trusted him not to suffocate her and endured his timing while holding the belts.
Zack pulled back and spun her 180. Facing away, she felt Zack's cock probe her cunt from behind. He found her vaginal opening and diddled her there. A few firmer pushes seated him and he long-stroked his cock inside her. That sequence went well as the harness allowed unrestrained motions.
Finally, Zack lay on the floor and pulled her groin down to his. The other girls assisted with the alignment and fitted their doubled up friend onto Zack's vertical man hub. Holding down against the elastic cord, the giggling assistants swiveled the speared cunt on Zack's erection. He closed his eyes to focus his senses on his pussy embedded cock. Rotary stimulation is rare and exhilarating. The girls monitored his expressions and stopped the motion just as Zack let loose and further lubricated her oily nook with his essence.
Even the buildup tour could not turn two quick spends into three. Zack needed time to refract. The two analyzed women departed after a farewell cacophony of hugs, cuddles and kisses. The third girl, the spirited swimmer, remained. They talked, joked, nuzzled and caressed until nightfall by which time Zack had recovered his verve. During the sleepless night, the lithe swimmer athlete suckled his cock, his nipples and his tongue while Zack explored her feminine orifices with his fingers and sensitized prick. Dawn found them exhausted but satisfied.
Zack spent the following days dividing his time fairly among his assignees. Their thorough evaluation assessments assured him that the Balance of Life Recovery Center was continuing its mission to the Total Woman Academy. In addition, the Center was anonymously fulfilling its civic duty to the elite Alpha males of San Francisco. The clandestine collection of first-class female flesh stealthily consummated the men's conscious and unconscious whims and fantasies... on demand.
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Zack emerged from the TWA corporate limousine at the exclusive Scorpion Desert Resort and Convention Center. The fancy marquis over the entrance simply announced a private, invitation-only fashion show would close the facility to others for the weekend. Zack had arrived at the biggest private fashion event of the year: the Annual TWA Fetish Fashion Show. As a TWA Zodiac, Zack had pageant management responsibilities. He would be the Master of Ceremonies and the Emeritus Guest Tutor, charged with maximizing the erotic effects of dress, makeup and demeanor for the TWA graduate models that would strut the runway. The Fetish Fashion Show served as a TWA Pledge Contributor Special Request venue and fund raising event. The girls were attired in specific fetish costumes indulging the judges' anonymous pre-determined requests. For added fun, the judges tried to hide whether they were energized by a particular model's display and the runway performers tried to determine which judge was their pre-assigned fetish admirer. The game practiced the valuable talent of covering one's emotions while unmasking their rivals.
Sophie was waiting for Zack in the atrium lobby. She was Zack's assigned weekend hostess and assistant. She pecked his cheek, hugged his arm and escorted him straight away to the fetish models' dressing room. The ten TWA graduates were helping each other prep for their roles. They paused when Zack entered and stood attentively while Sophie promenaded Zack around the room, presenting each participant. They were in various stages of dress, mostly naked. They buzzed around the makeup stations, borrowing cosmetics and applying body and face makeup, spritzing perfumes and comparing jewelry. Various fetish costumes hung on racks at center room. There were the usual collection of school girl and French maid uniforms, sequined evening gowns and bondage classics.
After the round of introductions, Zack browsed the mirrored makeup stations, giving advice on the girls' choices of preening colors and tones. He considerately helped smooth lotions over supple tits and asses. He stepped in to daub his color choice here and there, particularly the women's all-important erogenous areas. An indecisive model had tried two different shades on her nipples and wanted Zack's advice on which was better for her skin tone. Zack preferred the darker hue and, applying the rouge himself, showed her how to look even better by cosmetically enlarging her areolas. Zack knew intimately the application of these special TWA-designed concoctions which had been formulated and tested under rigorous conditions. The emollients were melded with sensory flavors and spices guaranteed to enrich the gratification of the TWA graduates and their sex-mates.
Zack reveled in the uninhibited access, stroking the fine bristled brushes and pencils over the models' facial and vaginal orifices. He was clever at fostering greater core heat in his already excited minions. With their naked loveliness perfected, Zack supervised the dressing, fine-tuning straps and flaps to coyly peep the underlying excellence. The women embraced Zack's assistance, striving to improve their poise and garner flattery from the prestigious judges.
The order of onstage presentations acknowledged seniority, repeat participants going first when the pool of options was greatest. Annual repetitions made the more experienced models quicker at catching a delicate loosening of bowtie or overly confining crotch space. The veterans became better at guessing which judge was most aroused by their exposition. Following their best conjecture, Zack would reveal the true pre-determined pairing and that couple departed forthwith for their after-show rendezvous and the Pledge Contributors' requisite fantasy fulfillments. As the show processed, the pool of judges became smaller, easing the matchup challenge for the newer models.
Zack preceded the line of beauties as they clacked their high heels down the corridor to the side stage. The congregated Pledge Contributors were settled in cushioned lounges arrayed semi-circle around the elevated runway. Scantily clad waitresses served up cool drinks and hot winks. The festive mood belied the whimsical gravitas of the risqué competition.
Zack gave a last tune-up to Abby, the first model in line. She was dressed in a lady's black tuxedo: spike heels, dark hose, satin booty shorts, sheer white blouse and unbuttoned topcoat. Her straight blond bangs were trimmed below her eyebrows, dark eye shadow surmounting her deep brown eyes. Zack reached inside the open coat flaps, palming Abby's hefty braless tits through the silky shirt. He bounced the full masses in his hands and then pulled them forward, forcing her into a horizontal bend. He rocked the pendulous flesh back and forth and then ordered Abby to shimmy. The model complied, smiling as she enjoyed the feel of her hardened nipples grazing inside the fitted shirt. Zack was satisfied that Abby's full breasts bobbed and swayed appropriately beneath the veiling material. Zack's last minute boob handling clued Abby that her mysterious male craved her big tits in waggling motion. Abby resolved to use hard struts with swift turns during her exhibition and watch for the judge most enthralled by her tempting jiggles.
Zack lined up the tuxedoed lady and propelled her on stage with an unexpected ass push. Abby nearly stumbled and it shook her body. Her movement sent fluid ripples across her chest, giving the judges their first wobbly notion of Abby's shrouded but unrestrained breasts. The model recovered her stride but kept the tit twitters going. She strutted the length of the stage and back, giving a forward show of her covert tit wattles and a retiring show of her booty wiggle. Abby rambled the stage edge, giving each judge her transient attention as she enticed them each in turn with her body in motion. The first coy round was unsuccessful in eliciting a distinctive sign from any one judge.
Abby upped the ante and unbuttoned her blouse to her waist before starting her next round of individual displays. The model shimmied and swayed, letting her highlighted nipples peek-a-boo through the gap as they rolled beneath the open panels. One judge finally coughed and wiggled in his seat, adjusting his crotch. Gotcha! Abby stopped and pointed a manicured index finger towards the man.
"I think I am your fantasy request. Am I correct?"
The balding gentleman's entire head blushed from neck to ears to bald pate. He smiled shyly and nodded his acknowledgement of her acute perception. Zack came onstage carrying a sealed ivory envelope. He tore it open, read the inscription and announced that the model's deduction was indeed correct. Abby stayed facing her admiring male as Zack reached around her and unzipped her booty shorts. He dragged them down and off as Abby trotted her panty-hosed legs, her jostling tits pushing aside the loose hanging blouse panels, fully exposing her big pink capped mounds. The dusky panty hose accentuated rather than concealed Abby's finely tuned ass and her conspicuous cameltoe.
The model slinked off the stage to the enthralled older gentleman and carefully settled her warm butt sidesaddle into his lap. Abby leaned her exposed boob into his chest as her ruby lips breathed greetings in his ear.
"Pleased to meet you, sir. My name's Abby"
"Abby. What a lovely name for such a lovely girl. Please call me Willy."
Abby wrapped Willy's arm around her waist, cupping his hand against her nylon only sheathed ass cheek. She burrowed his other hand inside her open top. Willy's palm brushed her nipple. His hand was warm with excitement. Abby liked the touch even better than the cool silky rubs her nipples had enjoyed while she shook them onstage. Willy's warmth activated the camphor laced nipple rouge that Zack had used to enlarge her disks. They tingled in Willy's grasp. Abby cooed in his ear, tongued and sucked on Willy's earlobe, encouraging his caresses
"Willy, that feels good. I hope you like doing that because these fun-bags are your special toys for the weekend."
Willy strummed his thumb across Abby's erect nub and heard her sigh of delight. He inhaled her fragrant hair perfume as he tilted in and rubbed his face to hers, cheek to cheek. His hand trailed off her boob and down to her vulva, two fingers pressing and rubbing the pliant cameltoe through the lightweight pantyhose. Abby's warm cunt lips rolled beneath his touch. She rocked her groin against Willy's hand, assisting in the intimate caress. The passion fueled model offered promising words of coming delights, accented by a tongue dip into Willy's ear.
"That's your private playground as well. All of me, in fact. I want to be your fantasy companion in any way you want me to be."
Willy's whole body was aglow with anticipation. He resumed a leisurely kneading of her boob. Abby was ready to get the next act in this weekend playdate started.
"Willy, darling, I think it's your bedtime; not that you will getting much sleep. I hope you won't mind." Willy signaled his concurrence with dreamy autonomic clenches on her ass and boob.
With Willy's preliminary playmate orientation complete, Abby broke their spell, rising and drawing her elder admirer to his feet. She led Willy down the exit isle toward their allotted hotel comfort suite. The others threw friendly catcalls after them, promising to keep the paramedics on alert should the old man overdo it.
Zack returned side stage to present the next feminine contestant. Beatrice was swathed in a flowing sequined gown. The ensemble was composed of many thin overlying layers. Beatrice flowed onstage and moved gracefully along the edge, pausing before each judge to remove a single veil for drawn out dramatic effect. She took time to slowly reveal her body, veil by veil until only one scrap of transparent film remained. It draped to her groin from attachments at her nipple rings. Beatrice had been unable to perceive which judge was hers. She hazarded a guess which turned out to be wrong. Zack good naturedly smacked her bare ass once in mock reproach before Beatrice descended the stairs to join her weekend sex partner. They departed immediately for their comfort suite.
Connie was next, trussed into a tit-shelving leather bustier. Dozens of tethered pink balloons were attached to rings sewn into the tightly clinching waistband. Some held ordinary air and draped her hips and legs. The others were helium filled and bobbed upward to conceal Connie's upper torso. She strode halfway down the runway, the breeze parting the pink bulbs to flash exposed skin. Connie stopped before the first judge and let the collection of latex bubbles stabilize. Then she unfastened one balloon which fell way. She took two slow ceremonial steps to advance in front of the next judge and loosed a balloon that floated to the ceiling. More ceremonial steps led to more balloons released.
Connie proceeded in turn back and forth along the line of judges, letting balloons escape as her corseted nakedness was exposed between the growing gaps in her inflated coverings. The last balloon floated away and Connie stood hands on hips surveying the judges that were surveying her. Connie spied one man tapping an impatient toe; she stepped boldly before him and pointed.
"I think I am your fantasy request. Am I correct?"
Zack brought the sealed envelope onstage and endorsed Connie's selection. The gentleman judge lent a hand to his topless weekend mate as she descended the stairs. Never releasing his hold, he gave in to his growing impatience as he towed her quickly down the exit aisle towards their comfort suite.
The fourth and fifth contestants were a duo act. Deidre was encased in a shiny black latex Dominatrix jump suit. Her legs were tucked into knee high black riding boots. Large openings were cut in the full body suit exposing tits and groin. Deidre stepped boldly down the runway. She held a silver chain leash attached to the trailing model's leather collar. Elena was blindfolded with a soft satin cloth. A midriff length russet cloak covered her upper form and her matching full skirt hid all but her high heels protruding below its hem.
Deidre pulled Elena to stand center stage. Elena held her head high, her unseen eyes seemingly focused on the back of the theater. Deidre circled her performance partner and then undid the single button fastening the cloak at Elena's neck. She swept it dramatically away, displaying Elena's underlying O-dress. Her wrists were cuffed behind and the posture presented her uncovered breasts above the shelving bodice. Deidre parted the overlapping skirt panels, exposing Elena's shaved and makeup enhanced lower lips. Deidre hooked the skirt flaps aside at Elena's waist. With Elena's vision unavailable, it was up to Deidre to find Elena's undisclosed paramour. She repositioned Elena to give full display of her feminine charms for the perusal of the admiring men. She pulled Elena into a taller stance and rapped her feet, signaling Elena to pose with bolder exposure of her rosy cunt and nipples. Elena submitted stoically to the rearrangements, aware that a partially disrobed female provoked greater desire in her selected Alpha male.
Deidre scanned the diminishing panel of judges. Each man was wearing his poker face, denying Deidre clues to which one most desired Elena. Despite their steady control, one man had a white knuckle grip on his armrests. Gotcha! Deidre rounded an animated arm swing until her finger pointed him out.
"I think this submissive slave is your fantasy request. Am I right?"
The tense man maintained his facial control and refused to answer back. Zack came onstage and the envelope revealed the truth. Deidre was correct. The man gamely mounted the stage, his broad shoulders and narrow waist portending his muscular physique beneath the tailored tuxedo. The man seized Elena's leash as Deidre held it out to him. He wrapped the chain in his hand, drawing Elena in, leaning down so his face was close to Elena's ear. She smelled his pungent cologne. Deidre couldn't hear the man's growled command but Elena did. Her expression stiffened momentarily and then relaxed in acquiescence to her status in the coming scenario. The tall, strong man gently but firmly guided his trussed and consenting prize down the steps and onward to his waiting lair.
Deidre felt envy ripple through her tingling core. If this man coveted submissive women, next year Deidre would demand to be the O fantasy. Meanwhile, Deidre had no further need to illustrate her fantasy character. Her commanding demeanor and dress was her shtick. She scanned the lustful stares until she found one smaller gentleman intently examining his shoe laces. Deidre descended the stage and stood over him as she boomed her command.
"Arise, worm! Look at me! I think I am your fantasy request. Am I correct?"
The diminutive man stumbled to his feet. "Yes, Mistress" he murmured.
"Guide me to your room where I will teach you proper erotic etiquette."
Deidre firmly clutched his arm in a boob hug and marched him from the auditorium.
Zack positioned an empty kiddy pool at center stage front. The next contestant, Mandy, paced barefoot down the runway. She sported a skin tight swim maillot with an intricate tropical floral print. The colorful suit barely constrained her bobbling tits with their prominent nipple pokies. The suit's thinness further highlighted her puffy cameltoe. Mandy bent down to retrieve a water spray bottle and her tits swayed as if the suit were nothing at all. The mammary twins jostled and settled as she righted herself. Mandy pointed the sprayer at her chest and spritzed a few streams. The colorful pattern melted on her boob and rivulets of color dribbled down her abdomen, revealing that the suit was merely body paint. Further sprays removed tincture from her other tit. She twisted her body and dissolved some paint on her ass. Mandy continued the fluid attack on her make-believe swimwear until only trickles of multi-color smears oozed down her legs.
Splotched but exposed, she was a prime example of desirable feminine flesh. It had taken hours for Mandy and her assistants to hand paint the intricate floral decorations on her skin. It had taken only minutes sluice it away for the rapt audience. But the artistic feat was worth it. No expense of time or money should be spared to please these wealthy patrons. Their sensual amusement was the primary goal. Mandy knew her secret fantasizer was happiest when indulging his preference for wet sex. He had requested a melting swimsuit when he had booked the expensive penthouse suite with its adjoining rooftop pool. Mandy hoped to be worn out in the morning after lots of late night skinny dipping and in-pool fucking.
Before Mandy could collect her thoughts and surmise which was her aqua man, a blond Adonis gentleman jumped up and approached the stage. He lent Mandy a hand as she stepped down the stairs and then led his barefoot fantasy to their waiting watery playground.
The remaining four gentlemen turned their attention to Roselyn as she pranced onstage. The hem of her sassy skirt flirted with her trim ass. The tight belly cropped teeshirt failed to conceal her nosecone boobs cavorting beneath. She pirouetted her athletic body, used the convenient brass pole to show off inverted fireman slides and performed other classic lounge stripper routines. In the process, Roselyn tossed off her shirt, skirt and thong and they landed forgotten on the stage. Her stripper routine was less exotic than the previous performances but got one audience member squirming in his seat. He was an easy choice for Roselyn and soon they were headed for his comfort suite.
Conveniently, the final three fantasy requests were of the same genre. A trio of Japanese schoolgirls emerged from backstage, gaily chattering as they clutched notebooks to their chests. Suzy, Suki and Soinie twittered together until they arrived at front stage. Setting aside their scholastic props, Suki held Soinie's wrists behind as Suzy removed the spry captive's button down white school blouse. Soinie took her turn pairing with her classmates until they had de-shirted each other. Their lacy bras followed the shirts, exposing modest Oriental mounds with cute little poky nipples. The bouncy skirts were rudely yanked down by the other playmates and tossed aside. Suzy snatched at Suki's thong but Suki resisted. The three giggling girls seized at each other's thongs until they descended into a playful tug-a-war. Shredded scraps of silky fabrics flew from the rolling mass of tits, asses and flailing black hair pigtails. With panties finally removed, the rumpled schoolgirls disentangled and formed an orderly lineup. The facing trios of male and female stared at each other, the schoolmates standing with hands clasped behind their butts. Three pairs of pert nipples with three perfect shaved pussies stood all in a row. Suki took half a step forward, breaking the mesmerizing spectacle and silence.
"Does anyone have homework to give us before the class bell rings?"
As far as the three mesmerized men were concerned, school was definite out for the day. It was homework time. They scrabbled in unison onto the stage, jostling to claim their favorite. Two of the paramours were totally enamored with Soinie and each refused to give her up. The lustful tussle was quickly resolved. The third gentleman proposed that the three couples meet each day for brunch and redistribute partners. That way everyone's cock would get to savor the diverse textures and talents scattered among the student bodies. A coin toss resolved the immediate impasse.
Each man nestled his first assigned scholar in his arms and ran off to the comfort suites. The schoolgirls expected wide-ranging erotic homework exercises. The men were already contemplating their extensive tutoring responsibilities.



Zack and Sophie had observed the performances from offstage and with the ten models busy satisfying their Pledge Contributor's fantasy request, it was time for the stage managers to retire to their own comfort suite and satisfy their own fantasies.
----------------------------------------------
Zack lolled naked in the bed beside an equally naked Sophie. Soon after the door of their suite had closed, the pair had scrambled about, hurriedly doffing their duds. The quick and frantic fuck that followed had relieved Zack's built-up pressure and he was back to his usual stable simmer. She was fondly fingering his semi-erection, attending to his stimulation as she prepared him for another round.
Zack used the remote control to scan through the security camera feeds from the other suites. All of the Fantasy Fashion Show participants were thoroughly screened before they received an invitation. But fantasies can mobilize tremendous passions, so some oversight was prudent. It appeared all the fantasy fulfillments were proceeding well. In one comfort suite, Beatrice was seated astride her gentleman's lap. His head was thrown back and Beatrice was fully animated, peppering his face and neck with kisses. She still wore the body constricting leather corset and probably would all weekend. Her unfettered tits flopped above the shelf. The gentleman clutched and spanked her bucking ass as Beatrice galloped on his cunt-entombed erection. They were both panting heavily from the exertions.
Abby was lying in bed on her back; old Willy was straddling her stomach. Her hands were holding his hands as they firmly pressed against the side of her tits. Her cleavage formed a soothing tunnel through which Willy plowed his cock. The sound was muted but the smiling man was obviously thrilled by the action. Abby moving lips were apparently mouthing encouragement to the geezer. No doubt the old man would need more time between spurts than his younger comrades but Abby was skilled and willing to assist in any way.
Mandy was in the shower with her water loving sex partner. He was energetically soaping and rinsing her wet body, his hands gratuitously kneading her tits and ass during the rubdowns. Zack couldn't tell if this was before or after their first outdoor pool fuck. Either way, Mandy was literally holding up her end of the arrangement, lovingly hand stroking her man's substantial semi-erection beneath the drenching deluge.
In another suite, Suzy was well into her scholastic exercises. Zack presumed the excited couple had played another game of dress up and strip off in their comfort suite. A short plaid skirt hung from Suzy's waist as she squatted between her man's seated legs. Her head bobbed on his erection. Her gentleman seemed pleased as he caressed her silky black hair and let Suzy set the pattern and pace. After a few tongue and cheek strokes, she would hold her face hard against his groin, giving swallowing massages to the meat buried in her throat. The pseudo schoolgirl stripper worked hard, expecting to earn an A+ for stamina and creativity. The man's knob and corona were receiving first-class illustrations of Suzy's talented tongue and tonsil textures.
Another suite's camera showed one of the Oriental schoolgirls lying on the bed completely submerged beneath the bulky mass of her male companion. Only her legs appeared either side of his broad hips, which were pounding up and down as he drove his solid man-meat deep into her vaginal core. She was banging her heels on his thumping ass in tempo.
Elena was still blindfolded and wearing the O dress. She was bent over facing the high mounted camera and her disheveled hair obscured her upturned face with its rounded open mouth in mock anguish. Elena's head and arms were secured in medieval wooden stocks. Her nude muscular partner leaned over her wide spread legs from behind, tweaking her erect nipples as he hammered her cunt with his long hard cock. His perspiration dribbled off his face onto her back, forming a sweat stain on the over tightened rear dress laces. The background showed other wooden restraint devices: beams, crosses and tables waiting with open shackles for their turn in the premeditated bondage agenda. Whips, chains and switches decorated the walls flickering with the fireplace and candle light.
Zack set the remote aside and let the security program cycle through the rooms at random. Sophie's dainty manual attention to his prick and the sensual pixel displays combined to get Zack ready for their next more leisurely fuck. Zack rolled Sophie sidesaddle and got in position to nimbly penetrate her groin. For the next hour, he alternated between a series of deep plunges and shallow vaginal probes. Sophie moved her ass in sync until they both experienced the delightful ecstasy of a full body orgasm. Just before dropping off into a doze, Zack concluded that this was turning out to be the best TWA Fetish Fashion Show ever and in his sleep he dreamed of ways to make it even better next year.
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Zack was feeling the heat in the desert outside of Las Vegas. He was garbed in traditional paintball battle uniform and accessories: light-weight desert tan camouflage, his safety goggles perched on the brim of his helmet and high laced combat boots. He fingered the grip on his replica military rifle that dispensed embarrassment rather than death. His game-time challengers wore somewhat less and carried no weapons. This would never pass as officially sanctioned warfare training. The secretive clique of female NCOs from nearby Nellis AFB found the clandestine competition amusing. This aerobic workout was their favorite weekend pastime. They would try to elude and evade capture while a guest tutor like Zack hunted them in the rugged desert scrub terrain. The last girl to survive unmarked was declared the winner. Losers were her toadies for the remaining weekend. The triumphant hunter became the focus of the erotic penances. Discarded garb were his trophies and mementos of the fun weekend.
The rules were quite simple. If Zack splatted a girl with his paintball gun, she removed the sullied clothing article and returned to the base camp corral to await adjudication at the end of the chase. It was a friendly competition not requiring referees. Terrain boundaries for the contest were respected; they consisted of a few fenced acres near the center of a vast private ranch. Paint splattered clothing provided evidence of hit-or-miss. Cheating got the violator a few months of 'time-out' from the weekly pastime until she decided to play fair.
Zack needed three successful shots on the girls to complete the course. The girls wore tight white tank-tops, neon colored gym shorts and running sandals. Zack checked his ammunition supply. He was a good shot but these were wily females. He was allowed to return to base for more ammo but that wasted time. He looked up at the early morning sun, already baking the ground. Water would be the key.
Zack checked his watch and signaled the start. The female prey sprinted off. The rough ground absorbed the tread of their footwear. Zack's eyes absorbed the delightful scene of four sets of bouncing butts and boobs. He headed off on a different path towards the water station situated near a high outcrop. That would be his stand.
Zack settled in next to the water tank on the rise. Zack stood on top of the small tank and scanned over the 360 view of the countryside. There was movement on all sides. He spied furtive glimpses of neon orange, green, blue and yellow as the girls skittered through brush breaks and leaf openings. The girls were spread out in the broken vegetation rather than clinging to the edges of the game zone. Zack checked his paintball gun again to be sure it was ready.
There was a flash on Zack's right as a girl tried to sweep by and grab some water. He swung around and shot from the hip. The flying paintball splattered the back of the retreating quarry as she tried to sprint away. She stopped and removed her stained top, acknowledging her exit from this phase of the game. She grabbed a water bottle and bobbled off to the assembly area. An hour passed without another sighting. Zack stretched his tense muscles and decided to change tactics.
Zack slinked in a slow spiral, stalking further from the water tank on the knoll. As he crept through the underbrush, he spied a patch of green neon against the brown on brown backdrop. The girl was crawling on all fours beneath a sagebrush clump, warily watching the water tank knoll as Zack stealthily approached from her 6 o'clock. He aimed and scored a direct on her gym-short covered ass. The girl bounded up at the shock of the impact. Zack grinned wide as he assumed order-arms with his paint rifle. The apprehended female boldly faced Zack as she slid her shorts off her hips and exposed her shaved pussy. Then she walked casually back to join the other losing game player at the assembly area.
There were two quarries left and Zack needed to bag one more to finish this part of the game. The sun was high in the sky and Zack tried another scenario. Rather than sneaking about, he would now flush them out like harried rabbits. He began tramping loudly through the underbrush, wandering off the path, stomping out likely hiding places. A sudden burst of sound and color surprised him but he recovered and fired off a quick shot. It flew wide of the running figure. He paused to gather his breath and calmness. Renewed, he turned back to the path. A twig snapped.
Zack stopped. At a distance, one young woman was slowly stepping through an opening, moving left to right. Zack took his time, carefully lining up an extreme but doable long shot. He squeezed the trigger. He saw the ball arc out and impact on the side of her cotton covered boob. She yelped and clutched her breasts. Zack pumped his arms in the air to celebrate his third and final trophy of the morning. He walked to her as she stripped off the top. Together, they examined her fleshy chest mass; kneading and turning the soft flesh as they looked for damage. There was none. Zack and his final mark strolled together to the assembly area.
-------------------------------------------------------------
The fourth contender had witnessed Zack's final shot and hurried ahead to the assembly area. She was still dressed in her field uniform of top, shorts and shoes; her clothing unmarred. Her survival of Zack's paintballs gave her the honored position of Mistress for the remainder of the weekend. She greeted the hunter escorting his third and final quarry.
"Zack, I'm Sarah. I am an Air Police non-com. I am also now your special hostess and the Mistress for the Day over these bitches. Let me put this last one away. Then we will begin the punishment party." She motioned for the topless woman to follow. "Come along, loser."
Sarah was good at her military job, trained equally to handle inebriated and unruly enlisted men or testosterone laden, horny officers. That often involved physical restraint, first hands only bodily tactics and then shackles and confinement as necessary. Wrist locks, choke-holds, bondage, jail cells or cages; there were just tools to Sarah.
Sarah had already begun the preparations for the next phase of the weekend. The previous two captives were secured in pens in the holding area. Sarah handcuffed the remaining topless female and pushed her into the last vacant cage. The three losers were now ready for Zack and Sarah to dole out their penances.
--------------------------------------------------------
Sarah posed Zack before the wire cage containing the first captive. Sarah had handcuffed the girl before placing her topless in her cage. The female squatted in the low cross barred box, her paint splattered tank top hanging above it, signaling that she had been spotted and blotted by Zack during the field portion of the game. She would be the first to service Zack.
"Zack, this is Aria. She is an overworked Air Traffic Controller and needs your help to maintain her voice at optimum performance. She doesn't talk much off-duty; she likes to give her voice a needed rest. Aria yearns for regular doses of masculine balm to soothe her overused throat. Don't you, sweetie?"
Airman Anna nodded without speaking. Her technical specialty required her to project the clout of command. Her flight path orders in the congested Las Vegas air space were to be obeyed. No one wanted a close call or something even worse. Yet her voice was also melodious, calming to a nervous pilot with mechanical trouble or dwindling fuel reserves. She was expected to exude confidence and land her flock of metal birds safe and sound. Zack watched Aria impassively wet her lips. Zack was ready and willing to aid Aria's oral fitness regimen.
Sarah reached around and worked Zack's belt and zipper, dropping his pants and exposing his manhood. She patted Zack's ass to shuffle him forward. His cock hung almost touching the cage at Aria's eye level. Aria leaned forward, pressing her face into one of the large square frames created by the cage's metal strands. Her extended tongue tip slipped under Zack's V and bounced it gently. Zack's meat stiffened and his erection levered to stand horizontal. Aria followed its progress with her tongue, fostering more stimulation, slathering onward to her weekly throat therapy session.
When Zack was semi-solid, Aria opened her lips and pulled the fount of her vital tonic well inside her oral receptacle. She sucked deep, putting a hard vacuum on the prick that was filling her gullet. She bobbed softly, swiveling her face around the meat axle. Her tongue, cheeks, tonsils and lips cooperated in a passion of stimulus. She was a proficient practitioner and acted out her best moves. Zack perused Aria's swinging bob-cut hair and the large hoop earrings, noticing her rear bound fists flexing in time to her exertions. Her tits swayed in lazy orbits beneath her tilted chest.
Zack's hands clenched the metal bars spanning the top of Aria's pen. He widened his stance for stability. He was leaning on the cage, bracing his body aloft to offset his wilting knees. Zack's hips bucked in counter-rhythm to Aria's movements. This first time of the weekend would generate a massive volume of cum for Aria's benefit.
Zack's breathing was becoming labored. He concentrated on the mouth surrounding his dick. But there was something else happening. Zack felt Sarah's hand sliding up his inner thighs. Her hand cupped his scrotum then slid back. Her fingers fluttered his balls as her thumb rimmed then pressed his anus. Zack reared up on tiptoes to evade the questing digit but Sarah was persistent. She tunneled in until she felt Zack's prostate gland.
Aria felt Zack buck and heard the change in his respiration. Having learned the telltale signs from her previous benefactors, she knew his end was near and she would soon receive the desired elixir. Zack cried out and Sarah pressed his prostrate, determined to expel Zack's total available load. At the right moment, Aria took a deep breath and centered his knob on her tongue. Her closed mouth sucked one long hard pull. Aria felt the first semen pulse on her tongue and warmed with joy. She needed all the fluid she could get. She continued the vacuum as the next five large ropes flooded her oral cavity and then finally eased off the suck as the flow finished.
Aria felt Zack's body unwind as he regained his wilting legs. She let his softening cock withdraw from her lips, hoarding the precious liquor in her mouth. She swished it around her teeth and gums. Tilting back, she gargled with the juice, coating her tonsils. She returned her flushed face to rest at level and waited patiently. Zack watched her solicitous activities. He surveyed the naked Aria, wrists bound, mouth filled with his cum, respiration lifting and lowering her creamy breasts. He gave the wanted command.
"You may swallow."
Aria breathed deep, tilted her chin up, smiled wide with closed lips and hooded eyes as she let Zack's manly essence slip off her tongue and ooze into her throat. She murmured a moan of satisfaction when the last of it dripped off her tonsils. Aria peeked up at Zack who was staring into her eyes. With the same voice of power and assurance that every pilot savored when it floated into his headset, Aria simply stated "Thank you, sir."
---------------------------------------------------------------
Sarah pointed to the next captive. The blonde watched uneasily as they focused their attention to her. Sarah opened the hatch and beckoned the blonde outside of her confinement pen. As their next subject emerged, the captive stood and twisted to stretch her knotted limbs and back. Zack got a nice overview of her full bosom and butt. She was not as tall as him but tall enough; yet her proportions were still voluptuous. She stood at attention before her weekend superiors.
"Zack, this is Hanna, one of our Predator drone remote control pilots. She has prospered in her technical assignment because of her exceptional manual dexterity. She has the gentle hands necessary to really master a joystick. She would be perfect for your next encounter. Hanna, take Zack to the spa for a thorough cleansing, inside and out. Make it a real hands-on display of your skills."
Zack clasped Hanna extended hand as she led him inside the ranch house. Her ass sashayed to her measured stride. At the door, she turned to hold both his hands as she butted it opened. Zack was transfixed by the wobble of her tits as she back pedaled down the hall to the large bathroom. Inside, she removed Zack's remaining garb, tossing the soiled clothes into a hamper. Zack watched her marvelous ass as Hanna bent and filled the tub, adding emollients to the lukewarm bath. Occasionally, Hanna peeked over her shoulder to find that Zack was overtly admiring her figure. His steady interest in her curves pleased her.
Bath prepared, Hanna welcomed Zack to immerse in the soothing pool. Hanna knelt outside the tub, washing his skin with natural sponges, the long sluggish motions buffing every part of his body with her caresses. Zack's groin was a favored location but Hanna was careful to spend only periodic time there. She let the mood build and then backed off to other body parts, waiting for Zack to ease down a bit before renewing her attention. She found him delightfully sensitive elsewhere: behind his knees, the soles of his feet, his face and scalp, the hairs on his neck, his nipples. She escalated his ardor in distinct steps. Zack's erection was growing stronger and stronger.
Hanna dropped the sponges in the soapy water and caught Zack's half submerged cock in both sudsy hands. As she affectionately stroked the firm flesh, her finger pads applied individual pressures on the circumference and length. She knew where the male's nerve endings were most accessible on the thin sensitive skin cover. Her thumbs shared the duty of rubbing the under-crown. Zack leaned down into the tub's backrest, lifted his knees to open his thighs wider and leisurely watched Hanna work. Her nipples dragged in the water and stirred the foam. Zack lazily cupped the closer breast. He closed his eyes, hearing the squishes of her caresses, the lapping bath water and Hanna's pleased sighs as he kneaded her tit.
Zack's heat was building to a peak; neither of the amorous pair could have stopped it nor did they want to. Zack panted and puffed as Hanna compelled his spunk to spurt through her fingers and onto his sodden stomach. The orgasmic release was full body and sustained an extended prickle. Hanna crawled into the large tub, cradling Zack's body. Her palms and fingers caressed each lingering skittle in the dampening nerve bundles. The ecstatic energy was receding from limb to core. Hanna chased their retreat. She sequentially fondled Zack's fingers, toes, limbs, inner thighs, nipples and navel. At last she cradled Zack's dick as it wavered in deflation, receiving Zack's bodily verve and Hanna's stimulus. Zack's body collapsed into a water logged languor. Hanna held him while he rested in the warm water.
Later, Sarah found the wrinkled pair still entwined in the bath, dozing. The water had cooled so they were agreeable to emerge. Sarah retrieved a terrycloth bathrobe while Hanna dried Zack with fluffy towels. They shifted Zack to the adjoining bedroom and laid him in the large bed. Evening was falling. Zack slept.
-----------------------------------------------
Zack stirred. The room was lit. He smelled food. His blurred vision cleared as he awoke from his slumber. The mattress slumped as a woman sat on the edge. Zack saw the wavy haired brunette, his final bagged game in the field, wearing a terry cloth robe similar to his. She was sipping espresso from a demitasse. The aroma hit his nostrils. She held up a second cup.
"Good evening, sleepy head. Rest well? Want some coffee?"
Zack reached for her but his hands drew up short. His wrists were loosely fastened to cuffs and short chains at the headboard. His ankles were confined similarly. He tested their strength and found them sturdy. Zack frowned at the brunette who leaned in and stilled his lips with a shushing finger. The brunette cupped his chin with her palm as she hovered the coffee cup for his lips to slurp.
"I usually add more sugar but I wanted you to taste it first. How is it?"
Zack found it tolerably sweetened. What he found intolerable was his restraints. He shook the chains and gave her a scowl.
"Now, now, my love" she said as she smoothed and patted his bare chest. "This isn't any more than a game. You won't be hurt. In fact, the fastenings are very light and a big man like you could break them easily. Let me explain.
"Sarah likes her job and usually takes this part of the program, tied to the bed and helplessly fucked by our weekend warrior. She gets off on the reversal of roles, being bound and controlled rather than being in charge. But this weekend, she won the hunt and won't get her turn in bed. So we changed things up.
"My name is Lt. Bonnie. I fly on the mid-air refueling tankers and operate the tail boom that delivers the fuel to the jets. The jet jockeys like to think they're hot stuff, lining up the coupling. But I have more control over the boom position by manipulating its stabilizing airfoils. I want to show you how good I am at midair connections. We are going to fuck but neither you nor I will use our hands. Does that sound like fun?"
Zack wasn't sure about her question. He usually took control but the weekend so far had been a roaring success in his mind. So what the hell!
"Let's give it a try. Are you sure I need to be restrained?"
"It's Just a small reminder. I don't want you to ruin the scenario with 'grabbies' when you get excited. And I hope you get really excited!"
Bonnie set aside the dishes. She rose, unbelted and dropped her terrycloth robe. Zack now remembered how buff and curvy Bonnie was. Bonnie paused purposefully in full frontal; Zack liked the view. She was mid-height, sported an athletic figure. Her hair was shoulder length and she was barefoot. In between were trim hips and round breasts, just the right proportions. Her pussy was shaved and the lips were pronounced. Her big brown eyes competed for radiance with her smiling red lips.
Bonnie gripped the trapeze bar that Zack now saw suspended over the center of the bed. She stepped onto the mattress and stood upright above him, feet astride but not touching his waist. Zack watched as she squatted down, holding the trapeze bar for support as she aligned herself above his hips. The straddle peeked open her cunt and the rich pinkness descended on Zack's semi-tumescent rod. Bonnie slid her vulva along his length, transferring her intimate oils from her pussy to his prick. It was the only body contact between them. Zack jogged his hips trying to aid the caresses. Bonnie stopped and lifted away a few inches.
"Patience, my love. You need to lie still. This is my hookup and I will do the maneuvering. Agreed?"
Zack surrendered his tense curl and laid back. Bonnie took that for a 'Yes' and lowered into the contact again. She wiped longer swipes this time. Zack had nothing to do but watch and feel the warm wetness stimulate his rod to a stiffer erection. Bonnie was leaning over, watching the connection and her tits swayed gently. Her swaged coiffure framed her face. Zack found her motions pleasant to watch. Sometimes women danced in front of him. But when they got this close, he was usually clasping them tightly to his body, driving his cock into their mouths or cunts.
Bonnie shifted higher, concentrating on slicking Zack's knob. Once or twice, his bulk caught on her vaginal opening and bounced off. Bonnie would adjust to keep him riding smoothly along her gash. She now had the pattern memorized and was able to look away, fixing Zack's eyes with hers, continuing the jaunt. She slowed, leaned further forward, shimmied her boobs and smiled.



"I think we have sufficient practice. Let's try a hard docking" she said.
Bonnie captured the tip of Zack's prick against her deeper opening. She pressed back and levered him upright. With a slight tilt of her head, she pushed down and Zack's cock journeyed all the way to her womb. Touchdown!
"Get ready, my darling. Pretend we are flying into some air turbulence. This ride may get bumpy."
Bonnie cycled her hips in a vertical circle. Zack's knob drug almost out and then fully in with each revolution. After five rounds, Bonnie changed the pattern and began horizontal circles. Neither her legs nor feet nor ass nor hips touched Zack. Their only conjunction was cock and vagina. It was just as Bonnie had promised: a midair connection.
Zack let her work. It was rather liberating, being passively serviced without his active involvement. Bonnie was good at this. Zack felt the tingles and reached to grab Bonnie's hips and quicken her pace. His hands were stopped short by the chains. Zack vexed at the blockage; his impulse was to snap the light chains and take charge. Bonnie saw his move and concentrated on maintaining her course of action, giving no indication of her awareness. Zack's better nature prevailed. He closed his eyes, relaxed and let Bonnie's pleasant stimulations grow in his groin. Bonnie saw his surrender and knew it was time to finish up. She watched Zack's face go through several expressions, knowing he was getting closer to the end. As he tilted his head back and opened his mouth in a bellow, Bonnie slammed down and wiggled every muscle she could find, putting pressure and caresses on his spurting tube. When the spurts abated, Bonnie let her weight rest on Zack's hips and unfastened his cuffs. She leaned over and rested her body on his, rubbing her tits into his chest, nuzzling his cheek and neck, murmuring her glee as Zack enfolded her body in his embrace.
The remaining night was spent in full communion. Missionary, sidesaddle, cowgirl, every position was used with as much rubbing and hugging as possible. At dawn's early light, Bonnie slipped away. The weekend was over.
The girls returned to the Air Base and their important service in defense of freedom. They had earned the freedom to choose their recreations and fulfill their fantasies as they saw fit. Zack left for his next Zodiac assignment. He was proud to have performed his own version of supporting the troops. He hoped for repeated future opportunities to again prove his patriotism.
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The snow at Midway International Airport was piled anywhere the plows could find room for it. It was a record breaking late season blizzard and the ground crews were fighting a losing battle to keep the runways, taxiways and aprons clear for arriving and departing air traffic. As the storm intensified, ATC diverted most planes and stopped all takeoffs. The remaining aircraft had been safely landed and everyone hunkered down to wait for the foul weather to dissipate.
Zack was in-transit between Las Vegas and his next stop, Atlantic Beach. The stewardesses and terminal agents were efficient in accommodating the stranded passengers. For final destination clients, ground transportation could still get them home in greater metropolitan Chicago. Others got lodged in local hotels but the number of available rooms was dwindling. As a frequent flyer Diamond Card member, valued passenger Zack was personally escorted from the jetway to Air Capricorn's VIP lounge. His guide was the chicly dressed flight attendant that had stirred the erotic dreams of every man in First Class with her professional beauty and hostess charm. In the terminal, ordinary family and everyday flyers were scattered about the corridors attending to their kids and carry-ons. Zack and his guide approached a long line of exasperated frequent flyers waiting to enter the VIP lounge. The hostess at the receptionist podium was verifying credentials before allowing the unusually large number of gold, silver and platinum club members into the corporate clubroom.
Zack's chaperon led him past the others to the front of the line and flashed her badge alongside Zack's Diamond Card. The lounge gatekeeper neatly buzzed a separate door and ushered Zack through into the exclusive Diamond Card Capricorn VIP lounge. There were a few other gentlemen already seated or lolling in the elegantly furnished room. A pert cocktail waitress hurried forward to take charge of Zack as the gatekeeper returned to her other restive passengers. The waitress stooped to catch up Zack's coat and valise.
"Oh, here, let me take those for safe keeping, sir. We are so sorry about the bother. We can't control the weather but we will do everything we can to make your temporary inconvenience as brief and pleasant as possible. Can I get you anything to eat or drink?"
"Maybe some fruit juice and a place to sit." There were plenty of empty cushioned couches, divans and recliners scattered about the spacious room. The three other gentlemen were tending to emails or magazines, mostly ignoring the other occupants. Zack found a recliner in the corner and checked his email and weather report. The waitress sashayed his way with the desired glass of refreshment. Her name tag read: Caprice.
Caprice wore a very well fit airline hostess' uniform. Zack's survey ascended from the mid-rise heels, short skirt, revealing cleavage and a satin choker with the airline logo suspended on a silver ring. Her blonde hair was pinned up professional style.
There was a bustling echo from the main terminal corridors. The canned female voice was making standard PA announcements: passengers paging other passengers, security reminders and individual flight cancellations and delays. A sharp tone sounded to gather everyone's attention; what followed was the predictable public information pronouncement.
"Attention all passengers in the terminals. FAA and TSA officials have issued a ground stop order cancelling all air and ground transportation to and from the airport during the remainder of the snow emergency. This order will be effective for at least 8 hours. Please make yourself comfortable until we can resume normal operations."
Caprice scurried back to the service bar. As head hostess, she motioned all of the other attendants to a brief huddle. Heads nodded and she walked to the middle of the room to brief her VIP clients.
"Gentlemen, we are sorry for the disruption in your travel plans. Because you are Diamond Card Capricorn members, you are entitled to certain benefits while in our care. At times like this, the airlines suspend their competition and cooperate to ensure their VIP clients' comfort. We are joining with other airline VIP lounges to share food, drink and support staff. Please do not hesitate to ask for whatever you need and we will make extraordinary efforts to comply."
Caprice paused for any questions. The gentlemen seemed satisfied that matters were being handled as best they could under the circumstances. She turned to leave but paused with a last thought.
"You will see air and ground staff from other airlines serving here as we send some of our crew members to their lounges. Please understand that we want to break-up your tedium with a little variety while we wait out the storm. Thank you."
Zack leaned back and closed his eyes. He was nudged by a tall blonde blue eyed goddess in a tailor fit Nordic airlines uniform. She was leaning over Zack, her busty body well defined by the uniform.
"Excuse me, sir. Is there anything I can get for you? Is there anything I can do to make you more comfortable?"
Zack adored the slight Swedish lilt in her accented English. He surveyed the expanse of cleavage before him and had a few ideas. Those ideas weren't the kind to be exercised in a public airport lounge. But this was the Diamond Card Capricorn lounge. Zack gingerly folded back the uniform jacket lapel to reveal her nametag: Nora. His hand trailed down the outside of the jacket, pressing harder than accidental. Nora never flinched but gazed cheerfully into his face, waiting for his response. Zack shifted his butt in the cushions, his growing erection becoming uncomfortable in his suit pants. The move was not lost on Nora.
"It is a bit warm in here, isn't it? We should get more natural for this unexpected time together."
Nora loosened Zack's necktie knot and unbuttoned his shirt collar. She felt his crotch and verified tactilely the real reason for his squirm. Nora never hesitated but loosed the belt buckle and unzipped the fly. Her manicured hand burrowed inside to adjust Zack's tumescent meat where it could expand further as the impending situation dictated. Satisfied with Zack's position, Nora peered around the room where other airline staffers were performing similar duties for the other gentlemen. She looked at Zack as she fingered her blouse buttons.
"These uniforms can be so constricting."
Nora worked the buttons open. The opening in her shirt showed a nice cleavage packed into a lacy bra. She doffed the blouse and jacket and laid them aside. She sat astraddle Zack's legs and leaned in. Her bra cased breasts pressed into his chest as her lips came near his ear.
"Aren't you going to help get me comfortable too? The bra is front closing. Don't be shy."
Nora leaned up with her hands braced on the headrest behind Zack. His hands came to her tits. He squeezed them through the bra, and then unclipped the center catch. Nora stayed in place as Zack peeled the cups aside to reveal her large smooth nipples. He leaned in unconsciously and kissed one.
"That feels nice, sir."
Zack kissed the other then tongued them alternately. He took his time. The kisses became suckles and then little nub bites. Nora cooed her delight as Zack mouthed her boobs. His less constrained prick got larger. Nora kissed his forehead as she rose and stood astraddle his legs. Her unrestrained boobs were beyond his bite but not his grasp. He palmed and bounced the handfuls.
"Thank you, sir. I will get one of my sister hostesses to take it from here."
Nora backed out and moved to another gentleman's side. Zack watched as his neighboring gentleman's woman departed and left the follow-on tasks for the newly arrived topless Nora. Zack lost interest in his neighbor's circumstances when a topless brown Mexican beauty parked herself in front of Zack's chair. She was still wearing her uniform cap which proudly proclaimed her employer as Merida Airlines. Beneath the cap was a round face with big brown eyes. Her bare breasts were globular and full on her squat body. Her nipples were moist from obvious suckling; the nubs erect from the accompanying nibbles. Her nametag had been jettisoned with the blouse and jacket. Zack inquired her name.
"Please call me Melina. We don't get snow in the Yucatan. If this is what happens during blizzards, I might become a snowstorm lover."
Zack laughed at the humor. Melina squatted between his legs and worked his pants and briefs down. The shoes had to go before everything slid off his heels. Melina stood and rotated, inviting Zack to help unzip her skirt. She leaned over and pushed the unfastened clothes off her heels. Zack was given a nice view of her generous rump and pink slit. Her boobs dangled briefly before she turned and worked his shirt off. Her tits bobbed and weaved as she twisted during the task. Zack was unable to refrain from cupping a feel and squeeze. Melina grinned and paused to let him play. Her hand cradled his firm erection, giving it a few strokes. Zack inched his face forward. Melina reflected the move and they engaged in a tongue lashed kiss as they caressed each other's erogenous points.
When Zack come up for air, Melina leaned back, disengaging the connections.
"I wish I were later in the rotation, sir. You are a good kisser and that bodes well for other activities."
Melina backed away and moved to where Nora had previously relocated. Zack's disappointment at her departure was short lived when a naked Chinese girl entered his presence. Her petite frame was lithe with long dark hair cascading to her waist front and back. She spied his bulky hard-on and smiled.
"May I touch it?" she asked in her South Asian English. Zack was agreeable. It took both her tiny hands to wrap the circumference. She rubbed the stretched skin. Zack gave a start from the excess friction. The girl took note and, absent any lubricant, improvised a solution. She gathered bunches of her silky hair in hand and recaptured his dick. The soft strands smoothed against his rampant cock.
Zack admired the girl's inventiveness. The caresses were warm and gentle. He watched the young woman as she concentrated on her task. Her firm modest breasts rode steady on her chest even as her arms and hands increased momentum. By leaning in, her tresses were long enough to flow without pulling on her scalp. The frenzy of strokes led to Zack's eruption and his sperm splashed across his stomach. His hand maiden cheered his discharge, complementing him on its volume and power. When his pulses completed, she held his cock tight in her warm hands. As Zack breathed normal again, she released him. Her hair tips were speckled with pearls of sperm. She gathered her hair behind her and used a scrunch band to form a single ponytail down her back.
"Thank you, sir. I appreciate your patience and cooperation. Maybe I will see you another time." As she stepped away, Zack grabbed her hand to stop her.
"What is your name, my dear?"
"Cynthia" she replied. "I am a co-pilot for Sino Airlines."
"Well, Cynthia, thanks for the great ride and the smooth landing."
Cynthia blew him a playful pucker kiss before she departed to her next stopover gentleman. A dusky naked maiden arrived at Zack's chair. She was a mixture of browns: dark brown eyes, deep bronze skin, straightened black hair, large café-au-lait colored nipple disks and full chocolate lips. She smiled at the strings of spunk drying on Zack's belly.
"Somebody made a mess. We need to fix that."
The Nubian princess knelt and leaned in. Her tongue swirled on Zack's stomach as she lapped up Zack's genital discharges. She dipped her tongue into his belly button, sending reflective skittles to his prick. She worked to clean him and hopefully lift his cock for another bout of love making. But it was not to be. Zack needed more time to refract. When she finished his tongue bath, he drew her to lay in the lounge at his side until he could rekindle his amorous fire. Zack fluffed her breasts as she fingered his flaccid cock.
They necked, made small talk and got acquainted. Her name was Lydia, a check-in counter attendant with Air Nubia. When the snow shut down the airport, she approached her boss about working some overtime in the VIP lounges. Her boss was reluctant to let her go, planning to hunker down with her in his office. He looked forward to an extended time enjoying another one of her magnificent blowjobs, rather than the quickies he demanded between counter crowds. But she appealed to his higher manager and sweetened the deal. He pulled rank and gave Lydia her wish. The higher manager would get his wish later on when he reveled in Lydia's promised dalliances. Lydia had become a favorite cocksucker of his as well.
Lydia's story perked Zack's interest. Her slathering cleanup had been very efficient. Lydia noted a revival of blood flow solidifying Zack's dick. Her hand slowly stroked it to rigidity. She climbed between Zack's legs and kissed the tip. Tongue, lips and cheeks rubbed the length and breadth of his resurrected erection. Her plump lips slid over the entire length, drenching the sodden cock skin. Zack was finally ready and on one full plunge, Lydia hummed during her deep-throat. Zack tensed and jetted pulses of milky man juice down her gullet. Lydia continued to hum as she swallowed on the knob, giving it additional stimulating clenches. She stayed locked on until Zack stopped huffing his lungs and relaxed his body back into the cushions. Lydia kept Zack snug inside as he deflated.
After a while, the rotation schedule came due. Zack had frolicked with all four available women during this initial round. The temporary lounge manager that had traded from another airline queried Zack about his choice of seat mate for round two. He requested a return visit from Cynthia, the Chinese co-pilot.
Cynthia spent the remainder of the airport shut down resting naked atop Zack. They cuddled and necked, Cynthia buzzing his neck as Zack palmed her tight little ass. Just before morning, they maneuvered around until Cynthia's narrow cunt was impaled on Zack's fat cock. The tight connection gave little free movement but Cynthia managed to give Zack another great ride and a smooth landing.
Blizzards eventually bluster out. And so did this one. The diligent field crews worked to clear the drifts from runways, roads and aprons. Slowly, the airport returned to its intended public purpose and planes, trains and automobiles started making their appointed rounds. Caprice was in a new uniform. She retained a rosy cheeked glow of satisfaction. Presumably her overnight service duties at another lounge had gone well. She led Zack aboard the Air Capricorn flight to Atlantic City and got Zack and her other First Class passengers seated and served with cocktails. She ran through the pre-flight instructions and ended her monologue with effusive apologies for the flight delays and hoped everyone managed to survive the trouble.
"No trouble at all' said Zack.
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Zack loitered in the ship's entranceway, surrounded by the other bustling cruise passengers. He recognized some male acquaintances from previous excursions and a few of the regular crew and staff. He could have boarded privately and been escorted straight to his topside premium cabin suite. But he liked this first encounter to peruse the first time passengers, his newest and freshest shipmates. He sorted through the variety of people, selecting some he found interesting, others not so much. Everyone wandered up to the dockside rails for their final 'bon voyage' waves to their chauffeurs, butlers, mistresses and other lifestyle handlers. The newest young ladies were less exuberant; confirming their on-board presence to the bulky casino bodyguards that had dropped them off at the pier.
Atlantic City was the East Coast gambling mecca, attracting patrons from hundreds of miles away. Busloads and planeloads of tourists were ferried to the casinos, drawn by complementary meals, modest suites and starter packs of free gambling chips. The elderly tourists enjoyed the obesity boosting buffets and the colorful gambling floors with their infectious bells, lights and laughter. While their spouses shopped the glittery gallerias, the sprier old gentlemen escaped to a risqué stage show. The combination of glamorous shopping, nubile flesh pageants and a dose of complementary Viagra ensured that the mature couples enjoyed a memorable overnight stay and booked repeated money hand-over visits.
The younger folks had a different experience. Despite the opulence on display, they naively thought that the casinos existed to give away jackpot money to its patrons. Convinced that they knew the secret to overcoming the odds, their wallets became the vast reservoir of amateur money that supported the professional luxury. Some overdid it; they staked their entire assets and credit on their self-assured schemes and methods, descending deeper and deeper into debt. The casinos cheered them on; the odds favored the house. Subsequent debt collection took divergent paths and the negotiations ran a standard script: threats for the malleable males, shame for the mothers and widows and extra-legal action for the would-be tough-guys. That's when they encountered the real tough-guys and quickly caved-in. But it was the young women that were the casino's real goldmine.
The casinos created the monthly Debt Settlement Cruises out of the Port of Atlantic City. The indebted young females were given options in accordance with their curves and character. The less alluring women could borrow from local street pimps and pay-with-play over time. The more eye-catching bodies could sign hospitality employment contracts with the casinos, working days as waitresses, housemaids and floor hostesses with liens against their wages. The payoffs could be accelerated with special night time services to privileged casino guests. The bodacious few were offered a cancellation of their entire debt for sincere cooperation during a four day Debt Settlement Cruise. The discrete invitation-only tickets were auctioned to trusted elite males and the events were always oversubscribed. This particular cruise carried the crew, six bodacious debtors and six elite male patrons.
Zack waved to his chauffer Aquila and she waved back, blowing a palm kiss. The oversized yacht sounded its horn and shuddered as it moved away from the dock. The engines rumbled and the luxury vessel transited the channel out to open sea and the four day revelry. Zack retired to his luxury cabin on the highest deck. His onboard fulltime hostess, Aquinia, was waiting for him. She stood attentively as he entered, wearing only her lime green micro-kini. The porters had delivered their bags and Aquinia had unpacked Zack's things, hanging and folding them into the compact storage spaces. Zack gave a cursory inspection to her work and pronounced it adequate. Aquinia grew concerned at Zack's inattention to detail.
Aquinia was responsible for Zack's mental and physical health and welfare during the cruise. His demeanor indicated a problem and she was Zack's designated problem solver. Her womanly intuition suspected the cause of Zack's edginess.
"Zack, darling, when was the last time you ejaculated?"
"Uhh, well... the trip here was longer than I expected and we just made the boat before it sailed. It's been at least 24-hours, maybe a little longer."
Aquinia took his hand and led him toward the private bathroom, using her free hand to untie the strings of her barely nothing swimsuit. Inside, she disrobed Zack, handling his casual wear with care. She helped him into the tub and leaned him back into a relaxing recline. Using sponges and the shower sprayer, she soothed and washed his body, playing the temperate water everywhere accessible. In the end, she soothed his cock and balls, setting loose his pent-up pool of cum so it could see the light of day. Zack was noticeably refreshed after that and rebounded to his usual good humor.
The ship sailed past the line of international waters and was thereby divested of pesky shore-bound legalities. The redressed and refreshed Zack and Aquinia joined the flow of excited patrons to the rear deck pool area for the Captain's Welcome Ceremony and Ice Breaker Party. Complementary drinks were handed round by scantily clad staff waitresses. A waiter distributed little game controllers to the hostesses. There were eruptions of greetings as some repeat male passengers renewed past friendships. Everyone was checking out the new women scattered among the chatting groups.
The Captain stepped to the podium on a low stage and welcomed all aboard the monthly Debt Settlement Cruise. There were cheers and applause, some more animated than others. Several of the young women were noticeably nervous and subdued in their enthusiasm. The Captain held his hands up for quiet and launched right into the business at hand. He motioned to a stage-side electronic tote board with room for names and associated timeslots. The blanks waited to be filled in with scheduled appointments.
"This month we have six young ladies willing to retire their Gambling Debts in one weekend. Each participating male patron has deposited their lump sum contribution with the bursar. We will now hold the auction that will apportion deposits to debt. Will our soon-to-be debt-free ladies please take the stage?"
There was a rustle of activity as six bikini clad beauties broke away from their clusters and approached the stage through the crowd. The Captain stepped forward and formed them side stage in a cue. He clipped a decorative medallion emblazoned with a large "1" on the first woman's thong. He took liberties to adjust her low cut top even lower, nearly exposing her nipples. The Captain chivalrously gave her his assisting hand to mount the platform, his other hand patting her ass before she promenaded across stage to her marked position. Numbers 2 through 6 followed their leader in turn, each getting a numbered medallion and enduring their own public panders from the Captain. It was his way of reminding them that their contract conditions required sincere cooperation during a four day Debt Settlement Cruise.
The tote board displayed the women's numbers by rows and their total debt to be retired. Half day time slots appeared as columns. While Zack perused the lineup of feminine pleasure available and voiced his choices, Aquinia keyed his preferences for time slots and contributions into the game controller. Zack's "Z" designation started to appear in the appropriate squares but then sometimes, his initial was overridden by other higher bids. Meanwhile the remaining debt totals for the numbered women counted down until they locked out at zero. Aquinia and Zack played a fast game of strategy and tactics until all of the debt totals zeroed out and the auction closed. Zack had secured 4 time slots spread across the weekend. Some bidders had been too conservative with their bidding and ended with only one. Their consolation was the alternate professional care and comfort they would be provided by their dedicated fulltime hostesses.
--------------------------------------------------------------
Zack watched the iridescent ocean float past his window as the ship moved slowly across the shimmering sea. It was evening, the sun was gone but the moon-glow reflected off the chevrons of wavelets in the ship's wake. The dining room was sparsely occupied by other VIP patrons. Some of them were already chatting with their first rendezvouses; others like Zack, still waiting the woman's arrival. The Head Table was set and awaiting the ship's commander.
Aquinia appeared at the door, surveyed the room until she spied Zack and guided her accompanying young lady across the room. Aquila's companion was elegantly attired in a daring black silk evening dress. The skirt dropped full from her low hip waist tie. The top half's back and sides were nothing at all; narrow panels floated on her chest, suspended from her neck but only partly covering her firm conical breasts. Any quick movement threatened to expose her nipples. Her hair was up, twinkling ear baubles framed her darkly made up face which sported a look of mild anxiety. Zack stood in polite greeting; Aquinia performed the introductions.
"Mr. Z, this is Number Four, your first assigned companion. Ms. Four, this is Mr. Z, your first rendezvous of the Debt Settlement Cruise. I will leave you two to get more acquainted and wish you both an enjoyable evening."
With that said, Zack's hostess departed their presence. She took her place flanking the Captain's Chair, part of the bevy of hostesses that catered to the needs of the VIP gentlemen. Things looked to be going well and, freed from those duties for the moment, one or two of the hostesses would serve at the Captain's pleasure later in his cabin.
Zack raised both of Ms. Four's hands and kissed her right hand, planting the second kiss on her wedding band gracing the left hand. He ushered her into her seat and sat across. The waitress attended to their drinks and menu selections as Zack pushed forthwith into the inevitable edgy exchange.
"So, Ms. Four, how has fate brought you to my table this evening?"
Ms. Four hesitated, played with her food and glanced about the dim lit dining room. Zack waited a while and then helped her marshal her courage.
"Come now, Ms. Four, everyone here has an awkward story. I don't want a long confession, just a little explanation. What happened?"
Zack his posture, gazing on the self-conscious splendor seated across from him. She finally made eye contact and Zack leaned his head sideways a little with a 'Come-on, it's okay' grin. Ms. Four took a deep breath and launched into her narrative.
"We married a few years ago and had some money for a mortgage down payment saved up but not enough. My husband claimed he had a lock on a gambling technique that would multiply it quicker. It didn't work out and we sank deeply into debt at the Blackjack table. The bosses gave us few options and we decided a one-shot clearing of the debt was better than paying it down over time. It seemed a good way to square up with them and get back to starting our family. So here I am."
Zack nodded through her soliloquy. "That's a fairly common story. And I think you and your husband have made a good decision. Don't fret; it's not that bad. The fear of the unknown is often worse than the reality. This weekend will soon fade into lost memories." Zack held out his water goblet for a good luck gesture and Ms. Four halfheartedly clinked his glass. Zack leaned back in his chair, studying Ms. Four across the table.
"You are a pretty woman and look absolutely stunning in that dress. Did Aquinia help you pick it out?"
"Yes because I would never wear something this revealing in the bedroom, let alone in public. But she said it was okay to test some boundaries. No one would know I was on this exclusive cruise except the casino bosses and my husband. But I'm not sure I can get too comfortable exposing myself like this, even here."
Zack provided some sage advice. "Sometimes you have to overdo a vice to get comfortable with a lesser sin. May I demonstrate how that's done?"
Ms. Four didn't have time to reply before Zack took the matter in hand. He rose, stepped behind his rendezvous partner and leaned his lips to her ear. "Steady now. Lay your palms flat on the table and do not move. This won't hurt a bit." With that, he unclipped her neck strap and let the barely obscuring breast panels float to Ms. Four's lap. She sat frozen in place. Zack cupped and held her modest sized left tit as he pecked her right cheek. Then he returned to his seat and started eating again as if nothing was different.
"Like I said, my dear, you do look stunning in that dress, but even more so without it." Zack acted as if her topless public exposure was nothing out of the ordinary. He mouthed a fork speared morsel of seafood and savored it. "Aren't these shrimp the best you have ever tasted? I must send my complements to the chef!"
The shocked Ms. Four sat still with her hands planted on the tablecloth but turned her head and cautiously scanned the dining room. She was elegantly topless in a room full of strangers but no one said a word or cast more than a glance her way. She saw one or two other girls in similar undress. One man was fondly sliding his hand along his date's inner thighs. Everyone seemed to be getting intimate in some way.
Zack was watched Ms. Four nonchalantly as the waitress cleared the table. He refused dessert. Ms. Four gazed at her lap as Zack ogled her boobs. They were youthfully firm and conical; the nipples a pale pink riding on her creamy skin. A few of the other couples departed the dining room for après dinner coffee on the open deck. Zack wanted Ms. Four to adjust willingly to her new circumstances, not be pushed faster than she could handle. He helped her to stand and gallantly refastened her top. He led her onto the after deck where they leaned on the aft rail and watched the ship's wake roil away. The breeze was cool so Zack positioned himself behind Ms. Four and wrapped her in his arms. Her bare back was shielded by Zack's chest. It was time for a more secluded inspection of Ms. Four's charms.
Zack unfastened her top again. He enclosed Ms. Four in his arms and cupped both breasts while he nuzzled her neck. This was a more private venue and Ms. Four let him play at will as she stared at the far night horizon. Zack rubbed and rolled her nipples until the nubs popped up. Whether caused by the outward cold or the inner heat, it was a sign that Ms. Four was acceding to the situation. She was nonplused when Zack placed his arm across her shoulder and cupped her exposed tit during their stroll to his cabin. They silently passed other couples engaged in necking and more intimate fondles in the moonlight.
Inside, Zack let Ms. Four peek about the room, getting comfortable with its luxury. While she absorbed her surroundings, Zack disrobed. He sat on the bed and beckoned her to him. Ms. Four stopped at his knees and he drew her into a kissing embrace. Zack loosed her waist tie and the dress dropped to her ankles. He pushed her panties down. When Zack circled his hands around her low back and drew her nearer, she kneed up on the bed and straddled his lap.
Zack swung her over to his side onto her back and saddled up. He maneuvered his prick to her cunt and dove in. Ms. Four's eyes went wide and her mouth puffed out an 'Oh'. She was wet but Zack had been quick and surprised her. Still it was not unpleasant and she wiggled her ass to adapt to his bulk and depth in her vagina. The suitable alignment prompted the desired strokes. They settled into an easy rhythm.
Zack was gentle in his pushes; Ms. Four was grateful for that. This first intimate encounter of the weekend wasn't as dreadful as she had feared. In fact, it felt pretty good. There was a familiar tingling growing in her pussy. She knew it well from auto-stimulation but this was the first time in her limited experience that a man had brought it on. It spread uncontrollably until she arched her back and clung tightly to her mysterious Mr. Z. Zack let her ride out the orgasmic wave as she jogged her hips against his groin. When she was breathing less fiercely, he upped his pace. Zack was also getting hotter but hadn't gotten far enough before Ms. Four arched again and cried out.
Zack refused to slack his pace this time; he let himself go, stroking hard and long, polishing his solid cock in her slippery cunt. He panted higher and at his peak, he was lifted again in Ms. Four's pelvic saddle as she arched her back and cried out her loudest yet. Zack poured forth his coital offering and sang his own ecstatic symphony. He nearly passed out from the intensity but was able to fall sideways before losing focus.
--------------------------------------------------
Zack awoke to find the naked Ms. Four draped across his chest. He fingered her hair, stirring her from her twilight sleep. She tilted her face up and they kissed. Zack patted her bottom; Ms. Four shuffled to lay fully atop him, chest to chest, groin to groin, lips to lips. Her wiggles got the recognizable welcome reaction from Zack's cock. Ms. Four scotched around until his tip poked her hole. The wiggling continued until he was well seated. Her hips twitched, stimulating them both. She caressed Zack body and soul until he spilled another load inside her.
Later still, Zack spooned Ms. Four as the ship rolled gently in its nighttime journey through the waves. One hand idly caressed a boob, the other her cunny. Ms. Four had an arm backwards between them, grazing Zack's semi-erection. She was deep in thought. This cruise wasn't the ordeal she had expected. Good food, good ambiance, good sex. If the rest of the weekend was like this, Ms. Four might learn a few bedroom tricks to take home to teach her hubby or she might just loose big at the casino tables again as an excuse to get aboard another cruise.
------------------------------------------
Zack wandered to the afterdeck where during the previous evening he had partially disrobed Ms. Four. The yacht was anchored outside a private cove reserved for exclusive use by the cruise. Most of the passengers were gathered for the all-day sports events. He found his next schedule cruise mate waiting near the swimming pool. The petite Oriental wore a black bikini. Ms. Three's long straight hair hung mid-back and her bangs hid her eyebrows. She was barefoot like everyone else.
Some of the other consigned twosomes had mounted up for a game of water horse. Zack propped Ms. Three on his shoulders and waded in. They were successful in unhorsing another pair before Ms. Three was pulled off his shoulders and splashed down in the water. Ms. Four and her sequential companion for the day were declared the winners when they remained the only couple still mounted.
The next contest was Jell-O-wrestling. Ms. Three won her first match against Ms. One. In the second round, she was easily pinned by Ms. Six, who towered over her and used her advantage of double the diminutive Oriental's weight. Zack performed the auspicious task of laying Ms. Three on a lounge and licking off the Jell-O smeared on her skin. She writhed with laughter beneath his oral cleansing whenever he voraciously slurped on her tickle points. Almost clean, Zack scooped her up in his arms and jumped overboard. They surfaced and swam to the waiting fleet of jet-skis.
The players lined up and set off on a race around the yacht. The churning waves created jump ramps for the jet skis to get free air over the water and thrills for their paired riders. Ms. Three drove as Zack held her in a bear hug. He used her modest tits for hand holds. The more boob endowed women bounced enticingly as they drove the circuits. Finally, the water craft veered and plowed onto the beach. The staff had disembarked earlier and prepared the food and fun on Blowjob Beach.



A luau was laid out for the hungry revelers. Satiated by the food, they peeled away in pairs for chaise lounges overlooking the sand fringed cove. Zack took a seat, relaxing into a palm shaded lounge. Ms. Three stood by as Zack got settled. She knelt and unzipped his pants, getting her first good look at his penis. She held it gently, turning the meat tube to examine it from all angles. It was large but doable and she was willing to give it a try. She looked at Zack for permission to proceed. Zack saw her tight ass barely covered by her bikini. He had overheard rumors that Ms. Three had the snuggest pussy the men had ever fucked. Zack hesitated, contemplating stealing away into the nearby jungle and packing her legendary cunt with his thick flesh and fluid. But this was Blowjob Beach and rules were rules. He nodded for Ms. Three to proceed with her fellatio. He would pack her throat instead.
Ms. Three kissed the tip, licked the shaft and tongued the balls. Zack grew to good volume. Ms. Three tilted her head down as she tilted Zack up. Her mouth descended the length, surprising Zack that the little woman could get it all in. She was experienced; no doubt getting lots of practice with previous mates. She bobbed and twisted, giving Zack her full repertoire of oral moves. His attention was momentarily distracted by a man's voice from a nearby lounge.
"Come on, bitch. Don't just lick the knob like a Popsicle; get your mouth on it. God... is this your first blowjob?"
Ms. Four blubbered 'Yes..." then hid her tearful face in her hands. The man dropped his head back on the lounge with the sure sign of frustration. His cruise hostess hustled over to assist.
"Don't cry, sweetie...I'll walk you through it. You'll be fine."
The hostess knelt next to Ms. Four and got her composed with soft words. Then she gave little instructions, showing Ms. Four how to hold the shaft firmly and telling her to start by kissing the tip.
"That's it. Now slide your lips over the crown... Good girl... and back... a couple more... now further this time... Good...see how far you can go... half way is a good start... no, it's okay, use your tongue when he's deep inside... suck... yes like that, a few more..."
Ms. Four concentrated on following the words. The hostess spoke kindly, like a mother teaching her daughter one of the many love duties required to keep a happy marriage... well, happy. Ms. Four was becoming comfortable with the feel of a stiff male organ filling her mouth. She was speeding up, but only caressing about half the man's cock. It was time for the hostess to give Ms. Four advanced guidance.
"You need to take it all in. I know... I know... it's longer than your mouth. That's why it's called deep-throat...Now, push gently... try again... okay, take a deep breath and push harder... breath through your nose... relax... relax... "
The hostess hovered a hand above Ms. Four's head. Watching faithfully for the right moment, she slammed Ms. Four down hard on the man's erection. The knob popped into Ms. Four's throat. The hostess counted out loud "One... two... three..." and released. Ms. Four rose and sputtered, puffing deep breaths. She remained in position, coughed once, her head still over the man's groin. She looked up at the hostess, who nodded for her to continue. Ms. Four steeled her courage. She held the fat meat, kissed and sucked until he was half in again, took a breath and pressed down. Her lips met his scrotum as the man moaned out his pleasure. That was the beginning of a series of plunges as the man panted louder and louder.
Zack viewed the scene next door as he adsorbed Ms. Three's caresses. Zack's heat was building from watching the neophyte scholar learn her sensual curricula. He felt Ms. Three's talented mouth and tongue on his cock. He refocused on his dedicated fellatio artist as he heard Ms. Four's man roar. Ms. Three felt Zack's erection expand to its fullest and sensed his body bracing for the discharge. She drew back and held his knob in her cavity, tongue tip painting his underside. Zack busted out a groan as he jetted his cum into Ms. Three's warm orifice. She moaned to add vibrations which were a pleasant bonus to his satisfactory orgasm, saving his milky gift on her tongue for the big swallow finale.
Zack lay in afterglow. He heard his neighbor tell the hostess to bring Ms. Four back in an hour for more practice. Zack dismissed his Oriental sex kitten and watched her play in the surf. This was Ms. Three's third debt settlement cruise. Her gambling addiction had become her way of life; either her ventures ended with wads of cash or wads of cum, equally acceptable outcomes as far as she was concerned.
----------------------------------------------------
Zack watched the sunset in the west from inside the yacht's main lounge. Several other VIPs had received their evening companions, handed forward by their ever attentive onboard hostesses. The debt laden ladies were attired in cultural dress: flirty Brazilian Samba club wear, NYC cocktail dresses, and Hindu saris. Each outfit was altered to display voluptuous skin and risqué pizzazz.
Zack held a single long stem red rose as he sipped his tonic water. Aquinia appeared in the doorway, holding another unseen woman's hand. She pulled her charge forward. Ms. Six stepped into the doorway and froze. She could see the other women had already met their males for this final nocturnal tryst. The buzz of conversation settled to silence as the men noticed her entrance. Ms. Six was dressed in a traditional Greco toga: a pure white translucent gown, belted at the waist and with classic Hellenic pattern ribbons sewed to the hems. Her wavy hair was piled in an up-do style, her silver earrings dangled mixed with a few stray tresses.
Aquinia let the charmed men get a real eyeful before she led Ms. Six to Zack. Zack was also quite taken by the sight. In her heels, Ms. Six was almost as tall as he was. She was full figured, but not fat, an ample woman. She glided across the deck with a gracefulness of stable form. There was a barely noticeable spring to her unrestrained firm breasts. Aquinia stopped her at polite presentation distance.
"Mr. Z, this Ms. Six, your companion for the evening."
Zack held forth the rose. Ms. Six widened her eyes in surprise at the kind gesture but her expression recovered quickly. This was the first truly chivalrous act she had encountered since coming aboard the yacht. Her two previous 'gentlemen' had been more or less brusque in their attitude, wholly insensitive to her feelings. The meetings had been neither painful nor pleasurable, merely a normal carnal exchange. The first had boasted about his status over their dinner and then, later in his cabin, boosted his spunk over her face. It had been a quick and rough tit fuck, nothing in it for her. The second man had bounced her topless body around on the water toys before bouncing her head on his cock at Blowjob Beach. Ms. Six contemplated Mr. Z's floral gift and breathed in its aroma.
"Thank you, Mr. Z. This flower is very lovely."
"This lovely flower will wilt with time unlike your loveliness which will only grow more radiant."
Ms. Six blushed at the complement. Zack took the time to look her over more closely. The toga style cross-over front panels were suspended from puckered shoulder straps and tucked in at the side waist bands. There was a wide expanse of native Mediterranean olive toned skin between her twin bulges down to her navel. The furrowed fabric draped her bosom but could not completely conceal her pokey nipples.
"That is also a lovely dress. Did Aquinia help you pick it out?"
"Yes, Mr. Z. She said it perks up my traditional Greek looks and honors my heritage. She was very particular about the formal styling and the preening. She said I must be glamorous for you and your comrades. Is my appearance pleasing?"
"Ms. Six, you look marvelous. But I know of a more seductive way to wear the dress. May I?"
Zack didn't wait for Ms. Six's permission; her approval was irrelevant. She had consented in writing to sincere cooperation throughout the cruise. Zack was simply continuing the pretense of romance. Zack lifted the bodice panels and peered down her loose front. Both breasts were similarly magnificent but he chose the left one. He lifted the left shoulder strap and slid it down her bicep. He brushed the loose breast cover aside. Ms. Six tilted her head and stoically watched as her breast was exposed to a room full of elegantly attired patrons. Zack let his hand flow back across her smooth, nose-cone boob, brushing the pointy nipple with his palm. He cupped his chin and studied his living sculpture.
"Yes, I do believe that this look is more enticing. You are covered but still exposed; neither fully clothed nor fully unclothed but teasing us with a glimpse of your underlying grandeur."
Ms. Six was silent, not knowing how to respond. Zack pivoted her to face the expectant assembly who had followed his fashion improvements. Ms. Six felt self-conscious, partially nude amongst fully clad people. Her embarrassment was ironic since she had been paraded topless throughout the water sporting events, had been fucked robustly by two of the men and had swallowed cum in front of the group at Blowjob Beach. It was the singularity of her situation among the others that was troubling.
"Gentlemen! What do you think? Better or not?"
There was a burst of applause. One older man close by lamented that he had not bid more liberally for one of her time slots. He craved a finer perusal of her breasts and the rest of the attached form. Ms. Six's semi-nude uniqueness didn't last long. The other men made similar adjustments to their own companions' garb until there was a display of erotic female anatomy everywhere in the crowd. The clustered pairs mingled after that, exhibiting and examining each other's corporeal artwork.
Ms. Five had been required to don her backless cocktail dress in reverse, exposing her entire front instead of her back. The neck strap resembled a choker and the low cut style nearly exposed her vulva. Her boobs rode amusingly free in the middle of the fashionable cutout. Her proximate spectators demanded a shimmy which she halfheartedly performed to their collective delight.
Ms. Three was leaning forward, hands braced on knees. Her short flirty skirt was flipped up, displaying a pert little derriere mounted on two lithe legs. Two admiring gentlemen were cupping and patting her ass cheeks, discussing doggy style copulation techniques. Their banter grew argumentative.
Zack intervened to arbitrate. One man said that mounting a cowed woman from behind required a hands and knees pose on a bed or floor with the forceful male kneeled up behind. The other gent advocated a standing pose with the female bracing herself against furniture or a wall during the culminating hard thrusts. Zack proposed a compromise. The female should kneel in a chair for support. Both partners could hold the reversed chair back when the frenzied male's lunges grew to hammer thrusts. That gained agreement. Ms. Three's smirking face was obscured by her draping hair. The gentlemen were now mulling over sharing a suite and swapping mates, giving an opportunity to compare notes on the novel technique in real time. Ms. Three didn't care what position she was used in or by whom as long as her eager cunt received copious male deluges after enjoying prolonged bout of vigorous fucking.
Meanwhile, Ms. Six's boisterous first dude stood before her with his semi-tumescent cock protruding through his fly. She was resisting as he tried to pull her hand in, offering a final manual stroke on his trophy, 'one for the road' as he put it. Zack's assertive return rescued the reluctant Ms. Six and the man left to flaunt his exposed member elsewhere. Zack stayed with her after that, a protective arm draping her shoulder, His hand cupped her non-exposed breast beneath the toga. His fingers circled her nipple and rolled the nub. Ms. Six leaned her exposed boob into him; she appreciated Mr. Z's valiant presence and felt safe. She welcomed Mr. Z's idle tit fondling. Her fingers lovingly rolled the single rose stem gift in her own hands. It soothed her to know that Mr. Z treasured her long suppressed sensuality and charms.
The assembly of men grew feverish from the exotic display and play. They began to filter off to their cabins with the time-honored erotic relief in tow. Zack led Ms. Six to his topside suite for their last evening afloat.
------------------------------------------------------
Zack lay in a wonderful afterglow. He was spooning Ms. Six's round sensuous butt as his hands massaged her firm nubile tits and ass. Her fragrance lit up his nostrils. Ms. Six had been true to her contract, sincerely cooperative in letting Zack use her marvelous body at will. He had disrobed the lovely lady and sampled freely from her various manual and oral talents. Her mouth was heavenly. Zack adored the tongue lashed cock caresses. From the first slide of her posh lips down his throbbing erection, he was convinced that Ms. Six was well practiced in the art form. Thereafter, he let her set the pace and handle the deep throats in a way that controlled her gag reflex. Zack stopped short of spilling and continued the fond coupling with long and slow thrusts into her cunt. As a gentleman, he generated her ecstasy first; then robustly fucked her until he churned his essence into her spasmodic carnal cavity. Drained, Zack's mind descended towards a twilight sleep.
Ms. Six was also glowing, having enjoyed Mr. Z's skill and technique which had gained her a genuine orgasm. He was talented in the sexual arts and considerate. She compared him to her fiancé. Her parents were thrilled that she was engaged to a neighborhood boy in their insular Greek community. She had been a late starter but let her fiancé take her post-teenaged virginity with the promise of eventual matrimony. The engagement ring had taken years to arrive, always delayed by some other need for the money. The intervening time had been packed with platonic sex. He used her for quickies when aroused by a flirty waitress or an X-rated movie. Ms. Six consented to satiating his lust in café restrooms, darkened theatres or soon thereafter in the parking lot. She was often left out of the orgasm sharing, even when there was plenty of time for build-up in the rare overnight sessions.
Then her fiancé had gotten deep underwater with the bookies. She attended a strange meeting with the casino bosses where they explained her role in cancelling her fiancé's gambling debts. The casino bosses were very graphic about the activities required for 'sincere cooperation'. Ms. Six had been shocked at the idea. She had refused. Her fiancé threw a tantrum and threatened to cancel their betrothal. 'If I abandoned you now, what self-respecting Greek boy would settle for damaged goods?' he asked. He insisted that she would be an everlasting embarrassment to her family. She had retracted her refusal and now here she was on a luxury yacht with a mysterious lover.
Ms. Six lay next to Mr. Z, the skilled lover who proudly revealed Ms. Six's grandeur in the modified sexy toga. It was an honor to have her real inner and outer beauty displayed by this appreciative man for the other approving men. Then Mr. Z had taken his pleasure with her body and respected her needs. Ms. Six considered Mr. Z a real man.
Ms. Six turned in his embrace, careful not to wake the dozing Mr. Z. Her legs enfolded his hips, holding his groin warmly in her pelvic crevasse. A finger traced his jaw line and she kissed his chin. She watched his eyelids flicker in REM sleep. Mr. Z was dreaming...
... Zack was sitting on the couch in the living room of his suburban home, lounging in casual clothes and slippers. It was after dinner and he was twisting about, playing a video game with a young boy. The more dexterous youth was joyfully beating him every time.
"Dad, I can't believe you're so slow! Hah! Gotcha' again."
A woman's voice called from another room. "Boys, it's late. Wrap it up and come to bed."
The men of the house finished their final game and then toddled off to their rooms. Zack tucked the boy into bed and kissed his forehead. "Good night, son. Sleep tight; don't let the bed bugs bite."
"Ahh, Dad... did you forget to call the exterminator... again?" The laughing boy dodged a playful swipe then snuggled under the blankets, happy and secure in a loving home.
Zack went to the master bedroom. Ms. Six was sitting in her nightgown, her arms cradling a baby suckling at one of her perfect breasts. The baby was barely awake, only giving occasional puckers of its last bit of nursing. Ms. Six smiled up at Zack as he entered the room.
"Darling, would you like to help me put your daughter to bed?" Zack took the babe in his arms and laid her in the crib on her tummy. He rubbed the child's back lovingly before covering her with a fluffy blanket.
"Zack, my dear, come to bed."
Zack crawled in beside the mother of his children and snuggled her. "I love you, Priscilla, I really love you."
"I love you too, Zack."
The hugs refocused to caresses, moved on to kisses, changed to shedding of bed clothes. Priscilla arranged her voluptuous mothering body to accommodate the noticeable eagerness of her husband. Zack wiggled into the warm embraces of his wife's bountiful body, worming his erection to its favorite position. The tip found moisture and burrowed in. His wife's silky tissues encircled his cock. He stroked gently...
... Zack woke slowly. Ms. Six had turned to face him. He was hugging her in a side saddle mount. His knob was embedded in her vagina, giving it modest probes. Ms. Six watched his face. Zack paused his genital probing when she worriedly whispered.
"Mr. Z, who told you my name was Priscilla? No one on the cruise was supposed to know my real name."
"I don't know your real name. You are Ms. Six to me."
"You were dreaming of me, weren't you, Mr. Z? You murmured 'Priscilla' in your sleep."
Zack shrugged. "Okay, but I was dreaming. You were my wife and mother of my children and we were making love. Yes, I called you Priscilla but I don't know why I did that. But you should know that the sex was incredibly pleasurable. May I show you?"
Zack rekindled the gentle thrusts without presuming a reply. His mate's juicy pussy welcomed the prods and probes, nestling the cylindrical male invader. Priscilla, aka Ms. Six, felt a calm serenity permeate her insides. This must be what true love was like; she could get used to this novel experience. The man in her arms was more than just a fuck-mate. She now understood that label best described her fiancé. Unlike the little Greek boy who hadn't grown up, Zack was treating Priscilla with a lover's tenderness. The motions were gentle, stimulating a heat that flowed out from her pussy. Her plush boobs were squishing against Mr. Z's solid pecs. Tingles were bussing into her limbs, her fingers, her toes, her nipples.
Suddenly, Priscilla's core squeezed hard on Zack's cock and she cried out. She hugged Zack tighter as she felt his body stiffen. Zack called out his orgasm and mirrored Priscilla's embrace. The familiar jets of sperm splashed her womb. The conjoined adults shuddered together until the spasms passed and then rested in each other's arms. Priscilla was quietly sobbing and struggling to suppress her tears. Zack nuzzled her face and kissed her brow.
"Are you okay, Ms. Six?" She sniffled into a small smile.
"Please call me Priscilla. I can be Ms. Six in front of the others but here with you, I want to be Priscilla."
"Very well, Priscilla, I can do that until we part. Then you will return to your world, get on with your life and use any name you choose. I think you are destined to become a wonderful wife to some lucky man and an incredible mother to some very happy children. Rest here with me tonight and see what tomorrow brings."



Ms. Six was regretting her ill-advised engagement to the neighborhood chauvinist pig. How could she free herself from his clutches before it was too late? What would her parents say or do? She must find the courage to change her future. She pondered tactics while cuddled in Zack's arms until both resumed their slumbers.
-----------------------------------------------------
Zack awoke the next morning in an empty bed. Aquinia was there and she explained how she had helped Ms. Six extricate herself from Zack's loving embrace and quietly leave. The yacht had returned to home port and it was time for all passengers to depart the ship and get on with their individual lives.
From the rail, Zack saw Ms. Six, aka Priscilla, walk down the gang plank to her impatient boyfriend. He questioned her anxiously and, receiving the reply he hoped for, jumped for joy, smacked her ass and gave her two thumbs up. Ms. Six stoically endured it all. Then she followed behind her animated fiancé, towing her wheeled carry-on, gazing downward as her fiancé high pumped his arms in triumph all the way to his small car. He jumped in and left Priscilla to load her own satchel and manage her own door. She looked back towards the yacht and saw Zack at the rail. She blew him a kiss and cupped a fond wave. Then she let go of the past few days and refocused her new mindset on the present.
Priscilla stood outside the closed passenger side door and waited. The car horn beeped and then beeped again. Priscilla stood her ground. The driver door popped open and the little man marched around the car, arms up in a 'What the fuck' gesture. Priscilla pointed at the rear passenger door. Her fiancé brusquely yanked it open as she placed her valise on the seat. She pointed again to the front passenger door, which he jerked open before she gracefully seated herself inside. He slammed it before trudging back to his side. The smoky car spun out of the parking lot. Zack smiled to himself. A long journey begins with a single step. The new Priscilla, the former Ms. Six, was displaying the spark of self-esteem that could flare into a blaze of true maturity and motherhood. There was hope after all.
Most of the passengers had walked off by the time Aquinia gave Zack her parting goodbye kiss at the gangway. There was a young lady waiting dockside as he walked down the ramp. At midpoint, his watch began to vibrate. The woman furtively checked her ring and smiled at Zack. She stood attentively as Zack approached. Zack steeled his courage physically and emotionally to resume his traditional Zodiac role.
"Good afternoon, sir. My name is Aquila. I was ordered by the rental car agency to drop your car here, confirm delivery and then await further instructions. My glowing Zodiac ring infers that you are the bearer of my 'further instructions'. What is your wish, sir?"
"Call in and confirm delivery and then inform your employer that you are taking a week off. We are driving south to Florida. Let's go."
Zack helped Aquila into the passenger seat before he jumped into the driver's seat. Aquila dutifully phoned in her status. Zack wheeled out of the parking lot and headed for the Interstate. During the next day and night, they took breaks to attend to Zack's whims: a rest stop blowjob, a motel room romp, a short hike into the surrounding woods for an outdoor fuck. Zack professionally evaluated Aquila, pumping his cock into her mouth and cunt until he was satisfied with her full range of abilities.
At Jaxport, Zack delivered Aquila to another TWA Zodiac evaluation assessor and Zack took his next charge, Pamela, in exchange. Aquila would accompany the other Zodiac and his cluster of colleagues on their private jet to the Bahamas. She was booked for a group evaluation assessment.
Zack would deliver Pamela to her next encounter in Miami; but only, of course, after the obligatory robust evaluation assessment by the Zodiac Emeritus. Zack was back in the role he had been born to fulfill: a Zodiac evaluation assessor for the prestigious alumni of Total Woman Academy.
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Karl waited for his meeting with Zack in the atrium at Jaxport. He sipped a latte, watching passengers arrive and depart after lively reunions and tearful good-byes. But Karl mostly watched his charge, Pamela, sitting at the wrought iron café table with him. She was wearing a short sleeveless summer dress, her braless breasts playing sidewinder peek-a-boo in the large arm openings. No nipple flashed but much of her boob gave a show as she fidgeted, bending to adjust her heel straps or fluffing her hair. She twisted and turned, seeking out her next Zodiac among the milling throngs. Karl just enjoyed the view. Pamela had been thoroughly enjoyable during their last few days together. He had fucked her mercilessly, employing his usual rough demeanor.
Karl was a newly appointed Zodiac, a promotion rewarding his illustrious career as a TWA Coach Tutor. Karl had been the bondage and domination instructor. His remarkable classroom presentations were a mere shadow of the techniques he expounded in private one-on-one practicums. Every TWA graduate spoke of his training with respect and trepidation. They had survived Karl's worst and were well acclimated to the post-graduation vanilla versions of rough sex they encountered later. However, they soon found there was no quick escape from Karl's influence. He was now a Zodiac and his wild tune-up practicums would be their recurring ordeal for several more years.
A handsome pair approached Karl and Pamela's table. The man was tall and bold, assertive in his stride. The young lady trailing close behind was stunning in her beauty. Karl's watch buzzed and Pamela's ring gave a soft glow. Both stood in anticipation of the introductions and the Zodiac exchange.
"Good morning. Are you Karl?'
"Yes, good morning, are you Zack?" Contacts confirmed, the efficient Zodiacs executed the exchange. Zack guided Aquila forward into Karl's handclasp as he took Pamela's hand. The Zodiacs got their first good look-over of their next assignments.
Aquila bowed her head slightly and said she was pleased to meet Karl, her companion for the next leg of her evaluation assessment. Karl guided her to sit and they began the inquiries and pleasantries.
Meanwhile, Zack surveyed the young woman he was here to collect. Pamela was shoulder high to his large frame. When she stood, her billowy dress flashed her boobs. Zack's focus peeked from her face to her chest and back again. Her cherry lips smiled at the thought that Zack seemed pleased with her flirty dress. She had been trained to start a Zodiac encounter with a little respectful teasing. The male expected to be wooed. Zack was suitably impressed. Pamela wasn't due in Miami for several days but the intervening time would be enjoyably spent by Zack performing her evaluation assessment. He quickly said his farewells to Aquila and Karl. Karl was absorbed in Aquila's radiance and absently waved goodbye as Zack led Pamela out of the airport.
Karl relaxed and held Aquila's hand on the tabletop as he progressed through a detailed conversation. What were her likes? Dislikes? Did she orgasm freely? On command? Oral or penetration or both? Restraints? Blindfolds? Groups? Men and women? Aquila answered the questions frankly without inhibition or embarrassment. She realized that she was going to be fucked almost endlessly by this man and his companions over the next several days; no need to act shy or innocent. She wanted Karl fully versed on her particulars so they could minimize the early faltering tryouts and get straight to the meat of the testing.
Karl's attention was diverted to two sturdy well-dressed men approaching their table. He stood and motioned Aquila to her feet.
"Kaleb! Kurt! Good to see you made it on time." There were handshakes all around until the new pair placed their attention on Aquila who had stood by deferentially during the brief reunion. Karl handled the introductions.
"Gentlemen, please meet Aquila, our assignment for the weekend. This is Kaleb and Kurt. We will be your team of three for the group evaluation assessment at the Bahama island getaway this weekend."
Aquila acknowledged the men standing before her. The men smiled back a look of recognition. These men were fathers of Aquila's TWA classmates. They had attended her Father-Daughter Senior Weekend at Total Woman Academy as guest coach tutors. Each gentleman had been lucky enough to be randomly chosen as one of Aquila's guest coach tutors and mentors. They had performed their duties with enthusiasm. They were eager to renew Aquila's carnal acquaintance.
At the TWA Father Daughter Weekend, Kaleb had been Aquila's start-off trainer. It was his first experience at TWA as a guest coach tutor. He was hesitant to dive into the role, unsure of the exact boundaries for the sexual performances. Aquila had taken the lead. Starting coyly but confidently, she worked Kaleb through her elite repertoire of carnal routines and sensual activities. Kurt was astonished as Aquila drove his successive orgasms to ever higher zeniths. Then Kaleb found his groove and experimented with some long suppressed personal impulses. Aquila rose to the challenge and became his flawless fuck fantasy.
The weekend's fifth and final session was preceded by the Sex Partner Swap Meet. Incredulous rumors about the budding superstar were spreading through the select group of guest coach tutors. Those fortunate fathers whose sexual vigor had been dissolved by Aquila's embrace whispered undying admiration. Kurt persevered through the swap negotiations with hard bargaining for Aquila's last available slot. His success was rewarded as he boldly indulged his rejuvenated libido throughout their night together. During the long bouts of foreplay and coitus, Kaleb submerged himself in Aquila's newly enriched sexuality. He compelled her to contain her cravings and focus first on his complete pleasure and satisfaction before releasing her own ecstasies. By dawn, Kaleb had proven to be her most formidable coach tutor; the exhausted Aquila had been fine-tuned into an even more proficient pleasure mate.
Aquila's thoughts warmed with the anticipated rematch. Since that first college rendezvous weekend, she had discovered further secrets about fulfilling the male's gratification and was eager to demonstrate her hottest new techniques on the older gentlemen.
Karl motioned all towards the exit. "Our plane is waiting. Shall we...?" Karl led the vibrant Aquila to their waiting aircraft; Kaleb and Kurt followed in awe. They thanked their lucky stars for this repeat opportunity to savor her vivacious body and her dutiful demeanor.
---------------------------------------------
The speedboat was anchored at the mouth of the cove. The Pisces Island vacation villa sat centered between the protected beaches curving around the shallow inlet. Aquila was tethered to the handrails of the weathered veranda that spread across the front of the large Bahamian lodge. Karl, Kurt and Kaleb sat in a semi-circle chatting about the initial sexual play they had enjoyed with Aquila on the incoming flight. Aquila had been passed from seat to seat, slowly undressed piece by piece by each man in turn, fondled, slapped and tickled. She had reciprocated by teasing the men into unconsummated erections. It was a fun hour of foreplay. There had been no climaxes. On landing, Aquila had retrieved her panties but nothing else and paraded with the group topless to the waiting towncar. Further playfulness ensued enroute until the weekend revelers were delivered to the secluded vacation villa for Aquila's examination get-together. The group gathered in the afternoon sun on the seaside deck to organize the impending endeavors.
Aquila leaned dreamily on the veranda rail as she gazed at the waves lapping the band of bright sand beach around the secluded cove. The trio of men lounged in conversation as they gazed at Aquila's attractive ass. They sipped fruity refreshments served to them by TWA graduates Nicky and Lucy, the resident housekeepers. The conversation was a negotiation of who, what, where, when and how for Aquila's coming weekend evaluation. A schedule and order of priorities gelled from the discussions. Aquila overheard the developing agenda. Although she was experienced with the practices being considered, the Zodiac and his two guests constantly asserted their intention to modify the tricks and techniques during any session to discover and improve on Aquila's inventiveness. Lucy and Nicky eavesdropped in order to be prepared to groom Aquila's body or pre-arrange props for the sexual postures and scenarios. The pair of resident housekeepers would also be on hand to comfort the exuberant men idled between their turns with Aquila.
As the designated Zodiac, Karl went first. He approached the docile Aquila from behind. His hands circled her torso and hugged her back to him as he nuzzled her neck. Her breasts filled his hands as her face turned back and touched his lips. He disengaged her grip from the rail and whispered an invitation in her ear. The couple walked off the veranda onto the beachfront. Hand in hand they strolled into the warm azure water. At knee deep, Karl turned Aquila's back to the sea and pulled her into his embrace. They kissed deeply. Her boobs crushed against his chest. His hands plucked the string ties of her thong and pulled the wet garment off. It floated away in the current. Karl pressed down on her shoulders so that Aquila knew to return the partner disrobing. She knelt in the surf and slid Karl's swim trunks down his legs. His cock popped up and she licked the underside of the tubular appendage.
Karl looked down to watch Aquila work her magic. Her lips and tongue swirled off the salty taste of sweat and sea. Karl firmed to the feeling. The wave ripples sloshed against Aquila's butt, running up her lower back and swirling around his legs. The sun had passed half below the horizon and the sky glowed rose. His cock was stiff and Aquila used her oral orifice to lever it down to horizontal, sliding it completely in and almost out. At each deep plunge, she paused long enough to swallow around the knob and suck hard. The sun continued its descent.
Just as the last speck of the orange orb disappeared into the sea, Karl grabbed Aquila's head and held her face tight to his crotch. He bucked and cried out as the streams of cum jetted against the back of her tongue. Aquila swallowed valiantly, letting the goo drip from her tonsils and dribble down her throat. Karl eased up at the last moment to let her catch a breath. Re- oxygenated, Aquila spent a lingering time cleaning and soothing the shrinking meat until Karl pushed her back and let her rise.
Hand in hand, the naked Karl and Aquila waded and walked to the beach stairs and ascended to the veranda. Kaleb and Kurt had not been idle during Karl's beach foray. Topless Nicky and Lucy were seated sidesaddle in their laps. Each man was taking his time to orally and manually explore the African and Oriental beauties. Kaleb had suckled Lucy's pert tits into nub capped cones while Nicky's larger chocolate brown breasts were tinted rosy from Kurt's hand mauling. Both men were still dressed in tees and shorts. The girls had been careful to hold back the males growing reserves of cum for Aquila's exclusive extraction.
Karl ordered Nicky and Lucy to take charge of Aquila and prepare her for Kaleb's imminent evaluation assessment. The girls dismounted their perches and led Aquila inside the lodge. Karl settled in to chat with the pair of randy males until Kaleb call to duty. Karl would keep Kaleb's mind occupied until Aquila was ready to receive him into her lair.
Nicky and Lucy worked on Aquila; preening her hair, nails, cosmetics and scents. They used black masquera on her almond shaped eyes, crimson gloss on her lips, accenting blush to highlight her sculpted face, painting her nipples and cunt lips a rosy pink. They laced her into a constricting black shelving corset and circled her wrists and ankles with stark black leather cuffs. They pinned her hair up tightly, a proper precaution should lose flailing tresses obscure her charms during later ecstatic writhing.
Nicky helped Aquila mount the vertical box frame. They chained her ankles and wrists to the corners, displaying her near nakedness spread eagle in the middle of the bondage play suite. Arrayed for Kaleb's grand entrance, Aquila was unable to prevent Lucy from pulling a few tresses loose across her face in a hint of dishevelment, coyly masking her eyes as if she had been manhandled already. Nicky gave the Hispanic fashion model one last circular inspection as Lucy went to summon Kaleb into the scene. She perfected the scene with an adjustment of a corset tie, tightening a slack chain and a few nipple plucks to erect the nubs. Lastly, Nicky used her own tongue to wet Aquila's cherry lips, lingering for a sensual returned kiss from her TWA alumni colleague. They tongue played until footsteps in the hallway heralded Aquila's approaching evaluation assessment team. Lucy escorted Kaleb into the room. His eyes went wide. Stunned at the coarseness of the scheme, he hesitated until Lucy gently pressed him forward. He slowly circled the bound buxom captive. Aquila held her gaze forward while Kaleb circled behind but glanced sideways at the smirking Nicky who was amused at Kaleb's innocent reaction. Karl and Kurt had snuck to the doorway to watch Kaleb's first impressions.
Kaleb continued his enthralled circuit around the waiting Aquila. He stopped in front and took his time. He hefted and fondled Aquila's pink tipped globes and palmed her fleshy cunt. His middle finger found moisture and probed inside to feel her warmth and texture. Aquila accepted the handling without altering her gaze.
Karl beckoned Lucy and Nicky from the room and closed the door to give Kaleb the implied authority to continue uninhibited. Kaleb's all night use of Aquila would be followed in the morning by an invigorated Kurt. Karl enjoyed these group sessions. The guest coach tutors would exercise the subject so that Karl could evaluate her under maximum weariness and thereby judge her stamina. If she could measure up to his final testing after a protracted lead up, she was worthy of the TWA title. For now, he had time before his scheduled time with her.
Outside in the hallway, Karl drew near Nicky. His lips whispered her instructions.
"Kurt is allowed one cum this evening but the rest of the night is for percolation. Be sure he is in prime heat by morning so that he can last all day tomorrow when he swaps out with Kaleb."
Nicky acknowledged Karl's instructions with a cheek kiss, then led Kurt off to a bedroom, ready to play her part in the guest tutor's preparations. She would allot Kurt his one fantasy fuck before barring him from prostate relief until Aquila had her turn with him.
Karl took Lucy's hand and led her out on the veranda under the moonlight. He wasn't due to take over Aquila until the next evening. There was plenty of time to play tonight with Lucy. Her cunt was rumored to be legendary tight and he fancied some firsthand proof. He was still naked from Aquila's surf blowjob. Lucy was topless with only a brief beach wrap on her hips.
Karl lay on a lounge while Lucy leaned over him, offering her nipples to his amusement as she manually stroked his cock. Karl drew her face in for a kiss. Lucy's lips played with Karl's tongue as her petite fingers wrapped his rod and her thumb skimmed the V beneath his crown. Karl was already semi-hard. His hand stole to her pussy and found dew on the surface. He inserted a digit to test her lubrication. Lucy's wet channel was tight on his finger and already throbbing with excited little muscle ticks.
During gaps in their kisses, Lucy giggled as she tried to reengage the canoodling. Karl pulled his finger from her groin and let Lucy slurp her moisture from his hand. Karl reattached lips to lips and twisted Lucy's nipples during the oral play. Lucy squeaked when he pinched or twisted too hard. Her cones were becoming rosy from the handling. Karl was now solid in her little grip. It was time.
Karl gripped Lucy's waist and held her whole body aloft above his prone groin. As he lowered her, Lucy found her perch and braced on her knees; she used her hands to elevate Karl's meaty shaft. They worked together for alignment. As Lucy hovered above, Karl let her wiggle on the knob, trying to accommodate its bulk. Small slippery steps let the probe lodge in the fleshy gash. The paramours worked diligently to get the plug into the receptacle. All in, Karl let Lucy squirm around to accommodate the intruder. When she felt ready, Lucy began the up and down shuffle.
Karl's inside information had proved correct. Lucy was tight and textured. Her womb scoured his corona with each stroke. Despite his recent blowjob from Aquila, he remained sensitive to the cunt on cock cuddles. After Lucy had mounted up, Karl allowed her to set the pace. He stared into her eyes as she watched his face and body for the progress of his arousal. Karl was breathing heavier and his hips involuntarily jogged against her thrusts, hitting hard on her clitoris. Lucy's cunt was getting its own heat up and she was juicing freely on the man probe packing her pussy. The starry night domed the veranda with a calm and sheltering ambiance, counterpoint to the frantic fucking of the two lovers engrossed in their carnal mating. The coupling went on and on but not forever.
Karl's breath erupted in gusts now and Lucy knew the end was near. She bore down: tighter, longer, and quicker. She timed her own peak to arrive just as Karl arched his back and lifted her. She clamped her cunt muscles as she felt the dual sensations of the semen flooding her womb and the orgasm washing through her own tensed frame. Their cries startled the nearby fauna that paused in their scurries to judge the danger. As the copulating humans quieted, the birds and bees resumed their nocturnal endeavors in the foliage surrounding the soft lit human love nest.
---------------------------------------------------
Kaleb had barely noticed the door close as Karl, Kurt, Nicky and Lucy departed. His hands were busy playing with the bound Aquila's corseted body. Aquila was wholly amenable to his pats and pets, less so to the pulls and nips. Kaleb thumbed her nipples and ran a finger along the line of her neck. The caresses were innocent to Kaleb but stimulating for Aquila. He pinched her cunt lips and nipples. She shivered in something between a tingle and a chill. The skin to skin wipes gave the warm tingle. Kaleb's pinches and pulls on her pink feminine zones gave her a cold chill. She was restrained and became resigned to the rough foreplay as Kaleb grew bolder. He muttered dark instructions.
"Let's see how well you contain your own emotions as you concentrate on my pleasure. Not a sound. Understand?"
"Yes, sir" she whispered. Kaleb frowned.
"I said 'not a sound'. Did you understand my command?"
Aquila silently nodded her response.
Kaleb placed his finger at her lips; Aquila sucked the digit, wetting it. Kaleb pressed it to her pussy and slid in. He wormed around, finding that his preparations were effective. Aquila sensitized vaginal muscles throbbed on his finger. Kaleb stood close, eyeball to eyeball, listening to Aquila's breath as he found her G spot. Each touch on the squishy rise made Aquila's eyes widen and her breath catch. Her face flushed, evident beneath the striking dark makeup. Kaleb circled the focus of his finger. Aquila opened her mouth but closed it quickly in a muffled whimper as her body shook from the manually induced orgasm. Kaleb pressed hard and watched her closed eyes clench and relax as each spasmodic wave did its magic on her body. Aquila finally slumped in her restraints, hanging her head in exhausted serenity.



Kaleb waited until Aquila recovered her breath. He started again; it took longer this time but he achieved his goal. Several more cycles ensued. Aquila looked more and more flushed and perspiration sheened her skin. Some of her sweat spattered on Kaleb whenever the orgasms made Aquila shake wildly in her bound condition. Her masquera ran streaks down her cheeks. A limit of sorts was reached where Aquila ceased to respond to Kaleb's fingering. He withdrew his digit. He circled Aquila, his full cock jittering horizontal as he paced. Kaleb was almost ready but not quite. He loosed Aquila's chains and ordered her to re-preen in the bathroom.
Kaleb lay naked on the bed when Aquila emerged reverted to her earlier splendor. She joggled across the room and mounted the mattress on hands and knees beside him. Her makeup was renewed but the all-over flushed skin bespoke the lingering effects of her multiple pleasure peaks. Her corset clinched her waist, making her tits and ass look fuller and more sensuous. Aquila halted above him, waiting for Kaleb's commands. He had confirmed her passionate self-control during immense stimulus. Now Aquila would be free to concentrate on Kaleb's total gratification.
Kaleb's cock trembled in time with his heartbeat. Aquila noted the movement and her hand hovered near it. She surveyed Kaleb's face for his consent to her impending touch. "You may..." he said.
Aquila enveloped Kaleb's cock in her fingers, using the index finger pad to circle the V. Her hand slowly jacked the shaft. She maintained eye contact, studying Kaleb's irises for dilation, the unmistakable measure of arousal. When they widened, she relented, keeping him on a plateau of excitement. Kaleb swooned into a near twilight daze, watching her darkened eyes stare him down. He was droopy when the spasms in his groin began and he sensed a warm wetness surround his cock as it injected his sperm into Aquila's facial orifice.
Aquila had watched Kaleb's surge to his sensuous summit and at the last moment closed over and sucked hard on his erupting manhood. The guest coach tutor and evaluation assessor was full of a day's worth of pent-up cum and the expelled magnitude quickly filled her mouth. She swallowed the bulk of it and then plunged the knob down her throat to propel the follow-on shots straight to her stomach, performing swallowing gulps to massage the meat lodged between her tonsils. All the while, she maintained pseudo eye contact with the overwhelmed man in her oral clutches. Even after the finale of the sperm volleys, Kaleb stayed in a dreamy body lock, unable to détente. Finally, as Aquila watched, waited and suckled, he slowly dropped his full weight back into the mattress. Aquila sensed the stiffness retreat from Kaleb's dick but prolonged her attention to his enduring sensations.
Kaleb petted Aquila's tresses and she took the cue to decouple. She crawled to his side and fingered his nipples, stealing a quick kiss from the satisfied Kaleb. They petted for an hour while Kaleb rebuilt his libido. He rose and Aquila waited on her back as he surveyed the bed for the expected chain binding appurtenances. He secured her wrist cuffs wide to the bedstead corners and captured her ankles in reflective restraints. Lifting her ass by yanking up on the corset front, he slid a pillow underneath, elevating and rolling her groin upward. Aquila was better positioned for the next act. She tilted her gaze downward, attempting to observe the interaction but Kaleb pressed her forehead back so that Aquila was staring at the ceiling instead. She awaited Kaleb's next preference for the handling of her body.
Kaleb knelt between Aquila's spread eagle thighs and thumbed her clitoris. His other hand pointed his engorged cock at her pussy and the tip danced against her vulva lips. Aquila made small hip circles, flexing her core muscles, aiding his motions on her pink feminine portal. Kaleb sank his knob half in as they collaborated on perfecting the carnal connection. More cooperative efforts afforded a half deep penetration. Kaleb's corona was positioned level with Aquila's G spot but he halted his movements. Aquila jogged her hips to signal her desire for more pressure on the nerve cluster. Kaleb leaned forward, braced his hands on the mattress and held fast. He watched her frustration build. The restrained Aquila toiled furiously with her belly and butt muscles to increase the nerve tingling sweeps. Each vaginal revolution gave alternate caresses to Kaleb's knob and then more directly on the base of the shaft. It was almost a rotary stimulation. Aquila tried harder to increase the stimulation and was huffing and puffing from her exertions. Her oscillating breasts drove her pert nipple tips in circles above her chest.
When Kaleb perceived that Aquila was reaching her interim limit of energy, he relented and gave a few coordinated shaft strokes to help her out. That led to longer moves and a buildup of masculine tension which Kaleb finally unleashed into Aquila's womb along with his cum ropes.
Kaleb slept and awoke intermittently during the night, remaining missionary pose saddled atop the splayed out Aquila. He slogged out several more ejaculations, letting Aquila have her own orgasms in the course of some of them. At dawn, Lucy arrived to help with the change of scenarios. Kaleb crawled off of Aquila and Lucy guided the readjustment and new position for Aquila. She was now fastened sideways on the mattress with her head laying backward over the edge facing the door. Lucy gave Aquila an upside down kiss, patted her cheek and wished her well with her next appointment due to begin shortly. Lucy and Kaleb departed.
----------------------------------------------
After Kaleb had been summoned into Aquila's boudoir the previous evening, the others had departed to allow Kaleb uninterrupted access to Aquila's charms and wiles. Nicky led Kurt to a designated bedroom. She had been given her orders regarding Kurt's preparations and fully intended to comply. It was sooner rather than later that found Nicky and Kurt naked and prone on the comfortable mattress intertwined in foreplay. Kurt would be allowed one ejaculation tonight. Nicky was charged with delivering a rejuvenated Kurt and his restocked energies for the scheduled all-day stint with Aquila. Nicky let Kurt play, caress and kiss. His hands and lips were everywhere: face, lips, ears, neck, boobs and nipples. For her part, she petted his back, face and legs but avoided his very hard erection. They played like that for hours.
It was after midnight. Kurt was getting agitated at Nicky's reserved involvement. He rubbed his raging erection against her thighs. She drew back when he tried to lay his meat in her cleavage for a boob fuck. Kurt drew Nicky's head to his groin but she kissed his stomach and nuzzled his navel. Kurt was getting hotter and more animated. Finally, he pinned Nicky on her back and probed his stiff prick at her pussy. She relented and spread her thighs, grateful that Kurt wanted a cunt fuck. The foreplay had her aroused as well and she welcomed the imminent mutual intercourse.
Kurt drove in, sliding all the way, finding that Nicky was equally inclined to mate. He stroked briskly, his pent-up ardor ready for rapid release. It was not long in coming. He emptied his full load in five gigantic bursts. The power of the shots drained away his angst and he kept small thrusts active as Nicky's delayed response washed her with ecstasy. They lay entwined until sleep overtook them. Very early in the morning, Nicky stirred Kurt awake with small rubs on his cock. They kissed and continued their play. Kurt was up for another bout with Nicky but it was not to be. As dawn broke, Nicky exited the bed and pulled Kurt with her. They crept naked down the hallway to Aquila's quarters. Nicky pried the door open and peered inside. She saw that Aquila was alone and arranged. Nicky drew Kurt in a final lip lock; mashing his chest with her boobs and feeling his stiffness bump her stomach. She released her hold and pressed Kurt through the half open portal to Aquila's waiting presence. She closed the door behind him. Nicky had faithfully fulfilled her duty.
Kurt surveyed the upside down face that the shackled Aquila presented. Aquila saw Kurt's interest and licked her cherry lips in invitation. Kurt was throbbing from his long night of foreplay with Nicky and ready to rumble. He strode to the waiting woman, his cock bobbing before him. He never hesitated. Kurt's knob bounced against Aquila's forehead, tapped her nose and came to a landing on her inverted mouth. Aquila opened wide and Kurt kept going. His balls rested on Aquila's nostrils when his prick hit bottom... and erupted. Kurt quickly drew back and let loose the following volleys across Aquila's bare nipples and corseted torso. He milked his prick, dribbling the last drops on her face.
Kurt held his softening prick in one hand as he released one of Aquila's wrist restraints.
"Untie yourself and get off the bed" he commanded. Aquila undid the other wrist and unclipped her ankles. She stood beside the bed, man-juice dripping from her tits and chin. The corset was cum stained. Her hair was speckled with a few pearls of sperm. She looked like a well-used medieval wench.
"Ready for more?" asked Kurt as he slowly stroked his still substantial penis.
"Do you want me like this or should I sweeten up for you?"
"Take a moment to refresh but don't take too long. I am so ready to fuck you." Kurt slapped her ass as he sent her towards the bathroom.
Kurt was standing by the bed when Aquila emerged. The spunk was gone and her makeup refreshed. She stopped close in front of him. Kurt grabbed her arm and pushed Aquila down on the mattress. She posed with her feet planted wide and her body braced on hands as she half leaned over the edge. Kurt walked against her backside and placed his newly reinvigorated knob against her pussy lips. Aquila was moist with the expectation of more rough use. Kurt cupped her tits from behind and pushed his cock hard into her slot. The strokes were long and lively. Kurt kneaded her boobs, pinched the nipples and slammed his erection inside her again and again and again, gradually quickening the pace. Aquila hung her head, shook her hair and moaned. Her compliant demeanor quickened Kurt's lust. He peaked and loaded her cunt with his spunk. They collapsed on the bed, Aquila pinned beneath Kurt's bulk.
All day the pair engaged in sex: standing, lying down, seated, inverted, every variation imaginable. Kurt and Aquila didn't cum every time; there are limits to human functionality. But Aquila was getting to the stage of weariness dictated by TWA Evaluation Assessment protocols for group conditions. Late in the afternoon, Kurt was lying on his side as Aquila spooned him. She was mimicking a wrap-around hand-job caress though Kurt was struggling to maintain any kind of erection at this point. Lucy and Nicky entered and pronounced the end of Aquila's 24-hour warm-up. They assisted Kurt to don a waist wrap and Lucy led the mesmerized man off to his suite. Lucy would spend the night with Kurt, attending to his grooming and comfort; affable to carry on with whatever he was disposed to carry out for the remainder of the erotic weekend.
Meanwhile, Nicky hustled Aquila through a hasty tidy up, fixing her hair, makeup, perfume. She tightened the cuffs and corset laces which the past days raucous activities had slackened. Aquila stood in heels, hair pinned up, makeup perfect and skin glistened while Nicky did a final circuitous inspection of the TWA graduate before her formal presentation to Karl. The official Zodiac evaluation assessor's appraisal was the only one that mattered. But Karl would consider the other guest tutors' opinions which he would surely hear during their casual debriefing on the airplane ride back to the mainland.
Satisfied with their joint preparations, Nicky clipped Aquila's wrists behind her back and strutted the feminine masterpiece to Karl's suite. Nicky knocked once as a courtesy before opening the door and leading Aquila inside. Karl was seated naked in the middle of the room. The trio took a moment to absorb the situation. Karl opened his arms to invite Aquila closer. Nicky stood aside as Aquila stepped forward. She stopped at arm's length while Karl scanned her up and down. His hands turned her by her hips so he could study her back view.
Karl smoothed a hand across Aquila's ass cheeks as he murmured his appreciation. "Very nice work, ladies... very nice indeed." He checked Aquila's cuffs, finding them properly secure. "Nicky, please help me stage her properly."
Nicky steadied Aquila as she shuffled backward into seated reverse cowgirl in Karl's lap. Her bound hands pressed against Karl's stomach and she shifted to reduce the obstacle. Karl's hands pulled her hips back until Aquila's ass was snug against his groin. Nicky was fumbling between their thighs, poking Karl's stiffness against Aquila's vulva. Aquila leaned far forward to assist as Karl cupped her tits to hold her from falling. The trio worked Karl inside Aquila's pussy until she was mounted balls deep.
"Thank you, Nicky. You're dismissed" Karl huffed. Aquila turned her face up to say 'adieu'; Nicky knelt and gave Aquila's pursed lips a deep kiss before taking her leave.
"Aquila, stroke my cock. Show me what you can do in this position."
Aquila lifted her ass using only her legs. Her thigh muscles were well developed by the many hours in many positions she had repeated at the Total Woman Academy. She had successfully progressed through the TWA curriculum as she mastered the various roles and techniques. But this position was one of the most difficult and she was already nearly worn-out from satiating first Kaleb and then Kurt continuously through the preceding day. But then that was the point of the group evaluation assessment. Aquila had the desire to succeed. But did she have the stamina to endure the extreme demands of elite power dating? Could she successfully captivate an influential Alpha male into becoming her life-mate?
Aquila's cunt stroked Karl's cock like a well-oiled piston. Karl's fists kneaded her boobs in time with his varied rhythm mandates. Aquila took the cues and altered her technique accordingly. Her toned ass jogged pleasantly against his groin. Aquila kept her unusable hands out of the way. Karl seemed pleased with her efforts and achieved his first orgasm after a modest time in this first session.
During the afterglow, Karl held Aquila's warm butt tight against his lap as he nuzzled her neck and sniffed her perfumed hair. Aquila rolled her neck to first pet Karl's cheek and then offered her lips for a kiss. Karl took the excuse to taste her cherry lipstick. He switched hands, his arms crossing her chest in a boob clenching hug. Aquila relaxed in place, waiting for Karl to lose his erection and decide on her next task. But the slackening in his erection never came. Unbeknownst to Aquila, Karl the professional Zodiac had reserved his formidable power by avoiding overplay with the two housekeepers. He murmured in the weary Aquila's ear.
"That was fine for a start but now we will see how much you want a good assessment report. Massage my buried prick in place with your vaginal muscles until I cum again."
Karl hugged Aquila tighter, squeezing her soft mammary orbs now cupped in his hands. Aquila hung her head and concentrated her mind on her core. She clamped the ring of muscles surrounding the base of Karl's cock near her vaginal lips. Several repetitions gave her a review of the necessary muscle control on that lowest spot. Her focus moved higher. She tested her central sleeve, compressing her spongy flesh around Karl's mid-shaft. When she was sure she had recollected her expertise there, she shifted her attention to his deeply buried knob. This stimulus was more of a descending push on the cap, the pressure wave flowing from tip slit to corona.
Karl recognized Aquila's practice moves and appreciated that the dedicated TWA graduate was tuning her womb for the coming sexual recital. Karl had spent years at the Total Woman Academy coaching and testing this technique. He found these pleasant warm-ups an ego boosting addiction. The devoted female was focusing her whole being on maximizing the male's gratification. Aquila tested her efforts on Karl's cock with one continuous ripple wave, clamping his erection sequentially from root to tip. She was ready and paused in place, awaiting Karl's permission to proceed. Karl took a few cleansing breathes and exhaled completely.
"Yes, my dear, you may start."
Karl felt the pressure surge clamp and release up his penis. At the beginning, Aquila used light pressure at each point. The first waves were slow and Karl's penile nerves felt each sensual caress. Then the waves increased in intensity and speed and Karl took notice of Aquila's expertise. The sequential rings of pressure moved up his cock, milking him. The caresses had the consistency and pace of a warm, wet hand-job. Karl had the added benefit of hugging Aquila's loving body to his and breathing deeply of her feminine fragrance. The total experience was one of Karl's favorites and Aquila was very good at it. She was so good that Karl found himself rising quicker than usual. As he squeezed tighter on her tits and moaned louder in her ear, fatigued Aquila found her second wind for the sprint to the finish line. She clamped tighter and longer everywhere, consequently falling out of sequence. It caused her a bit of angst. Would Karl notice her faltering precision? But Karl was beyond caring about form. Aquila sensed his peak and clamped solidly on the masculine probe in her womb. Karl reared up and spurted his essence deep inside Aquila's pulsating flesh tube.
The conjoined bodies took longer to recover. They finally unraveled. They showered together and Karl instructed Aquila that she could forgo the corset for the rest of their time together. Instead, he showed her the costume closet that she would use for the remainder of their time together. The walk-in closet doubled as a small changing room that emerged onto an wood parquet floor area resembling a level stage. Karl sat in a chair in front of it to await Aquila's presentations.
Aquila started the burlesque show by emerging as a plaid skirted schoolgirl complete with pigtails, knee socks, plaid mini-skirt and cropped top white blouse. She plucked her lower lip with a coy finger. Karl stepped to her, positioned her leaning over a stage prop school desk and flipped up the pleated skirt. It took him no time to pull aside the frilly panties and plunge his cock in. Her thick black school shoes drummed off the floor when he shoved hard on the furious ending strokes. Aquila left to change as Karl refracted.
Aquila next emerged attired in a full body cat suit. She prowled the stage on hands and knees, stalking back and forth with predator like eye contact before slinking to the naked seated Karl. She nuzzled and cat-lapped a great blowjob which Karl rewarded with cum spurted on her costume whiskered face.
Next was a business woman. Aquila wore a wool pencil skirt, a boob bulging tailor fitted jacket and spike heels. She completed the effect with thick rimmed glasses and a hair bun. This was one of Karl's lifelong fantasies, harking back to his youthful schoolboy days. The teacher matrons had taken his virginity and more. He could never get enough MILF sex thereafter. Karl bounded on stage with the fervor of curiosity. He removed the buttoned jacket and discovered Aquila's braless nipples boldly poking against the strained sheer blouse. The slim skirt was stripper ready with Velcro closures. Karl ripped it off before twisting Aquila around and popping open the thin blouse. The fierce action swayed her boobs and enticed Karl to tease and nip the dancing nipples. He followed the standard script he used when presented with any semi-stripped maven. Karl towed the tottering Aquila to the carpet area, laid her down on the floor and pounded her cunt missionary style through a tear in the crotch of her panty-hose. Her nylon covered legs burnished his thighs as her black leather stilettos drummed on his ass. It was good for both when Karl finally drained his balls inside her snatch.



Throughout the night, Aquila donned other fantasy costumes. Karl partially ripped them from Aquila's body and decorated the room with the discarded scraps of shredded clothing. Aquila inventiveness goaded Karl's insatiable libido. He doused the infernos with floods of semen n and on Aquila's body. Aquila employed unfathomed reserves to keep the seductive shows fresh and titillating. For Karl to provide a good evaluation assessment report, Aquila must persevere and demonstrate her stamina in the face of Karl's extreme methods. At dawn, the exhausted Karl and Aquila spooned naked on the mattress. Lucy snuck in to retrieve the fantasy artiste and doled out Aquila's share of the housekeeping functions required of the resident team.
Over mid-morning brunch, the trio of men gathered on the veranda for a debriefing. There was sober analysis of Aquila's skilled techniques and boisterous laughter for certain unexpected scenarios. They agreed Aquila deserved a good evaluation assessment report and recommended her promotion to the next level.
The three women had discretely withdrawn to a separate cluster and heard Aquila's version of the ecstasy filled weekend. Aquila described in anatomical detail her activities with the different men. She was fatigued but in good spirits. She wished she could stay on as a resort staff housekeeper rather than return to her regular job on the mainland and its vanilla drudgery. She was thrilled when Lucy and Nicky took her up on the serendipitous request.
In fact, a select group of potential Total Woman Academy guest tutors were scheduled to arrive shortly for a week-long residence. Lucy and Nicky were tasked by the TWA organization with verifying the male candidates' virility. They were to collate and submit detailed reports on the men's suitability as permanent Coach Tutors. Would Aquila be amenable to reversing roles and assist with evaluating these Alpha males' skills and abilities? Aquila readily agreed.
When the motor launch pulled away from the resort dock at noon, the Zodiac and his two colleagues waved their farewells from the boat's deck. The trio of lovely TWA graduates who were remaining in residence blew kisses back. A second inbound launch passed them in the cove and docked in their stead at the debarking berth. Karl watched as six brawny middle-aged men disgorged onto the dock. The three micro-kini clad ladies took one Coach Tutor candidate on each arm as they ascended to the veranda. The group went through the obligatory cheerful introductions with boob crushing hugs and sociable kisses. That was Karl's parting sight as his launch rounded the inlet arm and the dream fulfilling resort slid from his view. His group evaluation assessment of Aquila was complete. Karl turned his imagination and virility to his next assignment and his unwavering commitment to fulfill his professional duties as a Total Woman Academy Zodiac.
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Ned watched the pixel-generated stripper dance on his computer screen. She was curvaceous and supple; contorting into sensual poses that displayed the exact image she knew captured a man's interest. And Ned was definitely interested. He squiggled in his seat, trying to relieve a bit of the crowding in his crotch. It was always this way for Ned, a balance between passion and profession.
The stripper was acting out the classic business woman performance. Her pin-striped wool suit was custom fit to her buxom figure. The waist was buttoned tight around her athletic mid-section. The wide-open lapels exhibited lots of cleavage. The hip-hugging pencil skirt was scandalously short, exposing her trim thighs. The unconventional office uniform didn't hide her raw feminine beauty. Her chosen career ladder did not include typing, filing and catching phone calls; those activities were better handled by the run-of-the-mill women in the secretarial pool. Her skills were better suited to private closed door activities where she could kneel, squat or lean over a desk; activities related to easing her boss's carnal stresses and tensions. Her presentation was way beyond what every business executive in the audience wished his company allowed for dress code or that the HR department allowed for employee relations.
By now, the dancer had already shed her tailored business jacket and skirt. She was down to thong, heels and a too-small bra. Her wavy blonde hair was bunched in an office-style bun with a pencil as hair pin.
Her stiletto strides bounced her bra-trapped chest meat and the strained cups were slipping, the top arc of her dark aureoles peeking above the over stretched fabric. With each dance step, the cups slipped further on her gyrating boobs. The buxom actress stopped stage forward, looked down and her expression glowed mild surprise at the partial nipple exposure.
A coy shrug of resignation preceded her arms drifting behind her back. She peered off above the stage front, bit her lower lip and appeared to struggle with the clasp. She struggled for a while, rolling the orbs even more.
Ned shifted impatiently, waiting for the stripper to get on with the stripping. He was calmed when the entertainer's face proudly lit up, signaling her success. She leaned forward and observed the progress as her loose white silk brushed off her generous mounds and slowly slid down her arms. She tipped her face up to her audience as she shimmied the loose masses in a playful bent-over tease. Her performance had finally arrived at the obligatory audience participation. The auditorium filled with male voices cheering her onward.
The stripper slinked to stage right and played TV game hostess next to the electronic tote board. The board lit up, flashing numbers which tallied the men's bids. She swept her arms gracefully as she pointed to each successive higher offer, higher bids over-writing lower bids in a rush to the countdown. This evening's exclusive audience competed in this silent electronic auction for the privilege of partnering with her onstage to finish the show. They had paid well to be members of the Strip and Fuck Club and these auctions during the live shows were the reason why.
When the countdown busser sounded, a whoop went up from a dark corner of the auditorium and the happy winner bounded down the aisle, shedding shirt and shoes as he scrambled onstage.
The stripper met him center stage with a bijou cheek kiss, her hands grabbing both of his to ease his exuberance. The winner regained his composure as she took charge and guided him through the remaining activities. She stood her mark under the bright stage lights, hands at her sides with model bright smile peering at the murky auditorium. Her eyes followed his movement as he slowly paced a circle around his prize. He stood behind her and removed the pencil hair pin. She broke pose to help him finger comb her tresses. The smooth long strands fell over her back and chest. She cleared them aside of her milky spheres, exposing the nipples for her man's next inevitable move.
He leaned in and breathed deep from her perfumed tresses. His hands came around her torso and cupped the masses, tweaking the nipples. His hands kneaded the natural man toys, proving to the audience what they had suspected from the dancer's free movements: her tits were real. The dancer leaned her head against his cuddling face with one hand furtively stealing back to rub his crotch...
Behind him, Ned heard a voice. "Dad, Mom wants to know if you need anything before she goes to work."
Ned stopped the video and leaned back in his office chair. The screen snapshotted the beautiful dancer, full-frontal topless, face turned into the face of the giddy gentleman who clutched handfuls of her abundant boobs from behind.
Ned swiveled his chair to find his daughter in the office doorway, her hands on hips, awaiting his reply. Ned recalled that his wife had been booked to fulfil a Fantasy Request this evening. That left Ned with his two daughters.
"How about you and Kathy; are you working tonight?"
"Kathy is the featured performer tonight at the Strip and Fuck but I have the night free."
Ned was not surprised by his wife and daughter's activities. He was the sole owner of the prosperous men's club and the business had made his family rich and eccentric. It was inevitable that his wife, and then his grown daughters, would demand their share of the amusement. His wife opted to fulfill Fantasy Requests, enjoying the exotic variety of scenes that could be played out beyond the confines of the Club. For now, Ned and his wife insisted that the girls play within the safety of the Strip and Fuck Club's limits.
"Tell Mom, she needn't worry; you and I will be just fine. You can help me review some of these quality control videos. Let's make it a 'Daddy-and-Daughter Night'."
Karen turned and yelled back down the hallway. "MOM! Dad says he's okay. Have a nice time at work!"
Ned watched Karen amble over to his desk. Her T-shirt rippled as her unfettered breasts bounced and the peekaboo points danced figure-eight beneath the loose cotton. Her bare feet and legs protruded beneath drawstring sweat-shorts. Karen two hands rotated her father's head back toward the screen and she pushed the RESUME button. She dreamily pressed her soft tits into his shoulders as she hugged his chest and watched the stripper continue her routine.
The on-screen winning bidder continued to caress his prize, finally squatting to yank down her thong, then standing as he dropped his own pants around his ankles.
The stripper helped him get seated on the waiting stool. She sashayed around him, letting her hand smooth against his shoulders, neck and scalp. Her touch was magical and the envious audience saw how it made the winner smile. Each disappointed gentleman shared the same thought: 'Next time, I will bid quicker and higher'.
The almost naked stripper straddled the man's hips and wormed his ready erection inside her welcoming womb. She lap-danced her wobbly tits against his suckling lips. Her ass gave the enthralled audience a good show as she rode her man's embedded cock. Their body movements grew more erratic.
As the action reached its most fervent level, the man stood up with his cock still impaled deep and deposited the stripper on her back on the stage floor. His hips moved briskly between her spread thighs as he pounded her core. She stiffened and screamed out her ecstasy. He bellowed his own roaring orgasm and his exhausted body collapsed onto her curvaceous soft form. The on-screen show faded to black as the stage lights extinguished, accompanied by wild audience cheering.
"So, my daughter, what do you think? "
"Oh my God, Daddy, was that Karoline? Wow! She has gotten really good this year!"
"So..., do you think we should keep Karoline for another contract year or trade her to a club in another town? We need to keep the talent fresh, huh?"
"She seems to enjoy her work here. Let's give her a few more months until she has rotated through the membership roster. Then we can trade her or let her undertake some Fantasy Fulfillments. Some of the members like repeat episodes with the same stripper."
Ned made a few notes in the stripper's employee file before switching off the computer. He was not obliged to watch every stripper's every performance but found it helpful to be informed of their artistic and sensual endowments when annual contract negotiations were due.
"Daddy, if you're the club owner, why don't you just go down there and give them real hands-on evaluations?"
"Too many variables. And I can watch several videos at one sitting. I am not as young as I used to be; I can't stay vital and objective for back to back sessions."
"That's a shame. Because someone wants your hands-on evaluation right now and I said I'd ask you. Come on, are you sure you don't want to try?"
Karen placed a finger beneath her father's chin and beckoned him to stand. With her arm over her shoulder and her crooked finger catching his chin, she led him out of his office down the hallway. She knew he was watching her ass undulate under the thin terrycloth shorts. She theatrically sashayed her hips to spur him on. Ned was unresisting to her lead.
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Ned and his daughter Karen entered the mansion's in-house mini-studio where Ned often interviewed potential stripper employees. It was just a few cushioned chairs arrayed before a low wooden dance platform. It had a modest sound system and a simple set of stage lights. The stage was dark and quiet as Ned and Karen settled in. A light flute tune added ambiance as the stage slowly lightened to reveal a colorful heap of clothes center stage.
The fabric pile rippled from underneath to the beat of the background music. It grew taller and graceful as writhing arms extended outward, snaking the air in rhythm. The human form beneath the cloak stood tall and swayed with the music. The figure twirled and the cloak billowed out to reveal her feet spinning in the dancer heels.
Ned leaned up in his seat. The girl was mysteriously intriguing. Ned didn't remember having an interview scheduled but the hectic nightclub business sometimes took on a life of its own and he just went along with the flow.
The dancer stopped. The cloak dropped to drape her form. Unexpectedly, it whooshed up and back again, falling off the performer's back. She stood in a Middle Eastern dancer pose, one foot forward, hands on hips, flowing dark hair cascading to her waist over the bejeweled belly dancer costume. She captured Ned's eyes with an assertive gaze that emanated from her perfect stage makeup: murky eyes, rosy cheeks, and a full toothed beauty queen smile shining from her cherry lips.
Ned relaxed back in his seat. Karen snuggled closer to Ned, hugging his arm and giggling. She had done her sisterly duty. She had brought Daddy to the performance. Now it was up to Kathy, the other daughter posed onstage, to keep his attention. Kathy must dig deep and bring out her finest sensuality if she wanted that hands-on evaluation of her newest routine from the only judge that mattered: Daddy.
Kathy's body rocked anew to the beat of the music. She gathered her hair in her fists and held it in a bunch against her head. She rolled her hips in a slow pirouette, showing off the agility of her toned core muscles. She hoped her one-man audience would fantasize about her moist pussy, propelled by those hips, pivoting sensuous gyrations on his embedded hard erection.
Ned broke a smirk. Kathy's copulation inferences were well received. His daughter's ass and tit jiggles perked his sexual instincts. He squirmed anew in his seat. His attending daughter noted his sensual angst and acted. Ned continued to stare as one daughter belly-danced onstage and his other daughter found and unzipped his pants, relieving his bulging confinement. Her warm soft hand cradled and stroked his exposed penis and it swelled even more.
Meanwhile, the dancing daughter had shed much of the extraneous coverings, leaving her with only the silky skirt veiled mini-thong and velvet bejeweled bra. She slowed her moves. Her hands disappeared behind her form. Her cocked arms signaled that the jeweled bra was about to depart the show. She processed forward, step-stop-step, closer to her star-struck prey. Ned's cock almost ached; his eyes were glued to his dancing daughter's alluring performance. His attending daughter thumbed the crown of his rock hard cock, getting Ned even more aroused.
Dancing Kathy glided to a halt at arms' distance. She leaned forward, giving her Daddy a fine down cleavage view. Her hands fumbled with the bra clasp. Ned licked his lips in anticipation. Kathy leaned even further and moved her face to Ned's ear. He lost eye contact with her jostling breasts and lifted his hands to reacquire the sequin covered beauties. She lipped and nipped his earlobe and laced her fingers over her father's strong hands, pressing him to grip harder and cooing encouragement in his ear.
"I like them held tight" she muttered.
Ned obliged with a crushing series of tighter grips and little bounces. The straps of the loosened top tapped against his arms. Kathy pulled his hands away and the top dropped to the floor. She steered his hands back to the naked soft masses. Ned took over, firmly tweaking the nips and kneading her full breasts. Kathy and her Daddy moaned together. His cock throbbed with eagerness.
Karen's hands felt the penile pulses and noted pre-cum wetting the tip. Her sister and father were fully engaged in robust tit-play. She leaned in and her mouth descended on her father's knob, kissing away the masculine liquor. Her lips slid slowly from tip to corona and held, tongue swirling on the crown. Her hair tickled Ned's bare belly as her head bobbed downward. She palmed his loose swinging balls, gently cradling them close to his groin.
Kathy probed her tongue into Ned's ear canal. Ned jerked back from the sensation and, using Kathy's tits as hand-holds drew her in for a smothering kiss. Kathy's tongue slipped deep and swirled on his tongue. Ned's body was submerged in the daughterly duo's carnal delights. The loving embraces were winding his ardor higher and higher. Ned finally went over the erotic peak and shot wads of sperm deep into Karen's gullet. His gusty cries were drowned in Kathy's open mouth kisses. The daughters held him and supported his rigid, then crumpling body. They were momentarily fearful of having worked the old man too hard.
Ned slumped in his seat, his arms falling to his sides. Karen licked and lapped his prick, giving her Daddy gentle after-strokes and vacuuming up the wayward pearls of spunk. Kathy had disengaged her mouth and held her father's face into her blushing buxom, letting Ned regain his breath in the smoldering cleavage. She rubbed her cheek atop his head, fingering his neck hairs while whispering '...breathe, daddy, that's it...deep, calm breathes...oh, that's a good daddy...'
The daughters lifted away from the satiated man and watched his expression recover its calm. Kathy picked her top off the floor and slung it over her shoulder. She touched her finger playfully to her father's nose.
"Thanks, Daddy. I wanted a dress rehearsal before my new act tonight. Karen agreed to help. But I didn't have time to re-douche before going to the club. Tonight's winning bidder desires fresh meat, not sloppy seconds. We have certain standards to maintain at the Strip and Fuck. Ciao!"
Kathy gathered the discarded pieces of her dance costume and left the practice room, headed for work. Karen helped her Daddy fix up and zip up before escorting him upstairs to his master suite. She looked forward to a little more Daddy-Daughter Time. But another blowjob wasn't going to do it.
With any luck, she and her daddy could review a few more performance videos and he would recover his vigor quickly. She wanted to re-enact that first video he had been reviewing: a good strip, some seated cock rubbing and a honest cunt pounding on the bedroom floor. Karen's groin warmed at the mental visual. Ned watched her T-shirt shrouded breasts bump together as she hungrily backpedalled, tugging Ned up the stairs. The night was young and full of promise.
--------------------------------
The room twinkled with fleeting light radiating from the grounds around the estate. Ned laid comfortably content on the mattress. His tumescent cock lolled against his thigh as he lay sideways watching his daughter sleep next to him. Karen's breathing lifted and lowered her rosy nipples mounted atop her viscous boobs. The rosy splotches were fading.
Karen had begged her father to recreate the videoed Strip and Fuck performance. In his fervor to be realistic, Ned had roughly man-handled Karen's tits while her stretched cunt entertained his prick. He pestered his impaled lap dancing daughter to stroke his cock longer, faster, and firmer, harshly accenting his demands. Undeterred by her cries of struggle and pain, Ned had mercilessly pinched, pulled, slapped and tickled her fun-bags.
Karen had heartily accepted her fate. No good deed goes unpunished. Earlier, she had saved her sister, Kathy, from last minute preening when she had drained their daddy's balls orally. With Ned's growing age and experience, he required more and rowdier stimulus. In this subsequent bout, Ned pinched hard and shook her nipples. His prick liked when the harsh stings seized-up and rippled her cunt. She squirmed and squeaked but endured the reflected pain for her daddy's sake and satisfaction. And the stimulus was working. Karen was all set to conclude this extended fuck. She heard Ned gust his breath, signaling his approaching orgasm. He braced to stand up with her locked to his groin and Karen braced for the grand finale.
Ned gripped handfuls of her succulent ass and, still locked in missionary position, rose and plopped Karen hard on the rug. He crushed her sore breasts beneath his chest. Karen squealed her protest. Her tits stung from his hardy maltreatment. Her heels flailed his ass and thighs as he hammered her groin. Her writhing attempts to ease the friction on her sore nipples only added to his lust. She suddenly succumbed to the fervor. Her cunt clamped of its own accord and they climaxed together.
Now rested somewhat, Ned watched her sleep. He heard footsteps in the hallway. The door cracked open and his other daughter Kathy slid into the boudoir. She had returned from work. She looked rumpled and wore mere remnants of her belly dancer costume. Ned supposed she had delivered a decadent performance; she looked fucked out and all done in. Her winning bidder was assuredly worn out as well.
Karen stirred when she sensed the intrusion. She saw Kathy standing in the darkened room and knew it was time for her to go. She padded barefoot to her sister, smiled a quick pucker kiss and closed the door behind her. Kathy sloughed off the dregs of her costume before mounting the mattress and snuggling up to her Daddy.
-----------------------------------
Morning dawned. Ned inhaled the perfume from his second daughter's hair draped on his neck and chest. Her warm bare boobs were compressed against his biceps. The perfume was mingled with the scent of dried perspiration and spunk. Whether it was his stink or hers was of no matter. They both needed a shower.
Ned grazed his finger against her cheek. Kathy's eyes fluttered open. She smiled, remembering where she was and snuggled closer to her Daddy. She wiggled her sore groin and boobs tighter against his body, soothing the retreating aches with warmer hugging.
"Good morning, sweetie. Sleep well? "
Kathy yawned, smiled and wiggled more against Ned to signal her contentment. Ned sat up and swung out of the bed. Kathy pouted. Ned motioned her towards the bathroom. Kathy spun to the floor and skipped after him.
They climbed in the shower. The duo washed, played and giggled beneath pulsing jets. Kathy used the time to stoke Ned's fire. His cock responded well to her efforts. She braced on the handholds as Ned balanced her ass against his groin and sweetly worked her pussy with long, slow strokes. Her boobs bobbed beneath her chest.
But it was not enough. Ned pulled her soaking wet to the bed. They spent an hour curled into positions and rhythms, reveling in the slippery skin contact, pausing in unison just before the sensual peak and sliding back to extend the love play. Ned worked Kathy through a series of mini-gasms. With time running out on their privacy, Ned let go and sputtered his essence into her vibrating cunt.
Kathy and Ned cuddled peacefully after that until his wife's return from her overnight foray sparked the house into activity. It was start of another day for the family owners of the Strip and Fuck Club.
--------------------------------------
Ned watched the computer screen mount the video. He pushed PLAY and settled back to watch another quality control video. This one would be special. He had already experienced the dress rehearsal; now he would watch Kathy's full on stage performance from the night before.
The stage was dark until a spot night shone down on the colorful mound of clothes center stage. Beginning the same as the dress rehearsal, the exotic music grew as the pile undulated. Kathy worked into her warmup for the enchantment of the all-male audience.
Dancing hither and to across the stage, the shrouded figure finally stood tall and dramatically doffed the cloaking cover. Kathy posed in the belly dancer costume, her feet in heels and her face and hair thinly veiled. She sensuously snaked her arms, slowly pirouetting with hip pops that fluttered the translucent skirts. Her expert moves and generous curves waivered the thin veils, hinting at the sexual energy that would soon be unleased on a lucky bid-winning male from the audience. Kathy shimmied to stage right where the tote board was already set up. Kathy portrayed the time-honored TV game show hostess. The tote board lit up with bids as the countdown clock slid toward zero. There was a shout from the lucky bidder and he ran through the darkness and bounded onstage.
Kathy's face was still veiled as she avoided his charge. Two stage assistants hurried to help. They smiled and whispered to the short man, leading him offstage as Kathy resumed her sensual strip show. It took her several minutes of teasing to remove her head scarf and fluttering skirt veils. That stall time was well spent by the stage assistants who were backstage preparing the winning bidder for his part of the show.
With sweeping snake arms and fingers, Kathy directed the audience attention to stage right. The winning male was wheeled onstage, naked and strapped spread-eagle to a chrome frame. His head and low back were supported by cushioned rests. Those pads and the ankle and wrist cuffs were the only points of contact. They rolled him to center stage and positioned him sideways to the audience, tilted back to a comfortable almost-prone angle with his groin lowered to about knee high to Kathy. A low nervous chortle of encouragement filled the auditorium. This was not the normal performance.
Kathy moved in slow circles about her man. She draped his exposed chest, face or legs with a removed skirt veil, dropping them piece by piece until her magnificent dancer's legs and ass were only barely encased by the thong. She stood astride his hips and shimmied her boobs. The sequins and bangles emitted skitters of reflected stage lights. She could see that her man was hard, very hard. His erection was engorged, the knob large and discolored from the volume of blood pounding through his veins. She lowered her hips and dragged her silken panty covered cunt along the length of his cock. The man wrestled with the wrist cuffs, trying to break out and grab the bra-covered boobs dangling before his face. It was no use. He laid his head back and accepted the fact that Kathy's timetable trumped his own. She teased him more, shaking her tits near his face.
Kathy plucked at the thong snaps and drew it off. Now her moist pussy contacted her quarry's cock and she tented his erection with her vulva lips. She used her strong core muscles, disciplined by years of dance practice, to slide along her man's proud staff. The man tilted his head forward, straining to see the intimate contact that was sending twitches all around his groin. To Kathy, his crunched neck looked uncomfortable. It was time to give him something easier to see.
Kathy's popped the front catch of her costume bra and peeled back the cups. The pleasure of caressing his cock with her moist cunt lips had erected her nipple nubs. Her nipples were naturally large and puffy; they seemed more so with the enhancing makeup. The man simply stared and surrendered again in his restraints. Kathy noted his capitulation and took command.
Kathy maneuvered her hips to capture the large knob in her vulva lips, tilted up his shaft and pressed down. She had lubricated but she was also aroused. He slid in smoothly. The corona scoured her tunnel, adding to her excitement. The man closed his eyes and groaned. Kathy opened her eyes wide at the 'packed full' feeling. Her hands grabbed the frame's sidebars. She braced with hands, heels and hips for the final act of this sexual stage play.
Her hips moved up and down, smoothly, steadily, sensually. She bent her elbows and dipped her chest, alternately daubing her nipples at his chest, nose and lips. He tried to capture the swaying masses with his mouth but playful Kathy popped back each time, denying him the pleasure. The man's eyes looked wild, his face flush with anticipation of his overdue orgasm. His unrestrained hips were jogging in time with Kathy's strokes and his breathing coming in gusts.
With a pitched bellow, Kathy's stage mate arched his back, strained at the cuffs and filled Kathy's womb with his spunk, giving her cunt the sullying that she had saved just for him at this very moment. She joined him in ecstasy, arching her own back and emitting staccato feminine cries of delight. The onstage pandemonium ceased and the pair slumped together in a sweat drenched huddle. The silence was broken when the room swelled with applause and the enthralled audience cheered. A gratified Kathy raised her head just enough to thankfully smooch her bound paramour for his artistic excellence. The stage lights faded to black.
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The festive wedding weekend was upon the family. Karen's college roommate, Kori, was getting married. Kori had been a frequent mansion visitor during her college years. Ned had learned that she was an orphan who was being raised by her uncle. Ned had been intrigued by the little minx. She had sported the usual crop-top and tight jeans around the mansion. She displayed her body often in a mini-kini at their pool, provocatively accompanied by splashes and nip-slips. But Ned never pressed his attentions beyond being a friendly father of her best friend.
Ned had gladly agreed to the use of the family mansion as the wedding venue. Kori and her uncle Michael visited the mansion a few weeks before the ceremony to meet Ned and inspect the grounds. Michael had heard rumors of Ned's business and off-hours enterprises. At the end of the extended visit, Mike asked Ned for some confidential chat time. The uncle laid out his proposal and waited with anticipation as a stunned Ned digested his plot. Ned recovered his senses and heartily shook Mike's hand in agreement. He assured him that all the proper arrangements would be made.
Friday evening, the Groom's Dinner was full of good humor, food and drink. The best-man and the other lads took the groom into town for his Bachelor Party. Ned called ahead to the Strip and Fuck Club to make arrangements for a very special guest. The manager assured him the groom would be well taken care of... very well taken care of!
Karen and Kathy took Kori to her guest room upstairs to try-out hair styles and makeup and checkout the wedding gown for any last minute adjustments.
The girls started from scratch on a naked Kori. The sisters themselves were only dressed in skimpy underwear. They were all laughs and giggles as they practiced preening and prepping the bride. They brushed Kori's fawn colored hair into a silky flow across her shoulders. They played with makeup, counterpoising Kori's dark eyes with smoky eyelids and gull winged shaped eyebrows. Being naked but still protesting her modesty, Kori conceded to her frisky friends applying sexy body makeup to her feminine areas. They sampled perfumes. The sisters got out their pre-wedding present for Kori: risqué lingerie to wear beneath her wedding gown. During the first night of honeymoon, the revealing thong and garter set would remind her husband why he chose Kori over all others to be his life-mate. The nylons were sheer white, matching the strappy heels. The half bra shelved-up Kori's superb breasts into hypnotizing cleavage.
Finally, it was time to test don the wedding gown. The white satin dress hugged Kori's busty figure, highlighting the volumes of creamy cleavage and accenting her perfectly shaped tits and ass. Her girlfriends 'ooh-ed' and 'aah-ed' as they posed Kori before the full length dressing mirrors, letting her see her perfection.
Kori turned her body to and fro, delighting in her reflected image. She reveled in her joy. Karen and Kathy exchanged knowing glances and nods. It was time for the serious discussion divulging the conspired events for the rest of the night. Each sister took a hand and pressed the glowing Kori between them. Kori cherished the affection of such close friends.
Kathy, as her closest friend, laid it out. Kori's smile melted as she listened in bewildered silence while Kathy related her uncle's plans. Karen chipped in to explain the reasons, offer encouragement and assuage Kori's heavy emotions. Uncle Mike had claimed 'prima noche', an ancient Gaelic ritual of first night, the right of the noble sire to be first to bed the new bride.
Kori was shocked but not surprised. Uncle Mike had been loving and generous. He had supported her with every opportunity to blossom and succeed. Yes, after she left for college and returned for home visits, he had become more touchy and affectionate. At times, especially when a little tipsy, Uncle Mike had furtively pawed her ass or brushed her breasts as if by accident. But all and all, he was mainly a gentleman and doting uncle.
Now, on the last night before walking her down the aisle and giving her away to matrimony, Uncle Mike intended to fuck her. She remembered seeing him around the house in various stages of undress. He was older but not that much older, having been her father's youngest brother. He was fit and she had noted how his tighty-whiteys bulged with his bulky package. She was curious. Her friends seemed to be nonchalant about the arrangements and that gave her some assurance that it was quite customary among the upper classes. Why not? She had heard of stranger things in her twenty something years.
Kori looked back at her friends' faces in the mirror and nodded her reluctant consent. They clasped her hands in warm reply. Karen gave her some last words.
"Stay here just as you are. Your champion will arrive shortly. Oblige his wishes and enjoy this destiny. It will turn out to be one of your most cherished memories. We will find you in the morning and make sure you arrive at your wedding fully primed for an exceptional life with your lucky husband."
With those final words, the sisters buzzed her cheeks with friendly kisses and departed the room. Kori eyeballed herself in the mirror. She pep-talked mentally and practiced her expressions of stoic calmness. She felt the tension ease away as she acknowledged the coming events. It wouldn't be that bad. She was sexually experienced. Boys from her college classes and the local fraternities had stripped away her virginity and innocence long ago. She smirked inside; recalling the occasional horny professor she had added to the mix. Her grades had never suffered.
Kori stiffened a smidge when she heard a rattle at the door. She watched in the mirror as the door opened. She flinched a little; the man in the bathrobe entering was not her uncle. It was her host, Ned. He stared back at her stoic demeanor. He carried a small bouquet in one hand as he closed the door and strode the floor.
"Good evening, Kori. My, my...you do look lovely. Your fiancé is a very lucky man."
Ned looked the young bride over. The tri-fold mirrors gave him profile and frontal views. Her cleavage was high and full, an enticing visage from all three angles. The closely tailored dress did wonders for her tight waist and hips. Ned held her gaze as he walked to stand beside her. He placed a hand on her satin covered ass. It was warm and firm. Kori stood still, watching his face in the mirror.
"Your uncle is a very generous man. When we agreed on the events of this evening, he gallantly offered me first shot, so to speak."
Kori tilted her eyebrow in query. Ned handed her the corsage and held her gaze. She sniffed it and held it low in both hands, turning it to see the different colored petals. Ned loosened his bathrobe waist tie. It fell open. In the mirror, Kori saw his naked cock, swelled but not erect. Ned loosed her grip on the flowers and shifted them to her opposite hand. There was no hesitation or build up; he simply moved her free hand to his exposed penis. Kori let her palm lay flat against it. Her eyes flicked her qualms. Ned took charge. He was brusque in tone.
"Play with my cock, girl. Prepare me so I can fuck you. That's what you're here for. "
Kori's warm hand enclosed his meat; she shifted her gaze back to his face. Ned's eyes squinted and he nodded for her to continue. He felt Kori slowly stroke his shaft. Her hand was small but she managed to circle the tube. Her motions were smooth and Ned swelled to horizontal stiffness.
Ned stilled her hand with one of his. He disengaged and positioned himself behind Kori. His cock butted against her back. He found the gown's zipper catch and slowly slid it down to the top of her rounded buttocks. Her back was clear except for the low bra strap. He peeled the dress aside and down her front, exposing the cleavage molding translucent demi-bra. Her aureoles were naturally large and eye-catching; more so with the makeup enhanced top arcs peaking above the cups. Ned's cock thumped a beat, acknowledging his daughters' fine taste in man-baiting lingerie. He lingered Kori's undressing to get a good eyeful. Kori waited patiently for him to get his fill and continue.
Ned pressed the dress lower, pushing to get the tight waist over Kori's trim hips. She cooperated, wiggling her ass as he pushed downward, one side and then the other. The dress piled up beneath her knees. Kneeling to assist, Ned, ever the gentleman, steadied her with a firm handful of her toned thigh, indenting the smooth flesh as she stepped out of the satin pile. Kori waited as Ned hung the dress properly so it would be ready tomorrow for the public ceremony.
Ned steered Kori from the tri-mirrored dais to the bed. She placed the bouquet on the night stand. He stood her back to the mattress. Ned tilted up her face and kissed her. She followed her natural instincts, reaching both hands to slowly stroke the meaty rod seething to sheath its long bulk in her cunt. She was willing to oblige whenever Ned was ready.
Ned attended to a few more details. He rolled the demi-cups off her breasts, letting the scrunched silk semi-support her fine tits. He leaned in and suckled the exposed nipples. His hands groped her groin. He found the split crotch in her satin panties and folded aside the thin panels. Kori had not noticed that ease-of-access detail before and admired her bridesmaids' forethought. Ned ran a finger along her exposed vulva lips and vaginal opening; it slid around easily in the soft wetness. The sensual undressing had stirred her desire. Kori pulled more firmly on Ned's erection. As he had initially ordered her to do, she had prepared Ned to fuck her. And she was equally ready to be fucked.
Ned cupped her soft ass cheeks and lifted Kori against his body. Her white heels left the floor and she gripped his waist with her nylon cased thighs. Her arms circled his neck. Ned dipped, then hopped up and forward, landing on the mattress with Kori pinned beneath his bulk. He shifted his body, aligning his knob between her split-panty framed pussy lips. Ned paused to watch Kori's face. She gave no sign of reluctance but used the pause to spread her legs a little wider. Ned barreled in.
A few thrusts and Ned was half embedded in the moist envelop. Kori shifted her hips, rolling her vaginal tunnel higher, helping him get better aligned. Ned slid in firmly and packed her feminine tube with his manly muscle. Kori hugged his neck tighter and jogged her ass, indicating her craving for Ned to initiate the erogenous rhythm.
Ned frequently fucked younger women. His daughters understood and met his needs. His stripper employees understood that good jobs like the Strip and Fuck required extracurricular assignments with the boss. Ned made love to his wife but with her it was a passionate exchange of love. Ned was fucking Kori just because her uncle said he could and should. He liked it more than usual; it felt different.
Kori lay beneath the thrusting Ned, letting him fuck her just because she was told that her Uncle Michael wanted her to. When she copulated with her teachers for grades or other favors, the old geezers were usually so excited about fucking a young and sexy co-ed that they neither went slow nor lasted long. On the contrary, Ned was treating her like his special sex trophy. She liked it more than usual; it felt different.
She turned her face into his neck, closed her eyes and concentrated her thoughts on the sweet conjunction in her groin. Ned was twisting his body, sliding his cock inside her at different angles and frictions. He pushed hard when he bottomed, grinding his pubis against her clit. She found the extra stimulation a nice consideration from this experienced paramour. Reciprocating the courtesy, she squeezed her Kegels hard as he withdrew and then relaxed her core as he re-slid forward again into her velvety warm receptacle. Ned noted her considerate boudoir etiquette. He was pleased his daughters consorted with such cultured classmates.
Ned's cock and balls swelled even more with the surge of goodwill. His cock throbbed and his balls were bloated with sperm. Ned drove hard and relieved his aching pressure, gushing his spunk deep into Kori's womb. He hugged her tight, pumping his cock with short jitters timed with the shots, extending his orgasm as long as possible. Kori thrilled to receive the male treasure that Ned had poured into her sexual receptacle. Ned recovered slowly, resting in Kori's saddle. She lay quiescent, fantasizing about their next steps and her dreams for the night to come.
Calm restored, Ned backed off and stood. He helped Kori to stand. She bent her knees and spread her enflamed vulva. Ned used tissues to catch his spent male essence leaking from her hole. When he decided she was tidy enough, he repositioned the split crotch panels to again cameltoe her cunt lips. Kori moved to replace the bra cups over her tits but Ned stopped her.
"No... don't hide them; they're beautiful. Your painted nipples are lovely eye magnets. They reveal your wanton lust. Let's add some special adornments to mesmerize your real mate for the evening."
Ned retrieved his bathrobe and brought Kori a tissue-thin transparent blouse. The buttons had been removed. It was the illusion of a blouse, meant to titillate, not to cover. He helped her don it. Without closures, it simply draped her breasts and flaunted rather than concealed her large dark nipples. Ned took the liberty of adjusting the fit, thumbing absently on her erect nubs. Kori's eyes widened at his touch. She had not cum and was still tingling in a high state of lust. Kori retrieved her bouquet and eagerly awaited her next instructions.
Ned had one more detail. He held out a wide white satin choker fitted with an oversized cameo medallion. Kori was surprised and delighted with the lovely gift. She examined it as Ned displayed it before her. The medallion held a perfect onyx-on-ivory profile of her face. Ned clicked a spring pin and the cameo flipped to the opposite side. This side of the cameo was also an onyx profile of Kori's face. But her gaze was tilted higher and an erect cock was half embedded in her mouth with the man's scrotum resting against her chin.
Leaving the risqué cameo face displayed, Ned buckled the satin chocker in place. A small ring hung below the front and Ned snapped on a decorative silver leash. Kori was now outfitted for this evening's second scene. Ned strode one more inspection around Kori, sliding his hand over her bare ass. Standing before her, he fluffed her breasts a final time, tweaking the hard nubs and murmuring his approval. Turning, Ned slung the leash over his shoulder and led Kori out the door and down the hallway.
At the end of the hall, he led her through the security door into the private family quarters. This second hallway was lined with mirrors. Ned glanced sideways and saw the properly prepared Kori following behind him attached with the silver leash. She held the bouquet in both hands at cunt level. Her youthful boobs sprang fluidly beneath her transparent top in time with her steps.
Midway down the hallway, Ned stopped at a door. He knocked twice, then once and a muffled 'Enter' sounded from within. Ned backed through the door leading the docile Kori inside. One last time, he beheld her beauty from toe to crown. Taking her bouquet, he placed the coiled leash into her supplicant-cupped hands. Ned stepped aside and waved his arm dramatically, ushering Kori forward. Kori's eyes went wide at the set-stage scene.
In the middle of the large room was a padded wooden chair, almost as large as a minor potentate's throne. It was upholstered in red velvet and gilded with gold leaf. Uncle Mike was seated there, legs apart, his penis erect. A velvet throw pillow lay close in front. He motioned her to approach, pointing at the scarlet cushion between his feet.
"Kneel here, my niece."
Kori timidly model-walked forward, striding one heel ahead of the opposite toe. Her ass sashayed in the white panty, garter and stocking set. Her breasts bobbed to the hard steps. She knelt, bent her head and offered the coiled leash to her seated uncle. He accepted her supplicant gift. Holding the chain aside, he surveyed her figure from his perch.
Kori uncovered was everything Mike had imagined. Smooth skin, lush tits, toned ass, slim waist. He pulled gently on the leash to raise her face. Kori looked into the eyes of her uncle. He spied the erotic cameo at her throat and fingered the medallion, examining its suggestive summons. He looked at her plump bee-stung lips, which were even more prominent wearing the fire red lipstick. His thumb moved along the swell of the pliable opening. His hand continued downward to fondle her coyly shrouded tit. He held and squeezed the full mass. His thumb circled the erect nipple. Kori stayed eye-locked on Uncle Mike's face throughout.
For decades, Michael had dreamed of this day. He leaned up in the chair, blatantly presenting his ready erection. Kori's destiny had arrived and Uncle Mike was assertive in his demand for this rite of passage.
"Suck it!" he growled.
Kori glanced down at the raging man-meat standing firmly erect mere inches from her face. She used one thumb and finger to circle its girth at the base. The other warm palm shelved his balls. Her red lips parted and her open mouth descended all the way on the first stroke. Michael fell back, closed his eyes and whimpered skyward. He rested his hands gently atop Kori's blonde tresses.
From the doorway, Ned had watched Kori lean up and press her face into her uncle's groin. Authority and obedience between uncle and niece were established. Her falling hair obscured the remaining fellatio details from Ned view. He took his leave, closing the door behind him.
Crossing the hall, he entered his own suite. He climbed into bed next to his wife and stared at the ceiling.
"How was she?" asked his wife.
"Marvelous" he uttered as he dozed off to sleep.
--------------------------------------------
Across the hall, Uncle Mike was anything but sleepy. Kori was well-practiced in the oral art. Many of her classmates, along with a lucky few teachers, could attest to her sucking expertise. Following orders, she slurped her uncle's cock. Her lips, tongue, cheeks and tonsils combined to find every square inch of firm flesh. Her Uncle Michael moaned under her labors.
Michael fought the urge to cum right there in Kori's mouth; he had different plans. Uncle Mike was Kori's guardian and benefactor; he expected a full measure of recompense. After a decade of imaginary foreplay, this was probably going to be Mike's sole opportunity to vent his pent-up lust. Kori's appearance in bridal half-dress had been more than he expected. Cheers to his host for his brilliant preparation.
Michael's hands stilled her movements. He moved to draw her mouth off his meat; she resisted, struggling to maintain a vacuum by sucking as hard as she could. It was a small gesture of defiance purely for effect; the carnal release emitted a 'pop'.
Kori continued to hold her uncle's cock and balls as she peered up at his face. The look in her hair shrouded eyes sent new shivers along Michael's spine. He struggled to maintain an even tone from his passion constricted throat
"That felt... wonderful, my dear... now I want to feel... your pussy stroking my cock. Rise..."
Uncle Mike guided her to stand and pulled her to straddle his lap. Kori coyly pulled her hair around her shoulders, presenting her uncle unfettered access to her tits. He swept his hands across their roundness then downward, searching the sides of her thong for release catches. A bemused Kori guided his fingers to her cunt and disclosed to him the split crotch design. Mike was thrilled with the ingenuity of the fashion designer. His fingers tunneled in and folded the silk aside, exposing Kori's vagina. He found the lips moist and puffy.



In the session before being delivered to her uncle, Kori had concentrated on Ned's pleasure and had deferred her own orgasm. She was ready this second time for a full round of foreplay and orgasm, no matter the partner. The familial pair maneuvered her cunt into position. With bated breath and a face scrunched in determination, she drove her uncle's cock to full depth. Now it was Kori's turn to whimper skyward, emitting a surprised gasp when the knob squashed against her cervix.
After a momentary pause to recover her wits, Kori slowly and steadily rose and fell on Uncle Mike's prick, feeling it hit deep each time. She pulled his face into her chest. They playfully grappled. Kori was a cacophony of squirms and squiggles; her boobs slapping against his cheeks. The tittering Kori wanted his face buried in her cleavage; her giggling uncle wanted to tongue lash and suckle her highlighted nipples. Once, when Uncle Mike held the suction, Kori felt the tittles reflected in her pussy. She halted deep, rotating her hips around the pivot, rubbing his cockhead against her cervix. Now the delightful twitters bounced between her core and her boobs. Her uncle's moans spoke of his equal pleasure.
The oral play and slippery sex vaulted to the coveted ecstatic peak. Kori was not to be refused this time. Her whole body went rigid as she halted at full depth. Her vagina muscles clamped hard and nearly throttled the meat filling her core. Her reflexive hug smothered Uncle Mike's face in her cleavage. His air-denied lungs didn't know or care; his mind had already rocketed elsewhere. Despite Kori's orgasmic cunt constriction, Michael managed to blast out his sperm and flooded her cavity as they shuddered through the mutual detonation.
They petted during the immediate afterglow, still in seated pose until Uncle Mike shrank enough to fall out. He carried her to the bed. They continued dwindling small caresses and smooches towards a drowsy twilight slumber. It would be a necessary respite until they regained energies.
Before dozing, Kori's uncle rolled Kori onto her side. He spooned her, his flaccid cock enfolded by her soft warm ass cheeks. His hand burrowed around to squeeze and cuddle her boobs. Her unresisting hands covered his, signaling her approval of the affectionate man-handling. If she had suspected how fabulous Uncle Mike would be at making her orgasm, this night would have happened long ago. At least it had not been too late and lost forever.
Mike's nose breathed her perfumed hair. He dreamed of his looming plans for more carnal use of Kori's body. He was anxious to savor her enchantments. Very soon he would indeed cum in her mouth; that part of the staged foreplay had been especially enticing. He figured Kori must have gotten plenty of practice at school. And then he would pour out further pent-up bursts of lust in and on her other feminine clefts and crests. There was plenty of time for numerous bouts; the night was still young...
--------------------------------------------
During the night, Ned's sleep was disturbed several times by a recurrent theme. From the room across the hall, there would be a slow, then escalating bumping, rising feminine moans and masculine wails followed by mutual cries and then silence. Kori was saying 'adieu' and 'thank you' to the man who had raised her. Tomorrow Uncle Mike would give her away to another.
------------------------------------------------------
Kori hugged tightly to her uncle's waist, holding him deep in her mouth. His knob was past her tonsils; his scrotum poised against her chin, mimicking her risqué cameo. Her tongue whipped the embedded shaft. With a loud wail somewhere between a cry and a moan, Mike's arched body levitated the carnal connection above the mattress. His sperm surged straight from his balls to her throat and she swallowed it down.
This part of the night had started earlier when Uncle Mike had rolled her on her back and straddled her chest. She knew what he wanted. Her hands enfolded her lush tits around his thrusting cock leaving his hands free to pinch her nipples, using them as handles to wobble her flesh around his manhood. Men always liked the vision of the fleshy rolling dance on her chest. Though pleasant, time passed with insufficient build-up to Uncle Mike's ardor. Kori moved the events forward.
She pushed her uncle on his back and planted her face in his crotch. Uncle Michael's erection filled her mouth. It tasted of her cunt juices and boob sweat. Without pause, her lips and tongue worked his shaft until his back strained up and he discharged his essence. She hugged Uncle Mike tight about the waist until he finally flexed and dropped back to the mattress.
They cuddled again. Later, Kori was on her back, Michael riding her missionary style. He hugged her torso, crushing her full cushiony breasts against his chest. He intermittently sank his cock deep in her pussy and held there. Kori wiggled her hips, massaging her clitoris against his pubis. The movements rubbed Uncle Mike's cockhead against her cervix and she tensed her vaginal rings to send ripples along his shaft. Uncle Mike cooed encouragement as Kori experienced a series of mini-gasms. It all ended with the inevitable crescendo of ecstasy.
Dawn's light coincided with the sisters sneaking in to gather Kori for her big day. The exhausted uncle was sleeping splayed across the sheets. Kathy spotted his worn-out cock lolling on his thigh and tapped Karen's shoulder. They both grinned at its bulk and brawn, apparent even when it was flaccid. Maybe later, they thought.
They escorted Kori to her room. Shower, makeup, hair-do, lingerie and wedding dress: the sister-bridesmaids attended to their friend's preparations. Kori was docile with weariness and welcomed their endeavors. Her skin was still flushed with latent afterglow.
------------------------------------------------------
The wedding was wonderful, the poolside ceremony attended by plenty of family and friends. When her uncle had walked her down the aisle, Ned noted that Kori still wore the satin choker, sans leash, with the publically appropriate cameo face displayed. The groom's eyes were still bloodshot and the bride couldn't suppress the lingering post-coitus flush and glow on her cherubic cheeks. The follow-on reception was festive. When the groom removed Kori's garter, she unintentionally flashed her thong. It showed crotch stains. Apparently neither the sisters nor her uncle were as good as Ned at tidying her up afterwards. Ned has been among the few who now had knowledge of the split crotch style and trusted her new husband would discover and delight in that detail later tonight. Evening fell and the assembly escorted the couple to their limousine. Uncle Michael was tipsy and in tears as he hugged goodbye to the newlyweds. Ned wondered if they were tears of happiness and joy or tears of loss and sadness.
Kathy and Karen noted Michael's discomposure and spent some time trying to cheer him up. Ned worked the crowd and later couldn't find Mike or the girls. The last of the guests departed and Ned wandered to his bedroom. On the way, he passed the special guest suite. Sounds of girlish giggles and manly laughter bled through the door. Ned climbed into his bed and slumbered.
For a second night, Ned's sleep was disturbed several times by a recurrent theme. From the room across the hall, there would be a slow, then escalating bumping, rising feminine moans and masculine wails followed by mutual cries and then silence. Ned's daughters were taking turns consoling the glum Uncle Michael. Ned approved. After the magnificent fucking Ned had indulged from his guest's niece, his attitude was 'Share and share alike'.
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The sun shone upon the pool deck gathering. It was the annual swap meet for the talent. Representatives from exclusive clubs around the world were negotiating replacements for their existing line-up: experienced employees who either wanted to retire from the business, move into management or find new horizons in different climes.
Mr. Wong escorted three Oriental dolls wishing new scenery. Koko and Kiki were lithe, modest breasted but energetic as they bounced around in their teeny bikinis. The third Asian girl, Kimi, had a darker complexion and was short and well figured in chest and hips. Her demeanor was more docile, almost impassive.
Mr. McGill had one Irish redhead to part with. Katharina, the Gaelic beauty, was statuesque and piercing hearts with her sharp green eyes.
Mr. Staghart brought two platinum blond Nordic gems. The pale twins wore their straight hair ass length, the almost white tresses fluttered in the breeze behind them as they engaged in self-promotion among their potential employers.
Senor Alvarez's short buxom companion sported golden brown skin tones and deep dark eyes. Her demeanor was reserved, the weak English conveying an endearing Spanglish shyness.
Ned had honored three of his star stripper-fuckers' requests to enter this year's draft for a change of scenery and possible career advancement. Karen and Kathy functioned as their escorts to the event, leaving Ned free to facilitate the business at hand.
Ned networked his way around the pool, stopping to chat with each cluster. He joined existing conversations, innocuously cordial but really subtle negotiations in progress. He was a keen businessman, bolstering the negotiations and moving on. His house, his rules and ultimately, his agent commissions for hosting this year's talent swap meet. Higher bids were more profits for Ned.
As evening set in, Ned assumed his MC role.
"Gentleman...and ladies... welcome. Now that you have had a chance to peruse this year's offerings, it's time for the random appraisal pairings. My daughters will escort our ladies to their individual suites where they will await their evaluation assessments. Each business representative has two appointments tonight. We will gather for any last minute parleys and endorsements tomorrow morning before final contract bids. Thereafter, you are free to barter bedmates for your amusement over the remaining weekend. Any questions?"
Ned's daughters led the ten female draft candidates to their individual suites. They queried the candidates as to their preferences of worldwide locale and chose their evaluation assessors accordingly. The stripper-fuckers found various costume collections in the closets. Kathy and Karen scurried to accommodate the candidates' last minute special dress or apparatus requests. When all was ready, they returned to the pool deck and distributed the room number assignments to each club owner or representative.
Ned took two assignment cards, same as his other four business associates. He was disappointed that he couldn't have his free pick of the female candidates. He could only hope that his daughters had been attentive to which ones he had seemed more drawn to during the cocktail soiree.
Ned found Room 6, his first matchup. Entering the suite, he found one of the Oriental girls, Kiki, awaiting her first encounter. She stood attentive in black bra and panty set at mid-room. Her legs and feet were bare and her long straight black hair was pulled into a functional scalp-tight ponytail. Her eyes were nearly hidden beneath the black satin straight-cut bangs. Ned assumed her eye color was typically Asian black. Her high cheekbones were nervously flushed in contrast to her otherwise pure ivory skin. Her lips blazed with bright red lipstick.
The petite woman stood center room next to a waist height massage table. Ned circled her, examining his female mate without touching her. She was lithe, muscular and short; her head only reached Ned's shoulder. Ned stopped behind, running a finger slowly down her spine. She shivered, revealing her high sense of anticipation. Ned rummaged beneath the table and retrieved two sets of cuffs: wrists and ankles. Kiki politely raised her hands before her, offering both wrists for cincture. Ned circled the bands in place. Each was a leather strap; buckled in place and providing embedded silver rings for restraint attachment.
Ned walked his candidate to the table. His hands cupped her ass cheeks as he boosted her aboard. She scrambled to lie down, face up, arms cooperatively waiting at her shoulders. Ned let her wait. He spread her legs and used the ankle cuffs to bind her ankles to the corners of the table.
Acknowledging her inviting pose, he clipped her wrist bands tight to the other ends table legs. He pulled the ties taut and she arched her shoulders to accommodate the strain.
Ned rounded Kiki on a cursory inspection tour. He found some scissors conveniently provided on a shelf beneath the table. Kiki's bra and panties succumbed to the shears and he left her lying naked and available. Dispensing with the scissors, he exchanged them for the silver bullet vibrator. On a low setting, he lazed the bussing tool along her arms, tucked it into her belly-button and touched it behind her knees. Kiki couldn't suppress a giggle; it tickled.
Ned got down to business. He blindfolded Kiki with a black satin band. Her ponytail hung behind her head to the floor. Her pink nipples had grown to firm points from the initial play. Ned used the vibrator to circle each, bringing them to full prominence. His tongue and teeth found the hard nips fun to lash and nip. Kiki yipped at one inadvertent hard bite. Ned's interest left her tits for other territory. The bullet vibrator blazed his trail.
Ned touched her toes and then tickled her soles with the tool. Kiki tried to squirm but managed only a pedaling of her feet. The hollow of her ankle gave no response. The back of her knees were more productive; her inner thighs even more. A boring into her belly-button yielded thrashing. Moaning ensued when he came back to the nipples again. She licked the bullet when it touched her cheeks and lips.
Ned went for the prize. He slid the shiny probe along her nether lips and pulled back. Kiki wiggled her hips, wanting the contact to continue. Ned played touch and retreat; Kiki begged for lengthier unions between purring probe and pulsating pussy. Ned granted her wish. He plunged the silver cylinder up to its hilt, pressing the vibrator against her cervix. Her screams of ecstasy shook the window panes. Ned withdrew the probe and waited until Kiki's nude and sweaty body stopped flopping on the table against her restraints. Kiki's breath was gusting through her open mouth. Ned saw the succulent orifice and felt an urge. He set aside the vibrator.
Ned worked the mechanism that dropped Kiki's head down and back. His cockhead found her lips. She kissed the slit and opened wide. Ned followed her lead and slid his cock inside her mouth. She closed and suckled him. All of the build-up, the playing with the little Oriental's body meant he couldn't last. And he didn't. His sperm flowed up his tube and down her throat. Kiki sucked it all out just as a good girl should. Ned backed out and retreated to the bed.
Ned was perplexed. He sat and contemplated his next move. Kiki lay bound and naked, used but not depleted. Ned lay back and closed his eyes, assuming that would help him plan the next steps. Instead, his thoughts clouded and he dozed off.
In the middle of the night, a soft chiming filled the rooms about the hallway. Ned arose, donned a terry robe and joined the other men in the hallway. Brief greetings were muttered as rooms were exchanged. Ned was the last to exit the hallway into his second suite. He noted that Kiki did not receive a second visitor this round. Ned knew she would be disappointed that no one came to try her out for their club. Kiki would lie on the table trussed and blindfolded until dawn, pondering her dilemma. However, Ned knew she would have many more opportunities this weekend, as a rotating fill-in or an anomalous amusement toy, to adequately illustrate her worth to the owner of her next potential club.
-------------------------------------------------
In his second suite, Ned was greeted by faint flute music. The room was dimly decorated with candles and flower petals. The ensuite bath opened and his second assignment stepped into the room. It was Katharina, Mr. Staghart's redhead. She had hurriedly refreshed her appearance following her first evaluation. But she couldn't hide the messed hair and flushed cheeks earned from her earlier carnal workout.
Her robe was so sheer as to be transparent. She was barefoot. As she left the direct light and walked further into the room towards Ned, her all-but naked body was half silhouetted by the bathroom light streaming through the door. Ned could see her legs all the way to their shadowed junction; the robe draped her chest masses topped with the hint of dark disks. Her wavy red hair was bunched behind in a wetted fluffy pony tail.
Ned circled his imminent mate as she maintained pose in the middle of the room. Anxious to get a better feel for his sex-mate, he wiped his hand along her silk covered thigh and ass as he walked behind her. Her skin was warm and smooth. In her hurry to meet his entrance, she had forgotten to undo her ponytail. It was tightly tied at the roots, pulling the russet strands straight against her scalp but the waist long strands were fluffy with mild curls. Ned took leave to remove the scrunchy band and finger combed her tresses into a reddish cascade.
Ned's hands cupped and cradled her boobs through the silky wrap. They were heavy, spongy; the skin was warm. He drew her back against his chest, leaned over and probed his tongue in her ear canal. She winced in surprise and gave one titter before regaining composure. Ned slid his tongue down her neck and whispered 'Kiss me'.
The young woman turned her head and met his lips with hers, brushing his teeth and gums with her tongue as Ned worked her nipples with his fingers. Her hands moved behind her back and fingered Ned's heavy cock and balls. Ned moaned into her lips, loving the manual caresses on his manhood.
Breaking off his kiss, Ned squinted at their reflection in the mirror: the hourglass redhead full frontal with his muscular figure towering behind her. His hands kneaded her breasts again and he suckled her earlobe. She noted the squinty gleam of Ned's eyes in the mirror, the inevitable result of her cock-handling foreplay. His boob-handling became more intense.
He folded her sheer robe away from her breasts and rolled her nipples, working the nubs into prominent hard peaks. His hands alternated between pinching her nubs and thumbing her lips, spreading the kiss-generated moisture along her full lower lip and across her large rosy areolae.
The sensual massage of areolas, lips and digit were magical to her mood. Katharina opened wider and dipped forward, capturing the thumb pad before sucking it in. She crooked an arm behind his head and held his cheek close to hers. Her other hand tried a feeble attempt to hold Ned's meaty rod in a one delicate hand's warm grip. She could cradle it but not contain it. Her thoughts went to a different caress that would keep their heat growing. She turned her lips away from his hand and close to his ear.
"Please, sir... may I suck your cock?" she implored in a whisper.
With her plea registered, her prayerful gaze returned to Ned's flushed face reflected in the mirror and her lips returned to his waiting thumb. Ned thoughtfully watched his fingers work her nipples and her lips work his thumb. A good cock-sucking would be a suitable next step in the run-up to their fuck.
"Yes... you may" he granted in his own rapture choked murmur.
The redhead stayed eye-locked in the mirror. She slid slowly down Ned's body, bending her knees and descending low but still on her heels. She closed her eyes and revolved in place. Her hands found his cock and she rose a bit to level her mouth with Ned's groin. She licked her lips. Her hands rubbed his knob across her plumb cherry lips, much as his thumb had done, transferring moisture to Ned's sensitized bulb. Her tongue darted against his underside vee, getting an autonomic jump reaction. Ned's unoccupied hands needed use and he rested them on her auburn scalp. She faltered for a split second, thinking he was taking command but realized he was just adjusting his stance. She had requested this activity and it was hers to control.
She drew him in an inch, sucked hard and backed off until only his slit touched her lips. She sucked hard and drew in an additional inch, suckled in place and then slowly drew off to the tip again. Another cycle, another inch and another slow draw-off followed. On the fifth cycle, when the knob bumped her tonsils, she held in place a moment, mentally inventorying her body parts for their next best and highest carnal use.
Drawing a deep breath, she pushed down on the remaining shaft and punched the knob into her throat. Its spongy resiliency filled her oral passage. Her lips surrounded the base; her chin pressed his scrotum. She combined the suck with a hum. Ned smiled and reveled in the sensation. She was really good at this.
Ned swiveled his hips to wiggle his cock, massaging it with her innermost flesh. The rubs, hums and sucks coalesced into a heavenly harmony. He grabbed her head and pressed her face roughly against his lower belly. She didn't fight his grasp, complying with his desire to fully feel her gullet accommodate his rod. She would continue this deep massage until her breath ran out.
Ned waited. Katharina was beginning to mutter and pull against his grip. He pressed harder and waited. Now she opened her eyes and struggled to extricate his flesh and catch her breath. He waited some more. She moved frantically before Ned let go of her hair. She popped back and gasped. Ned's soaked erection bobbed before her face as she panted deep breaths. She was too engaged with her need for oxygen to look up at his smirking gaze.
Ned chuckled down at the panting redhead squatting before him. "Be careful what you wish for, my dear; it may be more than you can handle." She hardly heard the words, lost in her own struggle for breath.
Ned hauled her to her feet by the hair. Katharina had regained some poise but was still perceptibly breathless. Her eyes flicked to his face and then downward again. Ned gripped the collars of her almost-nothing silky wrap and ripped it away. Throwing the shreds aside, he walked another inspection around her, patting her ass and trembling breasts.
Grabbing her around the waist from behind, Ned lugged her to the bed and plopped her on the mattress. He roughly rolled her on her back and pried her knees wide. Ned hesitated long enough to ponder her lush shaved pussy. He felt the swell of masculine vanity; his man-handling had aroused his new acquaintance. A vaginal sheen laced the uncovered pink lips.
The bed bounced as Ned impatiently hopped aboard. The startled female reacted to his weight dropping full on her but recovered quickly, spreading wider and accepting his abrupt advance. Her hand tunneled beneath her cushy ass, working to aim Ned's raging cock at her ripe cunt lips. Ned acceded to her guidance and felt the moisture laden lips meet his tip. Posed for insertion, he punched deep, eliciting a merry moan from his fuck-mate. He throated his own delight at the vigorous sensation. Ned felt his cock steeped in her fleshy channel.
Katharina welcomed rough play from her mysterious men; it was a perk of the job, one she really enjoyed. Her excited body produced lots of vaginal dew. However, it obliged her to spend extra effort when stimulating the penetrating man-mate. She overcame the surplus moisture with superior muscle clamping. The smaller the man: the bigger the challenge. It was easier with Ned; her flooded cavity was packed to capacity with his larger cock.
Holding their locked loins in limbo, they found each other's face and exchanged ardent wet kisses. But their sexual heat was screaming for other fluids to be exchanged.
Ned's first stroke was long and slow. His redhead plaything struggled to rock and roll her hips under his bulk, clamping her cunt in time with the throbbing heartbeat pulsing in his erection. Her dexterous sheath titillated each of his penile nerves. Ned liked it and wanted more; the thrill induced him to escalate his pace. He gathered speed until he was pounding her saddle: long, short, fast and slow.
Katharina heeded his call and fine-tuned her contractions to accommodate his tempo. At the ultimate moment, Ned reared up and bellowed out his voice and spunk, filling both room and womb with his manly power. His pace never slacked. Ned's sperm gushed forth in hot volumes of milky manliness, the excess squeezing past his thrusting meat, ejected from the confined genital space.
As Ned rose out of his post-orgasmic stupor, he found himself, sweat-soaked, floating on the redhead's buoyant boobs. Their combined sexual deluge drenched them from belly button to knee caps. It was definitely time for a shower.
Ned uncoupled and pulled the Katharina to her feet, leading her to the bath. They played in the water, soaping and rinsing, caressing and fondling, enjoying little bubble bath games. They emerged squeaky clean, refreshed and floral fragranced. It was now Ned's obligation to ready his redhead for her presentation at the first morning's brunch and swap. He was almost giddy with anticipation.
They started by sitting her pretty ass on the counter, putting her upper body at easy height for Ned's handiwork. They scrunched her hair in a curly top bun, uncovering her face and neck. She posed with pouting lips and braced forward with her arms alongside her bare hips. Ned became the makeup artist; light eye shadow, cherry lips, a little blush. He added drippy earrings and a crystal gem necklace.
Ned moved efficiently downward, daubing highlight on the presented nipples. His model spread her thighs and held her cunt lips apart as Ned rouged her nether lips. Finger and toe nails received the obligatory crimson lacquer. He strapped on her high heels before lifting her to stand. A dancer's twirl gave Ned the 360 view. He led her to the bedroom.
Her silky cover was unusable, tattered earlier when Ned had torn it off in his heated fervor. A sheer set of tap-pant pajama shorts was substituted. Her plush cunt was on coy display; her round toned hips drew the eyes. Ned experimented dressing her in several revealing tops, judging the effect each would have on luring a man's attention, and soon thereafter his fingers and lips, to her tits. In the end, he favored topless; fewer inhibitions for her next infatuated male's impulsiveness.
Donning only gym shorts and deck shoes, Ned ushered his soon-to-be ex-mate to the waiting brunch. As they sauntered hand-in-hand down the hallway, he hoped the redhead's erotic presentation would boost his advantage in negotiations for his next assignee. For now, he was full of redhead. Or rather, his manliness had just filled the redhead. He was developing a hunger for a serving of brunette. He trusted that the dining room's erotic carte du jour would offer a suitable sumptuous dish.
--------------------------------------------------
The weekend proceeded and then ended splendidly. The club owners were exchanging last farewells. Trades and contracts had been executed. The nine young ladies had not known their contract details until departure. Following the night of assessments, the intervening match-ups had been purely recreational, an indulgence of excess energies by owners and ladies. The fucked-out women waited at the departure hall, bags already packed and loaded for the journey. With business concluded, the club owners collected their newest staff members and exited to the waiting limousines. Liveried chauffeurs held rear doors as the club owners climbed in behind their ladies. Some would go to airports for flights to distant lands; others would use an extended road-trip to get better acquainted with their newest assets. The rides short or long would be another welcome venue for more explorations of their swaps.



Ned watched each depart. He stood on the portico next to the topless Katharina. He had traded hard for her, giving up two assets of his own in that single swap. He waved goodbye to his colleagues with one hand while the other lolled across her shoulder and cradled her bare tit. The redhead was waving her own farewells to the other girls she had met this weekend. There paths might cross again: at a club or at the next trade swap.
When the final guest's limo pulled through the gate, there was one final black towncar waiting in the driveway. It was Katharina's ride to the Strip and Fuck Club. The driver stood attentively. Ned curled the redhead into his embrace and kissed her goodbye. He gave her farewell instructions.
"My chauffer, Karl, will take you to the Strip and Fuck Club for your orientation tour. The staff will get you acclimated quickly to your role and duties. Your annual contract starts in two days. Use the intervening time wisely."
Then he patted and pushed Katharina's ass as he propelled her towards the car waiting across the expansive driveway. Karl watched her approach. A woman's breasts always exhibit that slight rolling jiggle when she walks. Whether clothed, in a halter top or, like now, bare breasted, the motion stirs the male's feelings. Its nature's way of inviting the male to look, touch and taste the proffered feminine fruits.
The chauffer adjusted his crotch and changed his seating plan. Rather than handling the rear compartment door, he shifted forward and opened the front passenger seat. Katharina hesitated for a step. Then Ned's farewell words became clearer. She perked up, hard stepping now, adding more jiggle and wiggle to her model walk. Karl responded with a smile.
Karl tipped his little black chauffer hat and the redhead ducked into the front passenger seat. Karl closed the door smoothly, tipped his hat to his employer and scooted around the car to settle in behind the wheel. Ned could see through the windshield as the redhead waved a last goodbye before Karl's big black hand curled behind her head and pushed her face to his groin. His other hand opened his zipper before waving a 'Thank You' goodbye to Ned. The car pulled out the gate.
Ned knew that Karl would multi-task during the several hours journey to the club, including a convenient half-point rest stop. Karl would climb into the backseat with his passenger to blow off the sexual vigor ignited by her hour of oral foreplay. Katharina would then rest in the backseat for the remainder of the ride. She would need rest. For the next two days, her club orientation would include an extensive reconnaissance of the club facilities.
The bouncer would need a blowjob for initial entry. After that, her more formal tour would commence.
The stage manager would fuck her onstage during off-hours. It was his opportunity to offer new ideas and tryout erotic routines. It was her opportunity for hands-on dress rehearsals. Sometimes, the redhead would be in bondage and handled roughly by the stage manager. Or the manager would be restrained and it was her chance to refine her stimulation techniques on a male-in-bondage.
At random whims, the bar tenders would bend her over the bar or tables and nail her from behind. She would engage in sex play with vegetables for the amusement of the kitchen staff before giving them hand-jobs to finish the session.
The bi-sexual housekeepers would take turns tutoring her in bedroom etiquette. In the ensuing nights, if she was not hosting a VIP client, the housekeepers would keep her warm: physically, emotionally, and sexually.
Katharina would spend the first two full days in thorough and intense orientation to her roles and duties during her year-long contract. Over the following few months, she could expect a lot of staff attention until the next flesh-toy arrived and perked their curiosity. Even then, in addition to her stage enactments for and with the club patrons, Katharina would receive periodic repetitions of the staff orientation. Perfect practice leads to perfect performance.
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With the weekend's business concluded, Ned returned to his own matters. In addition to Katharina, he had bargained for another swap, the Asian doll that had really sparked his spirit. He had been unable to schedule another play session with her but had traded for her contract anyway. It was now time to really analyze his investment and she was waiting for him at the pool.
Kiki was sipping a fruit drink under the arbor shade next to the pool deck. Dusk was settling in and the underwater beams frolicked gaily, refracted by the ripples in the water. Ned strode across the patio expanse and Kiki respectably rose at his approach.
Ned surveyed his imminent playmate. She was a beauty and she knew it. She always had.
Kiki was the descendent of a war orphan from Southeast Asian. A black soldier and her native grandmother had spawned her mother. Evacuated with other orphans in the aftermath, her mother had been passed around foster homes until she was recruited to a special academy for young women where her superior potential for intelligence, beauty and poise was amplified to perfection. Her mother had thereafter married well, enjoying a life of wealth and power, thus enabling her daughter Kiki to live her own life of pleasure seeking. In time, she followed her mother in graduating from the special alma mater. She excelled. And now here she was: half Afro-Asian, half European, the fortunate blend of diverse and exotic genetics and an irrepressible sexual thrill seeker.
"Good evening, my dear, how are you? Did you get a snack to go with the drink?"
"No, sir, but I am fine with just this."
Ned was smitten again with Kiki's beauty and mannerisms. Kiki's cheekbones molded her almond shaped deep dark eyes; they were black orbs that sparkled the night light. Her bauble earrings peeked between the bobbed strands of her long straight black hair. Her high cheekbones and perfect face were bewitching. When she looked at Ned, with her mouth slightly ajar and small teeth exposed by a half smile, he assumed she was begging to swallow his cock. Her string bikini top revealed her stiff nipple points and the micro-thong barely covered her shaved camel-toed cunt. She was barefoot and her light olive skin was smooth across trim stomach, hips and thighs. She waited for Ned's orders.
Ned walked past her and sat on a blanket draped pool-side lounge. He patted the space next to his hip, signaling for Kiki to join him. Her thong cased ass slid in next to him. She turned her face and leaned her body in, inviting his attention. Ned obliged.
One hand tilted her face for a kiss; the other rubbed her back, thighs and bikini covered titties. She was sweet to the touch and taste. Her own hands rubbed his cock through his shorts. It was all gentle foreplay. Kiki seemed happy to be here. They talked. The sun was setting and Ned had made Kiki feel welcome. He decided to forgo any more action with the little package of sexuality until later in the evening. He let his daughters take Kiki on the mansion tour and get her settled in.
---------------------------------------------------------
The family held their weekly private family dinner; Kiki ate elsewhere with the house staff. Ned caught up on the daughters current affairs and his wife shared her experiences. She was passing through between fantasy assignments. With club business and family business running smoothly, Ned retired to his bedroom suite. He lay in bed, lightly stroking himself, thinking of Kiki and their earlier conversation. Of course, she was not a virgin but exuded a similar innocence. She smelled womanly, that feminine fragrance mixing floral, fruity and musk. She had freely volunteered her sexual preferences. She said she was multi-orgasmic. Her lithe body piqued Ned's lust with its toned figure. Ned couldn't wait to discover the source of her attractions. He rose from his bed, penis already well erect, and crossed the hall.
The lights were extinguished but the moonlight glowed within. Kiki heard the door latch open and sat up in bed, naked but the sheet drooped along her waist. The ambient glow silhouetted her perky nipples, conical mounds with prominent nubs crowning the nipples.
Kiki fully anticipated that Ned would join her this evening. She had waited abed just as Ned had, hoping he would arrive soon. She had also slowly fingered herself, keeping her desire at a low simmer. She felt mild anxiety, hoping she could provide pleasure for Ned as well as find her own satisfaction during this more casual time together.
Ned stood by the bed. He pulled the sheet down past Kiki's feet. Her body was fully naked. She waited. Ned kneed up on the bed between her legs. She watched complacently as he placed each of her ankles on his shoulders and palmed his hands beneath her ass cheeks. He leaned in and she jumped at the first sensation of his breath on her shaved pussy lips. Ned felt the tremor but never paused. His nose nuzzled Kiki's clit. His tongue swiped up one side of the inner pink lips and then the other.
Ned felt the inevitable grip of Kiki's hands in his hair. She was undecided. If she held him tight against her pussy, she would cum quickly. If she pulled him away, she could cool down and prolong the pleasurable foreplay. Ned made her decision for her. He held fast to her ass cheeks as he sucked powerfully on her nether lips and little bud. Kiki jumped and stiffened. Her hips pushed up and she muffled his ears with the crush of her soft inner thighs. Yet he could still hear her ecstatic shriek. Her ass shuddered in the confinement between his hands and his face. Ned waited her out.
Kiki sagged and relaxed. Ned took a few small breaths and licked her inner lips again. Kiki tried to pull his head away.
"Nooooo... Noooo... Not so soon..."
Ned resisted her feeble attempts. He sucked hard again and Kiki bucked hard in response, crying out another orgasm. Ned waited her out and when her latest spasm faded away, he started again.
Kiki pulled at Ned's hair. It actually hurt but Ned was not swayed. He barely heard the 'No... no... no...' that accompanied the force. He licked and sucked for all he was worth. Kiki stiffened and screamed again. Ned slowed but never stopped the stimulation.
This was the pattern for the next hour. Each repetition took a little longer. After uncounted cycles, poor Kiki was all but unresponsive. Ned propped up and scanned her petite body. She was flushed from head to toe. Ned knew he had drained her of sexual energy, at least for now. He lay next to her and cuddled her small sweaty body in his strong arms. His erection was enclosed by her warm soft thighs. Later in the night, he woke her, ordering her to use her mouth to drain away his own stress.
In the dawn, Ned woke to find Kiki emerging from her morning preen in the bathroom. He threw her naked body over his shoulder in an easy fireman's carry and the naked pair paraded to the hot-tub on the pool deck. He settled into the warm bubbly water with Kiki now straddling his lap. He lapped each rubbery nipple and then sucked her tongue as she wiggled on his hard cock. Soon her efforts were rewarded with a gush of Ned's cum in her cunt. They hugged and petted and soaked until brunch was served at a poolside table. It was a wonderful way to start another day at the mansion.
------------------------------------
Ned lay in his bed, slowly stroking himself, simmering. He thought of the multi-orgasmic little Kiki in the suite across the hall. He knew she would be like the others. She would also be lying awake, rubbing herself softly as she thought of him. He could walk across anytime but he delayed. It was a delicate game of self-control: How long could he hold back before the tension forced him to rise and go to her? He liked to prolong her anticipation a little more each night. But he never failed to finally go. It would be cruel to deny his guest her fabulous orgasms. And it would be un-healthy for him to keep his essence sequestered. Confinement was not nature's way. Real men generate balls full of ejaculate teeming to escape; real women mold bodies and abilities craving to extract the creamy bounty while leaving the male satiated from the ecstatic experience and lusting to supply more as soon as possible.
With a sigh of resignation, Ned arose from his bed and crossed the hallway. He opened the door and Kiki sat-up, a big smile radiating from her shaded face. Ned had arrived. Her carnal duty of cum extraction was at hand. But not before he gave her untold joy. She opened her arms in a gesture of welcome and invited him into her bed. Ned obliged.
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It was a bitter sweet day. Ned waited in the entry way for Kiki to join him. They were scheduled to depart for the Strip and Fuck Club. Kiki had been a marvelous house companion and had expressed her gratitude and joy, vocally and physically, for her week of residence at the mansion.
Living as Ned's night-time plaything was a treat but not Kiki's desired life path. Ned had conceded to her wishes and now she would continue her journey of sexual exploration as a performer at the club. Despite her broad experience and expertise, they had decided she was best inducted to the club after Amateur Night.
Karl, Ned's beefy black chauffeur and bodyguard, drove the pair to the Club. With the boss aboard, Karl had to forego his habitual practice of sampling the new girls as he delivered them to their next stage of career advancement. Ned was quiet. Kiki spent the time talking, petting and comforting Ned in the rear compartment. It was a light attempt at foreplay but Ned was too melancholy to suck or fuck her.
At the Club, Ned went ahead to see the manager and discuss business. That left Karl to escort Kiki inside for the initial orientation. The entrance door had barely closed when she was informed of the obligatory stop at the entrance station to deliver the first blowjob to the head bouncer. While he sat in his booth, Kiki's black haired head bobbed on his groin as she sucked a mouthful of his massive black cock.
Karl left her there to pay out her entry fee and went to find his own amusements. As chauffer and bodyguard to the club owner, he had special privileges. He greeted the familiar serving staff, giving a warm hug and ass clutch to Katharina, his most recent acquaintance. During his rounds, Karl delightfully agreed to assist the stage manager with a special request. The remainder of the afternoon was spent getting the club ready for the Amateur Night show.
That night, the Strip and Fuck Club was filled with special patrons. The well-dressed gentlemen, some accompanied by their own elegantly dressed escorts, were in a jolly mood. Splendid dining and drinking selections had satiated their gastronomic needs. Topless waitresses had offered a visual overture to the upcoming risqué shows. After dinner, the club floor furnishings were rearranged to provide unfettered vista and mindless comfort expected by the gentlemen for the substantial attendance fee they had paid.
Ned was seated in his private booth, front stage center. He had requested a companion; Karoline was cuddled with him as the stage lights dimmed and the show got underway. The performances were mixed. An aspiring amateur performed her best strip dance. She teasingly doffed her evening cocktail dress, flashing furtive glimpses of nipples and shaved pussy before flaunting her nubile nudity. It was an okay opening warmup. The next performance was by a professional staff member. She stripped out of her schoolgirl outfit before completing the full Strip and Fuck routine with a lucky auction winner.
Another amateur followed. She looked very flexible and nimble in her ballet tights and tutu; Ned liked what he saw. The club manager should consider her desire to become a professional Strip and Fuck Club actress. If she was looking for a permanent position with the performance troupe, the manager could brief her on the roles, responsibilities and benefits of full time engagements. However, she would need to be vetted by the club staff. During her probationary period, she would make the rounds, pleading with the bouncers, barmen and cooks for coaching and guidance on her oral, tactile and vaginal stimulation skills. If the busy staff could find the time between their maintenance obligations to the already contracted professionals, they might allow her time to practice on their stiff cocks. If she could extract cum from their weary penises, she might be acceptable to service the club's patrons onstage.
In the next act, Ned was pleased to watch one of his favorite professionals repeatedly deep-throat a huge black dildo. After the strip and auction, a lucky patron, blindfolded, relished her oral skills on his manhood. At his orgasm, she steered his jetting cum in a high arc for the audience amusement. It turned out to be more volume than she had expected.
During the unanticipated post-performance swabbing of the stage, Karoline seized the opportunity to present her own case to Ned. She snuggled up, squashed her bare breast against his arm, and whispered her plea into his ear. She had been a loyal and creative member of the cast for her contract year. She loved the work but found the locale growing stale. Some of the customers were becoming regular repeats and getting clingy. Could she be enrolled in the next talent swap and find new pastures? Ned demurred, then thought about it and relented. It would be unwise to turn her down. Ned did not want a gloomy employee giving mediocre service to well paying customers. Karoline thanked him profusely and happily cuddled closer.
The crowd was warmed up when the Stage Manager announced this evening's feature Amateur Act. The cheerful crowd was eager to behold a budding new talent's first time onstage. They quieted down as the stage dimmed to dark, before it slightly re-glowed. Behind a translucent gauze curtain, they could just perceive a human silhouette standing stage center.
The curtain rose as a spotlight swelled to light the voluptuous female figure dressed in a white lacy gown. A giant video screen covered the back wall of the stage. A remote camera zoomed in and panned slowly from the white strapped heels up the full petty-coated skirt to the tightly clenched waist. It played a little at her bosom, zooming closer to display the creamy full cleavage. At her throat, the actress wore a satin choker with ivory and onyx cameo. The black silhouette image displayed a woman's face in profile, tilted slightly up, with a hard cock thrust deep into the figurine's mouth.
The camera zoomed out enough to show the risqué choker and the real woman's lips. At that serendipitous moment, her protruding tongue tip swept her mouth, leaving a coat of moisture on the full red lips. It was an inviting image for the moment and the video crew would find it even more useful later.
Panning higher, the woman's perfectly made-up face beneath the wedding veil filled the back wall. She broke into an uneasy smile of acknowledgement as the 'ooh's and 'aah's filtered from the gentlemen in the audience.
Ned froze in his seat. He knew the familiar woman standing onstage. It was Kori, the prima-noche fantasy that her grateful uncle had recently shared with him. When Ned squirmed in his seat, trying to adjust his groin, Karoline noted Ned's intense interest in the woman onstage. She knew her expected role as Ned's assigned evening companion. She unzipped his fly, hoping to reduce his confinement and prepare him for any other assistance she could willingly offer.
Ned didn't know how or why Kori had agreed to perform at Amateur Night. Maybe his daughters, her best friends, had beguiled her into another exotic adventure. Maybe the prima noche encounters had perked her curiosity into further explorations. Maybe she found her new husband incapable of satisfying her voracious hormones.
Ned didn't really care the reason why. If Kori wanted more sexual adventures, the Strip and Fuck Club was a good place to start. As the club owner, Ned had certain privileges with the talent, even if they were just part-time. He imagined inviting Kori to the mansion for his exclusive use. He envisioned scenes in the guest suite where he could boost her sensual spirit. While Kori's luscious cunt entertained his buried cock, her mouth would suckle his tongue. Later, her tongue would entertain his cock as he licked her pussy to screaming orgasms.
Ned's revelry was disturbed by Karoline's fidgeting and he returned to the here and now. Kori was about to give a public show of her verdant sexuality. It would not be as fulfilling for Ned as their previous encounter when he had fucked Kori in her wedding lingerie. But her shy first-time look onstage should be fun to watch anyway. He relaxed back into the cushioned private booth, ready to enjoy Karoline's courtesies and Kori's spectacle.
Everyone's attention shifted stage left as a tuxedo-suited black man walked onstage. Kori's eyes flirted left and she smiled wider as Karl, her onstage 'husband' approached. Ignoring the audience, the acting duo hurried into each other arms. Karl all but ripped away her face veil before engaging in a tender kiss. Karl broke off and placed his forehead against hers for an intimate face to face eye-lock. His hands reached behind her to find the wedding gown's zipper. Kori's eyes and smile grew wider, amplified on the rear stage screen by the zoomed-in video feed.
Kori had only met the tall, broad-shouldered man earlier that day. They had made small talk to ease her first-time trepidations. Karl had described his former successes as a professional wrestler and football player. He still retained his massive muscular build. He assured Kori he would control his enthusiasm and she would be safe in his powerful embrace. Kori was somewhat assured and consented to play her part in the planned performance. Now she stood before an audience of strangers, about to be stripped of her wedding dress costume and fucked by a man she had just met. It was 'Déjà vu, all over again'.
Karl was gentle, lowering the zipper slowly, lovingly. The camera followed his movements. His hands found her demi-bra clasp and that was unhooked. They kissed again and Karl's hands roamed across her smooth back. He stepped back for the next dramatic piece of the scene.
Karl's hands brushed the dress off Kori's shoulders and lowered it down her front; it bunched around her waist. The first appearance of her magnificent breasts was recorded by the camera, displayed on the jumbo video screen and accompanied by vulgar catcalls and undertones from the watching men.
"Wow, nice tits, baby... Give us a wiggle, daring... Shake them puppies... damn, girlie, you got some fine ones, don't you?"
Kori was buoyed by the uncouth complements. She responded with a shimmy, teasing the hecklers with the jiggles in her nubile naturals. The men cheered her bubbly compliance. Karl took his cue. His big hands cupped her even bigger boobs and added to the motion. He bounced and kneaded them, all of it caught and magnified on the rear screen. It was proof positive that Kori sported the real thing. The cheers turned to jealous moans. The enlivened pair moved onward.
Karl squatted and pulled the bunched silk and lace lower. Kori wiggled her smooth round ass in cooperation and her toned thighs were exposed. She wore satin thong panties and mid-thigh white nylons with a lacy garter band on her right. She braced a hand on Karl's shoulder as she stepped out of the dress puddled around her heels. Karl smoothly swept it aside and out of the way. He stood again, his muscular stature overshadowing the mid-size erotic artiste.
Kori began her presentation of Karl by loosening his bowtie. The shirt buttons opened beneath her busy descending fingers. At his belt, there was no hesitation. His fly popped open under her ministrations. He turned 180 and she pulled his topcoat and shirt off, tossing them aside. She yanked his pants downward as she knelt. Karl slid off his shoes and walked out of the tuxedo encircling his ankles. Karl was indeed black. His close-cropped hair and the smooth skin were nearly ebony, stretched tight over his well-developed muscular frame.
He turned back to the now standing Kori. She gasped, a hand covering her mouth. This was her first look at Karl's exposed penis. The audience mirrored her shock. He had gone commando; his semi-flaccid cock formed a mighty arc poking out from his groin, the knob sculptured and swollen. The gentlemen chuckled and their escorts murmured with envy for Kori's predicament.
Recovering from her amazement, Kori reconciled herself to this overlooked detail. The other girls in the club had told her Karl was big in the manhood department. She hadn't realized they meant this big. Kori's hands cradled her challenge and her touch brought about an elongated thickening. She stroked the monster that would be her ultimate stage prop. Soon Karl was standing tall above his scrotum. Her hesitance abated; the show must go on.
Kori released the man-meat and plucked at her own panties. Kori eyeballed Karl's groin as she leaned forward and pushed her last shred of modesty past her knees. Her nose brushed his hanging balls as she stepped out of her satin thong. Her bent-over pose dangled her swaying tits. The camera zoomed in for the details. That drew more manly moans and Kori obliged them with a bent-over shimmy that jostled the boobs even more. She puckered up and kissed his ball sack. The gentlemanly moans developed into further vulgar compliments.
The performers faced each other again. Karl clutched Kori's ass and lifted. She braced her hands behind his neck, and clamping her thighs around his hips, locked her crossed heels. Karl's face was stoic; Kori's apprehensive. They cooperated to affect the carnal connection, cock knob touching her cunt lips. Kori took a visible breath and held it, ready to help Karl worm his way in during the coming arduous penetration.
Instead of an easing in, Karl suddenly dropped her weight. Her cunt stretched reluctantly and the long black cock punched all the way in. The knob didn't stop at her cervix; it passed through. Her clitoris slammed against Karl's pubic bone. Kori screamed. The ladies in the audience whimpered in sympathy. Karl waited a split moment but was raring to continue. He lifted Kori high and let her settle on his prick less rapidly this time. He felt her cervix snugly rub his corona. Karl adored that specific stimulus whenever he fucked a woman.
Kori was past her initial shock and inclined to learn the delights of this new sensation. Past lovers had bumped her cervix but Karl was the first to burst through. She levered herself up on her clamped thighs, popping the corona in and out or the cervical ring. Karl appreciated Kori's instinctive sense of adventure and provided gentle lifts on her butt to aid her motions. It was the exact cock caress he craved and Kori was not the first woman to take the lead and study the secrets of this rare caress.
Ned watched the action from his nearby booth. The video screen was projecting the intimate conjunction as Kori's moist enflamed cunt lips corralled the base of Karl's throbbing erection. Her leaking juices added sheen to Karl's balls.
During the run-up undressing, Ned had let Karoline fondle his cock and balls. The sight of Karl impaling Kori in one sudden stroke had given Ned a spinal shiver. He grabbed a handful of Karoline's blonde curly hair and pulled her face to his groin. Now Ned's cock was corralled in Karoline's mouth.
If Ned had bothered to look around, he would have seen the other men in the audience taking care of their own business. Some of the escorts had their dresses bunched up at the waists and the gown tops down. The bare-breasted ladies had saddled up in their host's lap and were galloping on their hosts' erect cocks. The non-escorted customers elected to masturbate but topless hostesses intervened, substituting professional grade hand-jobs for the self-stimulation.
Meanwhile, onstage, Kori and Karl were getting along splendidly. The short vaginal caresses had given way to full stroke mode. Kori was leaned back in euphoria, hanging on with hands laced behind Karl's neck and pinioned on his prick. Her blond ringlets hairdo had escaped its clips and swung in time behind her. The wild ride sloshed her boobs in waves across her chest. Karl leaned back himself, balancing Kori's weight. His powerful legs were steady as Kori rose and fell the full length on his manhood.
Karl watched Kori's euphoric contortions. He liked the way she bucked on his engorged cock. He liked her sensuous cries. Kori moaned on every long stroke. She caught her breath and whimpered whenever a random hard bottom banged her clitoris against Karl's groin. And she squirmed and emitted fearful warnings if Karl lifted her until his corona emerged at her lips, anxious that his enthusiasm might cause an unwelcome decoupling. The writhing minx was ravenous for more stimulation as she bounded on Karl's rigid manhood.
Karl's body glistened; this was as much a workout as any athletic event he had experienced. His momentum was cresting. Suddenly, he went over the top, pinning Kori down hard on his cock and spewing spunk deep inside her womb. Kori felt the fluids inundate her cavity and rocketed off over her own top. Her arms clenched as hard as her cunt. She crushed her soft breasts tight against Karl's hard muscled chest and shrieked out to the heavens. She clung for dear life as she shuddered ecstatically, suspended in Karl's brawny arms.
Karl and Kori's peak triggered the cum-fest elsewhere in the room. Ned pumped his cum into Karoline's sucking mouth; she swallowed it into her gullet. The other gentlemen jetted their sperm into their attending ladies: their pussies, their mouths or their hands. The room swelled with orgasmic cries that slowly died and descended to satisfied sighs.
Karl and Kori came to their senses first. Still in their carnal embrace, the artists kissed gently, a mutual sign of admiration and praise for the considerations shown by each to the other during the performance. Karl lifted Kori off his softening dick and settled her on her wobbly feet. He took her hand and turned her full frontal to the audience. The camera focused on Kori's distended red cunt lips, wet with the milky man essence leaking forth, driveling down her inner thighs.
The onstage pair executed a deep farewell bow. Upon rising, Kori wiped the flailed blonde hair back from her face. Her pale but flushed sumptuous body was juxtaposed next to the sweating sheen of Karl's powerful black physique. The show was over for now. The invigorated Karl towed the cowed Kori offstage as she tottered behind on weak knees and high heels. She had affected another namesake triumph at the Strip and Fuck Club.
Although still encumbered in carnal conjunctions, the audience managed to applaud with gusto. The backstage screen showed the previously recorded clip of Kori wetting her lips atop the evocative ivory-onyx cameo blowjob. The bottom scroll suggested: "...MAYBE NEXT TIME..."
Ned wasn't going to wait for Kori's next time at the club. He summoned the club manager and directed him to have Kori dressed in a sheer negligee and deposited in his limousine. He would carry Kori to the mansion forthwith and personally steer her through the next step of her erotic journey. All through the ride and all through the night, Ned would allow Kori's curious lips to blaze a trail along the unmapped territory of his erect cock. Her explorations would certainly be rewarded with abrupt discoveries of creamy male treasure. Ned was resigned to the fact that it was going to be another long night for the owner of the Strip and Fuck Club.
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Ned lay on his back on the fluffy white linens with the bed covers pushed back. His cock was planted firmly in Angelina's cunt and he felt the wonderful soft friction being generated by her motions. Ned's half dazed eyes saw her shadowed, upright figure in the moon glow that filtered through the curtains.
Angelina's long strawberry hair waved gently behind her back and her breasts stirred as she oscillated her body in the sensual rhythm. Her nubs were erect and darkened, swelled into pert points centered within the umber disks of her nipples. Her head was high and her gaze level; her deep brown eyes fixed on a distance spot beyond the room. She rose and fell slowly and steadily on the shaft of the designated tester between her legs; devoted to impressing him during this evaluation assessment session.
During the Total Woman Academy coaching sessions, Angelina had been tutored to begin with a stable rhythm following the penile insertion, striving to provide her partner with moderate initial sensations. Those Symbian-facilitated trainings were now replaced with a real flesh and blood partner. Her whole being was now fixed on the experience of Ned's swollen cock in her cunt. She tried to keep her thoughts uncluttered and her body's actions focused on giving Ned as much pleasure as possible for as long as possible. Her training included power yoga for muscle tone and meditation for stamina. Her toned thigh muscles worked like pistons to that purpose and she sustained her even strokes. If and when Ned desired a change of position or speed, she would follow his lead.
Ned mentally counted the number of strokes Angelina performed in this upright position. When they had started this latest sexual evaluation performance, she had followed his command to begin with these up and down moves.. He knew extended repetition with this stroke could be tiring for the young woman but it was a major test of her abilities. Ned quit counting after Angelina surpassed the benchmark number of strokes for this sophomore level test. He let her run on, curious how long she would go before showing signs of muscle fatigue. Angelina never faltered and he decided that the over-count was more than enough for this step in his evaluation assessment of her.
Ned moved his hands to lightly touch Angelina's knees propped beside his torso. She issued a slow quiet breath of acknowledgement at this modest touch. Her attentiveness returned quietly to the room. She awaited his command without altering her unhurried movements. Ned gave her knees a few gentle push pull signals.
Without any overt acknowledgement, Angelina complied with Ned's direction. On the next stroke, she sank fully to the bottom, hesitated and began the new forward and backward motion commanded by her evaluator. It felt nice to have a real man's warm muscle squeezed inside her moist channel. She slid her buttocks backward along his legs and she felt Ned's cock knob drag along the length of her cunt wall. The buried corona brushed her G spot and she slowed it near her vaginal lips. She rotated her cunt a little steeper on the next cycle. Ned's body jumped on that stroke; it was a particularly effective one.
Ned's reaction endorsed the stimulation move that Angelina had hitherto only practiced on inanimate objects. She now knew it truly could kindle a special exhilaration in her male partner by stimulating the hyper-sensitive nerves clustered in that penile nook.
Slowing the cock's slide just on the verge of falling out, she raised her hips and pushed forward to entirely reseat Ned's man meat. On the reverse stroke, she rolled her hips slightly forward again, pressing the knob's V harder against her cozy vagina membranes.
Ned had anticipated her move and the terrific vaginal caress. He moaned his encouragement. Angelina fell into this new tempo. Ned was delighted with the tidiness of the transition and thought Angelina's skills were showing adequate improvement.
Angelina kept the pace as she daydreamed about the journey that had brought her naked loveliness to this very place and time where her naked loveliness was saddled up on the erection of this wonderful man.
Her childhood had been happy; her parents loving and supportive. They let her enjoy a free-spirited life in her affluent exurb neighborhood. She flirted with the popular boys at school and frolicked in their beds and backseats. But she found them selfish, entertaining themselves with her body but inept at sharing the ecstasies she deserved. After a handful of feeble attempts, she discarded each in turn and sought out more promising prospects. But the disappointments continued.
As graduation approached, her classmates were visiting colleges and planning their futures. When she asked her parents about college, they revealed that she would carry on the family legacy. She had been enrolled at birth, just as her mother before her, at the Total Woman Academy. Her first visit to the campus was impressive. The grounds and facilities appeared first-rate. The staff was gracious and accommodating. Her proud mother pointed out the various award plaques in the expansive lobby. There was her mother's maiden name on the TWA Best Graduating Student. It was dated a few years before she married Angelina's father.
Total Woman Academy was founded as an elite private school dedicated to a single purpose: produce the most suitable companions for the movers and shakers of the world. Superior intelligence, beauty and poise were the time-honored principles.
Intelligence was understood to be a worthwhile profession. Engineering, science, business and finance degrees were achieved through online courses of study from prestigious institutions.
Beauty was more than skin-deep. Regardless of their outward appearance, they learned to bolster and illuminate their natural blessings through balanced diet, exercise and proper feminine grooming. Blemishes could be veiled and vitality radiated. Cosmetic surgery was forbidden, along with tattoos and piercings. Group and individual aerobics, yoga and weigh training created a genuine healthy physique. But all of that was unexceptional without the discipline of Poise.
Poise set the TWA graduate apart from all others. Poise is the runway model's strides and poses. It's the self-confidence of proper manners. It's the engagement of all the woman's capacities to make her companions feel desired and appreciated. Sexual proficiencies were essential. The students worked incessantly on mental and physical exercises that freed their minds from the silly social stigmas that hindered their greater potential.
Within elite masculine circles, a Total Woman Academy graduate was eagerly sought and the stock was kept purposefully in short supply. Total Woman Academy had limited class sizes; potential candidates were sparingly selected from alumni referrals and discrete recruitment on more pedestrian college campuses.
Total Woman Academy sustained itself through endowments and contributions. Undergraduate students received full scholarships and support. Countless Academy alumni marveled at the unprecedented rewards that the unparalleled training brought to their public careers and private lives. They established alumni funds and maintained connections for candidate and graduate referrals. The Academy also maintained close affiliation with a powerful consortium of privileged elites.
Whispered rumors told of this fabled group of pledge contributors who splurged generously to attend the facilities as guest coach tutors. The students reaped the benefits of the anonymous men's stern carnal lessons. Sometimes unsuspecting students arrived at scheduled tutoring sessions to find less anonymous males like fathers and uncles eager to teach the syllabus. The surprised young lady would be compelled to relinquish her timeworn inhibitions and wallow in the decadence of spontaneous incest with her older family member. On rare opportunities, an upper level student was allowed to be a pledge contributor's showcase escort for a fund-raising or other public ceremony. She was encouraged to later reward her host's generous public service with her own donation of intimate personal service.
Angelina's own scholastic path had been amazing, filled with thrills and growth. She was anxious to continue on to her junior year. That meant staying focused on the present, particularly this important day and night.
The testing had started this afternoon with a short drive to a luxury hotel suite. Their time was sparsely infused with banal chatter, the kind any casual acquaintances might use to pass the time. Arriving in their suite, Ned had wasted no time in commanding Angelina to undress him. She was quick to respond but let the disrobing be unhurried.
When she was finished, the naked Ned yanked off her sleeveless sundress and bared her well-formed body to his view. He liked what he saw. Angelina had avoided bothersome undergarments and Ned was enflamed by her nubile wholesomeness.
Without further ado, he simply plopped her nude ass on the bed and climbed between her accommodating thighs. He plunged in, exploiting her juicy cunt like the high school boys had done. Her squishy breasts teased his chest. He achieved a quick cum that relieved his sexual pressure. Thereby, Angelina had passed her first test, proving herself unhesitant in accommodating a spellbound man's impatient lust.
Feeling less stressed and wanting to cleanup, Ned pulled Angelina to the shower. She washed him, using body scrub and a sponge to cleanse his muscular toned body. Her efforts were thorough, rinsing away the residue of travel and sex. Ned took his accustomed liberties. The visual overture that led to their first fucking was followed up by this more thorough scrutiny of his work assignment.
Angelina's face was outlined with strawberry red hair and illuminated by her big brown eyes. A splattering of sunny freckles descended below her shoulders but faded away at her cleavage.
Ned's hands splayed everywhere across her wet skin. He clutched her ass cheeks, measuring their resiliency. He pressed her belly, finding it buff and tough. That sturdy core implied stamina for lengthy episodes of sex. His grips of her thighs found strong legs. They were perfect for stabilizing a hyper-active male and his uncontrolled thrusts. Ned could tell that Angelina had embraced her physical training.
Moreover, the shower droplets pearled on a patch of pubes above her pussy. Angelina shaved all but a neat little triangle. Ned, like a lot of other men, was especially fond of redheads. It was extra enchanting to discover a natural one like the adorable Angelina where the carpet matched the draperies.
And finally, Ned turned his attention to the magnificent man magnets that Angelina sported on her chest. Angelina's teardrop boobs were full but not saggy. The masses filled his hands but no more. The ruby colored caps rebounded from his pinch. He recalled how the rosy points had tickled his chest, asserting their presence during their previous romp. Ned thought about continuing their copulation under the falling water but at his age he needed time to refract his libido.
In his earlier years, Ned had been the senior coach tutor, participating daily in the scheduled activities that transformed the eager young ladies into self-assured young women. Now, at middle age, he was elevated to assessing their progress after the young women adsorbed the sensual curriculum from the limited number of other coach tutors. He confirmed and recorded each young woman's intelligence, beauty and poise and determined if they were ready to be advanced to the next level of sensual tutelage.
During his career, Ned had encountered a few exceptional females. All of the TWA graduates would be exceptional female companions in the mundane world but, by Total Woman Academy's rigorous standards, Ned could grade them only satisfactory for grade advancement. Angelina, on the other hand, was on the road to exceptional ratings by any standard.
Room service dinner was consumed while naked by her, of course, and a towel waist wrap for Ned. Ned still needed more time to rebuild his verve. He lay in bed as Angelina demonstrated freshman level tactile talents. She lazily petted him everywhere with lips and tongue: eyes, ears, nose, toes, nipples, belly button, cracks and crevices. She was not allowed to place her mouth on his groin. She would learn stupendous oral skills during her coming junior school year. She must wait until her promotion testing thereafter to prove those evolving skills to Ned. They cuddled and spooned into a twilight slumber.
Ned woke in the night and was aroused again by Angelina's warm ass lying against his crotch. His cock rose to press her cushy ass cheeks. He gingerly caressed her naked flank. Angelina came out of her slumber and dutifully rolled over to face him. Making eye contact, Ned glanced downward and her hand reached there and enclosed his erection. He was very hard. Ready to prove her worth, she slid her whole body over him and sat astride his pelvis. She moved the bed covers away from their bodies clearing a workspace for her next examination.
Ned told her she could begin. Angelina raised her toned butt above his groin and submerged the tip of his stiffened cock in her cunt. Moving downward, she set a pace and length for the up-and-down strokes as guided by Ned's hands on her butt.
Content with her compliance, Ned relaxed back into the sheets with his arms behind his head and began the mental count of strokes. After Angelina performed adequate repetitions in the up and down category, Ned was pleased at the way she had heeded the touch on her knees and had retooled flawlessly into the new back-and-forth cycle. Ned noticed when she added her hip-roll rhythm and technique; it was outstanding. Ned was ready to give Angelina her passing grade as he felt the approaching end of this evaluation step.
Angelina saw Ned's head tilt back, heard his pre-orgasmic sounds and returned her focus fully to the room and the task before her. She prepared herself for the imminent finale of her efforts. This time, she intended to join Ned's orgasm. Poise principles taught that the female ought to orgasm if and when it might enrich the male's pleasure or ego.
Ned's breathing shortened and gusted in a final windup. Angelina halted fully embedded at the precise moment when Ned's cock was set to gush. She clenched hard with her cunt muscles in order to add resistance to the effort Ned would need to ejaculate. She trusted that the squeeze would enhance Ned's climax and maximize his approval of her performance.
Ned pressed his head deeper into the pillow and growled loudly The prickly tingling started in the nerves of his toes, spread up his twitching legs and crashed into his groin just as the first pulse jetted up and out of his cock. His eyes screwed shut. He saw stars and polygons of color under his eyelids as the following three bursts erupted.
Just before his essence charged into her receptacle, Angelina felt Ned's pelvis strain upward as his back arched. She clamped her cunt even harder, using the clench to hold on. Her primal senses joined his burst with an orgasm that washed away her consciousness. She felt her cunt throb in ecstasy. Her vaginal muscles wrung the blood out of masculine erection and feminine membranes. She hoped Ned could feel her orgasmic cunt contractions running up and down his cock. She hoped that she had learned her lessons well.
While the heat ebbed and hazy consciousness slowly returned, Angelina vaguely remembered how Ned's twitching leg muscles had pulsed pleasantly against her soft inner thighs. She wondered how she should build on that sensory exchange to propel her future mates into higher and longer ejaculations. It was definitely a question for her next coach tutor. Hopefully, he would give her extra sessions to practice his recommendations to perfection.
Angelina opened her eyes and watched Ned for signs of his next requirements of her. His eyes opened slowly and he curled a slight smirk of satisfaction. He motioned with one sideways head shake for her to dismount. Angelina unsheathed his shrinking flesh and glided to her back by his side. She rested her neck in the crook of his arm. He pecked her on the cheek. She rolled on her side to face him and he kissed her again on the lips.
"That step went well", he whispered and, turning his head away to slip off to sleep.
Angelina moved her free arm and cradled his deflated cock in her hand. She held it with a tranquil stillness, quietly ready to act on whatever Ned's next step required. She wanted Ned to report favorably on her progress. She dozed off.
----------------------------------------------
Ned woke with the dawn's light filling the room. Angelina's palm cupped his flaccid organ in gentle contact. With the test criteria completed, he had her fully evaluated and he halfheartedly lifted her hand free. She opened her eyes at his touch and smiled invitingly. Ned sighed and shook his head 'No'.
In the bathroom, Angelina filled the tub for his morning bath. Ned lowered himself into the warm floral scented bubbles. Angelina kneeled naked beside the tub and leaned in as she washed him. Her red hair was twirled into a bun with some loose tendrils hanging around her head. Her hand dragged along his cock. Her breasts dangled teasingly below her chest. When she moved to sweep Ned's body with water and bubbles, her nipples dragged in the suds. Ned gazed at them fondly, reached out and caressed the proffered globes. He was thinking of an extracurricular test step with Angelina in the tub, again mounted up on his stirring cock. But time was short. After a quick tweak of her nipple, he moved to sit up but Angelina pressed him gently back into foamy water. She thought Ned had more cum in him and she wanted to prove she could bring it out.
Angelina's hand slowly slid back and forth on Ned's manhood. She found a way to circle her thumb on the newly confirmed penile nerve cluster. Ned's cock grew rigid under her ministrations. Angelina leaned in and kissed Ned deeply, feeling his hands return to kneading her wet dangling breasts. He panted his growing ardor as Angelina kept her face close to his. She pecked his lips between his throaty wheezes.
Ned arched his back in pre-orgasmic spasms. He cried out; Angelina flicked her tongue inside his open mouth, grazing his trembling tongue. Ned jetted out his last ejaculation of their all-nighter into Angelina's quivering soapy fingers.
When Ned recovered enough to emerge from the tub, Angelina toweled him dry and helped him dress. With all of Ned's required evaluation assessment categories attended to, she cleaned, preened and donned her scanty schoolgirl uniform. She must be properly attired for arrival at their destination.
Angelina would be delivered to the Total Woman Academy's junior campus. She would continue her studies at the higher level facility now that Ned was satisfied that she had accomplished her sophomore year learning goals.
-----------------------------------------
Ned drove through the gate into the wide driveway of the mini-estate. The few acres of grounds were surrounded by a tall masonry wall which looked trendy and decorative but was purposed to provide functional security for the campus. Although newly constructed, the buildings had classic Greek revival architecture with brick sides and a white colonnaded entrance. They matched the architecture of the rest of the upscale neighborhood. Inside, the mansion and out-buildings were filled with specially equipped bedrooms, baths and large common rooms.
Ned helped Angelina alight from the car as the mansion's front door opened. Mrs. Jones, the housemother, walked down the broad porch steps and waved a hello.



"Ned, so glad you're here. You must be Angelina. I am pleased to meet you. Congratulations on completing your sophomore year. Your classmates are waiting inside. Some will be new to you but you may recognize others who were promoted ahead of you. Anyway, go on in, they are in the great room to the left."
Ned stood by the housemother while Angelina skipped up the steps, revealing to the bemused adults her bare ass beneath her perky plaid school skirt before she hurried inside. Shortly, the excited buzz of girlish greetings showed that Angelina was getting a warm welcome. Chuckling, Ned exchanged bijoux cheek kisses with the housemother.
"Ned, how do you manage to handle all of these evaluation assessments and promotions?"
Ned laughed. "Well, it's a tough job but someone has to do it!"
"So, how is Angelina's progress?"
"She's gaining confidence. Every move she makes is intended to titillate her sex partner."
Ned remembered Angelina's flutters on his tongue as she masturbated him in the bath.
"She's getting curious about fellatio. Is it too early to book me in for her junior to senior evaluation assessment? I want to see how well she learns the oral arts this semester."
"Oh, Ned, I can do better than that. A TWA junior needs her first blowjob lesson to be from a man who forces his hard erection deep down her throat. It's always best to get her quickly past the rough stuff. Once she learns to suppress her gag reflex, she feels confident and has nothing more to fear about taking a fat cock deep in her mouth. Can you spare some time for Angelina's first lesson in a week or so?"
Ned liked Ms. Jones proposal. He pictured Angelina's pretty freckled nose smashed against his groin, struggling to remove his embedded cockhead from her throat. Of course, she would fail to overpower his grip on her hair, just like all the ones before her. With subsequent invasions, she would master her gag reflex and struggle less and less as her day, or maybe days, with Ned played out. From then on, she would discover the varied tastes, textures and sizes of the coach tutors cocks. Over time, she would learn which robust technique or delicate caresses best pampered a particular paramour and served up her newest favorite nectar.
"Okay, I'll take the first few days and then she can practice and improve with the other coach tutors over the remaining school year. But I want to be assigned as her evaluation assessor when she is ready to advance to senior year."
"We'll try, Ned, but no promises."
With interlocked arms, they ascended to the house. Inside the front door, Ned glanced left into the great room and heard the excited chattering. A dozen casually dressed attractive young women surrounded Angelina. They were rejuvenating old friendships and making new ones. It looked like a sorority party. Mrs. Jones pulled Ned down the hallway to her office in the rear of the house.
"You need to file Angelina's evaluation assessment report before your focus wanders elsewhere."
Ned plopped down at the computer terminal and logged into Angelina's record. Their in-transit discussions showed she was very intelligent and was keeping up with the academic texts and lecture materials. Angelina comprehended the material and was able to apply it to current events at a post-Sophomore level. He noted a few topics where she would benefit from tutoring by upper classmates or self-paced online resources. But intellectually, she was on schedule.
Ned noted that Angelina's beauty was not stunning but certainly grabbed a lot of second looks. She was physically fit, her natural coloring allowed her to use cosmetics sparingly and she enjoyed dressing in flirty but respectable fashions. Ned certainly approved of her stamina. He recommended increased intensity in the physical training only because she would plateau below her potential if not continually challenged.
During the final drive today, Ned had asked Angelina about her sensations during climax in their late night session. Angelina described her experiments at mentally floating away from the here and now using Yoga techniques. While her body stirred in uninterrupted cyclical motions, she was able to ignore its pain or fatigue signals. She focused her mind elsewhere and enjoyed the pleasure signals only. Ned noted this trait and recommended that Angelina tutor this technique to the other students.
Documentation responsibilities concluded, he was now free to wander and explore the campus. Down the hallway, he passed the great room again. Most of the students had returned to their studies elsewhere on the compound. Angelina was still there seated on a stool with two new acquaintances standing over her. Ned imagined the older girls had already begun regaling her about the Academy's lurid sucking sagas. Angelina's new cohorts were peering down her wide open mouth with a penlight and a wooden tongue depressor, judging the maximum size Angelina would be able to accommodate during the coming year.
Ned watched through the open doorway. The students saw him, turned away giggling and ceased their examination. Angelina gazed peacefully at Ned, contented in her new surroundings and ready for the coming scholastics. Ned stared back into the deep brown pools of Angelina's eyes. By the end of the month, he would perform his own examination of Angelina's oral cavity, using his erect cock to measure the distance from her lips to her tonsils and beyond. He mused on his earlier visual of a squirming Angelina lip-locked to the root on his penis. He gave her a smug nod and turned back to the hallway. 'Patience, old man' he thought, 'all in good time'.
Ned climbed the central staircase to the upstairs bedrooms and classrooms. Several study areas were occupied by students wearing headphones and typing on computers. As distance learners, they were attending the best colleges available anywhere on the globe.
Ned passed the door to the common study room. Students in small groups were cross tutoring classmates. Most of the bedroom doors were closed but a few were open revealing the modest sleeping quarters of the students. Flute music emanated from one and inside a skimpily clad female was lounging in bed with a book on Yoga meditation. Ned stopped to gaze upon the quiet scene. He was unfamiliar with this particular beauty. He hoped she would soon be due for promotion. He was sure he would relish performing her evaluation assessment; especially if she was interested in Yoga techniques.
She looked up meekly and Ned nodded 'hello'.
The student stood up and politely returned his greetings. Ned admired the way her breasts and hips were domed by the shear loose material of her nightie. The single translucent layer teasingly revealed the darker circles and triangle at nipple and groin. Ned inquired about the book and she leaned over the bed to pick it up, breasts jostling as she leaned in. She handed the book to Ned. He looked it over, front cover and back. He then held the book toward her but a little out of her reach. She leaned forward to retrieve it, her breasts again jostling under the robe,. Ned advised her to seek out Angelina for advanced meditation techniques. She nodded and stood waiting for any other advice. Ned turned and left. He heard the bed springs squeak as the student lay down to read some more.
The larger training and common rooms were downstairs. One had a padded floor where the students practiced aerobics and dancercise. It was adjacent to the free weight room with its accompanying benches, steppers, treadmills and cable machines. The machines currently in use provided a panorama of bouncing tight butts and jiggling thin clad boobs. Time passed as Ned lingered and ogled. Mrs. Jones slinked up and tapped his arm.
"See anything you like?" she asked.
"All of them" Ned replied without disturbing his daydreaming.
"Well, you might get your chance. The scheduling office just called. One of the pledge contributors has offered a substantial pledge and needs a proper date for an elegant fund raiser. We are sending one of the advanced juniors over to fulfill the pledge particulars. She's in there exercising but I won't tell you which one. It will be my little surprise for you. You leave this afternoon but she isn't due at the soiree for another two days. Time enough for you to get thoroughly acquainted or maybe just reacquainted with her."
Ned understood that any evaluation assessment for this trip was superfluous but he would not disclose that to his travel mate. No opportunity for performance coaching should be lost and Ned was keen on providing impromptu coaching opportunities.
Peeling his thoughts away from the gymnasts, Ned followed Mrs. Jones onto the sundeck and pool area. Being late morning, only a few of the scattered chaise lounges were occupied. However, all of their occupants were working on an even tan. Wadded swimsuits and suntan lotion were lying near each chair. A buxom nude swimmer emerged from the pool. Her youthful boobs jiggled as she passed where Ned and Mrs. Jones stood, giving a shy quick smile and a short wrist wave as greeting. Ned eyes followed her sashaying ass as she sauntered to an empty lounge chair. The soaked creature smoothed the towel, lay face up on it and donned arrow eye covers. Ned was surprised by her actions. She had flaunted the Academy's accepted protocols. That was entirely unacceptable considering the healthy discipline promoted by the Academy.
Ned strolled to her lounge, prepared to remedy this intolerable situation.
"Young lady, you must reapply a thorough coat of sunscreen after that plunge in the pool. You could get sunburn. Let me help you."
Her hands lifted the eyeshades and she nodded her acknowledgement of his advice and offer of assistance. Ned steadied himself with a hand on her moist thigh as he reached down for the sunscreen bottle. Her skin was cool from the dip in the pool but beginning to warm. She watched as he smoothed the lotion over her toned legs. She raised her arms so he could cover them properly, and then used her hands to put the excess cream on her face and neck. She lowered her hands to rest at her sides. Ned watched but she waited, holding his gaze and fighting back a small smile at his slow comprehension of her silent invitation. Her torso needed sunscreen and Ned said he wanted to help.
Ned got the meaning and plowed ahead, applying the lotion liberally. He slathered a coating of the slippery concoction onto her pelvis, groin and stomach. He spent some time in the shaved triangle between her legs. He spread the lotion thoroughly where the ghost of a tan line still showed. He approached the orbs on her chest. He slicked up his hands again and started with wide circles around the perimeter of her chest. She scrunched her neck to watch his hands as they decreased the radius of the circles.
Ned palmed the outside of her generous breasts. She tensed, anticipating an underarm tickle. Instead, Ned fluttered his fingers against the mounds. Her breasts quaked like jelly. Ned proceeded to grip the spongy masses in his hands and kneaded them like bread dough. She eased back and enjoyed his touch. Ned used his thumb pads to circle the edges of the areoles. She closed her eyes and moaned sweetly as the caress transmitted a tingle to her groin. Ned relinquished his boob handling and stood tall over her, moving to place his shadow over her puzzled face.
"In the future, young lady, please be more careful about sunburn protection."
The nude student started to sulk. She seemed frustrated at Ned's abrupt halt after thoroughly oiling her up. But the exotic young lady, well versed in etiquette, weakly smiled and politely thanked Ned for his ministrations. As he walked away, he glanced back over his shoulder to spy the shimmery-skinned student panting with her mouth wide open, using one hand to make circular caresses on her oily clitoris and the other on her slippery areolae. She was furiously fulfilling her finger-fueled orgasm that Ned had forsaken.
Ned was melancholy about leaving the facility this afternoon. The pledge contributor's escort logistics would temporarily call him elsewhere but he would return soon enough to be of service again. His primary mission was to help these eager growing women find the pleasing and prosperous lives promised to them by the Total Woman Academy.
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At mid-afternoon, Ned waited in the front hall for his mystery transport assignment. He scanned the graduation award plaques decorating the walls, venerating the many exceptional women who had succeeded in being the best in their class each year. There was 'Best Total Woman", "Best Fellatrice" and other celebrated categories. He heard clicking heels coming down the long hallway. Mrs. Jones strode towards him, followed by an angel. The angel had mid-back length brown hair, gull wing eyebrows and almond shaped brown eyes. Her full puffy lips were glossed bright red. The fashion magazines called that type 'bee-stung' lips. The rest of her makeup was subtle. She silently announced her presence with a faint flowery perfume. An overnight bag containing the clothes for her scheduled appointment was waiting at the door.
Ned knew the angel as Brooke. He had delivered her to this junior facility after her sophomore year. That overnight trip was unforgettable and his pulse beat a little stronger at the remembrances. She had been curious about his desires and eager to please. She had bloomed considerably since then. Now Brooke was near the end of her junior year during which she had absorbed oral skills. Ned would spend the next two days getting reacquainted with Brooke. It would be his opportunity to upgrade her 'bee-stung' lips into more aptly titled 'cum-stung' lips.
Mrs. Jones gave Brooke some last minute instructions. A few special dresses were packed in the luggage. She should try them on and model them for Ned to get his professional opinion of their appropriateness for her glamourous outing. Her pledge contributor host had been equivocal about the nature of the fund raiser but said Brooke should be prepared to adjust her wardrobe to suit the progressively changing phases of the fund raiser event.
Ned checked them into the luxury hotel that would be their base of operations for the next few days. Ned had been too busy these past few days to exercise and wanted a quick work-out in the hotel gym to ease his tense muscles. He directed Brooke change her clothes and join him. After donning his standard gym shorts and teeshirt, Ned watched Brooke squeeze into stretchy tap pants and then drape her braless torso with a very loose tank-top. She always wore heels but carried along a soft pair of running shoes. Ned held Brooke's hand as they strolled to the gym room, his peripheral vision loving the bounce her stride gave to her unfettered boobs. Gentleman guests they passed in the hallways also seemed to like it.
At the hotel gym, Brooke changed into her running shoes. She was stealthy, facing the treadmill Ned was on, and leaning forward in Ned's plain view to remove her heels and don the sneakers. Her loose shirt hung open and Ned could see all the way down between her dangling boobs to her shorts elastic waist band. She stood and selected a stepper facing Ned's treadmill. Brooke had exercised a full routine this morning unknowingly under Ned's daydreaming gaze. For her, this time was not about the rigors of the exercise but her display while doing it. She set a slow pace and her body's bobbing during the routine set her unfettered breasts shaking beneath her billowy tee shirt. Ned could hardly walk on the treadmill as his swollen organ strained his jockstrap. He made her stop and pick another machine. The exer-cycle proved she was equally bouncy when she bent forward holding the handle bars. Ned was again mesmerized as he stared down the tee's drooping collar. He watched the non-stop display of dancing cleavage, intermingled with the occasional nipple flash. Another hotel guest entered and perceiving the situation. He shrewdly picked the machine beside Ned's so he could enjoy the show as well. Ned decided a half hour was enough exercise for this evening. He shielded Brooke from the other exerciser's view as she changed into her heels.
Ned pulled Brooke back to their room. She doffed her gym outfit. Ned's cock twitched at the sight and he felt his temperature rise like it had when he first saw her in the Academy hallway lobby. Brooke's exercises were working. Her stomach was flat and firm, a feminine version of a six-pack. Her hips were perceptibly narrower than they were last year. The butt muscles were tighter and higher. Her breasts had filled out more and the increased contrast with her narrowed waist and hips gave her an even more pronounced hourglass shape. Ned stepped out of his clothes and stood with his back to the bed directly in front of Brooke.
Feeling a bit frisky, Brooke stepped forward, pressed her palms to Ned's chest and pushed. He sat down on the edge of the bed. Brooke knelt between his thighs and looked up through her exercise tasseled hair. Her tongue moistened the 'bee-stung' lips. She cocked one gull wing eyebrow.
"Want to find out how much I learned in junior year?"
Ned nodded, too choked for words. Brooke protruded her tongue tip and touched it to Ned's cock which was already standing at attention. She licked Ned's cock repeatedly from balls to tip and back again. She kissed the tip and then moved her lips over the crown. She paused and sucked it in deep. She slowly backed off and her tongue fluttered on the tip. Her stiffened tongue tried to pierce the end slit. Her hands palmed his scrotum, smoothed along his inner thighs and pressed the skin behind his balls.
Brooke used every oral activity she had been taught, then recycled and repeated them over and over again. But she never settled into one rhythm long enough to lift Ned's ardor to the release he desired. Ned would feel the heat rising then lose it when Brooke shifted to another focus. The effect was more irritating than stimulating. This was not acceptable. He finally had had enough of the chaotic silliness. He needed to feed her his cock and show her the right way to suck it.
Ned grabbed handfuls of her hair and gripped them like handles. He slowed her movements to a moderate pace of long deep strokes. He held her still at half-mast so she would pay attention to his instructions.
"Suck real hard... harder, please... I said HARDER!"
Brooke's cheeks hollowed as she complied.
"Okay, now slooowwwly... up... down... hold the suction while you do that... again... 'atta girl... keep that up for a while..."
Brooke worked as he directed.
"Now swallow me... deeper, please... press your nose against me... okay, that's nice!"
Brooke held her breath as his knob blocked her breath. Ned didn't care to test her lungs. He pushed her hand-hair gripped head away enough to back his knob from her tonsils.
With his shaft half embedded, he instructed her to paint the area beneath his crown with the rolled back underside of her tongue. Brooke complied readily and Ned began to feel the improved effects of her revised oral attentions. Ned felt his toe start to tingle. He cramped his toes hard to control the buildup.
"Okay, girl, deep again and this time, hum... yeah, that's it... oohhh, yeah, that's a good vibration..."
Brooke pressed her nose hard against his tummy. Her humming capped it and Ned let loose. He felt his spunk rocket up and out into Brooke's mouth. He let her lift half back but not release him, letting the goo pool on her tongue. He released his tight grip on her hair and fell back on the bed. Brooke feared he would fall out of her mouth. She sucked hard and hugged his ass cheeks to keep her pinioned face pressed against his groin. Her breasts pressed to his thighs. Ned glided down from his high. As he eased into a more stable heartbeat, he petted and lightly fluffed her hair. He told Brooke to swallow and join him on the bed to pamper him through his afterglow.
Brooke crawled up beside him, head crooked on his bicep. Her index finger lazily drew circles on his chest as he regained his breath. Lazing in bed, Brooke asked Ned why he had taken control. Ned explained the advantages of performing one or two types of stimulations throughout a single love session and using a few others during the next one.
"Don't use your entire repertoire all at once. Pick a few moves and continue them through to the climax of the session. Once or twice, give him a hint at one of your other tricks. Keep your males guessing what they can expect from you next time. If you pique their curiosity, you might get selected again to be of service."
"So, did I do okay?"
"Yeah, well enough. Keep trying."
"So, sir, which do you prefer: mouth or pussy?
"It depends on my mood, available time and specific circumstances. A Total Woman is attentive to her potential intimate's carnal cravings. If the man tries to mask his sexual yearnings, she stokes his passion until he reveals his preference."
Brooke asked about the difference a man felt between her cunt muscles and her oral muscles. Ned gave her a puzzled look.
Brooke explained that she had been practicing clenching her vaginal muscles during sex. The junior facility had dildos with embedded pressure sensors and she had practiced electronic biofeedback with them. But did they accurately mimic the sensitivity of a man's cock?
"Can we review my vaginal dexterities again, like last year?"
Ned decided they had time for Brooke to discover the answers. But first he needed some rest.
"Let me nap for a while and in a few hours, wake me softly."
Ned dozed off and when he awoke, Brooke was between his legs, gazing into his face with her mouth holding on to his semi-erection. She lifted a questioning eyebrow. Ned sighed and nodded. She licked and sucked the tip gently, understanding he might still be tired after the last session. But Ned rose to the occasion.
He got up from bed and rearranged a bit of furniture. The naked beauty stood next to a stool in front of a mirror. Ned sat down and guided her to straddle his thighs. She sat on Ned's lap facing him, her knees bent and the ever-present strappy heels braced on the floor. He admired her tight butt in the reflection. She put her arms around his shoulders. Ned shook his head. She might get animated and distract him. He would focus totally on Brooke's ministrations to his penile nerve sensors. She hung her arms at her sides and Ned encompassed her docile body in an easy wrist-locked bear-hug.
Regrettably, Brooke's marvelous breasts were squished against Ned's chest. Her excitement was kindled by the impending research and he felt her hardened points nudging into his skin. Nothing was ever a perfect situation but this would have to do for now. Ned told Brooke to get on with it. She took a cleansing breath and gave a quick nuzzle to Ned's neck. She pressed her tress shrouded ear to his. His nose was filled with her hair fragrance.
Brooke braced her feet and lifted her butt, moving it around until the head of his cock was at the moist entrance of her cunt. She moved lower and smoothly sheathed him deep. She began her cunt contractions while she held her ass still. Ned felt the pressure build and release. Brooke tried to control it so that the pressure rippled up her vagina and created a milking effect. Ned was impressed with her attempts but the method fell short as a solitary stimulation. He knew she was trying very hard to demonstrate her abilities. Brooke was breaking out beads of perspiration on her chest and forehead from the exertions. She hadn't broken a sweat during any of today's earlier gym exercises.
Ned adored the feel of Brooke's compressed boobs against his chest but it was distracting. He reluctantly released her. He reached across, hooked a knee and spun her around using his erection as a pivot point. She leaned back in his lap and the mirror reflected his partially embedded cock surrounded by her swollen pussy lips. Ned tilted her torso forward and told her to press it all the way in. Brooke slid down. Now she rested her hands on her legs while Ned reached around and gripped her breasts to give her the tempo. He cupped the masses and pushed up, signaling her to lift her cunt up along his shaft. He let them settle again and she knew to slide down, taking him all the way in. After a few cycles, Ned let her continue the steady pace unassisted. Brooke added clenching motions and Ned felt the difference.
"Nice slow moves, my dear... okay, try that one again... ohh, yes, that's almost it... again... a little higher... OHHH, YES, that's the spot... keep working on that area..."
Ned's knob strummed her G-spot. He watched Brooke in the mirror. Her hair hung over her face but she could see him watching her through the slits in the cascades. She shimmied her shoulders to set her breasts bounding. The pointed tips spun with eye-catching auras. Her wiggling body added more movement in their groins. Ned warmed to Brooke's inventiveness and curiosity. He hoped Brooke was getting her sexual anatomy questions answered. But more so, he was finding her experiment arousing. Likewise, Brooke was developing a rosy glow to her face, an indication of her growing arousal.
He and Brooke panted harder in unison. He finally cried out his orgasmic power; she joined in a light spasm, delighted to feel some physical satisfaction from her aptitude test. After the final shudder, she leaned back and Ned hugged her body against his.
Brooke rested against his chest in her soft afterglow, stretching her neck up to cuddle his face with her hand and kiss his cheek in a soft Thank You. As they rested, she asked Ned for his comparison of her vaginal talents. What were the differences he felt versus her oral efforts?
Ned gave her the particulars and Brooke gleaned clues to better execution. He described where she had been good at lighting up his penile nerve endings and described the other places on a man's cock she should try to stimulate. She promised to locate them in the future and resolved to combine cunt clenches with her other vaginal techniques from now on.
They spent the remaining evening in the room playing freshman level touching games. A seated, naked and blindfolded Ned tried to perceive the stealthily approach of Brooke. If she managed to kiss an erogenous area of Ned's anatomy before he felt her presence, the point was hers. If he called her out before she touched him, the point was his. Nobody ever bothered to keep score; it was just a lot of fun.
Unsurprisingly, the pooped-out Ned slept through the night without rousing and fucking his bedmate, Brooke.
After brunch, Ned took Brooke to the hotel rooftop pool. He found a shaded area where they could relax without sun over-exposure. Brooke's thong bikini was scandalously small for public swimming, barely covering her pussy and nipples.
A few gentleman guests wandered in and found lounges that suited their preferences. Ned noted that after spying out Brooke, the other men adjusted the tilt and direction of their furniture, affording them a better casual view of her prone body. Everyone wore sunglasses, including Brooke with her fashionable 'bug-shields'. Ned and Brooke were not fooled by the secret spying going on all around the pool.
A young waiter walked by with a tray of tropical drinks for some patrons across the deck. As he passed Brooke's lounge, he was paying more attention to the location of her cameltoe than he was to the location of his own toes. He tripped and the tray of orange and tomato juice cocktails cascaded over her torso. She bounded up and whipped off the bugshields.
"I'm sorry, ma'am, I'm so sorry. Please, let me get you a towel to mop that up."
"Shit! I need more than a mop!" she shouted.
Brooke wiped the excess liquid of the red and orange splotches away from her expensive designer swimsuit. The boy was desperate to care for his guest but also to avoid a job-ending public scene. Ned tried to intervene and laugh off the incident. Brooke started to scowl at his humor directed towards her public embarrassment but checked her rejoinder towards a coach tutor in keeping with her Academy poise training.
"May I have the key please, I need to get this cleaned up and rinsed off."
Ned gave her a frisky smile. The other men at the pool had spent all afternoon, tactfully adjusting crotches to accommodate swelling penises. Ned decided to up the ante.
"No need, my dear, there's a shower right over there in the corner."
Ned pointed at the pool side shower meant for pre- and post-swim rinses. Brooke looked at his mischievous grin and took his meaning, though she was not amused. She didn't know or want to know the other male patrons at the pool. They were not coach trainers or pledge contributors and she was the best of the best, not some stripper or street performer. But Ned was a coach tutor and she was prone to follow his guidance.
Brooke walked bare foot to the outdoor rinse. The water was cool but tolerable. She got completely under the spray, her wet hair plastered to her back and shoulders. She spent some time wiping against the fabric stains but they persisted.
Peering over her shoulder to check for spying eyes, she saw that everyone was spying in her direction. She had no choice but to give them her back as she removed her bikini top. She rinsed and wrung out the skimpy fabric, getting more but not all of the juices out. In the process, her boobs swung enough to show bulges past her ribcage to the completely enthralled audience. Brooke raised her arms to retie the neck and back straps. It was the final sidewinder peek-a-boo for the men.
The job was half done. Still facing away, Brooke removed the string thong. It never was meant to cover her ass cheeks so not much more was exposed there. The pussy patch was even smaller than the top and she rinsed it as best she could. She re-donned the thong.
Brooke swept her wet hair behind her shoulders, closed the water tap and turned to face the men, all now seated upright and staring opening at her. As she walked to her lounge, one man started clapping, and then others joined him until everyone was showing their appreciation for the sexy break in their languid afternoon.
Ned could see that Brooke was covering her embarrassment with poise control. He relented and led her by the hand back to the suite. But first, Ned couldn't resist parading her one more circuit past the other lounges letting each lust lost gentleman get a final gaze.
The juxtaposition between his and Brooke's age was out of character for a normal hotel guest. Ned smiled smugly, knowing they believed he was engaged in the old 'uncle-niece' ruse. Ned's pretentious demeanor exposed his disdain for these normal souls. He thought 'Yeah, boys. Eat your hearts out. I fuck this sex kitten anytime I want to.'
All the way back to the room, Ned mulled over his silent taunt to the male spectators. Like the others, he had spent all afternoon in Brooke's presence, tactfully adjusting his crotch to accommodate his tumescent prick. Ned enjoyed being idolized for fucking an impassioned sex kitten anytime he wanted. Arriving at the suite, he decided 'anytime' might just as well be now, so he did.
---------------------------------------------
After room service dinner consumed while nude, Ned reminded Brooke of the obligatory dress modeling before her departure tomorrow for the event.
Brooke unpacked the dresses and hung them in the bathroom. Modesty was unnecessary but Brooke wanted Ned to see her grand entrance just as others would at the fete. Ned found a comfortable chair and waited facing the bathroom door.
Brooke's first dress was a red form-hugging floor-length gown formed from panels held together with secret Velcro tabs. When fully fastened, the only skin shown by the long sleeve dress was Brooke's face, feet and hands. Removing some strategic fastener panels gave sidewinder boob flashes and flirty peek-a-boo skin in clever little places. The fully closed dress would do for any high school prom. But with panels let loose, it was risqué chic and suitable for an adults-only party.



The second dress was medium gray, a strapless cocktail number with slits up the outer legs and built in pushups to billow up lots of her cleavage. It set off Brooke best features: her big boobs, her trim waist and toned hips. Ned thought it ought to be the winner.
Brooke went into the bathroom to don the final dress and took longer than necessary to simply switch costumes. Ned's growing impatience was interrupted by his cellphone.
Mrs. Jones informed Ned that the pledge contributor had finalized his banquet venue at the convention center and confirmed some details of Brooke's social participation. It was a breast cancer awareness fund raiser with a twofold venue and separate guest lists. The first phase of the evening would be a public donor gathering. Brooke's host wanted her attire to remind the donors what they would miss if breast cancer was not defeated. The latter gathering would be even more instructive.
Mrs. Jones told Ned to get fully familiar with the black dress and assure it was properly constructed for its purpose. The pledge contributor wanted Brooke to wear it throughout the evening and Ned should ensure that it was 'WOW'-ready. The festivities were scheduled to run late and the pledge contributor had offered to accommodate Brooke at his convention center penthouse suite. He vowed to get her back safe and sound to Ned's hotel by the following noon.
Ned hung up just as the bathroom door peeked open. Brooke emerged in the black dress and heels. She really hoped Ned would to let her wear this dress to the ball. She had taken extra time to apply her evening makeup and trappings. She had fixed her hair in a stylish up-do with a few loose tendrils falling against her cheeks. Dark smoky eyelids and bright red lipstick were prominent. She stood with her hands lightly clasped in front. Ned motioned a slow pirouette and then walked to Brooke when she resumed her coy pose. The skirt was made with multiple gossamer layers. It mimicked the texture of a ballet tutu but was much longer. The skirt covered her thighs to just above the knees and it draped close to her legs, rather than being puffy. Above the waist, the dress was backless and the wide satin waist band rode low on her hips. Two billowing triangular panels of the same gossamer loosely covered her front and narrowed to a thin strap that clasped behind her neck. No bra was possible with so much skin exposed and the breasts, though somewhat demurely covered, were not supported by the dress.
Brooke strode slowly about the room in her tall heels, practicing the walk she would use to subtly convey her intended message. Brooke's breasts moved seductively beneath the panels. The dress was designed to give the public donors a good idea of what they would miss should breast cancer not be defeated. Brooke returned to stand erect and silent as Ned walked a promenade around her.
Ned stood behind Brooke and explored the dress as Mrs. Jones had directed. He fingered the neck clasp and unhooked the Velcro tab. He let go and the panels fell dutifully down Brooke's front. She slowly turned and he smiled. She certainly had studied the dress in the bathroom and understood its intent and mechanics. Brooke had anticipated this decollating move. She wore nipple makeup. The area of the areolae was enlarged by rouge and the nubs highlighted even darker. The overall effect made her breasts appear even grander and more enticing than they already naturally were.
Ned guided Brooke by the shoulders to stand before the full length mirror. Even in her heels, Ned was a head taller. He looked past her coiffure. The loose dress panels hung down from her waist and obscured her toned calves. Ned's explorations revealed more Velcro tabs at the satin waist band. He loosed the catches and removed the panels. Brooke stood stoic and elegant. She clasped her hands again together in the coy pose. But now she pressed her biceps lightly against the outsides of her breasts. This pose framed her boobs between chin, arms and waist, offering the rouge tipped globes for tactile inspection. Ned was not immune from their call for attention.
Ned stared at her face in the mirror as he rested his chin on her head. He reached around her body and cupped the orbs, providing support like a pushup bra. He lazily circled her nipples with his thumbs. He rolled the nubs with his fingers. He watched Brooke's face in the mirror as her eyes squinted pleasure at his touch. He placed his thumb in her mouth; she wetted it. He used the moisture to glisten her rouge, getting more eye squints. Ned knew the pledge contributor expected Brooke to receive lots of this type of attention during the private donor phase of the event.
Explorations complete, Ned released her fun bags and helped Brooke slip off the haute culture dress. They hung it properly for later use. She remained nude and left her makeup on. Ned called her to bed and she crawled into his arms. Ned needed to provide Brooke some final coaching before her overnight stay with the pledge contributor.
They spent the remaining night tuning up Brooke's sensual skills. She demonstrated over and over her new knowledge of oral sex. Ned continued her breast play training as he stroked his cock between her luscious tits, reminding her to alternately press tight on the sides of the mounds, then less so. She remembered to kiss his cock head as it became available to her soon to be 'cum-stung' lips. Ned finally pulsed with a yell and pooled his essence in the hollow of her neck. She used her fingers to scoop it to her aptly retitled lips for proper disposal.
Awaking around midnight, Brooke felt Ned stir. She spread her legs wide as Ned easily saddled up for vaginal practice. Brooke repeated her new understanding of employing fewer strokes within any one session. A small selection of hip rocks, rolls and rubs combined to unleash Ned's primal fluid a final time that night. Morning arrived far too soon. A playful shower refreshed their bodies and a brunch satisfied their appetites.
They headed for the pool to find that the word had spread about the sex kitten and her uncle. A larger crowd of nosy male guests hang around for her arrival on the pool deck. Brooke wore a more modest bikini this time; her favorite was still suffering the remnants of the juice stains. But today, she was not discomfited by errant drinks. Rather her watchful men were discomfited by their swelling groins as they fantasized about the things they wanted to do with her lounging loveliness.
By mid-afternoon, Ned and Brooke retired from the pool deck. Ned again paraded her slowly along the far side of the deck, past each lust lost gentleman's gaze, before taking the elevator down to their suite. Brooke needed time to prepare for her evening out. Her hosting pledge contributor was scheduled to pick her up at dusk.
Ned had also been discomfited by her sunbathing display. He realized Brooke was leaving him to await her return after a day or more. He was too distant from any of the Total Woman Academy facilities to seek his comforts there. Upon entering the suite, he delayed Brooke's preparations long enough for a nice gentle 'Good Luck' fuck that he hoped would hold him over the duration of her absence. Then he took charge and performed a close supervision of her preparations for the evening event.
Ned was very thorough about examining her hair-do, makeup and manicure, her body toner and perfume. The dress had been meticulously tailored to her size and curves. Ned assured the tabs were secure for the opening journey and party. All of this scrutiny was accompanied by touches, grazes and caresses until both Ned and Brooke were tingling with sexual tension. Sundown was nigh and there just wasn't enough time to take care of that properly and re-fix her looks. Ned helped her into her high heels and secured the locking buckles. Brooke would wear her dancer style heels regardless of the setting or activity. Placing a light half cloak to cover her over-exposure in public, Ned escorted his lady to the lobby.
-----------------------------------------------------
Sheldon was too engrossed in last minute urgencies to notice the Saturday afternoon cityscape from his panoramic window. His penthouse office defined his position atop his multi-national company. His global niche in precision parts manufacturing kept his mines, factories and corporate bureaucracy humming along very profitably. There had been matters requiring his intervention in the Argentina mines and the Swedish manufacturing centers. And now, after a hectic day of being the boss, he looked forward to leaving the office and attending this evening's fund raising event.
It was really his wife's charity function but Krista had been soothingly stubborn that Sheldon take the lead and host the event. She also expected him to corral his ring of trade associates into donating goodly sums toward her favorite cause: breast cancer awareness. She finally sealed the deal by promising to get him a night of delights he would not soon forget. Sheldon gave in, vaguely aware of Krista's secretive ties to a bevy of world class lookers. She was always true to her word and he was sure this would be no exception.
Krista knew her man well and catered to his needs. Chief executives like her husband were always stressed by conflicting demands on their time. They needed close and loyal office assistants. Krista knew from experience that her husband and other CEO's like him worked best when they were provided frequent and spontaneous stress relief during the workday. She was obstinate in hiring him the best executive assistants. As a member of the Board for the Total Woman Academy and a summa cum laude graduate in her own right, she used her influence to recruit only select graduating laureates of that fabled institution. With her Poise training and knowledge of a woman's artifices, she had extra insight into the useful benefits of saving the ta-tas.
Sheldon signed off on a final document and threw it in his outbox. He was closing up his desk when Connie, his sole assistant for the weekend, dashed into his office. Sheldon had barely noticed how especially lovely the statuesque brunette looked today, still gorgeous even after a hard day of rushing about performing her boss's office tasks. The workday had been full with no special breaks.
Sheldon was in a hurry. He was already running behind schedule for his appointment to collect Brooke at her hotel. He gathered his things to depart.
"Leaving already?" she whimpered. "Nothing more you need from me?"
Sheldon sensed a dark tone in her voice and stayed seated to give Connie his full attention.
"Sorry, I'm running a little late; is there something wrong?"
Connie leaned across his desk to provide a complete view down her open-collared blouse. Sheldon got his eyes full of her soft massive globes with their succulent strawberry tips. She sulked and spoke purposefully to Sheldon.
"You know... this week, you spent several perk up times with the other three executive assistants. I got skipped on both my slated days. When you asked me to work on Saturday, I was thrilled. I thought you were saving up time to give me an extended fucking when things were slower around the office.
"So, this morning I spent hours preening and priming myself just for you. I readied my mind and body for all the ways you might want to work out your tensions: in me or on me. Then I worked hard all day, watched the clock grind by, impatient for your summons and dreaming of how you would choose to take me.
"Now, the whole day has passed and you've hardly given me a second look. Jeez... what's a girl got to do around here to get her looks noticed... or her pussy ravaged? If you don't like me anymore, can you at least reassigned me to another senior executive?"
Connie stepped back from Sheldon's desk and stood tall. She crossed her arms under her tits, elevating attractive bulges under the blouse. Her nipples poked dusky disks against the translucent fabric. Sheldon slowly scanned Connie from neck to knees. Connie was actually one of his favorites.
Sheldon was often in a hurry with the other girls; quickies leaning over the desk or blowjobs underneath. But he liked to linger with Connie; he liked to play with her sensitive nipples and that took a bit longer. Sometimes when she kneeled between his legs to provide his blowjob, he would flick away her top and roll the points. She usually peaked from the tit-play before he did and her shudders played out on her tongue, adding to his pleasure.
He tried to be evenhanded with the hired help, doling out his carnal attentions in roughly equitable portions. But this week had been awful with the clamor of work and the fund raiser planning. Apparently Connie's fair share had slipped through the cracks. He felt bad at her frustration but, right now, he was running late.
Sheldon had to make an executive decision or risk losing Connie's services to his office efficiency. He confidently rounded the desk and took her hand.
"Come with me, young lady. Let's see if we can alleviate your angst in a timely manner."
Connie clacked along in her heels and pencil skirt behind her quick stepping boss. They crossed over to the penthouse's Executive VP area. All of the offices were locked and empty for the weekend; all except the Head of Media Relations. Light streamed out the open door. He quickly led Connie over and popped his head past the door jamb to find his Head of Media Relations, a buxom blonde bombshell named Suzy. She was standing behind her desk, gathering her purse and suit jacket, ready to leave.
"Hey there, Suzy... working late?"
"I just finished up and I am headed out. How about you, boss?"
"Yeah, I'm tried to leave but something came up. Can you work some overtime tonight on a special project?"
"That depends..."
Sheldon pulled Connie to the door and pushed her inside. She almost stumbled on her heels from the shove he gave her butt. She recovered her step but not before jostling her boobs under the blouse in full view of Suzy.
Sheldon offered both women his apologies.
"I have been remiss in my attention to staff welfare this week and Connie missed her turns giving me stress relief. I owe here some restitution but I have to leave quickly for an important appointment elsewhere. I know its last minute but can you help me out of this dilemma?"
Suzy recognized Connie as one of Sheldon's executive assistants, entrusted with special duties. The young women had made eye contact several times around the building; each sensing in the other a certain bi-curiosity in the lingering silent exchanges.
Suzy walked the few short strides to Connie. She moved to inches from her face. Her arms circled the buxom brunette's waist and the spellbound women ducked and twisted their lips together, testing the other's willfulness and then descended into a long tongue-filled kiss. After some moments, they came up for air, still pressed in a tight three point contact: noses and nipples. Suzy smiled coyly at Connie's consent to her advances. She lipped her whispered question to the pretty lady in her arms.
"So... how about it, sweetie? Would you like to get some dinner, hit some clubs and then hit the sack?"
Connie's smiling face whispered back. "Yes, ma'am... I would like that very much."
Without losing their eye-lock or the warm tit squeezing embrace, they kissed again. Connie slid her covered areolae against Suzy and got her coveted nipple tingles. She half-moaned half-giggled into Suzy's lips. Suzy pulled back enough to murmur her response to her boss's earlier question.
"Yeah, okay, boss... I can work some overtime..." The enamored ladies popped a giggle and resumed their deep kissing.
Sheldon jogged to the elevator, leaving the spontaneous consociates to exchange their savory greetings and plot the evening's predictable sexy frolics. He phoned his driver to collect Brooke at her hotel and deliver his sincere apologies for his temporary absence.
'Delegation' thought Sheldon, 'the key to being a successful executive is delegation'.
----------------------------------------------------------
Brooke sat on a sofa in the entrance lobby side lounge, the half cloak still draped over her shoulders. Ned sat in a nearby chair, standing sentry over the vulnerable looking young lady. There was no room in the dress or cloak for pockets and she didn't carry a handbag or money or ID. She was solely dependent on the men conducting her affairs: either Ned or her host, Sheldon.
A black towncar rolled to a stop at the hotel entrance. The driver came around and spoke briefly to the parking attendants, gesturing towards the lobby. The uniformed car jockeys glanced through the plate glass windows at Brooke and jostled each other in their hurry to be the first one at her side.
The quickest boy tipped his cap and crooked his arm. "Your limousine has arrived, ma'am. May I escort you to the door?"
Brooke drew in her long lounging legs, planted her heels and glided to a stand. She took the boy's elbow and he walked her to the towncar. Ned followed behind. At the rear door, the chauffeur tipped his cap and offered his boss's apologies for being unable to greet her properly and accompany her to the convention center. "Last minute business emergency" he said.
Brooke acknowledged the apology with her smile and a nod. She faced the hotel as she slid the cloak off. The assembled drivers and attendants gawked at the risqué display of maximum woman in the minimum dress. Brooke tried to be demur and ignore the stares. Ned moved forward to take her wrap. Then she slid ass first into the rear compartment and rotated her trim and toned legs inside. The driver closed the door and smiled at the crowd before getting settled behind the wheel and driving off. Ned felt the melancholy of his coming dry spell without Brooke.
-----------------------------------------------------
Sheldon met Brooke's car as it stopped in front of the convention center. The power CEO of a major multi-national relegated himself to doorman and helped her alight. The notion was not lost on the assembled paparazzi. The camera flashes were strobe-like as everyone got a keepsake moment. Brooke was undoubtedly the Belle of the Ball.
Strolling across the entrance apron on Sheldon's arm, Brooke noted that there were other women in revealing evening gowns but nothing nearly as decadent as hers. She knew her role and used a model's bounce step to remind the crowd that this was a breast cancer awareness fund raiser. Everyone who saw her gait got the message.
The public portion of the fund raiser lasted three hours. She was introduced around to politicians and magnates. She shook many hands. Her hands were not the only things that shook. The gentle movements of her generous breasts under the dress top panels helped remind her conversationalists why they were there. The donations exceeded the goal. Closing speeches thanked the public donors as their portion of the evening wound down.
While most of the guests departed, a dozen or so, all males, held back. The banquet hall got quieter with the diminishing crowd. Sheldon discretely guided Brooke to another smaller room where the private fund raiser was set up. He led Brooke to a low stage facing the assembled gentlemen. Her arms hung loosely down and her fingers intertwined in that coy pose she had practiced to perfection. One of the men, a natural leader, mounted the stage beside Brooke and addressed the audience.
"We are here for the second phase of our fund raiser. It will be an auction. The first item for bid will be the task of removing our lovely participant's dress top. The high bid will establish fair pricing for further acts."
The auctioneer indicated a billboard which listed various caresses that were priced as percentages of the winning initial bid. The list included nipple kisses, hugs with the bidder's shirt on, shirt off, cupping one or both breasts from front or behind and so on. The auctioneer launched straight away into the bidding, starting with a moderate figure that quickly climbed to obscene amounts.



A short elderly gentleman placed that highest bid and was called forward by the auctioneer. He walked around the result of his winning bid as he visually explored her revealing dress. In her heels, Brooke was head and shoulders taller than the kindly looking grandfather figure. She motioned the auctioneer over and whispered a request. When he was standing behind her on the provided stool, Brooke guided his hands to her Velcro neck clasp. He opened the neck strap that Brooke pointed out and dropped the front panels, exposing her breasts to the assembled onlookers. A murmur of awe passed through the spectators. Brooke reached back and guided the elderly gentleman's hands to cup her tits. The geezer's thumbs rubbed her nipples. Brooke eyes squinted with contentment and she purred.
Men always gave her that caress; they did it because they liked the thought of rubbing her erogenous zone. Brooke was especially fond of its effect on her unusually sensitive nipples. She moved his hands down her flat stomach, showing him the waist attachments for the dropped breast covers. He plucked them off and animatedly tossed them aside. Brooke liked his showmanship. She was drawn to the warmth and humor of this old man. He reminded her of her grandfather, a magician, who exuded similar panache. She turned her head back and pecked a kiss on the gentleman's cheek in thanks for his exposé.
Brooke's pledge contributor host discretely retrieved the discarded dress panels so he could reassemble the dress for their brief walk to his suite after the event.
The next three bids claimed sessions hugging Brooke to their fronts without shirts. Kissing on her 'bee stung' lips was not allowed. Next came cupping from behind and seemed to be the most popular. The bidders were gentle with her. Brooke's breasts were squished firmly but gently against bare chests, the man-handling cupping and squeezing was never rough and kissed nipples were not bitten. Brooke actually became aroused with the attention, especially when she got lots of her favorite nipple caresses. When everyone's bid had been fulfilled, the private event evening was over. This phase of the fund raiser had also exceeded its goal.
The Academy would be pleased that Brooke's prodigious assets and talents had garnered prodigious results. Brooke's host had pledged to the Academy a contribution equal to the funds collected at the private phase of the fund raiser. Sheldon had promised a little game time for his friends but even without the sideshow, his wealthy chums would have contributed the same amounts. Business concluded, he was anxious to collect on the implied donation of Brooke's post party intimacy in his penthouse suite.
The men moseyed into a farewell line stretching towards the exit. Brooke went down the queue, giving and receiving bijou kisses mixed with furtive gropes. Last in line was her little elderly gentleman who had been first to cup her tits onstage. Without the stool, he was much shorter and she leaned over deeply to give him his cheek buzzes. He cupped her dangling breasts and gave them a good squeeze as he wheezed a giggle. Standing up, she hugged his face into her cleavage and left a lipstick smack on his bald palate.
Brooke was again drawn to his good humor. She wondered if she could get him a visit to the senior level TWA facility for a pre-graduation Free-Will Weekend. That's when select pledge contributors were invited to take on the roles of guest coach tutors, engaging in educational sexual games and mutually beneficial intimacies with the female students. The old man would probably have to pass a medical exam along with a heart stress test but she knew her classmates would find him simply adorable and super entertaining. She might even be able to call-in chits or trade favors in order to get him his favorite bedmate: redhead, blonde, brunette or likely all three if he was up to it.
At the door, Brooke's dress was hastily reassembled for the short journey upstairs. After last fond goodbyes to all, Brooke was hustled by her host to the lobby elevator.
In the luxury suite, Brooke stood stoic facing a mirror as Sheldon assumed the sweet burden of removing her top. He accompanied that duty with the irresistible caresses, squeezes and little finger rolls of her nubs.
Brooke reciprocated by expertly undressing her host. She used her knowledge of sensual points to heat his ardor throughout the protracted process. Finally nude, he pulled her to the bed and bounced her onto her back on the mattress. He grabbed her coiffured hair, lifted her head and placed an extra pillow beneath it. Her neck was scrunched towards her chest. When he straddled her chest, she helped place his straining erect cock in the warm, spongy trough between her boobs. She pressed the orbs inward with her upper arms, freeing her hands to touch and caress his thighs and hips.
Brooke's excited gentleman rammed himself through the fleshy crevasse. She kissed his tip when he pushed it high up the slippery tunnel and paused there in invitation. The quality of her services was validated by the volume of his howl and volume of the glistening pearl necklace he deposited on her neck and chin. Some of the sticky gift hit her aptly named 'cum stung' lips and she licked it off with theatrical panache.
After a short refreshing recess, Sheldon sat on the edge of the bed and Brooke kneeled between his legs. Remembering Ned's coaching she employed fewer oral techniques and long deep strokes while painting the space below the crown with her upturned tongue. Before he achieved another climax, she repositioned and smoothly remounted her host backwards. She used a shorter stroke with vaginal clamping and hip rolls. They watched each other in the full length mirror. She employed her practiced shoulder shimmies to jostle her boobs until Sheldon howled again as he ejaculated into her womb.
After another short recess, Sheldon completed Brooke's undressing by removing the skirt. Low and behold, she had worn no panties during the entire evening. That little detail probably would have upped the donations. Sheldon saw that the strappy white heels were locked on and was okay with it because he liked to fuck a woman who wore heels in bed.
They fucked with Brooke on her back. Finally wearying, Sheldon slept as Brooke surveyed his face, lying against his side. When he stirred, she circled her index finger pad around his nipples, his sternum, downward until she was rubbing his semi-hardening erection. He turned his face to her and they kissed. He head bobbed to her, letting her know he was ready for her to 'mount-up'.
Sheldon seemed insatiable but she recognized he was beginning to fatigue. She decided advanced measures were required. When she was astride his pelvis facing him, she rose and took the lead, inserting his erection easily into her cum sloppy cunt. Her host was plenty long and filled her vagina to its full length. She backed off a little and held him inside so that the tip of his cock barely touched her cervix. She employed smooth gentle hip rolls to scrape her flexible cervix flesh across his top slit. She watched his eyes widen at that and his mouth open to a whooshing in-breath. Having found her target, she repeated the light rubbing for a long time. Sheldon was reaching his limits. She resolved to give him all she had and all he could take.
Brooke stared into his eyes and reached for his hands. She held them against her rolling breasts and encouraged him to pinch and play with the nipples. He held tight to the nipple nubs but her breasts were in constant rippling motion beneath his grasp. As his breath shortened and deepened, Brooke got ready for the crescendo by changing to long, slow strokes. That seemed to work. As he roared in orgasmic ecstasy, she clamped hard and felt the ejaculations ripple into her cunt. She collapsed forward trapping his hands between her cushy mammary masses and his chest. Her tongue lashed his inner ear and her teeth nipped his earlobe. They lay like that for some time before sleepy Sheldon's cock deflated and slipped out of her flooded cavern. She rolled sideways and resumed her silent vigilance while he slept.
Brooke woke before Sheldon and roused him with a slow drawn out blowjob. They were both completely exhausted but still managed a slow mutual hand-job in the soaking bubble bath. He reciprocated her masturbation with a finger fuck of her vagina, finding and stroking her G-spot, awarding to her a soul fulfilling orgasm.
Brooke re-donned her break-away dress. On the ride to Ned's hotel, they gently cuddled in the rear seat of the towncar, finally too exhausted to cum again. Her host's hands roamed constantly under the dress, over her breasts and across her ass and legs. She leaned her head on his shoulder and drowsily buzzed his neck. Sheldon was encased in her scent and awed by her charms. Just prior to arriving at the hotel, Sheldon thought of his impending loss of Brooke's exotic and erotic companionship, possibly forever. He plucked up a final reserve of energy and pulled Brooke's mouth to his groin. She thanked him properly for his generous hospitality and public service to breast cancer awareness. The cum-load that pulsed into her mouth was his final gift to her for the stupendous personal service she provided to her community and the generous pledge contributors of the Total Woman Academy.
-----------------------------------------------------
The limousine pulled up to the hotel entrance at noon, exactly as promised. Sheldon was too exhausted to move out of her way. She climbed over her host's prone body and exited the limousine.
The Sunday morning crowd was thin in the lobby. With no phone, money or ID, she approached the front desk and requested her suite key. The waiter from the sundeck was on weekend duty as receptionist. His leered at her barely covered body.
"Suite number?" he asked. Brooke gave him her room number.
He scanned the screen with his finger and asked "Are you Ned?"
"No, my name is Brooke. Ned is my escort."
"Escort? Hmm... our policy is to only give room keys to family of registered guests and there's no 'Brooke' on that room's register."
"Well that may be your policy but that's my room and I want to go there now!"
"Okay, I think I remember you with that guy from the sundeck. Do you have any ID I can see?"
Brooke knew she was without her cloak, purse, money and ID. She was tired and all fucked out. The taste of Sheldon's spunk in her mouth was not unpleasant but reminded her of her vulnerability. In her annoyance, she decided on a bold move. She unfastened her top, grabbed the dweeb's hands and pressed his palms to her exposed breasts.
"How about these? Can you ID THESE!?"
The boy's eyes went round. Brooke's soft boobs felt even better than they looked. Brooke wasn't up for prolonged play at the moment. She threw his hands back across the desk and re-adjusted her top. The boy grinned sheepishly.
"Okay, ma'am, I do seem to remember those from the sundeck. I guess that's enough for a good ID. Here's your key."
--------------------------------------------------
Exhausted after three nights of nearly non-stop sex, Brooke fell asleep in bed without undressing. Her slumbers lasted through the rest of the day and that night. Ned found her there still asleep in the dress.
Brooke expected to be returned to the junior facility. Instead she learned that, with Ned's recommendation, she had been promoted to Senior and would travel there instead.
During the journey, Ned asked her to relate her experiences. Her telling was very thorough, complete with anatomical details of nipple sensations at the fund raiser and cunt sensations, cock textures and the taste of her host's cum thereafter. Ned was more than enthralled by the tale. He appreciated the fact she had accepted and employed his advice. Brooke's willingness to accept coaching gave Brooke better prospects for a bright future.
They drove all night, except for one stop. At the remote edge of a rest stop, they climbed in the backseat. Brooke manipulated Ned's erection with hands and mouth as he toyed with her exposed breasts and fingered her pussy. Brooke relieved Ned's pent-up pressure, caused by her stirring monologue of the fund raising benefit and the post party orgasmic activities. Despite the short detour and interruption, they arrived the next morning at the senior facility.
Mrs. Smith, the housemother, greeted the arriving pair.
"Brooke, my dear, you look so lovely and so grown up since we last saw you. Our teaching suits you."
She called to some passing senior students to help Brooke find her assigned room. All senior students got private rooms while working on their senior project, namely themselves. While finishing up their academic college studies, they combined everything they had learned in beauty and poise to dress, act and talk like the Total Woman they were destined to become. Along the way, Brooke saw students who sported the fashionable power suits and displayed the confident behaviors and attitudes expected of female executives and secretaries in corporate C-suites worldwide. The only difference was that they all walked around bare breasted in their otherwise office ready attire. They all admired Brooke's party dress and pestered her for details of the off-campus trip she had been allowed. 'Later' she promised.
Ned followed the housemother to her office. Ned formalized his evaluation assessment report for Brooke. She had more than earned her scores of 'Excellent'.
-------------------------------------------------------------
Ned was happy that they had arrived on a Tuesday. Tuesday was his favorite Total Woman Academy day of the week.
At the Total Woman Academy freshman campus, there were many challenges and choices for the incoming class. The freshman year was all about basics and firsts. The intellectual education began with the usual college core courses in basic math and science delivered online. The beauty system introduced the improved diet and exercise programs. Poise initiated the freshmen to sensual anatomy. Students mapped the human nervous system, paying special attention to exterior sensory locations, erogenous zones and massage points. In addition to the obvious sensory points around nipples and groin, lessons included lesser recognized areas of the body.
The Academy was often a candidate's first sojourn away from home. Freshmen accommodations were four to a room with one common shower area. It was often a freshman's first experience in group living. Classes were small groups segregated by subject. Cross tutoring was encouraged for all three Academy goals.
To promote a desire to succeed, the Academy had adopted a dress code for freshmen. The maximum uniform allowed inside the house and adjacent grounds was a bikini brief or thong and appropriate shoes. Because student body nudity was constantly on display, it encouraged them to get in shape. It also provided living specimens to help in their beauty and poise studies. They were motivated to achieve excellence with team esprit and fair competition. Secrets were nearly impossible with constant nakedness.
The upper level facilities honored the intent of that rule. Thus was established the tradition of Topless Tuesday. Ned and Brooke had arrived on Topless Tuesday at the senior facility, explaining the topless office attire. Ned was welcome to wander the house and grounds until he had to depart for his next assignment. Ned always enjoyed these informal inspection tours.
Downstairs, Ned watched a group yoga session. He recalled the vignette about a school test requesting three advantages of breast feeding. Response: Breast milk gave the baby nutrients for growth, antibodies for defense and was packaged in a delightful array of sizes, shapes and colors. As Ned watched the students move through the yoga poses, he decided that the female body position added variety to the perceived sizes and shapes. Lying prone, the breasts were torus shaped. Standing, they assumed various fruit shapes and when the female was bent over, they became elongated cones.
Ned wandered by the rear sliding doors and glanced out at the familiar sight of topless sunbathers. He entered the dining room where the group meals were served. The evening meals were formal affairs and required the students to wear high heels. Topless diners jiggled appealingly, wobbling on their high heels; Ned loved watching it.
Upstairs, he wandered by students who were studying and lounging much like the other facility houses. Each student stopped what she was doing, stood to face him and greeted Ned politely. Ned would sometimes bow politely, Japanese style just to see the students breasts reshape as she leaned forward to return the bow. The Academy taught that courtesy was a welcome trait in any culture or situation. This situation of repetitive frontal nudity on display was starting to work on Ned.
The house mother took him gently aside and reminded him of his appointment at the distant freshman facility. Duty called and Ned drove away to fulfill his next assignment for the Total Woman Academy.
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Ned awoke from his deep sleep feeling refreshed and ready to face another day of duty at the Total Woman Academy senior facility. Yesterday, he had solved Destiny's dilemma but along with the previous days of facilitating Brooke maximum impact at the fund raiser, he was worn out. He wandered the grounds which were unusually alive with excitement.
There was a whirr of activity throughout the facility. The kitchen was bustling to prepare the banquet meal for this evening's annual event. The students were scooting around getting ready as well. This was a special networking event that had maximum potential to change their futures.
Tonight would be the annual Total Woman Academy Executive Assistant Fashion Show.
Each spring, the resident seniors, regardless of projected graduation date, were given this networking opportunity. Elite Pledge Contributors donated a substantial gift for the opportunity of meeting the seniors before they graduated into the larger world. It was a business dress affair with career centered fashions. Special members of the previous year's seniors were also invited back. There was a cocktail hour, the banquet dinner and an after-dinner fashion show.
Each young woman wore her best and most elegant office wear, hoping the catch the eye of the corporate moguls in attendance. This was the graduating seniors' opportunity to sparkle in a semi-public event. They were not allowed to display or tell their name. At their waists, a small placard stated her student number, her major, her GPA and her cumulative score from Poise evaluation assessments.
Upon arrival, the pledge contributor deposited three business cards with the housemother and received a request card with three fill-in boxes. The business cards were counter-stamped with the TWA logo. During the cocktail hour and subsequent dinner, pledge contributors chatted with the students and identified the three young females he wished to receive his business card upon graduation. They could use them as entreponts to secure interviews at the highest level in his organization.
Conversation droned as the group of elite males and dynamic ladies mingled and got acquainted. Banquet Tables of Eight gave further variety so that four nattily dressed seniors were sprinkled among pledge contributors in a group setting. After dinner, the pledge contributor request cards were collected. The award envelopes would be distributed to each senior at her formal graduation in the future. The top requested students would return next year for their second opportunity as alumni.
After dinner, the crowd retired to the TWA In-house theatre. It was a special room with plush recliners arrayed before a low stage. The pledge contributors settled in for the fashion show. Some seniors attended to cocktails and hors d'oeuvres while their classmate models went behind the scenes to prepare for their roles.
Ms. Smith was the evening's MC and started with an introduction of this year's foremost request winner. Destiny was called forth. Ned sat up and took notice. He remembered how good her naked beauty looked while mounted on his cock. She was nearly as attractive now, even fully dressed. Her hair, makeup and glamorous business suit exuded powerful attraction. Her placard listed her Electrical Engineering honors student status and a GPA of 3.9. Her poise score was an unusual 10, reflecting all "excellents".
Ms. Smith handed Destiny an envelope and addressed the audience.
"Destiny graduates tomorrow so it seemed appropriate to give her the Academy's graduation gift this evening."
She addressed the graduating award winner.
"Destiny, the pledge contributors were invited to provide three business cards to the young ladies they hoped to interview in the future for openings at their corporations. This year, you received the highest number of business card requests. This envelope contains those eight business cards counter-stamped with the Academy logo. Five cards are from executives at international electronics firms. You can use any or all of them like letters of introduction to highest level connections in the worldwide business community. Few other educational institutions can offer this kind of launch to a graduate's career. Good Luck."
Destiny thanked Ms. Smith and the audience. She pranced off the stage with a big smile as she clutched the envelope to her chest. This was the prize Destiny had earned for her senior year efforts at becoming the best Total Woman she could be. Her dream of a prosperous life was another step closer.
Next on the evening's agenda was the Executive Assistant Fashion Show. The stage was pre-set with a typical office layout: the boss's large wooden power desk, a high backed leather executive chair, a side couch with guest chairs, carpet, lamps and bookcase. Ms. Smith stood on the red Oriental carpet at center stage and began the show with an introduction.
"This year's show will feature our Executive Assistant Easy Access Collection. All the outfits have been designed by the students and certified lust satisfying by our coach tutors. All of these and more are for sale in our catalog. However, as a special promotion, if you purchase the apparel showcased by one of our student models, she will host you overnight in her dorm room where you can personally tryout the functions of the designs. All proceeds benefit the TWA Scholarship Fund. Let's begin with our first item of the evening."
An elegantly dressed senior entered from stage left. Her steps were short, inhibited by the knee length tight pencil skirt. She stood statuesque before her onlookers. She was dressed in a short-waist businesswoman's wool suit. Her broad model smile beamed beneath her brunette secretary-bun hairdo. The jacket lapels were clenched across extensive cleavage. The matching grey skirt hugged her magnificently shaped ass. Hose and heels completed the outfit.
"Evelyn is wearing our first showcase item, a standard business suit with some very useful features. The jacket provides public decorum. Please remove it, my dear."
Evelyn unbuttoned the single front catch and shrugged the coat off her shoulders. Beneath she wore a body tight black satin bustiere. Her nipples were half exposed above the supportive cups. She placed hands on hips and assumed a model pose with bright smile. After the assembly got an eyeful, Ms. Smith reached to Evelyn's bust and yanked some snaps. The half cups fell away to fully uncover Evelyn's beautiful boobs.
"I believe you will find this look quite attractive during closed door consultations with your Executive Assistant. We expect you will seek some hurried stress relief. Let us demonstrate the next feature. Lay down on the desk, Evelyn."
Evelyn faced the desk and leaned forward, compressing her exposed tits on the cold wood surface. She gripped the desk edges for stability. Her tight skirt rounded over her magnificent ass but it pencil skirt design cramped her heels close together. Ms. Smith pointed to Evelyn's grey wool covered hips.
"You and your Executive Assistant should really love this next feature" said Ms. Smith as she stooped to rummage at the back hem and drew up a barely perceivable zipper. She stopped it at its limit: the waist band. The skirt panels slipped aside, exposing Evelyn's two firm ass cheeks above her hose. Ms. Smith smartly tapped the pseudo-secretary's inner thighs and the bent over model obediently spread her legs wider.
"As you can see, the female is now positioned for an easy rear vaginal entry. We recommend a split crotch panty for less delay. We sell those separately in our catalog. If you are not using the over-the-desk position that day, unclipping the waist catch allows her to completely remove the skirt and be suitably available for oral, nipple or pussy play."
On cue, Evelyn rose and removed the skirt. With her ever-present model style and smile, she flourished a display of the three piece costume: skirt and jacket held aloft in each hand and bustiere hugging her torso below her bare breasts.
"We will start the bidding at the suggested retail price but remember our special promotional add-on this evening of being Evelyn's guest overnight."
The bidding quickly climbed to a high value before Ms. Smith finally announced "SOLD!" Evelyn strode confidently offstage. She laid the skirt and jacket alongside her benefactor's lounger, crawled in next to him and joined him to watch the remainder of the fashion show. His arm cuddled her shoulder while he played with her easily available tit.
-----------------------------------------------
Ms. Smith motioned stage right as Eve entered. The black student model was a confectioner's erotic fantasy. Her skin was chocolate brown; her lips dark chocolate and her eyes pools of expresso. The sparkly diamond earrings and matching choker necklace were outshone by the whiteness of her broad smile.
Ms. Smith asked her to toe her mark center stage.
"Eve, you do look lovely tonight. Gentleman, Eve is wearing a more casual office look. As you can see, it's pieces include a deluxe pearl button blouse and our full flouncy pleated skirt. Eve, please lie back on the desk."
Eve flipped up her skirt behind, perched her exposed butt on the far edge and gracefully descended, leaning her head over the near side of the desktop. She smiled at her audience from her inverted face. Ms. Smith lifted Eve's ankles and hooked her heels on the desktop. She flipped the loose skirt onto her belly. Eve laid her thighs wide open. Ms. Smith stood between her knees as she addressed her audience.
"We promised easy access and we have developed an appropriate piece of fashion to meet your hurried needs."
Ms. Smith gripped the lapels of the blouse and burst it wide open. There were loud pops as the buttons gave way. Dropping the flaps aside, Ms. Smith gripped the bra cups and yanked downward. They also made a sound; the tear of Velcro ripping open. Eve's boobs bounced and then settled into luscious mounds of mammary. The men saw that her milk chocolate breasts had the predictable dark chocolate caps. All over the room, taste buds salivated, longing for a nibble.
"See that, my eager gentlemen, our collection delivers Easy Access. The pearl buttons are decorative and there are easy release snaps beneath. The bra cups are detachable. Nothing has been torn or ruined."
Ms. Smith stepped aside as if to begin the bidding. Eve had other ideas; she was not finished with her demonstration. Her heels lifted gracefully airborne. She scissored her lithe mocha-toned legs slowly aloft. Her bent legs folded in, simulating a leg capture of her imaginary lover standing between them. It was a great example of how the flip up skirt cleared the way for a fervent desktop cunt pounding. It was not lost on the attentive gentlemen that their faces would inevitably be buried in her exposed cleavage.
Eve was still not finished. She found a silver dildo conveniently lying on the desk. She played the imaginary penis over and through her inverted lips, another illustration of how her current posture could entertain a boss's firm cock. After a deep cheek-hollowing suck, she pulled out the penile pretender with an audible 'pop' and resumed her sparkly smile.
A bemused Ms. Smith began the bidding and it was another spectacular sale, many times the retail price of the fashionable and functional outfit.
-------------------------------------------------
The next business attire for sale was modelled by Emma. The fabric was blue-black iridescent and expensive looking. As Emma strode to center stage, the tailor-fit wrap hugged her hour glass figure and echoed every ripple of muscle and flesh of her body underneath. Only one item accented the otherwise orderly smooth contours: a narrow white front zipper from neck to mid-calf hem.
In stride, Emma flipped her full blonde waves and gave the men her big wave of stage-craft hello, creating the mischievous stir of flesh beneath the dress. Ms. Smith pointed Emma to her mark. The student model stood radiant, waiting for the show to begin. It didn't take long.
The dress was simple to operate. Ms. Smith took hold of the front zipper and pulled it all the way down, stooping to finish the last bit at the bottom. Smiling Emma did the honors. She drew back the shoulders and held the fabric by the crook of her elbows. It opened the dress to a full frontal nude view of her body. There was not a lick of anything under the dress.
Pink and ivory were the dominant colors, stark against the rich blue of cloaking fabric. Her skin tone and feminine areas were pale pastels, harmonious to her true blonde status. Emma waggled her hips to draw attention to her display. The dress flaps cascaded a shimmer behind her form.
Ms. Smith rolled out the stage prop office chair. Emma sat sideways to the audience with her crossed heels propped on the desktop. The dress hung open and low, concealing none of her profiled features. She rose and changed position, seated astraddle backwards in the chair, modulating her hips in a classic cowgirl romp on an imaginary boss. The dress fluttered behind her back, keeping her jogging breasts fully available for suckling. Her model smile was ever present throughout the Easy Access demonstration.
Emma stood face forward with the dress still open as Ms. Smith began the auction. It ended with another astronomical figure. Emma pranced to her winning bidder and climbed into the gent's lounger.
Ms. Smith took a briefcase from underneath the desk and laid it on the surface. She popped the catches and the lid pneumatically lifted open.
"Gentlemen, although I am sure your Executive Assistants are fully capable of attending to your comfort and needs, it is only fitting that a well-mannered gentleman like yourself would reciprocate in an appropriate manner. Therefore, we have assembled the perfect accessory for your office: the Total Woman Executive Assistant Comfort and Dignity kit.
"First off, as you can see, it comes packaged in a classic looking briefcase, an item anyone would expect to find in your office."
Ms. Smith began removing articles from the attaché and described them one at a time as she arrayed them on the desk.
"The first item is a silky seat cushion pillow. It can be used as a kneepad while your Executive Assistant kneels on the floor giving you a standing or seated blowjob. Or you can place it under her butt for support and comfort when you lay her on the desk and poke her charming mouth or pussy.
"Next are cum wipes. The tissues have been designed and tested by our students for maximum absorption of your sticky stuff; they are perfect for mopping up the milky fluids which you splattered on her tits and face or which might drain from her cunt. They will also handle smudged makeup. Sperm clinging to her hair is much more difficult to remove but the tissues can help.
"Then we include an emergency makeup and hair restorer kit. It has three shades of lipstick and three shades of eye shadow. There are several types of hairpins. It is not meant as a complete solution but can offer some offsetting dignity until she recovers her makeup kit from her desk and re-preens properly in the ladies room.
"Knowing how excited and rough you macho bosses can become, we provide a small sewing kit for repair of torn clothing. Even the breakaway snaps in our signature 'ripped bodice' blouses which were demonstrated here tonight can get damaged in your fervor.
"And if you've torn her top beyond speedy repair, the kit contains this stretchy white cotton tank-top, again meant for transitory cover up.
"Our overnight guests will find a kit conveniently waiting in their host student's dorm room. Please try it out along with your host. Each of our other pledge contributors will receive a complementary kit on departure and replacement kits and refills are sold exclusively in the Total Woman Academy catalog. We recommend you buy additional ones and keep one handy in regional offices, limousines and corporate jets for serendipitous occasions."
Ms. Smith thanked them all for coming and wished them a very 'Good Night'.
Three lucky pledge contributors had secured a guest night in the dorm. Their nearly naked debutante hostesses led them away. The remaining crowd exchanged their farewells and assured the students and each other that they would return for the final Free-Will Weekend before graduation.
One of the pledge contributors was preparing to leave when his peripheral vision sensed a young woman boldly approaching. His guard went up; this was usually the scene when he was harried by 'gold-diggers'. He tried to keep up survival techniques against the constant pestering but at the moment he was trapped in the throng without handlers or bodyguards. She was polite but firm in her address.
"I am having difficulty getting past your circle of gate keepers to get a job interview. Please, sir, when would you be available?"
It was obvious this woman was an alumni; a student would not be so presumptuous with a pledge contributor. Besides, her apparel was a sleeveless gold lame cocktail dress that hugged her fabulous short figure and set off her wavy blonde hair. That was not Executive Assistant wear in any office. He decided to play it cool and standoffish.
"Do you have a card with your contact information? Maybe I can arrange some time next month."
"No... but I have one of yours" she said.
She popped up his business card and he saw the TWA counter-stamped logo on it. Suddenly, he recalled last year when he was fascinated by a bright young blonde with a Physics degree and superb tits and ass. The pledge contributor's eyes slowly scanned his potential interviewee from her diamond hairpins down to her sparkly shoe straps and savored every expensively clad cove and hillock of the curvaceous terrain in between. He smiled and extended his hand in greeting.
"As you know from my card, I'm Jeffery. And you might be?"
"Esther... and charmed to meet you" she said. His handshake was firm and warm; hers was delicate but it gave his palm a tingling.
"Would now be convenient for you?" he asked extending his arm. She circled her arms around his proffered elbow, hugging her spongy grand cleavage to his arm and sauntered beside him to his waiting limousine.
On the limo ride to the hotel suite, Esther delivered her resume, responded well to Jeffery's probing questions and exhibited her intelligence. Jeffery was impressed and felt assured that she could succeed professionally in his corporation.
In the hotel suite, Esther responded well to Jeffery's probing of another kind and exhibited her Poise. She let things proceed slowly. She sat on Jeffery's lap still fully clothed and let him toy with the cool silkiness of the gold lame as they petted. He roamed her body over the slippery fabric, feeling her curvaceous warm form underneath. They slowly and sensuously undressed each other, one zipper and button at a time, playing kissing games, drawing out the foreplay. Jeffery roamed her naked body, now feeling her curvaceous warm form bare in his arms.
The follow-on love-making was relaxed, inspired and gentle. Jeffery wanted Esther to enjoy his attentions. They sampled various caresses. He licked her juicy pussy; she licked and sucked his prick before embracing his firm meat vaginally. They lolled about the luxurious bed during the brief interims. Their joint orgasms were harmonized and fulfilling.
Jeffery offered Esther a position on his executive staff. She merrily accepted and they sealed the deal with a soul-stirring cowgirl fuck.
----------------------------------------------
Evelyn guided her pledge contributor guest through the hallways to her dorm room. They passed other chicly dressed students who politely welcomed the pair, unconcerned by Evelyn's semi-nudity and the well-dressed gentleman she had in tow. She was wearing just her heels, hose and bustiere. Her man had already collected her panties when they were cuddling in the lounger. He carried the purchased jacket and skirt in a clothing bag over his shoulder, her souvenir panties in his pocket. Later he would add the bustiere to the clothing bag. Next week, he would gift the entire set to one of his existing office temps when he broke her in and promoted her status to Executive Assistant.



But tonight was product research night. Steered into Evelyn's room, he surveyed the TWA standard senior layout. The full size bed was covered with a downy comforter. The closet was neatly arranged with various styles of business, casual, sport and evening wear. The host laid his clothing bag over the back of the desk chair. The desktop was clear except for a wooden ruler waiting in the center.
Evelyn let him bend her face down over the desktop. She gripped the edges. Her tits were compressed under her torso, her bare ass high and available. The pledge contributor took up the wooden ruler from his place behind her. He wavered, waiting...
Evelyn waited for the scene to begin... and waited. Finally, she peeked over her shoulder through her hair bangs to see what was causing the delay. Her guest was staring back at her.
"Gotcha" he sneered and thought 'naughty, girl' as his wrist wheeled and whacked the ruler against her ass cheek. Evelyn quickly pressed her smirking face against the desktop, felt the cool wood on her cheek and squeezed her eyes shut. She gripped tighter to the edges and braved the abundant smacks that followed. Then her guest fucked her tarnished body over her dormitory desk. There were more fucks later in bed for as many times as he could muster. At dawn, he reluctantly left sweet Evelyn and exited the Total Woman Academy with his designer merchandise.
---------------------------------------
Emma guided her pledge contributor guest through the hallways to her dorm room. They passed other chicly dressed students who politely welcomed the pair, exchanging knowing glances. Emma still wore her shimmery blue dress with the zipper fully open. Her stride flapped the panels gently and flashed explicit views of her shaved pussy and great tits. Her guest pledge contributor had made her wear the garment to her room instead of packing it for his departure tomorrow.
It was simple when they entered her room, as simple as the dress. He told her to keep it on and open. She undressed him and placed him in the desk chair. After leaning over and slurping him to full staff, she straddled his lap. They played boss and secretary. She pecked at his lips, nose and ears as he kissed, licked and nipped her boobs.
Emma mounted her man to really get things going. She knew he had plenty of experience in this position with his existing executive assistants. She tried all of her learned tricks for this arrangement to build his ardor. She hoped she was doing them right or that, at least, he would coach her in the ways he preferred. Apparently, she was doing well enough; he validated her techniques by flooding her womb with his spunk.
Emma spent the remainder of the night testing her other moves and positions with her guest. He seemed pleased with her efforts, discharging his manly essence several more times in her mouth and cunt.
In the morning, he let her sleep while he gathered the purchased zippered dress. Watching her little curl of a dream smile, he regretted not having listed her as one of his three business cards recipients. Against the rules, he quietly placed at the center of the desk one business card inscribed with his hand-written super-private number. He hoped to hear from her soon and would certainly return her call. He kissed her forehead goodbye and then left the dormitory for his other-world life.
----------------------------------------
Eve pulled her guest through the door into her dorm room. She was still wearing the entire outfit pieces so there was nothing to carry. And she was still as chipper and playful as she had been on stage. She used his tie as a leach to pull him in for a kiss.
The gentleman knew exactly what he wanted and quickly assumed command. He bent her back on the desk, flipping up her skirt and repeating her wide-leg stage pose. The blouse and bra were still open. He found the Comfort and Dignity Kit, popped it open and extracted the pillow. Eve rolled her hips up, ready to assist him place it under her butt. Instead, he dropped it on the floor between her wide spread legs and kneeled. Her hip roll allowed his hands to slip under and he gripped tight to her ass cheeks. She was captured in his grasp. She rested her thighs on his shoulders.
Nothing more was said. His first tongue lap on her clitoris brought a gasp from Eve. That involuntary signal authenticated her consent for his oral caress. Roles established, the man dove in with enthusiasm. He reveled in her flavor. He tasted not the mocha bouquet implied by her dusky hues but the musky clean tartness of nubile feminine juices. His coarse tongue swept her inner lips, he suckled her little spout. His pointed tongue delved between every flap and fold. Eve's thighs clutched hard on his head and she pressed his face to her groin during her first smashing orgasm. Her second and third were almost as violent. The fourth proved too much and she cried tears of joy and exhaustion during her spasms. She begged him for a pause and he granted her request.
They removed their clothes and cuddled face-to-face, side-by-side in her dorm room bed. They snuggled: kissing noses, lips, making lazy eye contact, comfy little hints of contentment. She tasted her feminine tang on his lips and cheeks, haunting reminders of his oral induced ecstasies.
The cuddles and tweaks tapped the man's erection against her belly-button, an uncommonly high place. She lightly fingered the knob, keeping him aroused. She wanted his prick to stay firm and long but preferred to feel it inside of her. She hesitated to state her entreaty. Would she seem greedy or needy, both counter to her TWA Poise training? She grew bold.
Eve scrunched around trying to place her guest's dick at her still tingling pussy opening. He resisted. She protested.
"I want to feel you inside me."
"Ask nicely; say please" he whispered.
"Please, sir, may I take you inside of me?"
The gentleman didn't speak but didn't resist when Eve moved to put his tip into position. She pushed against it and his cone entered but only to the corona. Her wet lower lips were split but not stressed. Eve squirmed but was unsuccessful in getting more in.
"Please, sir, may I have some more?"
"Only because you said 'please'"
He pressed in another inch. His knob was now encased in her wet warmth. Eve grasped the game.
"Oh, please, sir, a little more..."
He complied with a little more. She waggled her hips in a mock tantrum.
"All of it... come on... please let me have all of it!"
With a steady shove, the gentleman's submerged his cock until his tip pressed her cervix. Eve was feeling happier with an erection packing her womb. She jogged her hips, inviting him to initiate strokes to stimulate her vaginal nerves. He was lacking in his response.
Eve decided to try something she had heard about but never practiced. She sweetly kissed his lips, then his cheek and his neck. She moved her face to his ear, nipping the earlobe. She struggled closer, pressing her boobs hard against his muscled chest. All the time, the cock tip pressed her deep vaginal membranes.
Eve pursed her tongue and drove the tip into her mate's ear canal. She jogged her hips at the same time, scraping her spongy cervical flesh across the man's penile tip slit.
The man felt the tongue probe's reflexive tingle light up his cock knob just as she swiped his slit. The sensation was glorious; he nearly expelled his cache of pent-up spunk but he mightily controlled it. Eve clung to her bedmate in the awkward position, hugging him with arms and legs. She tried again and repeated the dual caress. She felt him clench his jaw, fighting her for control of his ejaculation. She was not to be denied. A third time brought him to moans and murmurs, the fourth louder and she almost succeeded. Her fifth try propelled her man howling over the top and she delighted in the feeling of his warm fluids flowing into and diffusing throughout her womb chamber.
Eventually they decoupled, lying in bed. Eve showed her lover the utility of the cum wipes as she mopped up the volumes of his sperm leaking from her pussy. After some rest, the man took the initiative, mounting her missionary, taking a long time to build a united body shuddering climax.
Morning found Eve propped between her guest's knees, sensuously lapping from his groin the dregs of their sex games. Her dark rich lips wrapped the base of his cock as she watched his face for affirmation of her skills. His lasting memory was her deep expresso eyes swooning as she swallowed her first and final taste of his milky essence.
-----------------------------------------
As the Senior Housemother among the housemother group, Ms. Smith witnessed the results of the students' accumulated progress and provided the lower level facilities advice on curriculum improvements. She worried that even though the girls coming to her were the best of the best, she needed outside expert help to really make them the ultimate mates for the Academy's benefactors. She had received permission of the Board of Directors to upgrade the senior curriculum with more guest coach tutor involvement in polishing the students' in their final year. The physical plant had been expanded to accommodate the additional temporary staff.
Ned found himself in Ms. Smith's office.
"We have built a separate residence space for our male guest coach tutors. Female alumni returning for occasional short periods as guest teachers and coaches will occupy it during their stay also. We have set aside a dedicated suite for you."
Ms. Smith leaned in, her body language communicating to Ned that the next part of her talk was very important and required his complete attention.
"The curriculum needs to be enriched and we think you can offer us a resident expert male perspective. The senior students sometimes have specific questions or requests where staff females or male guests lack that particular knowledge. Do you remember solving Brooke's curiosity regarding vaginal clamping versus oral stimulation? Think of yourself as a senior level poise tune-up specialist."
Ned was intrigued.
"Will I be allowed to roam the senior facility house at will?"
Ms. Smith nodded.
"But any coaching tune-up requests must be filtered through me. You can't act on requests directly from students. Of course, you are still responsible for evaluation assessments and you can participate fully without restrictions during Freewill Weekends."
Ned agreed to the understandable stipulations. He would be inundated with overwhelming demands on his time and energies. There must be an orderly system to maximize his masculine value. Ms. Smith continued.
"Our next item regards those evaluation assessments. There have been inconsistencies in the quality of the evaluation assessments performed by the varied evaluation assessors. Destiny's retest is an example. Even you almost missed a few steps with Caterina. I want you to retest a particular student and judge her abilities."
Ms. Smith explained that a senior student named Emily had scored marginal on her freshman massage evaluation. That evaluation assessment had lowered her cumulative poise score over the remaining years. Despite presenting a 3.8 GPA in Petroleum Geology on the placard attached to her knockout office attire at the Fashion Show, she had received only one business card. She requested a refresher tune-up on massage before being retested in this highly competitive senior year. As the new Coach Tutor in Residence, Ned would begin his duties this very afternoon.
--------------------------------------------
Ned waited in his newly appointed residence suite. He had detoured through the Yoga room where he had stretched his muscles and joints to relax his body. He wanted to assure that fatigue or stress did not ruin his concentration on Emily's massage techniques. He was still wearing his gym shorts and tee-shirt.
A knock on the door announced Emily and he granted her permission to enter. Ned recognized her as his sunburn safety subject from the junior facility pool deck. She was over-dressed compared to their last meeting, now wearing heels, thong panties and a tight tee-shirt.
"We meet again, Emily. Your tan looks good. How are you feeling?"
Emily pouted as her hands cupped and elevated her generous globes.
"Not very poised! Despite a great GPA in a demanding discipline and wearing a gorgeous get-up that revealed more of these beauties than it concealed, I suspect I got few business cards for my graduation gift. I need to retest and raise my poise score to eliminate that disadvantage. You obviously are an expert in sensual massage. I had to finish myself off after you left me hot and fervid at the pool the other day. Can you help me get ready for a retest?"
Emily let her hand-cupped boobs fall and bounce against her chest beneath the thin cotton.
Ned considered her words and her tits.
"Emily, your excessive cleavage exhibition at the soiree last evening was disproportionate to the circumstances. You lack confidence in yourself because of one bad test score. Ms. Smith has asked me to tutor you in advanced sensual massage. I will do my best and expect you will do your best as well.
"You will demonstrate your techniques on me and if an obvious weakness comes to light, I will correct you. Thereafter, I will brief Ms. Smith that you are either ready for retest or need additional instruction and practice. Let's start with a tour of the massage area fixtures and furnishings."
Ned demonstrated the switches and slides controlling light dimming and color. He pointed out the low padded massage table with its moveable wings to support the man's spread arms and legs. He revealed the underneath cabinet with its supply of warm, moist towels.
Ned led Emily to a side table arrayed with various lotions and oils.
"Professional joint and muscle massagers use floral scented mineral oils but sensual masseuses employ fruit laced organic oils for uninhibited tactile and oral practice. Please choose one of these and then, you may begin when you are ready."
Emily began by helping Ned remove his clothes. Ned bent over as she stretched his tee-shirt over his head. He stood still as she lowered his tight shorts, carefully guarding his shaft and balls from any accidental brush with discomfort. Ned got on the table and lay face up with limbs spread open on the wings. His eyes followed Emily around the room as she dimmed the lights to a soft rose hue.
Ned watched her strip off her tee-shirt as she dragged it up and off her head, lifting her tightly encased tits. Ned was reintroduced to Emily's generous breasts as they bounced and settled. She dropped the thin cotton cover on the floor followed by her panties. Emily ambled to the oils table with a smooth grace that still rippled her tit flesh. Ned lay back and closed his eyes to avoid any further visual stimulation. Out of the dark quiet, his ears heard her light breathing; his scalp felt her first touch and his nose smelled strawberries.
Emily massaged Ned's head and neck. She rubbed his earlobes and her breath and tongue tickled his inner ear. Her oily palms polished his upper torso. Her boobs pressed his upper arms when she leaned in to lick his nipples and bellybutton. She moved to his feet and kneaded his toes and soles.
Emily reversed direction. She climbed onto the table between Ned's legs. Her hands rubbed and finger-walked their way up his inner thighs. She crawled forward and sat astride his thighs. She fondled the area beneath his balls. She cradled his balls in her fingers, fluttering them with her fingertips much as he had fluttered the sides of her boobs at the pool.
Leaning forward, Emily kissed his bellybutton. She looked downward, resting her forehead on his stomach. Her hanging boobs cuddled Ned's swollen shaft in their oiled cleavage. She adjusted her stance, using her hands to compress the sides into a warm tunnel of love. She stroked fore and aft, watching his knob disappear and re-emerge with each stroke.
Ned breathed deeper. Emily took note and kissed the tip of his knob. Her head descended and she released the boob flesh encircling the shaft. With one long stroke, Emily took his full length inside her mouth. Ned moaned and Emily held still, occasionally brushing her tongue slowly side to side beneath the crown. Halting all movement, she waited with learned patience and expectation for Ned to regress to his normal senses. She resumed a slow pace swirling her tongue around the knob. Ned's breathing deepened again.
Emily lifted and lowered her head, dragging her tongue, cheeks and lips along his swollen tool. Ned gave involuntary hip jotters, unconsciously imploring Emily to set a quicker pace. She didn't comply; she held the gentle pace, even slowing a little. She let him relapse a bit; she steeped his ardor. Then she resumed again.
Ned wound higher, breathed deeper and his body grew in an arch. He cried out and pronounced the finale of his sexual anguish. Just as Emily sensed his fluid being propelled up his tube, she raised her mouth off his cock and levered it up. She massaged his cock with gentle hand and nipple rubs. Cum ropes geysered onto Ned's chest, retreating towards his abdomen. She watched the jets spiral and land. When the eruptions had died down, Emily held his softening rod in her hands, rewrapped it warmly in her soft cleavage, protecting it from hasty cooling. When Ned finally opened his eyes, she shushed him with a finger to his lips and laid her shoulders and cheek against his sticky torso. They rested.
Emily stirred first. She rolled gracefully sideways and regained her footing. She still wore her heels. Her breasts and face and hair retained slick mementos of her dedicated post-orgasmic cock care. Retrieving some warm towels, she dotingly cleaned Ned's torso and abdomen.
Worried that Ned might still suffer a hasty cool-down, she placed another warm towel over his legs, groin and abdomen. She leaned over his weary side, pressed her warm nipples into his arm and planted a protracted open mouth kiss on Ned's trembling lips. Leaving off, her lips pecked his earlobe and her strawberry scented breath whispered "Thank you".
She stood back and Ned watched the view with admiration as Emily leaned over to pick up her clothes. Her oily globes dangled rhythmically as she fluffed out the wadded garments. Carrying them, Emily walked topless to the door. She turned a longing look at Ned's towel sheltered coaching tool. With a sigh of resignation and a hope for more coaching later, she jiggled into the hallway and the door closed behind her.
Ned closed his eyes. He contemplated what he would report to Ms. Smith. If anyone rated that a marginal performance, then there was a problem with the rating system. Emily deserved an 'excellent'. Ned decided to devote body and soul in helping Ms. Smith sort out the problem with these erratic scores. He would perform every evaluation assessment personally if that was what it took. He resolved to make evaluation assessment quality control his sole mission as the Coach Tutor in Residence for the Total Woman Academy.
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Minutes of the Total Woman Academy Board of Directors Quarterly Meeting
1. Krista, the Chairwoman, called the meeting of the Total Woman Academy Board of Directors to order.
2. Attendance was taken and recorded showing that all four house-mothers, Krista and three other alumni were present.
3. All attendees confirmed the accuracy of the previous quarter's meeting minutes which were approved.
4. The treasurer's report was again superb with alumni legacy funds, fantasy request subscriptions, catalog sales, pledge contributor ward scholarships and graduate internship matching grants all exceeding revenue projections.
5. Discussion:
a. Upgrades to the senior facility incorporating guest coach tutor suites and alumni guest lecturers classrooms have been completed. Recent events suggested that residence housing and coaching suites at the three lower class level facilities would be beneficial. Housemothers will seek cost estimates for the upgraded facility design and construction.
b. Ms. Smith, as senior housemother, reported that several advanced coaching tune-ups had taken place with satisfactory results. One involved temporary easing of the discretion rules but produced indications that seniors, and some juniors, would be aided in poise polishing through increased live male contact. Two additional full time Evaluation Assessors will be recruited with TWA Security performing background checks on the candidates.
c. The board considered a proposal to increase senior student familiarity with divergent male egos and anatomy beyond the constancy of the resident coach tutors. Ms. Smith is authorized to create a limited attendance event for selected Pledge Contributors called Freewill Weekend. The students and male guests would be allowed spontaneous in-house trysts as their whims decreed. One weekend per quarter is authorized.
d. A well-connected pledge contributor has requested that his Executive Assistant Graduate Internship program be moved from probationary to permanent program status. Most of the Board members are familiar with the elder gentleman from their business circles. They noted his long-time mentorship of many successful pledge contributors. He was also notable for his kind and generous nature. His request was approved.
6. Krista thanked all attendees for their valuable contributions to the Total Woman Academy and its Board of Directors.
7. The meeting was adjourned until next quarter.
------------------------------------------
Misty was soaring in the throes of a smashing orgasm. Her delicate Asian eyes were clenched shut in an ecstatic grimace. Her teeth bit down on a captured index knuckle, her free hand seized hard on a crinkled nipple beneath the layers of her haute culture business suit. One of Willy's hands was cupping her pussy beneath the short rucked-up skirt; his long finger thrust inside her cunt, the coarse pad rubbing tenaciously on Misty's G-spot. His other powerful arm enfolded her petite shoulders, holding her quivering body safe and secure against his torso in the backseat of his limousine.
Willy watched her emotions blaze. He had cherished this little woman ever since he had met her over a year ago. Misty had been the lead off candidate in the senior interviews for his firm's Executive Assistant Graduate Internship. He was smitten by her intelligence, beauty and poise. She had struggled to take even half his prick in her eager mouth but her pliable cunt fit snug and cozy over the full length of his rampant cock. The following two candidates never had a chance for consideration.
Misty had accepted his offer of a yearlong graduate internship. He had entrusted her with a portion of his investment portfolio to shepherd and enlarge. His other three Executive Assistant Graduate Interns were churning out impressive gains from their similar allocations. Misty was inspired by their achievements to follow suit. Willy enjoyed sex and money in abundance.
Willy had an instinct for nurturing talent. His early investment career had taken off quickly. Willy saw the potential in clever young entrepreneurs like Krista and her husband Sheldon. Willy never took more than a minority stake or preferred shares in any startup venture, leaving plenty of incentive for the owners to make it work and make all the owners rich. Krista had been a masterful business negotiator next to the brilliant engineer she had married. Willy rode along as the pair used his money to grow their wealth. He was satisfied with his fair share. With moderate investments spread across scores of similar successes, Willy was well set for a comfortable living.
His love life was another matter. His first and only marriage ended soon after college and had left the workaholic Willy sour on the institution. Commitment-phobia troubled his subsequent casual flings and the women always drifted away to more certain relationships.
Krista was again his sage lifesaver. She used her connections at TWA to arrange special care for her bachelor friend and benefactor. She helped Willy launch a different kind of start-up: the Executive Assistant Graduate Internship program. It was a wild win-win for all involved. The selected TWA graduates got an unprecedented launch into the business world. Willy got the carnal care he deserved and the Academy got Willy's financial appreciation.
Willy was generous with his graduate interns. In exchange for a year of their professional and personal fidelity, the special employees received liberal salaries, luxurious paid housing and a lavish clothing allowance. Willy expected them to be dressed Executive Assistant classy at all times, day or night. Misty had a closet full of swanky shoes to complement her chic business suits, risqué evening wear and spicy lingerie. The beautiful bevy of interns performed their duties 24/7. Willy rotated them through a four day schedule with no holiday or weekend breaks. He studied their detailed financial accounts during the day, listened to their innovative investment strategies during the evening and fucked their vivacious bodies at will.
Misty had stopped trembling and slumped against his side. Willy looked upon the passing scenery outside the towncar. Sadly, the road trip was nearing its end. Sadder still, Misty's 12-month tenure was also ending. But there was a profitable rosy glow on the horizon for Misty and Willy.
Through work, she had built rapport with an up-and-coming young factory manager in China. Smitten from just their Skype conversations, he had arrived in America unannounced. Misty had been true to her fidelity internship pledge with Willy. She kept the unexpected social interchange platonic, arousing the forlorn fella's ardor even higher. Misty promised her budding paramour that she would visit Asia soon and Willy had encouraged the connection. Misty and the lust-torn man could well be his next pot of gold, much like Krista and Sheldon and his other speculations.
Misty felt the hum of the car tires on the road and the warmth of Willy's arms hugging her comfortably. She uncurled her toes, clenched within one pair of her fabulous collection of high heels. She gave a cleansing sigh of contentment. She looked up at Willy's mature face: the bald palate, smug smile and symmetric wrinkle lines that gave him the doting grandfather resemblance. Willy was aged in years but not in vigor. His distinguished looks belied the robust loads of sperm he shot into her mouth or womb every time they copulated.
Willy's finger still filled her cunt. She felt it wiggle. Willy's smile cocked mischievously. He knew she was ready and they had time to crank out one more for her. Willy achieved another manual wind up and again Misty rode out her wild gyrations safe in Willy's arms. Her loud ecstatic howl resonated inside the compartment as they rode through the gates of the Total Woman Academy.
--------------------------------------------
The chauffeur opened the rear door for Willy. A flirty sundress clad Brooke was waiting with a helping hand as he uncurled from the leather backseat. Brooke spied the attractive girl lolling inside: languid, splay-legged, tousled hair and sporting a telltale blush. Brooke recognized her look of exhausted satisfaction. Over her junior and senior semesters, several coach tutors had manhandled Brooke into a similar series of satisfying stupors.
Willy heaved himself out but poked his grinning head back inside the car for parting instructions to his travel-mate.
"Thank you for coming, Misty. I hope you enjoyed the ride. Pick me up in three days and I will accompany you to the airport for our final farewell. I want one last crack at the tempest of life and love you intend to shower on that lust-besotted rookie tycoon in China." Misty's head nodded its reverent concurrence. Willy stepped back.
Turning towards his hostess, Willy's arm was encircled by Brooke's boob-filled hug. She planted a welcoming kiss on his cheek and wriggled her body against his in 'hello'. Willy beamed brighter as Brooke guided him towards the front entrance. She was pulling him away from past and future concerns and towards his current affairs. Willy could see that Brooke exhibited the instincts of an effective Executive Assistant and he made a mental note to follow up. Then his contemplations turned towards the hallowed halls before him.
Lacking children of his own, Willy was still fascinated when his pledge contributor peers related ribald tales of licentious sex with their daughters' friends and classmates at the Academy. They participated in the random pairing rosters with the full knowledge that, at times, their unintended sex-mates were their actual daughters and even granddaughters. The gentlemen were much too much of a gentleman to deny the hand of fate.
Brooke's breasts squishing his arm reminded him of her Breast Cancer Awareness contributions. Willy had begun that rowdy fundraiser by placing the initial high bid which preceded his semi-public disrobing of Brooke. He looked forward to similar playful activity over the next days with Brooke's friends and school chums. Alas, the interviews would not include a return excursion into Brooke's ultimate intimacies.
Brooke entered the pool deck with her weekend trustee in hand. Small groups of topless students clustered around the few guest coach tutors attending Free Will Weekend. Brooke steered Willy to the only man-free trio. The waiting ladies courteously rose for a formal greeting and introduction.
"Ladies... this is Willy. Willy, this is Michaela... Moori... Maureen."
Willy took his time greeting each in turn. Michaela, the long wavy haired brunette, was the tallest; her lithe figure was well displayed in only a thong bikini bottom. She giggled as Willy extended his hand; pulling and planting it on her butt cheek instead. She moved close and buzzed his cheeks with bijou kisses. She lingered on the second side kiss, whispering.
"I am very pleased to meet you, sir. I look forward to my interview and hope you like my responses."
Michaela giggled again as she pulled back into an attentive stance.
Moori stepped to the front. This time, Willy left his hands at his sides. Moori was Afro-American with dark brown tones and shoulder sweeping jerry curls. Willy mentally pronounced her 'full-bodied'. That did not mean stout; it meant athletic. Every curve and hillock on her statuesque figure was refined with smooth gleaming skin stretched over toned cheekbones, abs, thighs and biceps. Willy stared at her full breasts. There were grand round orbs and capped with large bumpy nipples. Moori noted his point of focus; it was the same with all the men who had seen her boobs naked. She took his hands and cupped them under her tits.
"It's okay to touch, squeeze and play as much as you want. I'm used to it; actually I like it very much. We are going to play lots of sexy games and have enormous fun."
Willy gave each fun-bag a quick cuddle. There would be plenty of time later for comprehensive exploration and detailing. It would be unseemly to proceed so far into the interview while others were waiting.
Finally, there was Maureen. She was a rose tinted masterpiece of shoulder length waves of red hair, bright red lips, big brown eyes and endearing freckles. The spotty tinctures varied in color and quantity from nose to toes. Her man-trapping facets: face, ass and tits were paler and headlined the remaining arrangement. Her mouthwatering perfect breasts confirmed her nubile wholesomeness.
Willy held out both hands and clasped Maureen's in a platonic greeting. It didn't last. She shuffled their bodies together and tilted her head, tickling his nose with her wavy red locks. She kissed his exposed neck beneath his ear and Willy felt a tingle in his penile tip.
'Damn', Willy thought, 'she is really good at this and we have only just met.'
Maureen pulled back enough to express her verbal greeting and confirmed in Willy's dazzled eyes that her first move at been fruitful. Brooke interrupted the eye-locked rapture.
"Okay, girls, that's enough for an introduction; now let's get down to business. Loser of the first round of rock-paper-scissors gets last interview. Second round determines first and second. Ready, go..."
Michaela and Moori threw 'paper'; Maureen threw 'rock'. She stepped aside, accepting her fate to become Willy's last interview of the weekend.
Michaela and Moori both threw 'scissors' next, then they both threw 'rock'. On the third try, Michaela let out a whoop as her 'scissors' finally cut the tie past Moori's 'paper'. Michaela snatched at Willy's hand, intending to tow him immediately to the waiting suite and begin the interview process forthwith. Brooke had to restrain her enthusiasm.
"Michaela, calm down, sweetie... go on ahead and prepare yourself and the interview suite. I will bring Willy by directly after we three arrange the follow-up schedule."
Michaela stood undecided, processing Brooke's instructions. The laughing Brooke flapped the back of her hand in dismissal.
"Shoo, you little sex-bomb, Willy will be there soon enough. Go get ready."
Michaela perked up and bounced off towards the main building and the interview suite. Brooke got the rest seated for a strategy session.
"Willy, you asked for full day interviews. Do you want the whole 24 hours and plunge right into the next interview? Or fewer hours and some rest and recuperation time in between?"
Willy chose 24-hour sessions with the stipulation that the girls would facilitate his refractions as needed before, during and after interview phases.
"Do you want us to rotate into the same interview suite or prepare separate rooms for the second and third interviews?"
"Different rooms, please. But I want Brooke to be my escort between the sessions."
Brooke agreed. There was a discussion of room service menus and tidying up activities before Brooke adjourned the semi-formal meeting and stood. Willy took her hand and she led him towards the waiting Michaela and his first interview.
------------------------------------------
Brooke escorted Willy into his first interview. The room was a standard guest suite. Some of the smaller furniture had been rearranged aside to make room for the baby grand piano set in the center. The large bed and recliner were the only other fixtures that dominated the space. Wall mirrors magnified the light; their reflections giving the room a larger feel.
Willy was still dressed in street clothes. Brooke leisurely disrobed him, substituting a silk-lined loose robe with waist tie. Willy impeded the change-of-clothes process as his hands actively sought out her boobs. He poked into the loose arm openings of her sundress to fluff her tits. He fiddled with the front buttons, trying to reveal more cleavage and an errant nipple, if chance was with him. Brooke took it all in stride. In good humor, she finally unfastened her top and let it hang inverted from her belt. Willy reprised his role at the soiree and lovingly played with her tits as Brooke continued his change of wardrobe.
Brooke playfully pushed Willy back into the recliner. She replaced her top and noted Willy's mischievous pout of disappointment.
"There, there, old man... Michaela will be along shortly to give you her own show." Brooke leaned in one more time and gave Willy a deep affectionate kiss before taking her leave. Willy waited in comfort for Michaela. He didn't have to wait long.
The door opened and Michaela entered Willy's interview space. Her appearance was magnificent. She was dressed in concert soloist splendor, the blue taffeta gown perfect for any concert hall. Below the waist, the floor-length gown was a sophisticated canopy of billowing fabric. Above the waist, her body shone with beauty. The gown was backless with dual strategic front drapes from the neck clasp to the waist band. When she walked, the translucent fabric loosely covered her breasts, flapping gently against the firm nubile cones peaked with darker pointier pips. Willy sat up taller in the lounger.
She acknowledged Willy's presence with a furtive smile that radiated through her distinct stage makeup. Her plush lips were fire engine red. The eye makeup was dark and elongated, mimicking a raccoon mask. Her brown hair was pulled into a severely tight top bun, completely baring her neck and temple. Thin silver hoops traversed the distance below her earlobes, tapping her collar bone in stride. A black velvet chocker banded her throat.
At the piano, she seated herself with care, guarding the splay of her billowing skirt. Adjusting her position to the foot pedals and keyboard, she perched her fingers at the ivory tableau before giving Willy an even brighter inquisitive smile. He nodded for her to proceed.
Michaela played. First was a light tune, a gaily fingered air conjuring up thoughts of budding spring flowers with flittering butterflies. One could imagine toddler children dashing among the new verdant life on a quest of discover in the world of their own backyards. Michaela finished with a flourish of sharp notes high on the keyboard.
The next piece was complicated. It combined light notes with mid-range chords. The song was like the changing summer weather with sunny tunes and intermittent stormy overtones. It was a sequence of glee and glum repeated over and over again.
Michaela followed that with a sobering melody. It began with a lively tempo, suggesting the hurried pace of a seasonal harvest, quick stepping first through high notes before gradually descending the scale. The midrange keys were a slower beat echoing shorter days and tiresome labors. The final chords were basal, descending to a faded energy.
Michaela paused to observe Willy's reaction to her piano recital. Willy was staring hungrily at her. He was sitting still but obviously aroused. Despite his calm exterior, his juices were bubbling inside. Willy's cock was tumescent and lolled through the gap between flaps of his lounge garment. He was stiff but not fully rigid.
Michaela had not spoken, flourished her body or touched him physically. Her main communication had been the music. She had used one instrument to manipulate his emotions.
Michaela had lightened his mood with the springy introduction. She had simmered his curiosity with the cyclical summery piece. He had fallen into a fever for her during the third sonata. Now she paused and Willy was anxious for her to show him more. Michaela was about to remedy that situation.
Willy expected her to doff the top covering her tits before her concluding piano presentation. She did not. She leaned left on the keyboard and began playing a dirge-like sorrowful song, resonant of winter's gloomy grip. The chords were heavy. Willy felt his blood in his cock vein beating to the tempo of the slow thick notes. The weighty knob rose off his leg and was presently a vertical pillar of thick flesh. Willy gripped the chair arms, fearing that touching his erection would set off his ejaculation. He knew there was more to Michaela's plan and he wanted to see her run its course. Michaela wound the song down to its dead conclusion and rested her hands in her lap. A cleansing breath preceded her next move.



Michaela slinked off the piano bench and posed on all fours facing Willy. She crawled step by step towards his chair. The distance was short but she moved slowly. Willy spread his knees in welcome, still not daring to let go of the chair arms. She stopped and kneeled up directly between his thighs.
Michaela's masterful fingers grazed his prick. She was careful to touch only with her finger pads. She pressed and tapped in finger groups of one and many, as if touching a keyboard or fingering a flute. No strokes or caresses, no palms or grasps, just touches, everywhere.
Willy watched the woman's fingers work his penis. Michaela's nipples hinted beneath her still in-place translucent covers. Her lips were still and her eyes watched her fingers work their magic. Willy's breathing had been deep when she started and was almost raspy now as he approached his high. When his grunts and butt rose to their high point, she stared into Willy's eyes, anticipating his virile torrent.
She held him like an oboe, all ten digits cradling the fleshy tube. His initial volleys furrowed across her closed lips, her eyelids and cheeks. The last bulky drops splatted against her cleavage and sprayed onto the glamorous outfit. She remained in place as he shrank, letting him survey his cum arrayed across her face and chest. Willy's cleansing breath signaled the end of this phase of the interview.
Michaela preened. She returned from the bathroom still clothed. Willy attended her, removing the gown, still noticeably splattered with his inaugural cum of the day. He hung it respectfully. They retired for some needed bed rest.
After a nap and a wakeup missionary romp, they spooned naked in a sitting pose; Willy's back to the headboard braced on pillows, Michaela leaning back on his chest. She was extolling him on her love of sensual art: passionate music, ribald shows and risqué self-portraits. Her business investment idea incorporated stage performance acts. She proposed a franchise of private participatory theatres worldwide directed toward exclusive wealthy clientele like the pledge contributors of TWA.
Michaela used her e-Tablet to present Willy with her Value Proposition for the venture. Her Performa Income Statement showed attractive profits. For her Marketing portion she became her own erotic spokes-model and had prepared appropriate illustrations of the stage acts she recommended. She scrolled through her portfolio of salacious selfies on the digital screen. The portfolio ranged from graceful glamour to edgy pornography. Whenever a particular scene caught Willy's fancy, he nuzzled her neck while emitting a subdued growl of lust, much like her target theatre audience might. She always giggled as she copied his preference to a montage album for him to keep and remember her by.
Willy would view the keepsake collection later. At the moment he was forming his personal carnal memoirs of her delightful body. His cock was ensconced between her soft warm ass cheeks and his hands lazily fondled her boobs and inner thighs. The focal points of nipples and clitoris were not ignored. Soon, Michaela sensed his cock pressing between her ass cheeks. Laying the e-Tablet aside, she wiggled up and straddled his groin. She used her fingers to press his erection into the folds of her vulva lips. Her index and long finger tips stirred against his urethra slit and the spot beneath his corona. Her cunt flesh sensuous jogged along his shaft. Michaela used her groin and hand to massaging the rod. This was a new experience for Willy.
Michaela felt Willy's prick intensify, mimicking prior lovers' responses to her featured feat; her warm vaginal lips and fingers wetly snuggled her man. Without halting her hip strokes, she twisted her free arm back, circled his neck and whispered into Willy's ear to close his eyes. She captured his lips in a deep kiss, holding the suction, trapping his breath. Willy's mind flicked through the erotic photos that Michaela had just montaged. He pictured himself participating in her projected carnal compendium while in reality, he was swaddled between Michaela's warm body and the puffy pillows, their lips pressed in passion, his cock carefully stroked. Willy's ardor rose; he abandoned the controlled caresses on Michaela's body and hugged her tight, crushing her tits in tight handful grips. At the peak, Willy's orgasm washed across his body as he discharged into her cupped palm between their legs. Michaela suckled his face and cradled his cock, letting him descend slowly back to the material world. She would tend to her handful of ejaculate later, saving the satin sheets from stains..
Willy fucked her several more times that night: cowgirl, side saddle and spoon. He used her mouth for kissing only. Should Michaela win the internship, they would consecrate her achievement in traditional style. Michaela would swallow Willy's shaft and cum during her welcome-aboard deep-throat.
Brooke appeared late morning after they had thoroughly enjoyed each other and a room service brunch. Michaela presented Willy with the gift-wrapped cum-stained gown and his favorites in a photo collection as souvenirs of their meeting before taking her leave with a rousing deep farewell kiss.
----------------------------------------------
Ms. Smith had executed the TWA Board of Directors orders and introduced quarterly Freewill Weekends at the senior facility. Conforming to the intent of freewill engagements, the seniors were allowed to opt-out if they so desired. None did. It was always a full class roster.
Upon rendering an application fee, pledge contributors were confirmed as appropriate guests by TWA Security and allowed to bid on weekend slots. The available male slots were limited to half the number of female student attendees. The highest bidders were granted access to the facility Friday night, all day Saturday and up to noon on Sunday. They were allowed unlimited mutual consenting hook ups with participating female students throughout the weekend. They were expected to make the rounds, limiting their time with any one female and offer their expertise broadly to the student bodies.
A Friday night formal soiree started it off. The great room was alive with conversation and flirting between the formally dressed men and elegantly dressed girls. As the night wore on, the crowd diminished as seductive pairs left for rendezvous in the guest suites. Not all of the women could be accommodated by the guests at once and the remaining students vowed to even things up over the coming days.
On Saturday morning, guests and students drifted from their suites onto the pool deck. The students wore as little as possible, often nothing, trying to capture the next male's attention and a sought after liaison. The guest pledge contributors tried to disguise their curiosity but the displays were too much to ignore.
Steven walked along the pool deck surveying the smorgasbord of flesh. He stopped close to a lounge chair where a senior with eyes closed was listening to class lectures through her earphones. She had avoided a swimsuit's interference to her studious concentration. Steven decided she was going to get sunburned. He stooped to retrieve the lotion bottle and began liberally applying the lotion to the student's peaked and sloped chest. She gave a start from her repose and sat-up.
"What are you doing?!" she demanded.
Steven grinned and held the lotion bottle aloft for her to see.
"I saw you lying here and thought I could help with your sunscreen."
Her face was cross and her tone stern.
"It's Freewill Weekend! You should have asked first! Now, I don't want your help. Please go away and leave me alone."
Stung by her rebuke, Steven drifted away. The student returned to her audio studies.
Ned witnessed the interaction from a distance and thought of calling security but decided that he would investigate the situation first. He walked over and recognized the student; she was No. 7 from his lengthy session with Julie. Ned couldn't forget her tight-butt bikini-model figure delivering room service during the tune-up.
"Are you alright?" he asked.
"Yes, just some jerk that pawed me. I know how to do amazing things for an entitled male. But this weekend, we are equals and I won't be grabbed. He should have asked first."
Ned nodded his head and said "Okay, I'm asking."
Former No 7 raised her head and queried "What are you asking?"
"May I help you liberally apply sunscreen and then lead you to my coach tutor suite? There I will ardently remove the sunscreen before appreciating, as your acceptable mate, the pleasure of those amazing things you boasted of."
"That sounds splendid. And I'm so pleased to meet you again, Ned. My name is Mary. Yes, you can help me with the sunscreen whenever and however you wish."
Mary returned to her prone position, turned on her recordings and listened to her poise refresher lessons. She closed her eyes and hinted a smug smile, prompted by the taped lecture of the amazing things she wanted to do for Ned.
Ned bent to his task. Coating his hands, he applied a layer to her breasts and then left that area. He rubbed and massaged the oils into her neck, limp arms, legs and feet. He burnished her toes and rose again up her legs, squeezing handfuls of tense skin and muscle until her legs lay loose and dormant on the lounge. Moving higher, Ned cupped his hands around Mary's slick hairless pubis, then palmed large sweeps around her lower abdomen. Ned moved to her chest. He formed both thumbs and index fingers into a circle around the base of her mammary cones. He pulled along her skin until his encircling fingers slipped off the top of her nipples. He alternated with the other breast, back and forth. Mary's head began to bob slightly and a smile curved her lips.
Ned stopped the breast massage and Mary opened her eyes. She carried her palm across her torso, gathering oily wetness and ran her hand up the open pant leg of Ned's shorts. She found the prize and used her thumb and index finger to massage lubricated strokes along the length of his shaft. Ned moaned. It was time to move to stage two of the application and removal routine.
Ned held his hand as invitation for Mary to rise from the lounge. She removed her hand from inside his shorts and clasped his offered hand as she lifted herself to stand next to him. Their slippery fingers intertwined and an aroused Ned led an aroused Mary to his residential coach tutor suite. They practically floated down the pathway and across his boudoir's threshold.
After months of sexual drought, Mary was ready to take a long drink of Ned. She stood where he stopped her mid-room. She was ready, willing and able, covered in an oily sheen, waiting for Ned's cue to their next move. Ned let her wait naked and sheened as he wandered into the bathroom. He started the shower and returned to the main room to retrieve his willing Freewill Weekend mate.
Ned was captivated by Mary. Today would not be coaching tune-up work or evaluation assessment but simple pleasure generated by the sensual friction between two lovers. Ned could relax and enjoy rather than measure and appraise.
Under the pulsating nozzle, Ned wiped his soapy hands all over Mary. She stood moot allowing him another stint of total access, from scalp to soles of feet. For the next hour, the aroused couple aroused each other even more. Ned washed, rinsed and repeated until Mary was clean of oil and glowing with heat. Alternately, she washed Ned's hair with a scalp massage, washed his back then reached around and washed Ned's chest as her wet boobs mashed into his back. She tickled Ned's nipples. She cradled his dick and balls as she washed them thoroughly. She kneeled to cleanse Ned's legs and feet. She turned Ned's by the hips and came face to face with the beautiful object of her desire.
Mary kissed the tip, tongued the slit and drew Ned's length in and out and in and out. Her lips recreated the cock-filled hand rings employed on the pool deck not so long ago. Ned stared at the ceiling and thought of... nothing. No evaluations, no tests, no grades, no reports; just the enjoyment of the sensations Mary was producing on his oral embedded cock. Without warning, Ned took hold of her wet head and stopped her bobbing. He lifted her into a long wet kiss, closed off the shower flow and stepped out into the main bath space. Drawing her out, Ned held and hugged Mary's wet body to his chest as he sustained their lust with another wet kiss.
Walking hand in hand to the bed, Ned picked Mary up and laid her gently on the sheets. She lifted her knees and parted her thighs. Ned cruised her whole body, from foot to head, leaving a trail of kisses in his wake. When Ned finally kneeled his hips between her thighs, Mary reached down and placed him, opening her legs wider in invitation. Ned rapped politely at the gates of joy and she answered his knock. When Mary rolled her hips upward, Ned leaned forward and her pussy lips softly enveloped his tip. Ned pushed and retreated, pushed farther and retreated less until he was balls deep inside her cunt. Long smooth strokes, shorter bursts, long reverberating strokes. Mary wiggled and rotated her hips until Ned's nob had touched every possible point inside her vagina. His weight was compressing her boobs; she was rubbing the back of Ned's head when she felt a familiar tingle run up her spine. Another more insistent tinkle followed. The third once bounced off her brain and smashed back into her groin. Mary cried out in orgasm.
Ned luxuriated in the warm wetness encompassing his meaty rod. Mary's movements had affected every last nerve on his cock. Her cry of ecstasy nearly brought his release but he held back, wanting it harder, stronger and bigger. Ned rested his weight on her body as she swooned down from her mind-numbing peak. She regained her presence in the room. As she breathed easier, Ned began the dance again. Mary clutched him as the heat returned almost at once. She peaked again and Ned stopped again. The last time was slow and gentle and when Mary achieved the summit a third time, Ned plunged over the edge with her, ejaculating his essence.
Ned lay collapsed again in Mary's saddle. She had either fainted or was resting motionless. He pulled back and laid his head sideways on her breasts, using them as a pillow while he recovered his senses. He could feel or hear her heartbeat. He closed his eyes and his mind drifted away to a sleepy place.
-------------------------------------------
A quiet nearby rhythm beat the background ambiance as they slumbered. In the suite next door, Steven watched Mimi's generous boobs gyrate in time with her bouncing butt. His stiffness was vertical within her upright vagina.
After Mary had called him out on his brazen behavior, Steven had gone to the other side of the deck and sat at a pool side umbrella table. He had tried to follow the rules but apparently, even with the 2:1 ratio in his favor, there were unspoken limits to be placed on his presumptuousness.
Meanwhile, from across the water, a young woman watched the solo Steven slump into his forlorn seat. She was surprised to see such a fine looking gentleman sitting alone. Indeed, such a find was fortuitous for her poise edification. The resident coach tutors gave her suitable consideration and she had learned well how to use her vivid charms to spawn their manly growls, howls and copious ejaculations. But the Freewill Weekend offered extra-curricular hook ups and the odds were 2:1 against her for reaping the growth possibilities. To her disappointment and frustration, she had struck out the night before. She was determined to get her fair share of the action. She slunk into the pool quietly and paddled stealthily beneath the surface to his side of the pool.
Steven's ruminations were abruptly interrupted when a blond head burst above the waves next to his poolside table.
"Hello, sir. My name's Mimi. Want some company?" she asked.
Steven's cautions went up. 'Watch your manners this time' he thought.
"Yes, young lady, that would be nice."
His new acquaintance gaily popped up on the deck wearing only her skimpy bikini bottoms and took the chaise across from him. Wanting to be a gentleman, Steven found a ready beach towel and offered it to her. She accepted it with style and fluffed her drenched hair, shrewdly shaking her body with vigor. Steven was dazzled by the large quaking mounds on her chest; the errant pool water made silvery rivulets are they drained off her shoulder length matted tresses and down her body. Her hips and tummy were full but firm. His groin stiffened as he started a polite conversation.
He inquired about her studies, her interests and general current events. Mimi was very intelligent, obviously beautiful and poised enough to have advanced to senior level at the Total Woman Academy. Hoping against hope, he broached the subject of her joining him in his guest suite for further discourse. Without hesitation, Mimi stood, signaling her acceptance. She took Steven's hand and gazed up at his face waiting his direction. Steven set off and led the way; Mimi skipping perkily behind.
In the room, Mary simply removed her bikini bottom, undressed Steven and politely invited him to lie on the bed. After asking for and gaining his permission, she employed her cleavage, hands and mouth to get him fully ready. Seeing her stud raring at the gate, Mimi slid beside him and spread her thighs, summoning him to her waiting pussy. Steven graciously complied with her unspoken appeal. After much pleasant thrusting, Mimi locked his hips against hers and the conjoined couple rolled over to saddle Mimi upright on her stallion. She galloped in true cowgirl spirit, racing Steven through the sexual steeples and vaulting him over the erotic hurdles before they triumphantly crossed the finish line. She collapsed forward contented; he hugged her instinctively, mentally cantering in his post-orgasmic trance.
Steven came out of the daze with Mimi's soft chest pressed into his, her soft breathing swelling and decreasing her lush body that he clutched in his arms. His manly white nectar trickled from Mimi, dribbled over his scrotum and wetted the sheets. No bother; he expected to make more stains. Mimi was his play toy to fool around with for the rest of the morning.
Steven reflected on his recent lesson. He had learned the rewards for being a perfect gentleman while visiting the Total Woman Academy Freewill Weekend.
------------------------------------------
Brooke delighted Willy with idle banter as she escorted him across the campus to his second interview. Moori waited in the appointed suite. There was the expected bed but also several small game tables scattered about the room. Moori wore an ensemble of blouse, skirt, hose and heels. The white blouse covered a bright red bra that supported her generous boobs alluringly and the V- neck exposed ample cleavage that caught Willy's eye. Brooke pecked his cheek goodbye and left him to his task.
Willy was a bit disappointed that Moori was fully clothed. He had forgone playing freely with her fun-bags at their poolside introduction. He intended to catch-up on lost opportunities. He was impatient to dig inside her outfit and find his mammary toys. Willy strode the room quickly but Moori checked his advance by ushering him to a seat at one of the game tables. "Let's have some fun," she said.
She shuffled a deck of cards and they played 7-card stud strip poker. Either Moori was a terrible player or a gifted card shark. Willy won three out of every four hands. With each loss, Moori slinked out of another piece of fashion. On her occasional wins, she helped Willy divest a garment. The game ended with the gamblers seated naked across the table from each other.
Willy watched Moori's boobs jostle as she rose and led him to another table. The chess set was black and white, matching their inverse skin shades. The game was intense but, in the end, the black king was cornered and conquered. Naked ebony Moori rose from her chair and straddled Willy's lap. She pressed her forehead to his and looked deep in his eyes.



"So what happens to the captured queen when her king is defeated by checkmate?"
Willy's longed for opportunity had arrived. He cupped and fondled Moori's accessible breasts. The orbs felt good in his hands, warm and pliant. The nipples were already swelling beneath his touch.
"The winning king checks her out and mates her" replied Willy.
"I like that end-game. It sounds like fun."
Moori's breasts were very amenable to tit-play. She smiled, closed her eyes and moaned encouragement. Willy was accommodating to her entreaties. His hands became more active, squeezing harder, pinching and rolling her popped up nubs. Moori's moans deepened. She sensed Willy's standing pole brushing her tummy.
"Is my king ready to celebrate his victory?"
Willy's reply was a harder squeeze on her boobs. Moori rose to make alignment and fell down on his staff of conquest. Willy's arms circled her torso and Moori danced her supplicant's dance. She crushed and rolled her breasts into his chest. Her slick warm vagina rocked and slid on his cock. Moori acknowledged her capitulation through her body in motion. Willy found Moori was really, really good at ceding carnal tribute.
The young woman in Willy's arms smelled fresh, her jerry-curled hair tickled his nose and her sighs tickled his male ego. He was entranced with her beauty, her stamina and her fun-loving demeanor. It all combined to bring Willy to a natural high.
Moori listened for signs of Willy's peak. He seemed happy with her presence and she timed her orgasm to match his, feeling the warm juice jet into her womb as her own contractions helped to milk it out.
-----------------------------
They cuddled naked in bed, sitting against the headboard. Moori relaxed in Willy's lap, comfortable in his encircling arms as she described her Investment Value Proposition.
Although she had played table top games with Willy, she was a video gaming freak. She wanted to develop a portfolio of online sexual games and competitions. The home interface kits would include interconnected cock sleeves, vaginal probes and nipple clamps. An array of online erotic games would include scenarios and Avatar roles for scoring rewards, delivering penalties and allowing anonymous subscribers to mutually satisfy each other anywhere globally.
How would she develop the software and equipment?
Moori would recruit suitable programmers with the right skills and equipment and use motion capture technologies to jump start the anima-graphics. As the primary female performer, she would spend a few months with the male programmers recording volatile sex scenes in dozens of scenarios. Avatars could later mimic desired ethnic shades, shapes and languages. Post production editing would generate hundreds of menu selections for custom made sequences.
Through her studies at TWA, Moori was very knowledgeable about male and female erogenous anatomy. She would also recruit equipment engineers to design the body attachments. She intended to be intimately immersed with her engineers in the research and development of the private in-home physical interfaces.
Online subscribers using the custom designed in-home equipment could stimulate themselves or their online partners interactively using almost any fantasy at will.
----------------------------------------
Willy asked Moori about her background. He lazily buffed her nipples with his fingertips and kneaded her fun-bags as he listened to her saga.
Moori had been raised in the South, the oldest daughter of a fire-and-brimstone preacher. Her father was strict with Moori and her sisters. His religion banned dancing, teenaged dating and seemingly any kind of fun. Respect and etiquette were taught with a heavy hand.
Her mother was empathetic but ineffective in harmonizing adolescence curiosity with the stern rules of the household. When a full scholarship to a mysterious boarding academy inexplicably materialized, Moori begged her father for permission to take up the offer. He refused. It was the one time Moori's mother stood her ground against him. Moori's father threatened to disown her; she enrolled in the Total Woman Academy anyway. Her disconsolate but stoic mother maintained furtive contact but basically Moori was abandoned to her fate. And her fate could not have been brighter.
Total Woman Academy became the benevolent home she had been denied. She was fascinated with the concept of 'fun', activities undertaken simply for amusements sake. She adored her new friends and schoolmates. She embraced the new life-style and unique schoolwork. The topless rules of freshman year worked in her favor. She was medium tall and full figured. The other girls cheered her on as the physical regimen transformed her into near perfect hourglass proportions.
Freshmen studied basic poise. Moori mastered the anatomical and tactile fundamentals of human sensuality. A trio of coach tutors collaborated on her lessons. They taught her stimulation of her feminine erogenous zones. She was thereby introduced to an amazing sensation called orgasm. She was an apt student thereafter, curious about all things erotic. Moori used her hands and cleavage to produce their male ejaculations. She experienced the many types of female orgasms at the hands of the coach tutors. They carefully followed the TWA rules for freshmen females: no oral or vaginal penetration. Moori entered her sophomore year technically a virgin.
The senior most of the coach tutors was awarded the honor. On her first encounter of the sophomore semester, the privileged man relieved Moori of her maidenhead. The other coach tutors followed his penetration precedent and, over the scholastic year, Moori absorbed their frequent poise lessons with enthusiasm. Her instructors noted the exceptional sensitivity of her nipples. Moori described for them how the jolts bounced from her tits to her clitoris and back again with increasing intensity. By rough treatment on her tits and nipples, the coach tutors drove her to grander orgasmic crests. Her sexual appetites grew.
It was the junior year's oral practices that really set Moori on fire. She spent uncountable hours with her three exclusive coach tutors swallowing cock and cum until she owned the fellatio arts. By the end of the year, she was fully versed on TWA's basic compendium of manual, vaginal and oral techniques destined to please herself and her man.
Senior year was spent on Moori polishing her poise performances. Early on, the coach tutors schooled her in orgasm control. She learned to expedite, synchronize or delay her own orgasms to meet the penchants of her sex-mate. Early in her tutorials, the trainers openly stated their requests. As her skills grew, Moori learned to study her cock-wielding mate for body signs of his preferences and churned out her orgasms with spot-on timing.
Soon into her senior year, Ms. Smith decided Moori was overdue for some male variety. Her entire masculine experience since puberty had been her three TWA coach tutors.
Ms. Smith arranged some sleep-over playdates with obliging pledge contributors. The powerful men showed Moori their favorite ways in which men and women share pleasure in bed. Wasting time on sleep was not one of them.
Moori was absolutely giddy afterwards as she described to her classmates the different tastes, textures and techniques discovered during her astonishing one-night stands.
Her first outsider had met her in her room. She was dressed for the schoolgirl game: pigtails, midriff tied white blouse, scanty plaid skirt, saddle shoes with lace trimmed stockings. The man snickered evilly; Moori lost her smile. The man advanced; she retreated and darted away when he pounced. They scrambled over the furniture playing catch-me-catch-me. The man grasped her shirt tail and proclaimed his triumph. She yipped her fright and wiggled fiercely. She let the blouse rip off rather than be captured. Her naked boobs bounced freely as the hunter and prey sprang about the room.
The man shed pieces of his clothes as fast as he could between desperate lunges for her fertile flesh. His erection bobbed from his groin, waggling its menace as he sprinted after his prize. Moori's plaid skirt followed the blouse to the floor when he got a firm grasp. She slipped away again, almost nude except for her shoes and socks.
Trapped in a corner, the naked schoolgirl finally felt the man capture her about the waist. He plopped her on the carpet, shoved her knees wide and drove his ready erection deep in her moist core. Moori squirmed and writhed in a pretense of escape, swiping her boobs against his chest and dragging her cunt lips along his cock, adding to her captor's excitement. Her fake protests were belied by her crossed ankles, holding his hips tight and keeping his sperm-teeming erection deeply seated in her womb. It wasn't long before he was cumming like a fire hose and wailing like a fire siren. As they lay recovering their breath from the tremendous climax, Moori snickered and the man joined in the laughter. It had been a really fun game.
Another man had exploited her intense sensitivity to oral stimulation and then ascertained her orgasm control. He expertly swiped his rough tongue on alternate areolae, sending strong tingles to her cunt. She requested permission to cum on the nipple caress which he denied. Moving to her groin, he licked at her clitoris until she thought she would explode from holding back her autonomic response.
"Please...?" she whimpered.
"Wait for me... " he replied.
Moori clenched her eyes, jaw, hands, toes and thighs in her efforts to control the impulses. Her man repositioned his body onto her saddle and poked his cock knob at her vaginal lips. Moori was beside herself with sexual angst.
"Please... now? " she begged.
"Wait for me... " he repeated.
He pressed and pushed the rubbery bulb deeper and deeper until he was fully seated. Moori's blushed boobs burnished his chest and her wet warm membranes buffed his corona. The length and rhythm of his thrusts accelerated with his growing zeal. His pubic bone thumped her enflamed cunt lips with every deep hammer thrust. Moori was going out of her mind.
"Oh, God, sir... please..." she moaned. He relented as he reached his own peak.
"Yes" he growled. "Now!!"
He flooded her womb with his ejaculate. He felt Moori's vagina clamp down harder on his rod as her body went rigid. Moori hugged him so tight during her extended ecstasy that later her arms ached from the over-exertions. When their minds cleared, they shared little fondles to sustain the pleasant afterglow. The man granted her moderate admiration for her budding orgasm control. She would get better with extra practice.
The man allowed Moori some immediate extra practice and they continued throughout that remaining night, breaking off now and then so that Moori could lovingly kiss and suck the root of her pleasure.
Thereafter, Ms. Smith dismissed Moori from the constraints of exclusive coach tutor engagements. Moori became the friskiest belle of the ball at the fall, winter and spring Freewill Weekends, garnering the maximum possible hook ups each time. Twice, she received the weekend's 'most orgasms by a companion' honor. Now nearing graduation, she was competing for Willy's Executive Assistant internship program.
Willy surveyed the soft, luscious beauty settled loosely in his fondling embrace. He asked a very pertinent question: Given her new-found sexual awakening, would she be able to survive the year of one-sided monogamy with him?
Moori paused only a moment before responding: Considering the financial and spiritual wealth to be gained during that year, she could commit to the arrangement. If Willy would take a chance on her, she would take a chance on him. She was assured every fourth day with Willy and, after all, she was the class champion for 'most orgasms by a companion'.
Willy found that last argument very compelling. He nuzzled Moori's cheek and she turned for a kiss. That was the start of night-long intimate games that consumed their remaining time together. Moori backed up her boast of generating the most orgasms in a companion all through that night.
In the morning, Brooke arrived to disentangle the exhausted lovers and prepare Willy for his final interview.
------------------------------------------------
The quarterly Freewill Weekends were an unmitigated success for all concerned. The rumored delights proffered by the girls and the sexual tutelage rendered by the men substantially amplified the bids for the limited number of guest slots available.
Karl was a regular attendee and recognized for his stern and rugged conduct towards his selected hookups. It was a trait that Ms. Smith thought would be useful if applied regularly within the curriculum. She approached Karl with a proposition: would he be interested in donating a few months of his time each year to the Total Woman Academy as a resident coach tutor?
Karl was intrigued. It would require that he undergo a more extensive background check and comprehensive medical exams before the full array of his duties could be delineated. And there was no monetary compensation but Karl was known as a person of independent means. Karl agreed and acquiesced to the examinations.
After months of a thorough battery of exams and checks, Ms. Smith briefed Karl on the Evaluation Assessors training program and his ultimate responsibilities. With that meeting of the minds confirmed and a formal personal services contract executed, Ms. Smith welcomed Karl to immediately begin his month of Evaluation Assessor training.
It started with a week of classroom sessions where Karl learned sexual and sensual anatomy. He learned how the training and testing mechanical devices worked. He was briefed on all safety and security regulations and was cautioned that rule violators suffered severe consequences.
The second week was spent learning the freshman curriculum of exterior sensuality. An expert graduate named Emily spent all week showing Karl practical applications of the freshman courses. She would rub him a certain way and repeat it with a twist until he could perceive the tiniest variation. Sensory points, sensual massage and erotic bathing were the topics practiced each day. Emily's duty hours were 24/7. Long days of hard training were interspersed with long nights of soft relaxation. Emily used her full repertoire to relieve the stress of Karl's mental and physical scholastics. Karl was grateful for her help.
During week two, Angelina took over the training duties. Employing standing, sitting and prone positions, face forward and face reversed, she demonstrated the different sensations of vaginal sex. Each position used clamping, vertical and lateral hip shifts; pelvis rolls combined with strokes long and short, fast and slow until Karl could differentiate a good technique from bad. Angelina soothed his hard worked mind and body every night.
The third week Karl spent with Brooke, an oral expert. She used her sensuous mouth, lips and tongue in every way she knew to demonstrate kissing, caressing and fellatio. Karl quickly became familiar with sensual variances required for his evaluation assessment duties. Brooke took Karl to the outdoor hot tub nightly for seemingly endless fucking in the bubbly water under the starry skies.
Now Karl waited in the coaching suite for his own evaluation assessment to determine if he was mentally organized and nerve system sensitive enough to properly perform his learned evaluation techniques. The door opened and two naked females carrying clipboards entered the coaching suite. From his prone position on a low massage table, Karl tracked the two lovely lasses as they sashayed about the room, verifying that the test paraphernalia was ready for use. One of the naked students gave the introductions as she stood at his side.
"Good morning, Karl. My name Is Flora and this is Fawn. As you can see we are twins. We are highly adept at controlled performances in the full Total Woman curriculum. We will each perform the same test step on you but one will purposefully perform incorrectly. You will tell us which performed correctly, that is, which gave you the better sensuality and pleasure.
"You can see that I have an ankle bracelet on my right leg and Fawn has the same type of bracelet on her left leg. That should help if you need to identify the tester."
Flora leaned over and placed her lips sweetly on Karl. Flora moved aside and Fawn repeated the kiss. Karl got the idea and opined that Fawn's lips sliding sideways along his mouth was better. The twins exclaimed together "Correct!"
They in turn kissed the numerous erogenous areas about his body, as Karl made his choices and the twins quietly recorded his selections on their clipboards. Karl rolled on his stomach and the muscle massage took some time as they alternated, repeating each manipulation as Karl made his decisions and the twins kept records. The face-up deep tissue massage was followed by the sensuous massage stopping short of ejaculation.
The technique test trio retired to the bathroom and the garden tub. It was large enough for Karl to lie in the center with a twin partially submerged on either side. They alternately washed and caressed Karl while he made his selections. Again they stopped short of Karl's seminal emission.
Returning to the massage table, the twins took multiple turns mounting an erect Karl and interchangeably gave him vaginal strokes, clamping, side to side, back and forth and hip rolls. Karl found some techniques hard to distinguish between the testers but made the close calls hoping he was choosing correctly per the twins intentions.
The final activities were oral. Each twin gave Karl a full blowjob and Karl was required to critique the individual parts. One twin performed licking better than sucking; the other stroking better than tonguing and Karl dissected the routines for their individual sub-scores.
The twins huddled apart from Karl, consulted their clipboard notes and discussed conclusions in whispered tones. Karl was throbbing; he didn't know how much longer he could accept their feminine attentions without exploding in a geyser of sperm. He hoped they were preparing his final act and granting him relief. Nodding in agreement with each other, they returned to the naked prone Karl. This time, the other twin, Fawn, spoke for the nubile pair of proctors.
"Well, Karl, congratulations, it looks like you get a passing score."
The examination trio celebrated with high-fives all around before the twins headed for the door. Karl looked down on his rock hard cock which had been stimulated but not satisfied all day. He was nearly in tears as his voice combined frustration with surprise.
"Are you going to leave me like this?"
The grinning twins bade small coy waves as they opened the door and left. Before the door latched, it swung open again and his tutors Emily, Angelina and Brooke strode in. Over the next few hours, they took turns bringing Karl to numerous finales. Eventually Karl's balls were drained and he could only give dry shudders during orgasm. They all moved to the pool-deck hot-tub and splashed, played and exchanged passions until the wee hours of the morning.
As Karl lay exhausted on the deck beside the hot-tub, Emily, then Angelina, then Brooke captured Karl's earlobe in a gentle bite and whispered "Welcome Aboard" before returning to their rooms and leaving Karl on the deck to rest and recuperate.
------------------------------------------
Brooke opened the door and stepped aside in the hallway to usher Willy to his final interview.
The suite was more ballroom than bedroom. There was a large side area with wood parquetted flooring and the adjacent wall was fully mirrored from floor to ceiling, corner to corner. The few fixtures included a parlor sofa and upholstered chairs bracketing a Persian rug littered with large velvet lounge pillows.



Willy's interviewee, Maureen, was seated sidesaddle on one of the pillows. Her umber red hair was done up in a gathered bun with a riot of curls escaping the bundle. She was dressed in a pretty ball gown with the skirt fanned past her bent knees, leaving her calves and heels displayed. She retained her seated position as she invited Willy to the upholstered chair within her arms' reach.
Willy acceded to her request. Maureen leaned over and looked up at Willy from just beyond his knees.
"Good afternoon, sir. May I sing for you?"
"Yes, please" said her one-gentleman-audience. Soft background music filtered through the air. Maureen's sweet voice swelled into a low slow harmony. Willy was lolled by its timbre and grace. He relaxed back and peacefully surveyed the beauty at his feet.
Maureen was dressed in a modest gown; her face and unassertive cleavage were frosted with light freckles. The gown was sleeveless and her lithe arms shared the freckled tinctures. She had throttled back the bright makeup that Willy had seen poolside. Her brown eyes held his serene gaze. His tranquil mind absorbed her sweet voice. Her song ended with her hand brushing his inner thigh.
"Did you like that, Willy?"
"Very much" he sighed. Maureen shuffled closer. Would he like another? Absolutely, he responded.
Her next song was a bit livelier. And the next one after that was a cover of a rock-and-roll love ballad without the heavy bass tones. Willy was tapping his foot in time with her rendition.
"Let's dance" she suggested. Willy stood and helped her up. In her heels, she matched his height. She offered her raised arms and they took a ballroom pose on the dance floor. A graceful waltz started it off, followed by a rumba and a merengue. Maureen proved to be a virtuoso at dancing, just as she was at singing. She followed Willy's lead, covered for his missteps and made him feel more accomplished than he really was.
Maureen paced them down into an amateur 1-2-3 step. As they held close, she nibbled Willy's earlobe, sending electric tingles to his cock tip. Willy pulled her hair clips and buried his face in the perfumed tresses shrouding her neck. He felt her body warmth all along his front. They broke off the standing foreplay and tumbled gently into the welcoming floor pillows.
The kissed and cuddled. They found convenient zippers: Maureen's dress and Willy's fly. Maureen drew off Willy's shirt and her exposed breasts pressed his exposed chest. The dress hem rose and the lovers shifted their way into interwoven coitus. The kissing never really stopped but resumed its former fervor now that the genital coupling was underway. Willy deeply probed both wet orifices. Maureen received his tongue and cock blissfully. Willy erupted inside her and Maureen cuddled him through the afterglow.
The paramours stayed locked together but shuffled into a pillow buoyed sidesaddle. Willy flicked at Maureen's perky nubs; she fingered the back of his neck, his ears and answered his queries in a singsong whisper.
She loved music and dance. She had sung in church chorales and little stage events like state fairs and high school recitals. Covert beauty procurers had persuaded her to take a full scholarship at Total Woman Academy. She had embraced dancercise as her freshman physical regimen and that became her second love. The coach trainers drilled her in the standard carnal curriculum but encouraged her to incorporate song and dance into her foreplay designs. She used flow and tone to foment the male's lusty appetites before he feasted on her carnal charms. She had become a prodigy of the arousal arts. Willy was quick to concur. Before she could move to the topic, Willy told her about his investment value proposition that he wanted her to consider undertaking.
"My dear, would you be interested in pursuing music copyrights as an intellectual property portfolio? There are some very wealthy investors in music copyrights. They accumulate them slowly from bankrupt or deceased artists, their heirs or estate sales. The music user pays a copyright royalty every time a song is used in a commercial advertisement or sporting event. It would be very lucrative to get advice from someone with your talents for deciphering valuable music from the gibberish."
Maureen liked the idea. Willy pinched her nipples in joy and asked for more examples of her oral endowments.
Maureen softly recited a love poem. It was really just lyrics from a classic hard rock anthem where the words were normally unintelligible when drowned by the discordant instrument noise. Then she started a low Irish lullaby. Willy's heart and soul melted into the pillows. He hugged her torso and rested his head against her soft breasts. It was the same tune Willy's mother had sung to him as a boy whenever he was sad, sick or bruised by petty troubles. He closed his eyes and felt the reverberations in her chest as she sang. Tears formed in his eyes; it was so peaceful and serene.
The song ended. He requested another, and then another until he drifted off to sleep holding her lovely bare breasts to his cheek. In the night, he awoke groggy to a wet slurping noise and sensation that indicated Maureen was suckling his cock. He felt exhausted from his physical and emotional exertions throughout the three days of interviews. But he let her play, admiring another of her oral talents. He rewarded her efforts with cum and fell back to sleep.
Willy awoke to a faint lit room and reached for the softness of Maureen. He found only empty pillows in his grasp. He was being shaken gently by Brooke who had come to gather him for his meeting with Ms. Smith and his exit from the interview weekend. Willy let Brooke handle the departure procedures. She joined him in the bubble bath, at last letting him get reacquainted formally with her slippery boobs. Her expert hand-job ended the playtime. She dried and dressed him for his journey home.
------------------------------------
Willy loitered in the lobby, perusing the student award plaques and portraits of past housemothers. He let his chauffer wait outside while he concluded his business with Ms. Smith and the Total Woman Academy. Ms. Smith drew silently to his side and Willy sensed rather than saw or heard her presence. Without breaking his gaze, he spoke aside to her.
"Good morning, Ms. Smith. Thank you for hosting another lovely interview weekend. It has been both wonderful and challenging. All of the candidates proved worthy of TWA's well-earned reputation. I have come to a most difficult decision.
"Michaela would be an excellent choice. Her trim body would be a delightful addition to my special office staff. And her investment proposal seemed very promising.
"Moori was cuddly to hold, a talented sex-mate and her joy of life with its ecstatic moments very memorable. Even now, I can't stop thinking about the fun and profits we might share.
"Ah, but, Maureen... That is another story and I want that story to continue. I want to offer her this quarter's Executive Assistant Graduate Intern position. How soon would she be available to start her duties?"
Ms. Smith lauded her concurrence to his selection.
"I think you have made an excellent choice, Willy. I will inform her of your selection. Maureen has finished all of her final exams and is ready to leave us. I only ask that you allow her to return for the formal graduation ceremonies with the rest of her class. Otherwise, she can start immediately if you wish."
"Yes, please... right away will be very good. Her predecessor in the position is leaving today. Please send Maureen to my office tomorrow morning for her induction ritual. Formal office attire is required which include the usual access simplicities and lingerie omissions."
Ms. Smith promised to see to everything. With business concluded, Wily walked away to his limousine.
The chauffer held the rear door as Willy carefully ducked inside. Misty was within, dressed for her upcoming long flights to China and her anticipated reunion with her factory manager paramour. She wore her chic powder blue travel suit with a silky high collar white top. The overlying blazer had one button. The matching pencil skirt was very short, barely long enough to fit below her seated snug ass. She wore no hose over her plush toned legs; her feet were adorned with sensible strappy red heels. Her long black hair hung clean and neat; the bangs were exactly eyebrow length, freshly trimmed. Muted eye shadow and light red lipstick highlighted her face with its prominent cheekbones and elongated eyes.
Willy saw that Misty's expression was solemn. She had greatly enjoyed her year of service as his Executive Assistant Graduate Intern and was sad to see it end. Willy was also a little melancholy about her leaving but knew Misty's emerging future would unfold happily with her promising new love interest. Willy would benefit from their combined energies sustaining a profitable investment.
For Willy, it was part of his chosen life-style. The finest women imaginable cycled smoothly through his hands and his bed, an extraordinary arrangement that he fought to keep at emotional arm's distance. So it was that during Misty's limousine shuttle to the airport, he would take his final goodbye and good luck suck-and-fuck from this woman with the talented tongue and snug little cunt. 'Let the farewells begin' he thought.
With a sneer grin, he wrapped his hand behind her neck and drew her face to his crotch. Her hands worked quickly to unzip and free his cock. Her lips opened and she tasted the real Willy one last time. Willy let her slurp his erection as he watched her head bob and her uncovered thighs gyrate in time on the leather seat beside him. He would soon thrust his stimulated cock into her tight pussy nestled between those talented legs. He intended to honor her womb with his personal award of a parting gift.
As he lay back, his eyes closed. Delighting in Misty's divine duties, his mind wandered to a nigh future scene. Therein, Maureen was being inaugurated into his internship program, her red-haired head bobbing dream-like in his lap in lieu of the black-haired one at present. His erection got extra hard at that thought. It was time to reposition Misty for seated penetration and close out this chapter before turning the page.
He pulled Misty's head up by the hair. She rose and wiped back the strands cascading her face. She scrambled aboard his lap, pulling her tight hemmed skirt high enough to clear her crotch as she eased aside her panties. His cock plunged deep in her cunt.
Soon enough, Willy jetted into Misty his very personal adieu. She preened Willy before kissing him fondly one last time. He dropped her at the airport and then headed homeward to prepare a proper reception for Maureen, Misty's successor as his Executive Assistant Graduate Intern.
The Wheel of Life continued to turn for this Special Pledge Contributor of the Total Woman Academy.
----------------------------------



        Mutual Benefits

        Scholarship Intern Program.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/mutual-benefits

Title: Mutual Benefits

Author: bhuff

Category: Novels and Novellas

Description: Scholarship Intern Program.

Tags: deepthroat, bisexual, intern, coed, cunnilingus, fellatio, dungeon, nurse, beauty contest, orgy




Introducing the Cast
Ben - Patron Sponsor
Marta - Scholarship Intern, Sweden
Tatiana - Scholarship Intern, Columbia
Shannon - Scholarship Intern, Ireland
Violet - Scholarship Intern, Hong Kong
Olga - Scholarship Intern, Poland
Doctor Tom - Medical Director
Lady Heather - Program Director
*****
Chapter 01 Scholarship Students
*** Insatiable Violet
Ben held firmly to the girl's rigid body as her orgasmic screams rang in his ear. Her clutch on his neck was tight, almost painful. Ben barely noticed. He was more aware of her warm, wet cunt squirming on his embedded cock. Her sweet vaginal membranes writhed on his hyper - sensitive manhood and it felt wonderful. The freshman scholarship intern made him feel good, as she should, in keeping with their mutually beneficial arrangement.
The old man and young woman had been petting and simmering for nearly an hour in his luxurious king sized suite. Mouths, hands, cock and cunt conspired in passionate caresses. And, during the past few minutes, the excited petite Oriental wriggled like an eel in his arms, tricky for Ben to keep her pussy pinioned on his phallus. Her sweaty body slipped wildly and he was forced to hold her more firmly than ever before. Her excited nipples raked his chest, flicking occasionally against Ben's likewise sensitive nipples.
As Violet's spirits and gyrations sailed higher, she clung harder to her mating man's neck. She worked herself almost out of control. She desperately wanted to wring the last ounce of pleasure from the formidable pound of flesh stretching her cunt. She ran out of time as her orgasm ended her efforts and her body popped rigid.
As the orgasm shot from her groin to her head, she screamed and clutched Ben's neck even harder. It didn't matter if the others heard her. She screamed with joy at the familiar rapture and felt every throbbing twitch in her cunt.
As the long spasm ebbed, her mind returned from the sensual abyss. Between deepening breathes, she fondly kissed the neck she had just nearly crushed. The man she encased with arms and womb nuzzled her ear and cheek. When entwined as now, side - saddle, it was her favored way of receiving her mate's acknowledgement of her sexual prowess. She responded in kind.
When Ben bumped her pubic mound with his, she murmured her readiness for more. He took control and set a pace of his choosing inside her. He started slow and built the sweet momentum. Ben used her heavenly cavern to burnish every sensitive spot on his penile nerves. The long strokes picked up speed and shortened their length as he panted quicker in time with the building rhythm. He reach his crescendo. Now it was his turn for fulfillment. His body went rigid as he called out her name.
Ben was swathed in her arms and vagina as he shuddered through the pleasure. Violet's cunt entombed his throbbing cock as Ben's manly essence filled her deepest cavity. The man nectar ended its exodus and the sex - mates mourned their retreating genital spasms. She patted his back with affection as they eased into a relaxed embrace. She search his eyes for more validation of her sexual abilities.
Ben mirrored her emotions, staring into her dark eyes for signs of her desire for him. He mindlessly reminisced about the first time Violet had shared his bed almost a year ago. She was timid then, unaccustomed to his ways. Now she was shameless with lust and he enjoyed their every time together.
Satisfied for now and needing rest, Ben rolled away when his deflating erection retreated from the young woman's body. In his twilight snooze, he was remotely aware of Violet's gentle labors at cleaning his groin with warm moist towels. Ben cherished Violet's zeal for performing the essential mutually beneficial duties of a scholarship intern.
*** Promotions and Successors
Later that evening, Violet wandered into the great room where her classmates and housemates were gathered. The end of the school year was approaching. Marta, the senior, would soon graduate and leave the house. In the coming year, Tatiana, the current junior, would assume her position as senior classmate and roster keeper. The senior was responsible for divvying out the household chores and scheduling Ben's nightly intern companion.
Tonight, Marta would perform her last official duty. The underclass interns must select the next freshman intern to round out the roster to four. They must choose one of the candidates short listed by the Scholarship Intern Program Committee. The vote must be unanimous amongst the three underclass interns who would have to live with the newbie for the coming years.
Marta had been Ben's first scholarship intern and in subsequent years, helped him select Tatiana, Shannon and Violet. She could not, in good conscious, cast a vote for the next scholarship intern. She would be leaving upon graduation and would not have to live with her decision. Tonight, she was just the moderator of the voting.
The first candidate was a young lady from India who had good grades, good English and aspirations for a medical degree. Her glamour photos showed bronze complexion, bright smile, dark eye makeup and good taste in fashion. Her traditional dress photos were a colorful mélange of saris. One staged shot was a nip - slit through the silky robe folds. In her Western outfits, she wore a tailored wool business suit and a mid - thigh sleeveless black cocktail dress, both cut to give an eye - catching buxom display.
Her full body nude portfolio displayed a tall figure with dark hair, dark bush, firm ass and medium breasts. Her nipples were burnt - umber and smooth. Her data sheet listed all of her intimate body measurements and statistics. She claimed to be sexually experienced, tantric and multi - orgasmic.
The second candidate was from Thailand. She was shorter and more round. The traditional costume was outlandish in decoration. Her heavily made - up eyes peeked from the mask - like headdress. She had good grades, low English language aptitude and wanted to be an engineer.
Every nude photo was on all fours, facing the camera and sideways, emphasizing her heavy full breasts and bulbous butt. Her almond eyes peeking seductively beneath her straight hair bangs. She confessed to being inexperienced with men but eager to learn.
The last candidate hailed from Poland. She was a blue eyed platinum blond with rosy cheeks and a bright smile. She wanted to study marketing. The traditional costume was the cliché embroidered white blouse and lederhosen. In the Western shots, she wore a stretchy tee and spandex booty shorts. She flirted pokies beneath the translucent white tee. Her long trim legs always ended with fashionable strappy heels.
Her obligatory nude shots implied shyness towards exposure. She crossed her legs and hugged herself, covering one nipple with her hand. She was stoic in one particular photo, spreading her legs for the camera while seated on the floor, wearing red heels and leaning back on her hands. Her bush was trimmed but not shaved. She didn't smile and looked away from the cameraman. She had great tits.
Despite witty arguments and good natured negotiations, the underclass interns were deadlocked 2 - 1 on every candidate. There was not going to be a unanimous consensus on any one girl. Marta declared an impasse and reluctantly sent Violet to get Ben for his tie breaking decision.
Ben arrived with droopy eyes; stretched and yawned. Marta briefed him on the candidates and the negotiations. He flipped disinterested through the clothed pictures, scanned the data sheets but inspected closely the nude photos and asked some questions. Which one claimed to be multi - orgasmic? Who was the virgin? Why was the naked blonde shying from the camera?
Marta answered as best she could. Ben went through the naked photos a last time. He spent some time considering the blonde's apprehensive look. It would be an enjoyable undertaking to nurture her reticent libido. The platinum hair would also rebalance the color diversity after honey blonde Marta departed. And... she had great tits.
He slid the photo across the table to Marta. "Tatiana will succeed you as senior intern and the others will each move up a class level. That one will become my next freshman bedmate."
Management responsibilities discharged, Ben said goodnight and returned to his room, towing Violet with him. Disturbed from his satiated slumber, he was now too awake and another kind of responsible discharge into the Oriental minx would help him get back to sleep.
The remaining interns huddled around the table and studied the Polish blonde's candidate file. Her name was Olga and she would arrive in a week to be their newest classmate and Ben's newest bedmate.
Chapter 02 Lady Heather
*** The Scholarship Intern Program
Lightning never strikes twice. At least, that's the conventional wisdom. Metaphorically for Ben, that wasn't necessarily true. The first thunderbolt occurred when he realized that he held the winning Lottery ticket. Phone calls confirmed it. He requested a discrete payout, no publicity. The Lottery Commission abided by his wishes with the caveat that the information was still a public record and discoverable.
Ben took an early retirement from his financial services drudgery; health and other interests, he claimed. He played along as his former salary - slave colleagues wished the humble 50 - something Ben good luck trying to live on the company's meager fixed pension.
Before too long, Ben became conflicted on what to do with his new wealth. The amount rivalled the annual finances of a small country. It was far too much money for him alone to spend but any outsized philanthropy would draw the unwanted attention of shysters and gold - diggers. Ben took a few vacation trips and found leisure amongst his daily routines. But boredom was setting in. And that was when lightning struck again.
The invitation was delivered by messenger. It was written in Gothic calligraphy: gold lettering on black linen stock. It carried an aroma of woody musk. It was a request to meet with a Lady Heather in a southern State's midsized college town. Ben usually dismissed such communications as slick gold - digging but not this time. He was subliminally drawn to its sultry tone and refined premise. It seemed sincere; proposing a mutually beneficial discourse.
A few days later, Ben waited in a quaint bed - and - breakfast's dining room. The late evening sundown gave a rosy glow through the panoramic window wall. The inn's manager had settled Ben into a side table and there were no other diners as yet.
The main doors eased open and a starkly dressed middle - aged matron entered. Her black widow's gown was mid - calf and full; her makeup crimson and sable. She was attended by a fashionably dressed young blonde in a pastel summer dress. The sleeveless number flowed to mid - thigh; clinched the waist and was well filled at the bodice by the body underneath.
The mature woman spied Ben. She gave a broad business style smile of recognition and sauntered to Ben's table. Ben was drawn in by her manner before his belated mental defenses kicked in: gold - digger!
"Ben?" she inquired but then went on before he could respond. "Of course you are. I've seen your photo in the file. May we sit?"
Not waiting for a reply, the woman gestured her companion to a side seat and settled herself into the chair opposite Ben. He presumed from her manners that she was used to taking charge. The familiar aroma of woody musk infused the air. Ben assumed that it was Lady Heather's signature scent.
"I'm Lady Heather and I am so happy you agreed to meet us. This is Marta, a Swedish transfer student. She will be attending sophomore classes at the local college. Please, let's dine as we get to know each other."
Ben was inexplicably enthralled by Lady Heather as she spoke in a roundabout way about weather, sports, current events and a world well - travelled. Ben and Marta entered the conversation whenever Lady Heather asked them a direct question but otherwise they just listened. Marta answered in a slow English with a charming Nordic accent. Finally the dishes were cleared, coffee served and the gap in the conversation indicated the next topic was the real reason for the rendezvous.
"Ben, we have been watching you and we have a solution to your problem."
Ben feigned surprise but fumbled his response. "My problem? What problem is that?"
"Your new - found fortune and how best to give it a useful purpose."
Lady Heather paused again with an assertive gaze, letting the words sink in. She continued before Ben could interject.
"I run an organization that helps other lucky men such as yourself enter into mutually beneficial life - style arrangements. We call it our scholarship intern program. We maintain small dormitories in carefully selected campus towns such as this one. We offer full paid scholarships to deserving international co - eds who occupy the premises while attending the college. Each dormitory requires a mature male patron to act as the resident director. We would like to offer you that position in our newest site at this college."
Ben leaned back, professing a relaxed disposition that was far from the butterflies drumming in his gut.
"I don't need to work, so what's the catch?" he asked.
"No catch. The program is mutually beneficial. You are relieved of your boredom and the girls receive an excellent education. We do require a modest deposit to our scholarship intern trust fund. But how about a tour of our new local facility before we consider the finances? Marta has settled in over the past days and can demonstrate all the amenities, can't you, my dear."
Marta accepted the implied mandate with a shy accented 'Yes' and a broad angelic smile of encouragement that melted Ben's remaining misgivings. 'What the hell,' he thought, 'it's worth a look.'
*** The House
Ben's first impressions were positive. A gated entrance through a tall masonry wall provided seclusion and privacy to the grounds. The building was modern neo - lithic architecture with flat concrete facades and deep window set - ins. The ground floor contained the common areas: kitchen, laundry, dining room, great room, entertainment center and a gym - dancercise room with mirrored walls. The rear yard was mostly swimming pool and a corner spa surrounded by a pool - deck furnished with lounges and umbrella tables.
The trio climbed the staircase to the second floor. Four sizable dormitory rooms each contained large beds, walk - in closets and garden tub bathrooms. At the end of hall, French doors opened into the master suite with its panoramic window views overlooking the pool. The king size bed fit well with the expansive space. A luxurious bath and walk - in closet rounded out the accommodations.
Ben rotated a full turn to take it all in. Lady Heather eased herself into an upholstered wooden chair. She nodded to Marta who walked close to Ben's side and placed a hand on his arm as she gazed up at his stoic expression. Her scent was springtime fresh; her expression willing.
Lady Heather's sultry voice floated into his ears.
"Well, Ben, now that you've seen the house, Marta wants to demonstrate the special amenities afforded the resident patron sponsor. Marta, you have my permission. Ask Ben for his."
Marta stroked Ben's arm and meekly whispered. "May I demonstrate a special amenity available to the resident patron sponsor?"
Ben looked into her inquiring sky blue eyes and nodded his accent; he was mesmerized by her loveliness and his throat was a bit choked up at the moment.
*** The Amenities
Marta glided to her knees. One hand drew down Ben pants' zipper. The other borrowed in to find the object of her intentions. The purple knob protruded the fly and Marta kissed the tip. She sought more access by unfastening Ben's pants closures and dropping then to his ankles. She gingerly drew down his boxers and returned to lick the shaft as it drooped from his groin.
Ben's clothes corralled his ankles and he timbered sideways with one hand on the mattress, unsteady in the awkward stance. Marta paused her lapping as she realized her amateur error. Marta felt Lady Heather's judicious presence and hoped her matron would overlook her lack of practice. She would recover from this misstep but needed to improve her future fantasy enactments. If Ben agreed to be the resident patron sponsor, then Marta could expect lots of practice in the coming years.
She needed to get that agreement from Ben. Marta re - cued her focus on Ben. She helped him out of his remaining clothes. She bid him lay on the king - size bed and spaced his legs apart. She shrugged off her dress and displayed her lingerie - free beauty.
Ben was excited by the view and heart pounding blood rushed to engorge his penis. The sophomore scholarship intern knelt between his thighs. She kept eye contact with the candidate patron sponsor. Drawing back her long golden hair, she brushed her soft hands up his thighs. Grasping the masculine rod, she dipped down and took the swollen knob between her lips. Her crystal blue eyes maintained contact as Ben watched his cock slide within and bump against the back of her mouth. Marta felt it too and took a deep breath. She broke the stare to tilt her face downward but she kept the slide going. Ben watched her lips circle the root of his manhood soon after he felt his knob penetrate her throat. He jumped when she swallowed. She wanted Ben to get acclimated to the new sensation. She held him there, swallowing again and again, massaging the corona. Her breath eventually gave out and she backed off to replenish her lungs.
Even then, her tongue flickered during her re - oxygenating. Her eyes returned to his and Ben smiled. Marta squinted your eyes with the euphoria she felt for his seeming appreciation of her performance. Marta descended completely again, losing the eye contact. More caressing swallows followed. He laid back in contentment and closed his eyes.
Ben savored the unseen novel stimuli. He felt his blood pressure in his temples, heard his heartbeat pound his ears. His cardiologist had cautioned him against too much excitement for his fragile heart. Some mild aerobics, he advised. Ben decided he was safe in Marta's keeping. She was doing the work and controlling the cadence; Ben was just following along.
But the journey was racing too quickly towards the finish line. Ben wanted to take a break to stretch out the sensations. On her next breath - gulping retreat, he scrunched towards her to signal a pause. She stopped the tongue play, held him in and shook her head. Ben let his hands fall and watched her deep throat him again with swallows.
Ben was beyond his mortal control, captured in the hands and mouth of this devilish angel. The first spasm hit his groin hard and rocketed up his spine to his brain. It was a 'total blackout' punch that blanked his mind and concentrated his left - behind body's focus on the thrilling jolts in his groin. The sperm roared out of his balls. Marta felt the fluid rush up his veined appendage and she pulled back just enough to let Ben's cream glaze her tongue and oral membranes. Another spasm struck and another volley sprayed into Marta's mouth. She hummed her elation as her mouth filled with the draughts of Ben's nectar.
The fluid was thick and viscous, a real man's ejaculation. She swirled the liquid treasure around in her mouth as she swiped post - ejaculate tongue licks on Ben's encased knob. She lay her cheek on his belly, still suckling his cock sideways. Her bare boobs were squashed on his thighs.
The sad end drew Nye. Ben was shrinking and would soon slide out. Marta waited until the last moment before letting his manhood fall from her lips. She righted her body, sitting up on his legs and swallowed the mouthful of this man's tribute to her skills. Her skin was moist and glowing, the perspiration evidence of her commitment to the mission accomplished. She braced her hands on his hips, pressing her terrific rose tipped tits between her biceps.



She watched Ben's face through her tousled blonde tresses, waiting for his eyes to open and assure her of his well - being. Ben was barely aware of her presence as his mind journeyed back from its jolly jaunt to ecstasy. With a chest heaving sigh, he opened his eyes and found gorgeous blonde Marta perched over him.
Marta crawled up Ben's prone body, feeling his heavy breathing recede. She cuddled naked beside him, in the arm space, one leg thrown over his hips, one arm draped on his chest. Her fingers fiddled the far earlobe. Her boobs squashed against his body as her sweaty blonde hair splayed on their shared pillow. Her springtime fresh scent floated on the air. She nuzzled his ear and whispered her plea in her adorable Swedish accent.
"Please stay. Become the resident patron sponsor. Don't worry; I will learn to please you better."
Ben's dazed mind registered Marta's bewildering words. His former wife and the girlfriends before and after had never made him feel as fulfilled as he felt right now in her soft warm embrace. And she sincerely thought she needed to do better. Before he could respond, Lady Heather brought her face close to his other ear; the woody musk confirmed her presence. Her hypnotic voice pierced his stupor, the words steady and sobering.
"I hope you will join us in the Scholarship Intern Program. The draft contracts are on the bureau for you to read and sign. I will give you until morning to decide. I have to leave now but Marta will stay here with you."
Ben tested a tentative hug, feeling the soft press of Marta's alluring body. Was this a dream or was it real? Lady Heather let that thought sink in.
"Marta will tend to your comfort for as long as you stay with us. If it's only tonight, we will sadly accept that. If you stay on, as we hope you will, she will be here with you throughout her college years. Any questions?"
Ben had only one question for Lady Heather.
"How much?" he muttered.
"Half" she replied.
Ben felt relieved at her response. This fantasy was worth much more than that. Only half his wealth in exchange for a daydream life during his remaining lifelong nights. Easy decision, he thought.
"Yes..." Ben affirmed.
Lady Heather's tone became mildly more upbeat. "We applaud your decision. The escrow deposit is due in three days." Ben felt her draw away and Lady Heather's fragrance and footsteps faded down the hallway.
Ben's mind was woozy and confused. Foggy sleep beckoned. But he feared this scene was the dream. He was afraid he would really wake from a dream to a world where Marta and Lady Heather didn't exist. He scanned his naked, honey - toned bedmate. Marta's angelic face looked jubilant. Ben curled his trapped arm around Marta's warm body, hugging her breasts more firmly to his chest and kissing her cheek. She squeezed into a closer cuddle. 'Well, she sure feels real' he thought as he faded off to sleep.
In the middle of the night, something startled Ben awake. Marta lay still by his side. Needing reassurance, he nudged her awake. Sensing his lingering doubt, she proved her existence by mounting his erection and galloping her cunt on his cock. Midway to ecstasy, Ben rolled the obliging blonde under him. His chest crushed her boobs as they finished their lovemaking with a rambunctious cock pounding deep in her vaginal recesses. His second discharge rivalled the magnitude of his earlier deposit in her mouth. He was completely hooked; he wanted this to go on forever.
In the morning, he signed the contracts and instructed his broker to transfer the funds. Ben was staying on as the resident patron sponsor.
Marta became his first scholarship intern. She entered the college as a sophomore transfer student, leaving an immediate opening for an under - class scholarship intern.
Tatiana, the recurrent Columbian beauty contest runner - up, came aboard soon after as a freshman. Her dream of beauty queen glamour was stymied. She always came in second, just shy of the top crown. She embarked on a different path, where her sexy magnetism could deliver more gainful opportunities. She was accepted into the scholarship intern program. Her nude portfolio for the scholarship committees showed her wearing just heels and her symbolic tiara.
The following year, that resident trio selected a red - haired Irish gymnast to join them. Shannon was a national contender but her top - heavy figure denied her the perfect balance needed to enter the gilded top medal rank. She was photographed nude in all kinds of terrific gymnastic postures but not one of them showed her standing still on her feet.
Violet, the mixed Oriental orphan from Hong Kong, arrived the following year to fill out the perennial scholarship quartet. She was a genius in math and science and a competitive swimmer. Her nude portfolio, taken at an indoor pool, showed her body - paint swimsuit slowly dissolving as she played in the water. She finally stood on the deck, boldly flaunting her drenched nude body, a water nymph taunting the camera with her sexy smile and athletic trim physique.
Ben took up her tacit challenge. He had acquired valuable expertise over his years with the upper - class interns and he taught Violet male sexual anatomy on a scale unattainable in her former homeland. The practice drills were frequent, intense and gratifying.
The Scholarship Intern Program was now fully functioning at the small college town where Ben performed the indispensable duties of the Resident Patron Sponsor. It was a mutually beneficial relationship.
Chapter 03 Shannon
*** Just Another Day
Ben arose at dawn in his master suite and sent naked Tatiana off to her room with a saucy butt smack. She yelped a bogus 'ouch' and skipped down the hallway laughing. Ben felt the fine afterglow of Tatiana's excellent nighttime ministrations.
He puttered away the morning, visiting the gym, swimming laps and generally spending his daytime as he always did: light amusements and no real responsibilities.
He monitored the investment health of his remaining half of the windfall fortune. Even with passive investments, it was growing nicely. He gave tidbits to interesting charities and speculated some venture capital in small business startups. He chatted online with other patron sponsors within the program. They shared titillating tales of mating with their marvelous interns. Ben found the texts mostly braggadocios but occasionally a helpful hint emerged to spark his imagination for experiments in his own quartet.
The interns were laid - back around the house, usually wearing little, often going topless indoors and at the pool. The local climate was subtropical and never actually cold. Homework and housework was more comfortable in topless attire. Ben never tired of their semi - public nakedness.
The scholarship interns walked to their nearby studies at the local college. The girls liked to wear preppy styles with flirty flourishes. It was amusing to coyly torment the male students and professors, provoking their covetous looks in class and elsewhere on - campus. Mischievous panty flashes and inadvertent down cleavage bends kept the on - campus male population daydreaming of off - campus dreams unrealized. Proposed rendezvous were shrewdly sidetracked by the interns with a shyly spoken 'maybe some other time' or similar put - offs. They never divulged that their mutually beneficial arrangement as a scholarship intern was way beyond anything the lovelorn petitioner could offer.
During the day, Ben chanced upon them as they studied in the great room, exercised in the gym or kept up with the light housekeeping. As the day wore on and the previous night's lingering afterglow wore off, his mind became more fertile. His balls percolated with speculation as to his bedmate for the coming evening.
Sundown was a time of special delight for Ben. House routine dictated that the scholarship interns gather in the great room following the evening meal. After small talk and gossip, Tatiana's roster choice was revealed to Ben. The chosen couple departed for the master suite accompanied by good natured cat - calls to 'be good'. It was a silly double entendre since 'good' was the same as 'bad' depending on the speaker's sexual mores.
*** Just Another Night
But tonight, Ben knew who his mate would be as soon as he stepped into the great room. The girls were lolling about in casual clothes: booty shorts or bikinis with cropped tops and loose tees covering the lush tits and asses that Ben had come to know so well. Except Shannon.
She was topless in a neon blue thong tucked tight along her toned butt comfortably settled into the sofa cushions. She sat profile to the door, holding a book, her legs tucked under sideways. She lay inclined in the cushions, her soft full breasts drooped a little to the side, topped with conical rosy nips, affirming her grand breasts were natural. This was the apparition the college boys fantasized over when they spied her about the campus. Ben needn't fantasize. He saw Shannon every day like this: topless, up close and personal. Tonight, he would enjoy her sensual body like this: naked, up close and personal.
It was obvious she was his 'mystery date'. She had prepared herself in his favorite way. Her strawberry red hair was curled in ringlets and captured in a bun atop her head. His mind skipped to a familiar memory: cowgirl - mounted Shannon's tresses beating a soft sway against her body as her hips jogged on his embedded erection. Ben's dick actually ticked a beat at the thought. He was anxious to end the obligatory group chit - chat and get to the bedtime pillow talk.
Ben hurried through the evening's soliloquy. How was school? Great. Everyone keeping up with homework? Great. Any complaints? None? Great.
He edged closer to Shannon, hoping to hasten their exit. Having had enough of the mingling, he reached for her hand and pulled her to her feet. She was shorter than Ben, even in her heels. Her green eyes sparkled with pride and bemusement at Ben's quickening desire for her. She saw the other girls suppressing giggles at Ben's recurrent raw lust for her Irish charms. They were not jealous. Ben indulged them equitably, both as house - mates and fuck - mates, recognizing and celebrating each one's lovable quirks and favorite techniques.
Shannon smiled and waved 'bye' to her housemates as Ben hustled her out of the room. She silently acknowledged her well - earned pride at Ben's hurried pace. He seemed quite aroused at discovering her as his mystery mate.
At the top of the stairs, Ben swung her around and they deep kissed. She wrapped her arms around his neck as he held her hips. He ground hard against her groin, using the wall as a backstop. Still kissing and pressing, he pulled the ties of her thong. It fell to the floor. His hands pressed and fondled her ample boobs.
Ben loosened his clutch. Shannon kept alive his interest in her fun - bags by hugging his arm to the soft masses as he escorted her the rest of the way to his master suite. A few barren days had passed since Ben had bedded her and she was more than ready to get her fair share of the patron sponsor. She looked forward to a vigorous fucking.
Ben gave Shannon a dancer's twirl through the doorway and tuned the intercom system to background flute music. He dropped his shorts and tee - shirt. Plopping on the bed, he bolstered his head with a pillow.
Shannon closed her lovely green eyes, released her hair from its captive bun and let her body test the music's beat. Her hips dipped and swayed; her snake arms slithered above her head. She slowly danced in rotation, giving Ben a thorough scan of her undulating naked beauty. Ben percolated as she danced to the beat, his fingers drumming on his aroused prick in time with the music, another step in their foreplay. Shannon kept the rhythm going as they roused their passions.
Meanwhile, the other girls closed up shop downstairs and ascended to their individual rooms. They found Shannon's thong discarded in the hallway and heard the flute music float from the master suite. Violet collected the fabric scrap for return to Shannon and said goodnight as she closed her door. Marta and Tatiana gave a meaningful look and went together into Marta's room. Early on in the program, they had explored their bi - sexual curiosity. Shannon and Violet's nights with Ben were their opportunities for deeper discovery. Ben was aware of the attraction between the oldest upper classmates, possibly the others, but was wholly unconcerned. As long as they continued to fully service and satisfy him, it didn't matter.
In the master suite, Shannon continued her sexy gyrations for Ben's pleasure. Her motions changed gradually from belly - dance moves to even more suggestive movements. She briskly twerked her ass in time and then bent over. Grasping her ankles and peering back between her spread straight legs, she spied a smiling Ben playing with his half tumescent penis. She squatting into a slower twerk, mimicking her hip moves to a pantomime fucking of his cock. Ben liked the view and stroked himself in sync with her sensual twerks. He handled himself to a bursting hardness.
Shannon slithered to the floor on her back and scissor flailed her straightened legs in the air. Her hands bunched her curled red locks as she looked at Ben and blew a pucker kiss. Ben took the invitation and crawled from the bed to her side. He kissed her face, then neck and nipples. He straddled his knees inverted astride her shoulders as he kissed her bellybutton and then lower. He nuzzled her pussy, kissing the sweet pink flesh and suckling the erect little nub.
Shannon kissed the tip of Ben's hanging erection, licking the crown, sucking the knob. Ben angled down and fed her more of his cock. He worked the shaft lower and Shannon sucked it all in. Ben rested his pubis on her chin. Shannon wrapped her arms around his hips and held him in tight, sucking deep and hard.
Ben pressed his face into her groin. His tongue went wild. Shannon twisted and humped her female softness beneath his face. Suddenly she hugged him tighter and shuddered in orgasm. Ben smiled, although unseen with his face buried in pussy.
They rolled sideways. Shannon now had more freedom of movement and bobbed on his cock. She worked feverously until Ben cried and shuddered, flooding her mouth with cum.
They rested in place briefly but were too keyed up and wanted more. More would happen in bed and they slowly unwound and crawled onto the mattress. The kissing was more intense, each tasting the fruit of the other's cum - wetted genitals. Shannon's tresses were loose about her head and shoulders. Gripping two handfuls, Ben rolled Shannon on her back. Shannon spread open and wrapped his hips. Ben was re - energized and his knob bumped the nether lips recently scoured by his tongue. A few probes got him embedded in her warm womb.
Shannon writhed for Ben's benefit, rubbing her vaginal membranes all over his engorged buried shaft. Ben was fired up and drove long, fast and deep. His hips hammered her cunt. Shannon squeezed her thighs so tight it halted his thrusts. She wanted control and Ben was willing to concede it to his veteran mate.
He hauled Shannon back atop and got her positioned cowgirl. She took time to set the scene for him. She fluffed her ringlet curls, letting the cascade fall half behind and half in front. She parted enough strands to shyly expose her nipples to his open view and access. Then, she began.
Her thrusts were long and gentle. Her hair swayed in rhythm. Ben reached up but she caught his hands with hers. That helped anchor her torso and she gave some quick twerks to rub his tip slit deep against her cervix. Ben shook off her grip and thumbed and pinched her nipples. Shannon leaned in to give him easier access.
Ben rose higher, his breathes short and sharp. Shannon watched and timed the strokes. She felt her own heat building on multiple fronts. Her nipples tingled from Ben's manhandling. Her pussy was making the little pre - orgasmic sparkles that felt the way fizzy drinks did when they tickled her nose. She wanted more and got it... hard.
"Oh, my god... Oh My God... OH MY GOD... Ben.. BEN... BEN!!"
Shannon captured her hair again around her head and orbited her hips in a flat circle. Ben exploded with a howl. Shannon felt the warm fluids coat her womb and she swooned even more with the spasms. As she felt Ben's shaft decrease inside her, she fell on his chest and nuzzled his neck. Ben rubbed her back. Eventually she slid to his side but lay close to her amorous man.
They slept the rest of the night, cuddled in bed. Dawn found Ben alone. Shannon had returned to her room. And thus began just another day for Ben and his scholarship interns.
Chapter 04 Marta Attends Graduate School
*** London
The LearJet bumped gently to earth and rolled to the private air flight terminal. The pilot emerged from the cockpit and announced their arrival to his sole VIP passenger. Marta unbelted from her seat and stepped her catwalk stride down the short narrow aisle. She was aware of the handsome pilot's interested stare. Her heels gave her a little added height and bounce and she paused in front of the uniformed stud to let him admire her close up. Marta saw his pupils dilate. 'Sorry fella', I can't be yours today' she thought. Marta kissed her fingertip and patted it on the man's cheek, drawing the pad along to his chin, watching him swallow hard to contain his composure. She smirked and pivoted out the cabin door into the rainy London afternoon. The pilot adjusted his crotch as he watched the flirty lass descend the gangway to the waiting town - car.
Marta studied her relocation packet on the ride through the city to her new accommodations. She was enrolled at the London School of Economics and would live at the city residence of Sir John during her graduate studies. During Lady Heather's briefing, Marta learned that Sir John's previous scholarship intern graduated with honors and Marta was expected to do the same. Living only with a housekeeper, Sir John needed a scholarship intern to play a role in his eccentric pastimes.
Marta was staggered by the opportunity. Her transcripts showed excellent grades and her test scores were outstanding but the competition for enrollment at the school was fierce. And that was just the academics. Sir John had several graduate scholarship intern candidates available on his shortlist.
She remade her picture portfolio to the specifications of the scholarship intern committees. The fashion shoots were similar to her undergrad application but with newer styles and preppy outfits. The nude set was eerie. She travelled to a special studio where she modelled fetish trappings: collars, cuffs, corsets and Goth make - up. One portrayal had her blindfolded, trussed in body belts and suspended from her ankles.
Eventually, Marta was informed she had been selected for the graduate scholarship internship. Thereafter, a hefty bequest by Sir John to the university endowment fund tipped the balance and her enrollment in the college's graduate coursework was confirmed.
Her final days at the undergraduate scholarship intern residence were unforgettable. She had exclusively scheduled herself on Ben's roster for the final three days. She bid goodbye to him and the facilities. There were blowjobs in the gym, seated pool spa fucks under the stars, quickies in the kitchen and long sex crazed nights in the master suite. Parting after three fun filled years was such sweet sorrow.
Her arrival at the London townhouse mansion was low key. The housekeeper, a blue black lithe Ethiopian named Iman, showed her to her bedroom. It was the typical posh setting. Iman said dinner was at 8 o'clock in the main dining room and Marta's required evening dress was already picked out per Sir John's specific instructions.



Marta explored the room and bath, finding her dress hanging ready in the closet. The dress was an elegant cocktail number, a shiny gold lame sheath: sleeveless, knee length, close fitting waist and hips but a fuller cut across the bodice. A pair of matching strappy heels were close by. A small card was pinned to the dress stating 'No undergarments, please'. Marta spent the rest of the afternoon prepping for her grand introduction to her new patron sponsor.
*** Sir John and Iman
Marta admired herself before the full length bedroom mirror. She was a golden tour de force: gold toned skin, gold blonde hair, shimmery gold dress and heels, gold jewelry. She shimmied to see her loose breasts roll and settle beneath the golden sheath of dress. Her cascade of waist - length hair fluttered as it draped her torso. Precisely at 8 o'clock, Marta entered the candle - lit dining room to find Sir John and Iman already seated at either end of the large table.
Sir John rose to greet her at mid - room. He was dressed rather casually: maroon velvet housecoat with black trim and the embroidered family crest. He wore matching slippers. He was taller than Marta by a head. His hair was jet black and curly, full enough to touch his ears. His complexion was ruddy and his demeanor aloof.
Sir John took her hands in his and kissed the back of one in chivalrous style. He held them wide as his coal black eyes scanned her body slowly up and down, assessing his newest housemate. He held her gaze for an uncomfortably long time. When he spoke, his voice was staid despite the gentle words.
"Marta, welcome to your new home. At last, you are here and I can see you are even more immaculate in person than your pictures promised."
Marta gave a coy smile at the memory of her portfolio. 'Which of the pictures was he referring to?' she wondered. Probably all of them but particularly the fetish photos. She thanked her host for accepting her as his scholarship intern. Sir John gave a concessionary nod at that gracious reply. He was also visualizing the file photos and their insight into Marta's erotic pliability. He guided her to a place centered on the long side of the table.
Iman had been silent and still throughout Sir John's greeting and Marta now glanced sideways at the housekeeper. Contrary to Sir John, Iman's clothes were severe and constricting: black lace corset and black leather pants tucked into patent black leather stiletto boots. The corset squeezed her bountiful breasts into mounded ebony cleavage. Her hair was smoothed back into a tight bun and her fire red lips were unsmiling. Her staring dark eyes were humorless.
The food and drink were delectable, the conversation pointed and measured. Sir John and Iman inquired enough of Marta to assure she was comfortable in her new surroundings and committed to her coming year of residence.
Sir John reviewed the household rules. Marta had free rein of the townhouse and attached garden. There would be some special activities for her but they would not interfere with her education. She should use her time mainly to excel in her studies. Of course, dating and casual sex outside the household were forbidden. This was a poly - monogamous relationship: just the three of them.
Lastly, Sir John stated his ultimate rule: no masturbation. Orgasms were only to be shared in the presence of others. For Marta's coming year, that meant only with Sir John and Iman. He made her restate that rule as a solemn promise to obey.
As the meal ended, Sir John rose without fanfare. He extended his hand to assist Marta to her feet and held it firmly, eye - locking her again just as he had done during his greeting. He remembered her file where she self - claimed expertise in fellatio. He brushed his other thumb along the circumference of her mouth, feeling the warmth and pliability of her lips, imagining them wrapped around the base of his erection. Marta knew this was not a moment to be flirtatious but couldn't resist kissing the thumb pad before wetting her lips with a tongue sweep. Sir John gave his first grin of the evening.
Having established his presence and authority, Sir John led Marta from the dining room. She caught her reflection in the hallway mirrors. Her stepped gait jostled her unfettered breasts beneath the loose golden bodice. Sir John's kept his own eye on the waggle with furtive glances. Iman followed solemnly, closing the doors behind them.
They descended a flight of steep narrow stairs to the basement level. High heeled Marta stepped gingerly behind the leading Sir John. She stumbled once and he snagged her in mid - falter, his snaring hand squashing her loose boob beneath the dress. He kept that contact, righting her on the step. His hand dawdled wistfully at the soft, dress - covered contact, groping a quick squeeze. He turned and continued to lead her downward.
At the bottom, Marta beheld the extraordinary panorama. The entire basement was one open room, dimly lit and furnished like a dungeon. Conducting her to the middle of the room, Sir John let go of Marta's hand. "Our playroom" he said as he grandly swept his arm across the expanse, inviting her inspection.
The central furnishings were a number of restraint devices: lacquered cross frames, roughhewn wooden tables and ceiling hung chains. A cabinet stood to one side. Two walls were covered with mirrors. Mercifully, there were none of the cliché whips and paddles hung on the walls.
Sir John stepped before the awestruck Marta and shrugged off his robe. He stood hands on hips for her scrutiny of his nakedness. Marta respectfully looked for the first time upon her patron sponsor's hairy, muscular body. She was both apprehensive and delighted by his size and physique.
Iman collected the fallen robe and placed it aside. She returned wearing purple velvet opera gloves and hefted Sir John's substantial manhood to Marta's rapt gaze. Slow velvety strokes brought Sir John to a mild tumescence. His cock was long and thick, even though only half erect.
Iman rummaged in the cabinet. Sir John broke Marta's spell as he stepped behind her. Presuming her permission, his fingers glided beneath her tresses to the dress clasp, drew the zipper down to the hem and tugged the cocktail dress off her body. The mirrors reflected Marta in all her naked glory, a luminescent piece of art glowing softly in the somber dim - lit room. Sir John glanced at their reflections as he circled her and admired her smooth unblemished skin. He moved his fingertips tenderly over her neck, back, arms and hips; Marta first shivered at his touch but calmed herself as expected. Sir John peered across her shoulder and stared at her in the mirror. He cupped her fine toned buttocks, patting the supple mounds. He nodded stoically, acknowledging his approval of her figure.
Sir John's fascination was interrupted when Iman returned with a collection of black leather cuffs. He collaborated with her to choose the right ones. They tested several sizes on Marta's limbs. Finally they chose the perfect set that fit snug but did not inhibit circulation. They labeled the leather bands with a large 'M', for Marta.
Perfectly cuffed and heeled but otherwise naked, Marta was shepherded to a standing box frame. They stood her on the bottom brace and locked her spread limbs to the corners. They stepped back to admire their work, Iman resuming her velvety handiwork on Sir John's growing erection.
The dark lacquered box frame was now adored with a nubile golden girl festooned with rosy temptations. Marta's rosy cheeks blushed deeper at her growing apprehension. Her bee - stung rosy lips were pressed together in suspenseful anticipation. Her rosy nipples sported stiff dark nubs. Vaginal dew glossed her flowering rosy pudenda. Her rose - hued finger and toe nail polish glimmered in the soft light as her hands and feet fidgeted under their salacious gaze.
His contemplation of the prize displayed on the frame combined with Iman's velvet touch brought Sir John to a full standing erection. Marta observed the foreplay, expecting soon to fulfill her inescapable role in this erotic play - date.
Sir John stepped forward for a close - up carnal appraisal. He had been roused by the premature boob handling on the stairs but had postponed until now a more thorough fondling, letting his passions percolate with the memory. He cupped and bounced Marta's proffered boobs. His fingers danced about the naked globes, cupping the masses, squeezing gently, and flicking the nubs. His fertile musings on Marta's photographed mammary perfections were confirmed in the flesh. He decided he liked what he saw and he liked what he felt. It was time for the next step.
Sir John stood on the frame base, leaned in and positioned his tip at the point of insertion. He reached wide and gripped Marta's wrist cuffs for support. After a hip wiggle for a final stance adjustment, he held there with his bloated knob posed against her dewy nether lips. He leaned closer to Marta's face and took deep tongue kisses from the restrained blonde. During the kisses, Iman produced a black satin blindfold. Marta spied the approaching cloth and closed her eyes, expecting to feel the opaque cover enclose her face and ears. She waited a long moment but nothing touched her skin.
A sharp crack and a low howl from Sir John accompanied his initial push into her cunt. Marta's eyes jolted open, her mind searching her body for the forthcoming sting of the pain. Instead she found Sir John's face covered by the blindfold, his mouth open as his cry faded. She saw Iman windup her arm for another smack with the dog switch. Iman hesitated an instant, then whacked Sir John's ass. He howled again as he thrust his manhood further into Marta's moist grotto. On the next stroke, his pubic bone hit hard on Marta's matching anatomy. He blubbered as he pulled half out.
Marta saw the next whip swing coming and unconsciously recoiled from the impending drubbing on her pubis. Sir John was unable to follow in time and his cock nearly fell out. Iman noticed Marta's reaction and stopped the attack to correct the unintended consequence. She pressed the switch against Marta's butt cheeks to move them forward.
"Brace your hips, my dear. Sir John likes to feel each lunge bottom out. Close your eyes if you must or I can blindfold you if you prefer. Either way, play your part properly."
Marta murmured a promise to do better. She strained against the cuffs to give Sir John fuller access. The crack of the switch, the howls and the repeated deep thrusts continued unabated. Iman varied the timing so that Sir John and Marta could not anticipate the strikes.
She felt his knob punch against her cervix with each stroke. Sir John may like to feel each lunge bottom out but Marta found it less than pleasant. Her pubis throbbed, her cervix was sore and the dark scene and surroundings were disrupting her knack for achieving the orgasm that she had been told to share with the others.
Iman watched Marta's breasts jump with each lunge of the blindfolded Sir John. The sweaty mounds bobbed up her chest in a liquidly slosh and rolled down when they settled. 'Poor Sir John', she thought, 'he's missing the thrill of seeing those splendors in motion'.
Sir John's cries and breathing amplified with each smack. Finally, on a particularly solid hit, he stiffened his whole body upward and powered his manly pulses deep inside his newest scholarship intern. He shuddered out the following volleys. When his balls were empty, Sir John floated down slowly from his mind blown high and then hung exhausted from his perch. Marta clung to her restraints, squatting down slowly, following Sir John's sagging hips and holding in his ebbing cock. His erection further faded and finally fell out. His copious cum dribbled out onto Marta's alabaster thighs.
Sir John smiled when the blindfold was removed and Marta's flushed face was before him. He pecked fondly at her sweat stained lips. Stepping down, he re - donned his robe and ascended the stairs alone to his room.
Sir John had picked Marta from all the available candidates and he congratulated himself on an excellent choice. Marta was the perfect counter - balance to Iman: pure white versus blue black, soft toned body versus sinewy muscles, naive demeanor versus severe temperament. He reminisced on her candidate portfolio and the fetish portrayals. His previous intern had departed a month before Marta's arrival. He had pondered impatiently during the interim, conjuring inventive scenes for Marta to coax out his cum and entertain the bi - sexual Iman. The waiting had been torture for him.
But the waiting had been worth it. Their just concluded first encounter had been impressive and promised much more to come. There was a giddy joy in Sir John's heart. This was going to be a very good year.
After Sir John had ascended the stairs, Iman surveyed the exhausted blonde. Marta's hair was disheveled and sweat - platted to the temples and cheeks of her lowered face. Marta was unresisting as the black woman pressed the end of the dog switch against the side of her limp boob. The orb was well formed and pliant. Iman used the crop to lift the other from below. The rod indented the weighty flesh but the mass held its youthful roundness. Iman smiled. Sir John was going to love finding dynamic amusements for the blonde's fun - bags.
Iman dismounted Marta from her perch and removed the cuffs. She stored them in a drawer marked 'Marta', conveniently available for next time. She handed the weary girl a sheer translucent wrap.
Marta felt Sir John's drying spunk sticky between her thighs. Her pussy was sore yet tingled with need. She loathed sleeping alone at any time but especially now with her sexual angst peaked and the prohibition on masturbation. With head bowed, Marta picked up the gold lame dress for her trek back to her room.
At the foot of the stairs, Iman stopped and whispered "Don't fret, my dear. Tomorrow night we will do something different. Maybe strap you to a table and use some vibrating toys so Sir John can watch your titties dance."
Iman mused on Marta buckled down tight, head tilted back over the edge, a vibrator stabbing her orgasming pussy while Sir John's thrust deep into her inverted throat, his balls beating against her nose. A shiver ran up her spine in anticipation. She motioned Marta upward ahead of her as she continued her assurances.
"You should dream tonight of powerful orgasms; maybe tomorrow those dreams will come true."
Marta's hips undulated under the sheer taupe cover as she scaled the flight. Black skinned Iman savored the view of Marta's ivory white ass mounted on cum dampened legs and sequined heels. She was intrigued by the show. But she was also patient and disciplined; Sir John expected that of her. She would wait a fortnight for Sir John to drain his month - long pent - up lust into his newest intern. Then Iman would assert her claim to a fair share of the pink and golden booty. This was going to be a very good year.
Chapter 05 Tatiana
*** Beauty Contestant
Ben wandered to the great room for the ritual greet and mingle before taking his undisclosed sex partner to bed. Only three of the scholarship interns were present. Ben resigned to wait for his senior intern to arrive and reveal her choice for his nighttime mate. After some small talk, the others informed him that Tatiana had scheduled herself for tonight but wanted to surprise Ben. They said she asked him to meet her in the master suite. She wanted to make an entrance. It was an unusual request but Ben trusted her judgment. He trudged the stairs and hallway alone to his room, an unusual circumstance for his nightly stroll to bed. He walked through his door to an exciting vista.
Tatiana stood in stage smile pose wearing her beauty contestant finest. She was decked out in silver heels and a matching floor length body molding gown. Her hair and makeup were perfect. She held a large bouquet of flowers and the light glinted off her keepsake tiara crown. A satin ribbon sash declared her Miss Columbia.
Ben was surprised by the unexpected role play but was eager to play along. He liked what he saw and was eager for the scenario to unfold. Like all men who watched televised beauty contests, he had fantasized of subduing one of the crown - hungry cock - teasers. Instead of the usual masturbation to the on - screen images, this time he was going to ravage the winner in real life. His thoughts were disturbed as Tatiana initiated the banter.
"Oh my god. This is the best thing that has ever happened to me. I am so happy" she began.
"Not at all' played along Ben. "You are exotic and sexy. It was easy to get the other judges' votes when I told them of your promised post - pageant thank - yous."
Tatiana nodded at Ben's sage handling of the negotiations. "That was a brilliant turn around. I would have fucked all of them before the contest. Silly me."
Ben was quick on the uptake; he quoted the hooker's adage about pre - payment.
"You know that the perceived value of the services to be rendered is greater than the perceived value after the services are rendered." Wisdom dispensed, he continued. "As head judge, I claimed first spot in your after - event datebook."
Tatiana nodded her understanding and placed her flowers in the side table vase. The body molding sequined gown articulated her graceful hourglass body beneath. She turned to Ben who admired her creamy cleavage elevated by the strapless bodice. She strolled to the side of the cushioned wooden chair and gave a showgirl arm sweep, inviting him to sit. Ben dropped his shorts and shirt before obliging her invitation. A red velvet cushion occupied the floor between his spread knees and thereupon kneeled the still fully gowned Tatiana.
She took liberties, fingering his thickened cock, kissing and touching his inner thighs and scrotum as Ben enjoyed the down cleavage view. She paused to touch her exquisite necklace.
"These are genuine pearls I wear for competitions" she said. "But don't you think a string of sperm pearls would look much better on my neck?" she implored.
Ben looked in her make - believe beseeching eyes. There was no script here so he adlibbed "If you deep throat me first, I might consent to garnishing your breasts."
Tatiana became uneasy. It was one of her few life letdowns. In fact, she had never been able to get a man past her gag reflex. Ben knew her trouble and was challenging her to leap the barrier. She knew she needed to try, again.
With a deep breath, she opened her mouth and went down on Ben as far as she could. When his tip touched her tonsils, she gagged and drew back. Ben remained seated and patient for your next try. Another deep slide, another reflex. This wasn't going well.
Tatiana needed a break but sought to concentrate on Ben's pleasure. Instead of another futile thrust, she rolled her head and slid his shaft and knob against her inner cheek to caress its lateral side. Her tongue fluttered about his penile skin, seeking whatever nerve clusters she could happen upon.
Ben watched her frustrations and genuine efforts to regain the initiative. He understood her desire to please him. Her tongue, cheeks and palette scoured his cock; it really was exciting to watch and feel. He could have forced the issue, so to speak: jamb her head down and pierce her throat. But that would not give her the pride of self - achievement; it would be a forced solution. Traumatizing the scholarship interns was not in Ben's nature.
Tatiana's mouth was a flurry of motion, her bobbing tiara skittering the soft light. Ben liked the sensations but the night was young and he figured there were other parts of this scene to explore. He slowed Tatiana's moves on his prick and drew her face upward for a gentle loving kiss.



"That's enough of the fellatio for now. It's good but let's try something else." He stood and drew her to her feet.
Tatiana was disappointed that she had failed the deep throat. Ben had been patient with her over and over again. She really needed to beat that obstacle. Maybe next time. She reached back to unhook the dress. Ben hastened to halt her momentum.
"I think it would be fun for me to remove your regalia. Just relax and let me do the honors."
*** Consolation Prize
Tatiana dropped her hands to a low abdomen clasp. Ben moved behind her, slipping his hand across her sequined hip and ass during the pass. The dress fit perfectly.
From behind, he considered her bare shoulders and her chest in the wall mirror. The top of the strapless breast shield indented her lush flesh, as it should, barely hiding her nipples but not the creamy billow of tit meat mounded above. And above that décolletage was her neck, the target of his aborted man - jewelry mission. Higher still, her gaze stared serenely at him. Her eyes were expertly made - up, rosy cheeks, and pearl ear bangles to match the necklace. She was indeed an exquisite visage.
He felt beneath her long black tresses and found the dress clasp, pulling the sides together to facilitate releasing the hook and eye. He stared in the mirror as the tension across her boobs slackened.
He lowered the zipper slowly, hearing each tooth pop, one by one, as the zipper seam spread out on her back. Tatiana drew an instinctive breath as her bound tits adjusted to the new surplus roominess. Ben pushed the zipper to its limit halfway past her ass. Her lingerie was visible through the opening. She had chosen flesh toned colors: sheer half bra and high cut panties.
Realizing that he had more to do before beholding the fruits of his labors, Ben gently rolled the fabric away from Tatiana's chest and folded it forward. The zipper design was long enough to release the tautness across her hips and ass. Ben knelt and worked the fabric downward. The gown's inner lining was as silky as her skin. The silver sequined sheath slithered easily down her body. She braced a hand on his handy shoulder and stepped one heel and then the other from the collapsed gown corralling her ankles. She watched in the mirrors as naked Ben, her impromptu wardrobe steward, hung the gown safely out of the way for later retrieval.
Tatiana saw his concern and care for her cherished costume. It warmed her heart that despite her debacle at deep throat, Ben was handling her body and personal property as his treasures. Ben gently removed and placed her precious tiara next to her awarded flower bouquet on the side table. She became a little upbeat for the next steps.
Ben returned to stand before her. He tilted up her chin and kissed her lips. His erection was at half - mast and touched her clasped hands joined again at groin level. Her fingers diddled the tip but Ben drew back and shook his head. She ceased her genital grope. His hands found the half bra hooks and he drew Tatiana towards him until her nylon covered nipples touched his belly. His hands flipped the hooks apart and then held the demi - cupped garment at arm's length. He flicked the fabric towards the corner as he took one step back, enough to provide a clear view of Tatiana's rounded breasts. He stood hands on hips, ogling Tatiana's tits topped with their large pink areolae.
Ben held his impulses in check, avoiding the urge to fondle these favorite parts of the female anatomy. Instead, he dropped to one knee. Tatiana's smooth panties hugged her hips and ass. Her vaginal lips were molded into a magnificent camel toe by the tight fit. The twin ridges sheltered the center groove, dampened by Tatiana's seeping vaginal dew.
Up close, Ben sensed the aroma of woody musk, redolent of Lady Heather's subtle perfume. He laughed inside, realizing that the scent was one of her subliminal tactics to control her targeted males, apparently Ben included.
Ben smoothed his palms on Tatiana's silk covered hips. The warm skin felt even silkier under the translucent fabric. He found the edges and tugged softly, slipping the fabric down her legs. The legging release routine repeated; Ben held the fabric as Tatiana steadied and double stepped out of it. He reached up and pressed on Tatiana's stomach, inducing her to sit on the edge of the mattress.
Their roles were reversed; now Ben was the one kneeling between Tatiana's spread knees. He leaned in and licked at the pink nether lips. The tang of woody musk was even zestier than the scent. He dove in for more. Tatiana's nerves tingled at his rough textured laps on her folds. She stretch onto her back and held Ben's face lightly against her pussy. Ben heeded her silent request, drinking deep of her feminine liquor.
Tatiana both rejoiced and felt overwhelmed by the fire blazing in her lower body. The passionate flames leaped up her core and ignited an inferno in her brain. Her spine arched and she went rigid in ecstasy. Numerous spasms later, her body shocks subsided into aftershocks as her awareness returned.
Wet - faced Ben rose from the ashes and slid her hips further up the bed, also climbing upward until he was braced above her. With foreheads pressed together, they pecked their lips. Palming her ass - cheeks and setting his manhood at her pussy entrance, Ben rolled sideways and Tatiana opened her thighs to give Ben sidesaddle access to her wet and ready slit.
Ben wasted no time pushing against her genital portal. But he arrested the impulse to plunge in. He pressed his knob and backed off. A little more on the next push. He took several times to encase just the length of his knob. He shuttled his corona on the outermost pink folds.
Tatiana welcomed the lower caresses and let Ben work his magic there. She embraced his neck, occupied his mouth with kisses and played with his tongue. Braced between Ben's hands on her ass and her arms around his neck, she undulated her tits against his chest. He had forgone the accustomed boob fondles and she placated his forbearance by grating her stiffened nipples on his sensitive chest.
Ben worked himself to the bottom of her vagina, slowly, gently, soothingly. His pubic pressed her clitoris as he wriggled around inside her. Her womb was lengthier than her oral cavity though Ben's thick erection packed her narrow orifice. It felt good to both lovers.
The tender love making brought on a solid orgasm for the conjoined sex - mates. Tatiana's feminine lubricant already coated their groins. They were perspiring with the efforts. Ben's discharge eventually leaked from her cunt and added to the stickiness. They didn't care. They cuddled to sleep wallowing in the sexual succulence even after Ben fell out.
Tatiana woke first, entangled in crumpled sheets and her man's jumbled arms and legs. Ben's face lay near her breasts and his breathing tickled her nipples. She leaned closer and touched her rose disk to his lips.
Ben woke when he felt her stir. Tatiana cuddled closer and Ben responded to her affections with a lazy suckle. Her nub engorged and Ben switched to the other one for fairness and balance. They adjusted again into the pleasing sidesaddle stance and spent even longer this time building their ardor to second satisfying orgasms. After resting to recover energy, they rose from the bed and showered away lust's residue.
Tatiana gathered her undergarments. Ben insisted on reversing the undressing and helped Tatiana prepare for her next imaginary judge's due recompense. He refined his role as wardrobe attendant with bounteous touching on Tatiana's magnificent physique. She shivered with arousal at his intimate petting. The panties had to be placed just so, tight into a camel - toe and smooth across her sexy ass. The half bra was problematic, requiring untold adjustments, Ben employing squeezes, fondles and hugs to ensure the fit was as perfect as her tits. Ben sighed sadly as the zipper drew the silver gown closed at her shoulders and hid, for now, her body from his view.
The last detail was her tiara which Ben examined thoughtfully as he chose his next words.
"A true beauty contest has many facets: beauty, poise and talent. No doubt you have the first two. But a true beauty queen is a master of deep - throat fellatio. I know because those fantasies were central to my daydreams when I used to masturbate to the televised galas."
Tatiana was out of adlibs and fretfully watched Ben finger her precious keepsake tiara. She feared he would not give it back. Instead, he held it up and slid its clips under her tresses and fixed it in place atop her head.
"You are truly a winner and have earned the right to wear it but only on probation. You are now a Beauty Princess. To become a Beauty Queen, you must master deep - throat. Deal?"
Tatiana thought quickly and countered his offer.
"Do you promise to give me lots of practice and encouragement?"
"I promise..." he snickered before tenderly kissing her cherry glossed lips.
Chapter 06 Doctor Tom
*** House Calls
Lady Heather arrived right on schedule for her inspection tour. As promised, she was accompanied by the Scholarship Intern Program's medical director. Doctor Tom was retained to provide medical exams and health advice to the residents at the many scholarship intern houses in his bi - monthly rounds. This work consumed most of his professional time and that was alright with him. The work was very rewarding.
Doctor Tom set up shop in the gym room. Tatiana had posted his schedule. Each girl was allotted an hour for Doctor Tom's comprehensive examination, the regular sample retrievals and his healthy life - style counselling. The girls enjoyed his good humor and sage advice. While he performed his medical obligations, Lady Heather spoke privately with Ben.
She asked open ended questions, seeking Ben honest feedback. Were the students spending their time in studies or lazing about too much? The house looked well kept. Were they cooperating with the chores? Any cliques or in - fighting? Ben assured her the girls were behaving and getting very good grades in their studies.
Lady Heather continued. What about the nights? Was Ben getting satisfactory personal care? Ben detailed his rational approval of the mutually beneficial arrangements.
He volunteered that early on, he tried to prepare the housework and bedmate rosters but there were too many details to sort out: irregular homework assignments, special housekeeping duties, moon cycles, perceived parity for his time and his own wariness for favoring one girl over the others. The complexity conspired to wreck his best laid plans. He finally gave up and found a mutually beneficial solution.
He assigned the roster preparation to the senior scholarship intern. She benefited by learning the useful skill of organization and delegation. Ben gained an unexpected benefit when he told the senior not to share the roster with him. Each evening he was joined by one of his scholarship interns, always pleased by the senior's random choice. She bestowed Ben's affections equally among the group as fairly as possible given the same restraints Ben had struggled with. Every so often Ben might have one girl two nights in a row or not see her at all for more than a week. The irregular diversity was stimulating and he awoke each morning well satisfied.
Lastly, Lady Heather explained that this time Doctor Tom would depart with her at the end of the day. But on future independent visits, Doctor Tom should be accommodated at the house overnight. Either he could choose to sleep alone in Ben's companion's empty bedroom or share a room with his selection of an available scholarship intern. Doctor Tom usually preferred the latter choice. Ben understood Doctor Tom's special status and promised to accommodate his wishes.
*** Check Ups
Tatiana worked Doctor Tom's bi - monthly appointments and overnight stays into her schedule. The appointments went smoothly. Since clinic paper gowns were laughably superfluous, panties were the interns' sole attire. They comprised an enticing mélange of colors and styles: flirty pink bikinis, neon green booty shorts, spicy red spandex boy shorts. The girls vied for the chance to seduce the visiting male. The doctor certainly enjoyed the pre - coitus rivalry.
He recorded the interns' height, weight, pulse, blood pressure, temperature and the like. They discussed any complaints. The girls welcomed his hands - on tests when he examined their bodily traits, tones and textures. He tested the arousal times of their feminine erotic zones and measured their orifice depths and compression strengths. He always praised them on their growing abilities and improving health.
Ben was called for the last appointment of the day. Doctor Tom reviewed last visit's lab work. He was pleased with Ben's results. His cholesterol, blood pressure and weight stability were good. His sperm count was unusually strong for a man of Ben's age. That indicated that Ben's balls were energetic and healthy. Doctor Tom presumed the reason. Last visit, when he needed to collect a sperm sample, he offered Ben some privacy to rub one out. Ben laughed and instead summoned Violet who hand - jobbed him into a specimen cup in the middle of the gym as the doctor looked on.
Ben bragged that he exercised vigorously twice a day: an hour each morning in the gym and for as long as he could last each night with his slated partner. They laughed together at the lewd humor. The ribald joke prodded Doctor Tom to broach a question.
"How about the redhead? Is she a good 'exercise' partner?"
"The best" Ben conceded. "At least she has been every time with me."
Sensing the good doctor's interest, he relayed the physician's choice to Tatiana.
After the evening meal, the scantily clad female housemates lazed about in the great room; surfing the net, typing homework or watching videos.
Ben and Doctor Tom engaged elsewhere in manly talk. With his professional duties completed, Doctor Tom wanted to be called just Tom for the rest of his stay. Tom shared stories of his work for the Scholarship Intern Program and how he got started on the lucrative assignment. For years, he had tried to maintain a general practice in a small town after a nasty divorce. Social cliques within the insular community froze him out and his business faltered along with his sex life. He had taken Lady Heather up on her offer of mysterious travelling house calls. It was a dream come true. Well compensated financially, it was the carnal perks that gained his steadfast loyalty.
Lady Heather counselled him to avoid successive encounters with any one intern on his rounds. She wanted him to remain professional and unencumbered by special feelings for any one girl. Tom made sure to rotate completely through a house's roster before repeating with any one intern. But Tom still had his favorites on every campus and he related the salty details to Ben.
It was a treat for Ben to exchange ideas with another man. He was resigned to maintain his faithfulness within the poly - monogamous relationships but it was a bit cloistering for him without mature adult conversation. The evening passed in manly mirth until it was time to close out the day.
Ben and Tom wandered to the great room and stood near the doorway during the obligatory greetings and small talk. Ben stretched and stated his intention to retire to bed. He looked around expectantly, waiting to learn who was on his roster for the night.
Tatiana folded her laptop, tucked it away and strolled to Ben. He was pleased with her self - selection to join him tonight.
"Ready to try again?" he asked with a grin. Her cherry red glossed lips fringed her smile. Her predecessor Marta was a maestro of fellatio and Tatiana was striving to fill that empty niche in her skill set. Her tongue work was superb but they had struggled to get Ben's large knob into her small throat. They just kept trying, hoping for a break through.
"I think we might get it all in tonight. Practice, practice, practice..." she softly cooed.
Tom witnessed the pillow talk foreplay and watched Ben and Tatiana stroll off hand in hand for a night of deep - throat experiments. He turned back to the room and stepped close to the seated Shannon who had been studying her lessons. He grinned down at her as she strained her face up to greet his grin with a smile of her own. Her strawberry hair was freshly curled and gathered in a loose bun. She stretched a finger and grazed it seductively down Tom's pants zipper. He nodded his concurrence. Shannon closed her schoolbook and stood. She was wearing a loose tank top and her modest pointy breasts jostled beneath the fabric as she rose. She took his hand and led him toward her room. Tom was quite pleased so far with his choice du soiree.
At her bedroom door, she asked Tom to wait as she scooted inside. The door reopened with Shannon wearing a nurse's cap and a stethoscope. "The doctor will see you now" she said. "But first, I need to take your measurements and give you a thorough pre - exam."
Tom was amused by the inventive role reversal and entered Shannon's room.
"Let's get those street clothes off and prepare you for my examination" she directed.
Shannon flicked open Tom's shirt buttons and exposed her patient's hairy chest. His belt and shorts joined the shirt forming a growing pile on the floor. He was content to let Shannon do the honors. Besides, his fingers were busy sliding over her cotton covered boobs and pinching the prominent pokies. Shannon was unfazed; Tom had firmly kneaded and pressed her bare boobs during her earlier medical exam. But that was work; this was play and Shannon was enjoying his non - professional fondling of her man toys.
Stepping back from the denuded Tom, Shannon lifted off her tank top.
The prominent pokies topped well - formed conical tits. The nurse's cap was askew and she fixed it. Neon blue boy shorts constituted her scrubs. This doctor's office had the same relaxed dress code as his, much to Tom's liking.
Shannon guided Tom to lay on her bed. She used her stethoscope to listen to his toes and knees. When she touched the silver disk to his scrotum, he jumped.
"Oh, is that too cold?" She suckled the offending instrument to warm it and tried again.
"Better?" she asked. Tom nodded. Holding the disk to his balls and with the stethoscope buds in her ears, she tilted her head and cocked her eyes skyward in a parody of intense focus.
"Sounds like something is gurgling up some pressure" she opined. "We better release it before it does any damage."
Next, Shannon moved her attention to Tom's swollen organ. She held it with thumb and finger, gently examining the size and texture.
"This muscle seems cramped. A robust massage should relieve the tension."
Her hands moved up to flick Tom's nipples. She suckled them and got a stiffened reaction and an unstifled moan. "Okay, then... those seem normal" she stated.
Her hands cradled Tom's cheeks as she leaned in close to his face. Her own stiffened nipples rubbed Tom's chest. Her tender lips smooched his. Her tongue peeked out to sweep his gums.
"I think you're running a fever."
She trailed her lips across his cheek to near his ear. She whispered her question.
"The doctor said he wants a sperm sample. I could also work in some therapy to relieve that pesky pressure and tension at the same time. Are you ready? May this nurse provide your therapy and calm your fever?"
"Yes, Nurse, please heal me..." begged her heated patient.
Shannon placed a pillow under Tom's head so he could monitor the course of treatment. She trailed her lips down Tom's neck, tasted again his nipples, tongue probed his navel and ended with a kiss on his engorged cock knob. Keeping her lips on the tip and poking her tongue at the slit, she reached back and swept down her panties. The nurse cap was discarded and she released the hair bun. Her strawberry curls fell around her head and covered Tom's groin. She pivoted onto the bed between his legs and filled her mouth with feverish penile muscle.



Tom watched the cure for his ailment unfold. Her tongue and mouth suction supplied the promised massage. Her hand cradled his percolating balls. All the while, she watched his face, looking for signals to move to the next step in the procedure. Tom's eyes started to glaze and he glanced away. Shannon slowed her suction and gently let his erection down against his abdomen.
Tom gave a whimpered protest. "Nooo, noo... I'm not cured yet..."
Shannon tut - tutted a soothing response. "I know, I know... I need to capture that sample now..."
She crawled up his torso, backtracking through the navel probe and nipple smooches. She straddled his hips. Her breasts pressed his chest for stability as she placed his erection against her cunt lips. Her mouth captured his, receiving his probing tongue between her facial lips as she smoothly received his probing cock between her nether lips.
Their motions were heavenly. Warm enflamed tissues enjoyed the sweet flow of the good vibrations. Nurse and patient kissed intermittently, never interrupting the blissful massage.
Tom was becoming more ardent. He levered up, hugging his good nurse and getting her to vary the strokes as she jogged in his lap: regular rhythms, rapid short jitters, long slow smooth ones. He stopped her short when he thought he was getting too close to his peak. Shannon willingly obliged his requests. She rested in his arms until he bade her to continue, meanwhile kissing his cheeks and ears, rolling her conical breasts against his chest, tickling his face with her fragrant hair. She kept him on low simmer until he was ready to rev up again.
This nurse knew the way to cure the human male's greatest weakness: sexual tension. And Tom could not resist her restorative charms. At the zenith of his next rise, he let go and jetted out the requisite sample of manly essence. Shannon collected it deep in her womb. She worked her kegels to extend the sensations for both.
Tom fell back on his pillow, still clutching his nurse. After some post - coital cuddles, Shannon eased off his ebbing cock.
"Wait here" she whispered. "I will deliver the sample to the lab and be right back." Tom played along, swearing not to run away. Shannon preened in the bathroom and returned to lay naked by her convalescing patient's side. They slept deeply, weary and satisfied.
Before morning, Tom rolled atop the sleepy Shannon and fucked her once more missionary style. He did all the work this time, setting the pace and drawing down the last of the pressure in his balls.
Tom decided two things right there and then as he rested inside of and on top of Shannon's soft, sweaty body. One, he enjoyed being the patient sometimes. And two, Tom was certainly right: Shannon was the best.
He lamented the rule about playing favorites. He hoped she was still here almost a year from now after he had finished fucking all of her housemates. He was already feeling feverish and looked forward to another course of her healing arts.
Chapter 07 Olga
*** Coming To America
The first class flight from Europe and the town car ride from the airport made Olga feel like a princess. She thought about that statement. There were real princesses in Europe and Asia. Americans did not follow the royal traditions. Inherited titles didn't matter; money was the sovereign. With money came power and privilege. She had come to America to absorb the bounty of that mantra.
Olga was on cloud nine. The unsolicited invitation and her application to an anonymous Scholarship Program had led to interviews and tests: intellectual, medical and psychological. She had easily passed the first two, achieving exemplary scores. The emotional appraisals were increasing bizarre for a scholarship competition. The early questions covered moral choices and her reactions: treatment of children and pets, petty pilferage, theft, public policies. How would she alter the circumstances? Did she embrace or avoid changes?
The ultimate questions were more personal and made her uncomfortable. She was asked her sexual preferences and stimulus: how intense and how often did she have orgasms during one session? Did her nipples respond well to stimulation? Was her clitoris exposed or shrouded? Oral sex: did she prefer giving or receiving? Both? With men? With women? Would she be sexually aroused by public exposure? Public sex?
Olga endured the intimate enquiries. Her final meeting was with the Scholarship Program Director. The mature lady's soothing voice was hypnotic. She was told the nature of the program, a mutually beneficial arrangement which traded full financial support towards a college education in exchange for a poly - monogamous indenture during her college years. The confident lady assured Olga of her safety and happiness. Why waste her passions on casual flings when she could exploit her joie de vie for a few years and change the rest of her life?
Olga thought all night about the offer and in the morning she signed the papers. She loved the professional fashion shoot with its expensive costumes and sporty outfits. She was told it was a prospectus of sorts, presenting her credentials to the various scholarship committees. She was less enthused by the nude portraits. Olga was embarrassed to be intimately photographed by strangers. She sat, literally, for her nude portfolio. The cameraman was polite. His assistant was gentle as she placed Olga in lewd exposures. Then, a week of waiting until she was whisked off to her new college home in America.
The town car entered a small walled compound. The automatic rear door hissed open. Olga alighted the limousine. A dark haired topless girl in lime green bikini bottoms stood at the house's front door. She waved Olga over and extended her hand in a smile filled greeting.
"Hi, there. I'm Tatiana, the senior intern. You must be Olga, our new freshman intern. You are even prettier than your pictures."
Olga blushed at the thought of her naked portfolio being examined by anonymous committees. Tatiana chose not to notice.
"Let's get you inside. The other interns are dying to meet you."
She took Olga's hand to lead her inside the house when Olga balked, turning towards the town car.
"What about my luggage?"
"Don't worry. It goes into storage. Everything you need is waiting in your room. Closets full of fabulous clothes and a bathroom full of cosmetics and toiletries. Come on. You'll see."
Tatiana was more forceful about towing Olga inside. Two other topless interns ran to greet her, waving joyous welcomes.
"Hi, Olga. Welcome to America and your new home. I'm Shannon. This is Violet. We are really excited to meet you in the flesh. Your application packet included great pictures. But you're even prettier than they showed."
Violet gripped her hand and pulled her running towards the stairs. "Come on, let's look at your room and get you changed into something suitable. Ben, our resident patron sponsor, will want to meet you too."
They hustled Olga upstairs to the bedroom suite that she would occupy for her four college years. As promised the closets and bath were well stocked. The girls chattered about household chores and the amenities available. A gym, a pool and group or private study areas.
They briefly giggled out a description of the master suite, assuring Olga that Ben was eager to give her a personal tour of it when her first roster slot came up. Olga giggled back, acknowledging her role in the roster and said she understood the nature of the mutually beneficial exchange.
With the preliminaries concluded, the interns helped Olga find suitable clothes for the rest of the day. They chose white spandex boy shorts and a stretchy tank tee that displayed Olga's pokies. It was more than what the others were wearing but it was her first day. Olga was permitted some time to ease into the household dress codes.
*** Gymnastics and Traditions
Olga was closing out her first week in residence. The college coursework was gearing up and she was getting into the rhythm of housework and homework. Tatiana had given her kitchen and great room cleaning duties and, of course, she was responsible for the care of her personal bedroom suite. A few days earlier, Tatiana had reviewed her progress of integration into the house routines. Olga brought up the nighttime cries and moans emanating from the neighboring master suite. What about Ben? When was she going to spend some quality time with him to get acquainted? Tatiana was vague in reply, saying Ben would decide that.
Ben was courteous but aloof towards Olga when they passed occasionally in the hallways. She was curious and ready. Was he attracted to her? She asked again when Tatiana was going to get her together with Ben.
Tatiana said she was giving Olga time to acclimate before entering her into the rotating roster. Ben often spent a whole day with a new intern, playing in the pool, getting acquainted and at ease with each other, maybe even a private candlelit dinner before their first fuck. Tatiana told her to be patient.
It was Saturday and after some cleaning of the kitchen and great room, Olga was free for the rest of the morning. After tidying her suite, the gym beckoned and she jogged on a treadmill in spandex shorts and a sports bra. Ben strolled by as she was finishing her run and he took a moment to watch his freshman intern from behind. Her butt bounced to the beat of her ponytail swinging in time. The mirrors in front of her reflected her trapped tits fighting to break free of her struggling sports bra. Olga saw Ben watching her and half smiled, hoping he liked the view. She kept the thought - provoking show going for a little longer before slowing to her cool - down pace. Maybe today was the day, she thought. Maybe he would spend the day with her and make tonight the night.
Ben did like the view and decided to hangout. The blonde was obviously flirting; Olga was familiar with the terms of their mutually beneficial deal. Tatiana told Ben she was allowing Olga time to get used to her new surroundings. But it had been a week and Ben was getting restless for his induction of the new intern. What was Tatiana waiting for?
Ben jumped rope poorly, played with some light weights and puttered around, any excuse to stay and watch Olga's exercises. Olga moved to the stepper; Ben relocated his made - up exercises to get a profile view. The bra bounce was less unruly but her leg muscles pumped and her toned butt rolled under the revealing spandex shorts. Olga was aware of his stealthy gawk. She dismounted the stepper to get the most from the moment. Olga plumped her breasts and adjusted her sports bra lower. The exer - cycle faced Ben's direction and she leaned deep into the handlebars as she pedaled. Her large suspended cleavage swung trapped beneath her chest. Ben stopped the stealthy ruse and simply ogled Olga's tempting tits. Olga smirked and cycled faster, increasing her mammary oscillations. Ben grabbed his towel and stalked from the gym. Olga was disheartened by his reaction as she finished her aerobics. Was Ben attracted to her or not? A little stretching and she left as well.
Ben escaped to the master suite to think. His cock throbbed with neediness and his frustration churned his hormones. He was disinclined to interfere with Tatiana's schedule decisions. He enjoyed the delightful rush each evening when his random bedmate was revealed. He was always pleased with Tatiana's selection.
But for the last two nights, he had stifled his mild dissatisfaction when Olga was not the choice. Each time, Ben had salvaged his distress with abnormally rough sex. This waiting was not a healthy situation for him or the interns. He needed to fuck Olga, and soon, regardless of his pledged deference to Tatiana's roster schedule.
Ben heard the shower start next door in Olga's suite. The thought of her naked wet body under the stream was too much. He shrugged off his clothes and strode purposefully into Olga's room. None of the resident doors had locks and there were no rooms off - limits to Ben. The bath door was ajar and he entered Olga's luxurious private bathroom. He could see Olga standing in the warm spray, soaping up in the steamy opaque bath enclosure. Ben slid the glass back and stepped in. The startled Olga threw her arms across boobs and belly. She went wide eyed and cowered against the back of the stall. Ben hesitated a moment to tone down his heated behavior before closing in on his drenched bashful intern.
Ben understood her awkwardness and kept his movements unhurried. He recalled her coy application photos and was now faced with the fully revealed tie - breaking detail: she had great tits. He gently moved her hands aside to reveal her chest and groin. In fact, the photos had been unkind: Olga's tits looked even better in real life. The mirrored bath stall gave Ben a good all round panorama of the freshman scholarship intern.
She calmed her breath and stood more relaxed as Ben's smiling gaze conferred his admiration. She looked at Ben's fully erect cock. The purple knob was large and throbbing with energy. Olga was not a virgin. She had flirted and frolicked a few times with her boyfriends. But none of them flaunted the size displayed before her. Her worries spilled out.
"Tatiana said a day... some chat - up... private dinner... gentle foreplay... time to..." Her voice trailed off.
Ben tilted her chin up, buzzed her soft wet lips and murmured soothingly. "Olga, it's okay... you'll see... everything will be alright..."
Ben found the bottle of fragrant body wash and wiped the gel on Olga's arms, her back, her legs and ass, working it to a lather with a scrubby. She leaned back and held the hand rails. He washed her hair, posing her head to drape the wet strands behind her. During the shampoo, Ben watched her high shelved breasts jostle on her chest as she stabilized during his handling of her platinum mane. Finished with her hair, Ben pulled her in and hugged her from behind, his hands molding her chest orbs. His slippery palms plied the wet skin, her nipples getting lots of attention. He played on her pubis, pleased to find that Olga still trimmed rather than shaved her blonde bush.
Satisfied with the wash cycle, he moved to rinse. The hand held nozzle worked its way from head to toe. Her hair hung in wet white ropes. Her skin glistened.
He turned her to face him and knelt. The sprayer drummed on her clitoris as he thoroughly cleansed her pussy. He pulled back the folds with his thumbs. The pink interior beckoned.
Olga gave a start when his rough textured tongue swept first the left side, then the right. This was a new experience for her; prior probes to her pussy had been exclusively fleet fingers and thick cocks. Ben's licks darted everywhere; his lips kissed and suckled the sensitive little button. She closed her eyes and whimpered her pleasure. Ben tasted her desire.
Olga held tighter to the hand bars and felt her groin spawn the familiar tingle. She exploded, crying to the ceiling. She didn't see unceasing Ben's lips curl into a malicious smirk against her pussy.
Ben was beside himself now with desire for the randy little temptress. All week Olga had teased him with chance encounters, stoking his erotic fire with her wily dalliances. And then this morning's gym spectacle. His cock was bursting to probe her.
He rose and turned her away, bending her forward. Ben tapped her inner ankles and she tamely spread wider. He poised his cock and pushed. She was slippery inside and out. He shuttled his erection smoothly, holding her soaked hips. She grasped the shower bars to steady her stance against his buffeting motions. She had just orgasmed on his face but was already building towards a repeat on his cock.
Ben felt his arousal growing quickly but doggy style shower sex wasn't the way he envisioned his first ejaculation into the freshman. They both deserved better. He salvaged his control and pulled out. Olga was perplexed. Ben had not cum yet and she was in the middle of another good one. She waited, expecting him to reinsert and resume his strokes.
But Ben stood her up and turned her wet body to his. He hugged her tight, crushing her boobs between them. He kissed her wet lips and his hands lifted her ass. She wrapped her thighs around his waist and Ben stepped from the shower. He duck - walked them out to the bed, his bouncing erection pattering her ass from below. He held the hug as he tumbled them both on the mattress. They squiggled around into a classic missionary position; Olga eagerly spreading her thighs and encircling Ben's ass with her ankles. Ben held the pose on braced arms as their faces canoodled affection.
Olga's feelings were primed for more fucking. She took the initiative and handled Ben's prick into its proper place. She rolled her hips to rub her cunt on the knob. Ben followed her cue and pressed in all the way before setting a moderate pace. Ben's cock thumping and Olga's hips rolling rebuilt the sensations interrupted by their play - space relocation. At first Ben braced up and watched her tits dance with the rhythm of his thrusts. But their wet skin cooled and drew them together for warmth. The pace of thrusting never faltered.
Olga became vocal. "Ben? ... yes... oh, Yes... BEN!... yes... YES... YEESS!!"
They came together. Ben growled into her neck as his semen crashed into her vagina. Olga simply stiffened her body and stifled her whimpers. She was too overwhelmed to do other than squeeze her man and hold her breath against anymore words. They fell to earth together, gasping. Finally, Ben moved lower, extracting his shrinking prick, laying his cheek between Olga's soft wet mounds. She fingered his earlobe and rubbed his neck hairs in glowing contentment.
In time, Ben lifted his face from her cleavage. He pushed the intercom button at her bedside and made a full house announcement.
"Olga will be joining me in the master suite for the rest of today and tonight. Adjust the roster schedule accordingly."
A newly revitalized Ben levered to his feet and helped Olga off the bed. They tottered, naked, hand in hand, to his neighboring suite and would only emerge long after tomorrow's dawn, physically and emotionally exhausted and still wanting more.
Tatiana heard Ben's intercom announcement and sighed her disappointment. Ben had been weaker than she thought. She had been too aggressive in her wager, picking sometime Sunday for the inevitable event. Violet had been less sure of Ben's resolve and thought he couldn't battle his masculine compulsions through Friday before surrendering to his sexual angst. Shannon held out her palms as the other interns handed over her winnings.
Shannon had deduced that Ben's resistance would crumble Saturday, probably before noon. Two nights before, she had been on the receiving end of Ben's mounting vexation. He had pressed her face tight to his groin hauling on two handfuls of hair while he dwelled deep in her throat longer than comfortable. A moaned 'Olga...' accompanied his potent ejaculation. Ben proved her wager right when he fucked the new intern today despite his vow to wait on Tatiana's schedule.
The giddy upper class interns quipped about the hopelessness of any tantalized male eschewing fresh pussy for more than a week. Following tradition, they had played their practical joke on the unsuspecting Ben. Tatiana had purposefully withheld bedtime appointments for the innocent Olga. Olga was excused from the topless house rules during her orientation week as long as she wore a flirty cover. The other interns conspired to ensure Ben chanced upon the nubile Olga often during the first few days. Each day, Olga's outfits became skimpier and more see - through until few details were hidden from Ben's hungering eyes. The wagers were a sideshow to the real entertainment of watching Ben's carnal control wobble and collapse.



Tatiana scheduled Olga for extra nights in the coming weeks. Ben needed the added intercourse until his unbridled lust for the new intern balanced out and he could cope with a more equitable bedmate rotation. She knew Olga wouldn't mind at all. Olga affirmed her consent to the extra roster slots with loud moans and ecstatic cries all through those extra nights.
Chapter 08 Group Play
*** Sundays
Ben woke with the dawn's light. Tatiana felt him stir and rolled to her stomach beside him on the giant master suite bed. The sheets were crumbled, evidence of their vigorous play the night before. She propped up her chest and scissored her legs in giddiness. Last night had been a triumph. After many months of failed attempts, the magnificent event occurred. She had finally gotten Ben's cock knob past her tonsils and embedded in her throat. Ben had uttered a quiet triumph in her honor since she could only make choked moans through her cock packed throat.
With the initial break - through accomplished, she merrily rubbed his corona against her gullet. Ben was thrilled with her enthusiasm for playing this new game with his old man - meat. At his peak of gratification, Ben pulled back and shot his seed on her fluttering tongue, letting Tatiana taste her favorite snack while Ben relished the spasmodic pulses.
Now in the morning light, Tatiana reveled in his admiring gaze and squiggled in for more thank - you - again kisses. With her perky nipples pressed on his torso, she was the happy nymph reveling in the memory of her victory. Ben delighted in her moist kisses and the familiar feel of Tatiana's lovely tits rubbing his chest. Too elatedly to lay still, she vaulted from the bed and giddily bobbed naked to her room down the hall.
So began Ben's Sunday, a day reserved for group activities. That meant all day brunch with fun and games at the pool. Although nothing was precluded, the real action usually occurred later, back inside the house.
Ben wandered down to the kitchen and sampled the brunch as he viewed the topless girls already at the pool. Shannon and Violet were playing chess at an umbrella table. Olga lounged in a chaise until the still excited Tatiana showed up and they engaged in a game of badminton. Ben watched the pair dive and jump for the shuttle cock, their nubile tits dancing with the action.
Ben waded in the pool to cool off. The girls gave him space and time to share his time with them or do solo activities. The household hung out in morphing little groups, talking, intermittent swimming and wading, drinks, video surfing, last minute homework and generally wasting away the afternoon.
Violet challenged Ben to a chess game. Ben could never beat her; the math and science genius had amazing mental capabilities. And there were always too many impediments to his concentration; today was no different. Seated across from the topless Violet was the first distraction. Another was when Violet rubbed her foot along his inner thigh and groin at key moments during the game. Across the pool, Shannon was giving Tatiana and Olga impromptu dance lessons. Today's topic was twerking. Ben was entertained by three luscious backsides revolving and bobbing on imaginary phalluses. Bent over and facing away, the gyrations provided Ben with numerous sidewinder boob peek - a - boos as their tits shook in time with their body sways.
The lessons evolved into belly dancing moves: hip pops as the dancers pivoted in place, simulating flat hip revolutions on the same imaginary phallus.
Ben's revelry was interrupted as Violet laughed and tipped his king, declaring checkmate. She demanded Ben swim 20 laps in the pool as her recompense. The Oriental champion swimmer timed his laps, pacing the length of the pool, calling out encouragement.
At dusk, it was a common initiative to clean up the loose towels, scattered dishes and other things as they headed inside and made their way to the master suite.
As the senior, Tatiana was the most experienced with the Sunday evening routine. Inside the master suite, she herded the females into a receiving line of sorts. The girls stood attentive, letting Ben contemplate his first move. Ben took his time to savor each one.
The departed blonde Marta and her housemate brunette Tatiana had jointly chosen redheaded Shannon from the portfolio of candidates. They sought to balance the color and temperament of Ben's scholarship intern collective. The trio formed the delectable blonde - brunette - redhead trifecta.
The following year, that trio had selected Violet. Her Oriental size and black hair rounded out the color and size menagerie. Violet's diminutive stature belied her energy. It was a welcome revelation for Ben.
Then the platinum haired Olga with great tits had replaced the departed Marta. The quartet perpetually transformed as seniors graduated and the chosen freshman replenished the roster. Ben would forever retain a recurring complement of four scholarship interns. Life was good.
Ben was slow to choose tonight. Impatiently, Tatiana and Shannon turned to each other and kissed. They pressed their nipples together, flattening boobs, exploring each other's familiar mouth. Seemingly unaware of their audience, they circled and swayed, bumped the mattress and collapsed on the bed.
That broke the kiss. Tatiana moved downward, expertly positioning between Shannon's legs and lapping the cunt folds. Shannon threw her arm across her eyes and panted through her open mouth.
The scene was inspiring. Ben was enthralled and watched Tatiana's talented tongue work its magic. Breaking his spell, similarly impatient Violet and Olga each took one of his hands and gently drew him towards the bed. They kneeled up on the mattress. The standing Ben was even with their faces. He alternated between the pair, kissing lips, noodling noses, sharing his affections between them. Violet blindly hefted Ben's cock, semi hard from the foreplay. Olga joined her peer's hand with her own. They competed fairly with lips and fingers, seeking to secure Ben's decision as to which he would fuck first.
Indecisive Ben pushed them back and they lay naked and aroused before him on the bed. Ben impulsively chose Olga. He shifted her legs apart and pulled her ass to the edge of the mattress. Violet wanted a close up view. She lay her cheek on Olga's stomach, flicking her tongue across Olga's clitoris. Ben liked her initiative. And he liked her mouth's serendipitous location.
He wrapped Olga's legs at his waist while Violet continued the tonguing. His knob lay at the junction of Violet's oral lips and Olga's nether lips. Violet switched focus and kissed the cock tip. Ben pushed forward and Violet opened her mouth to swallow half the shaft. She sucked hard as Ben shuttled inside.
Olga whimpered a protest at the loss of caresses. Ben pulled back and Violet pressed him lower with her finger tips. Ben pushed in deep, eliciting a whimper of approval from the blonde. Ben used an alternating three set: three slow strokes in Olga's pussy, three strokes in Violet's throat and then back again. Violet guided the cross swap with her hand while Ben still held Olga's knees.
During his three strokes in her cunt, his hard drive rolled Olga's boobs on her chest and he tried to manage the timing to get the greatest motion. Olga interfered by pressing her great tits together, fingering her own nipples. Ben reach over the Violet's compliant head and pushed Olga's hands away. She complied but again whimpered her protest.
Olga's noises got Shannon's attention. She turned to the blonde, whispered her name and when Olga turned to meet her gaze, they found each other's lips. Their tongues played, adding to the sensations each was receiving in their groins.
And the combined action all around brought on the simultaneous orgasms for the lucky lovers with genital connections. Tatiana and Violet did their part to enhance the highs with accompanying oral caresses. Ben let his balls empty into Olga before pulling out, still stiff and very sticky. Violet elongated his afterglow time using her tongue and lips to clean him up and savor the combined juices of Olga and Ben.
The quintet of lovers cuddled in tranquil post - coitus reverie. Ben dozed off in their tangled fragrant embrace.
Later, Ben opened his weary eyes and found himself still entangled in limbs and draped with the multiplicity of hair hues and styles. Shannon was the first to feel his body stir. She spied his nearby cock and scurried to dive her face on it. She sucked it deep to keep it away from the others, hugging his waist to protect her prize like a fumbled football. The others responded with playful complains: "Hey, no fair" and "Share the wealth". The commotion brought Ben fully awake. He responded with swelling.
Tatiana moved in and covered his face with her hungry smooches. Wanting Ben for herself, she maneuvered to straddle his hips; Shannon showed class rank deference by backing off and letting Tatiana lineup. Ben approved of both girls' initiative and how Shannon then helped Tatiana slide his erection into her vagina. Shannon further assisted her to lever up into cowgirl.
Ben's vacant top half was quickly occupied by the kneeling Violet and Olga who locked mouths onto Ben's nipples. In bent over mode, their dangling boobs attracted Ben's hands. He used a hand on each ones nearest tit to tweak the nipples and squeeze the orbs. His own sucked nipples sent electric tingles to his cock tip deep inside Tatiana.
Shannon decided another dance lesson was in order and coached Tatiana on dance - like hip motions: an alternating series of twerking and the belly dancers flat hip revolution on Ben's groin. Tatiana used his phallus as the center pivot to control the depth and breadth of the moves. Ben felt his cock massaged on all its nerve clusters and announced his approval with loud moans. Tatiana's boobs bounded to the beat.
Shannon re - engaged with the orgy, palming and kissing Tatiana's tits. She knowingly split her time on the pink targets, backing off, throwing an evil grin in Ben's direction. She watched as Ben went wide eyed whenever he got his fair share of the chesty vista: jostling tits capped with slick wet nipples peeking from behind Tatiana's straight dark mane. Shannon pinched the oscillating nubs as Tatiana boogied her pussy on Ben's embedded prick.
The orgy reached its orgasmic crescendo. The girls' combined efforts brought forth Ben's sperm load deep inside Tatiana's cunt. This session was meant solely for Ben's pleasure but, nevertheless, when Tatiana felt the warm flood in her womb, she joined him in ecstasy.
The assemblage collapsed in another sweaty heap. Violet crawled from under the pile, sat up and pouted. She alone had been denied an orgasm so far this evening. Shannon took pity on her sister housemate and drew Violet aside into a 69 pose. Ben was aware of the action but chose to leave them to their dual cunnilingus while he enjoyed the remaining group's cuddle around him.
He dosed off entangled in woman flesh. Dawn's light found him just like that, still smothered in tits and ass. Ben was loathe to extricate himself from the soft, warm multi - partner huddle. He lay surrounded by the fragrant smells and muted slumbering coos of his scholarship interns. His prayers reflected his joy and gratitude for his newfound serene life.
First, thank God for granting him the winning lottery ticket.
And second, thank God for Lady Heather and the Scholarship Intern Program that had taught Ben how to turn his windfall wealth into a life style of wholesome mutual benefits.
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The Problem with Men
The Total Woman Academy graduated only the finest of women, instilled with exceptional intelligence, beauty and poise. They had spent their college years basking in assertive manhandling by the resident coach tutors, perfecting their feminine personas. Special events like Father-Daughter Weekend and Free-Will Weekends provided bonus opportunities for exposure to real world workouts. Sometimes encounters with the events' guest coach tutors turned into unexpected incest when the Academy students were paired with sponsoring uncles or cousins. Family ties aside, each compulsory copulation was consummated with enthusiastic abandon.
Alas, for the typical post-graduate, her experiences with the outside world turn out to be dejecting. She was dispirited by the everyday world of corporate and social consortia who failed to ignite her feminine fires. Even the leaders among the pack dithered, striking up conversations and dilly-dallying with faux romance. It was too vanilla. A TWA graduate expected to provide spontaneous sensuality to her newest lascivious aficionado, inclined to accommodate his slightest sexual whim.
Thus, fearing they would become complacent among the languid masses and lose their honed TWA advantage, graduates attended month long retreats at selected TWA venues to keep their minds and bodies tuned to peak performance.
TWA sent Ned to be the current month's emeritus coach tutor at the Caribbean Island TWA Hostel. There, TWA graduates would attend his tune-up seminars to keep their alluring flairs at elite proficiency.
Ned took his responsibilities seriously. The attendees arrived in their finest man-baiting personas and he was charged with acting out spontaneously his first impulsive fantasies generated by their sexual mien. His role required him to promptly drive the graduate through the uninhibited behaviors she was obliged to render to an unfamiliar but authentic alpha male.
The corporate inbound flight was uneventful. The shapely stewardess was exceptionally attentive to her alluring VIP passenger. She hinted repeatedly about providing any service Ned might require. Halfway through the flight, frustrated at his lack of response to her sexual innuendos, the stewardess boldly offered to suck him or fuck him, or both if he preferred. He declined politely, explaining that he wanted to save his energies for the long month ahead. As he disembarked at the end of the flight, she wished him well, then turned to enter the cockpit. She would offer the pilot a special thank you for the smooth, safe flight. Hopefully, he would be more inclined to her bold offer and satisfy the tingling in her pussy.
A limousine gathered Ned at the airport and dropped him in front of the resort island TWA residence. He paused on the stoop for a moment to puff up his macho charisma and then pressed the doorbell. He heard steps in the foyer beyond; the lock clicked and the door inched open. Before him stood an exceptional young woman and Ned's cock gave a twitch. Within the first seconds of seeing her, his capricious mind flashed the plan for copulating with this prime feminine beauty. Ned stepped across the threshold, commencing his month long obligation as the resident guest coach tutor for the Total Woman Academy Caribbean Hostel.
--------------------------------------------
Monday
Living Room – Jolie
The smiling young lady stepped back to give her visitor a normal personal space. She extended her welcoming handshake. Ned took her right hand firmly in his left and moved closer, a more intimate distance, immediately establishing his hegemony in her presence. He didn't smile and fixed her genial brown eyes with his somber stare. She let her full smile fade to a slightly open mouth, the bright white incisors peeking through the ring of cherry red glossed lips.
Ned cupped her chin with his right hand and circumnavigated her bee-stung lips with his thumb pad. The plush orifice was pliant and warm. Her upturned gaze stayed neutral as he held her face and tested her acquiescence to his audacious touch.
"What is your name, my dear?"
"Jolie" she said and then continued respectfully. "Ned, welcome to the tune-up retreat. I was thrilled to find out I would be with you again."
Keeping his attention on her face, Ned blindly kicked the entry door closed behind him and pressed her back a step, using her captive right hand, like a dancer leading his partner. She back stepped gingerly through the foyer into the living room, watching his face for any sign of recollection. She was only one of the many Academy students that he had coached to elite sexual prowess. And it had only been two overnight sessions in her sophomore and junior years. The secondary coach tutors had greedily monopolized her time, a compliment of sorts. But Ned was the emeritus coach tutor and any training sessions with the veteran instructor had been highly coveted by the coed students.
Ned raised her captive hand and looked her hour-glass body up and down, trying to remember where they may have met before. At the Academy, of course, but when and in which part of the facility. He turned her slowly in a dancer's pirouette, examining all the features of his impending first conquest, seeking a clue to her place in his past.
Ned's gaze started at the bottom where Jolie's painted toenails and the heavy gold anklet twinkled as she pivoted on one bejeweled strappy heel. Her smooth legs were exposed to a line above her knees where the hem of her fashionable yellow summer dress ended the bare-legged columnar vista. The tailored dress conformed to her moderate hips and narrower waist as it continued up to its sleeveless scooped collar.
She completed her exhibition rotation to face him again. Ned look intently at her face, trying to recall her. Her Afro-Asian bronzed complexion was clear, her almond eyes elongated by her high cheekbones. Large gold hoops pierced her earlobes, half hidden in the luxurious deep brunette hair that relaxed easily on her shoulders and fell to mid back.
She was extraordinarily beautiful, just like all the other students he had tutored and fucked. He tried hard but couldn't remember her. 'Oh, well' he mused, 'she's here now; let's get back to the matter in hand'.
Ned refocused on her lush red lips, the first visions that had twitched his cock and triggered his impetuous plans.
"Down" he commanded as he depressed her hand towards the floor. Jolie bent one knee and descended until her face was at his crotch level. She assumed a stable three point stance: her left heel firm to the floor, her right toe and knee planted on the carpet. Ned released her hand; she knew what to do.
Jolie's fingers opened his belt, button and zipper and let his pants fall. Ned may have felt his cock twitch on first meeting but he was performing professionally now. His cock had not swelled. The tubular meat arched downward, secreting the underside vee behind the knob poised close to Jolie's chin.
Jolie extended her tongue tip and curled it up against the hidden sensitive skin. She levered the limb member up and placed her mouth half over the crown, a suction kiss that pulled Ned's corona past her lips. She tasted his haunting manly musk.
She sucked harder, drawing in more length, feeling the start of firmness develop inside her mouth. She sucked harder still, hollowing her cheeks. That gained additional size. It was all a familiar process and she was good at it.
Ned felt bulky now and jogged his hips, signaling his desire for strokes. Jolie moved in slow motion, advancing his length past her teeth and tongue, the dental ridges and raspy lingual appendage glazing his nerve covered shaft. She was only taking him half in and he wanted to sink deeper. Her face was level, brown eyes closed. He placed his hands on her head, every impatient man's habitual reaction at this point in the oral foray. She almost hesitated at the customary contact, seeking guidance, but experienced Ned gave proactive signals and she smoothly complied with his desired depth and pace.
She sank his cock completely in her oral cavity, letting his glands glide past her tonsils. Ned held her head close, basking in the woman's pulsating gullet. He let her up for air. But not for long.
It had been a long trip to the island. The private flight stewardess had been eager to serve all of Ned's needs and desires. But he had held off, saving himself for these TWA responsibilities.
Now his responsibilities called to him in earnest. He pressed deep against Jolie's face and ejaculated his first jets down her throat. It was a relaxed spend, pumping easily after the day-long dry spell. It felt nice to reduce his over-supply of seminal fluids. With less urgent pressure, he could properly administer his abnormal training regime for the special seminar attendees.
Jolie swallowed around his knob until she was again out of air. She pulled half back and continued to massage Ned's ebbing meat with her tongue as she breathed through her nose. Fully deflated at last, Ned drew her off his rod and raised her to stand. Preludes concluded, Ned turned his mind to the next steps in the process.
"Show me my suite."
Jolie led Ned to the upstairs guest coach tutor master suite. It was well furnished with an oversized bed, bathing spa, walk-in closets, a cozy sitting area and a large carpeted space in the center for the anticipated creative endeavors.
Satisfied with the nature of his abode for the coming month, Ned positioned Jolie in the central open space and undressed her. With Jolie's willing assistance, the summer dress sank quickly to the floor. Her skimpy and minimal lingerie were similarly gone in short order. She stepped out of the heels.
Jolie followed Ned into the suite's rain shower bath cabinet and cleansed away the bothers of his inbound journey. He fingered her to a standing orgasm, her reward for releasing his travel stresses in the living room downstairs. Serendipitously, he found Jolie was blessed with full fleshiness at her pussy lips. That led to his all-night exploration for more of her delightful blessings.
Ned was an alpha male but even he had limits. He fucked her plump pussy twice during the night and cataloged her other bodily charms for anticipated later trysts. He already had plans for lusty use of her nice tits and ass. After that, they played and snoozed intermittently past dawn.
At mid-morning, Ned suspended his overnight cuddles with Jolie. He donned a housecoat and dismissed her to her own room. Further duties called. His second assignment was due to arrive today.
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Ned stood in the center of the living room gathering his thoughts and steadying his enthusiasm. The doorbell toned its siren to his next call to duty. Having established his mental presence in the now, he closed the remaining distance to the foyer. The bell sounded again. He grasped the doorknob and opened the door.
There stood a spritely young lady in brown button front dress, wavy brown locks to her shoulders and oversized black rimmed sunglasses. She looked like any ordinary woman you might meet along life's path: the grocery checkout clerk, office assistant, associate realtor or just a school mother picking up her kids. And she was Ned's next assignment.
Ned's first instinct was to look at her eyes which were hidden behind the fashionable bug shield shades. He tenderly took each side in thumb and forefinger, drawing them forward off her ears and face. She raised her eyes to him and Ned was drawn into her gray pools of enchantment. He held out his hand and she placed her palm in his as he invited her across the threshold.
She stepped to him in sensible low heels, complementing the natural everyday mode of her beauty. She stood close and her low shoes brought her several inches shorter than Ned. The short sleeve dress hung on her balanced curves at breasts and hips, hinting at the moderate womanly body beneath. Her calves below the knee length hem showed muscle definition down to well-turned feet and ankles. Ned's gaze returned to her face, questing for another view of those wondrous gray eyes.
"What is your name?" he asked.
"Belinda" she quietly replied, almost a whisper, lowering her gaze and face.
Ned was conflicted by her dress and demeanor. A TWA graduate should be glamourous and confident in the company of men, even an alpha male such as himself. This everyday woman persona was a uniquely tantalizing routine: submissive confidence.
He tilted up her face and stated 'matter of fact' his core requirement for her, inferring her foregone commitment.
"Belinda, I want your vision to stay focused on my face whenever we spend time together. I want your eyes on mine even while we fuck, even as you cum. In fact, with how your eyes make me feel right now, we will be fucking very soon."
Belinda showed her innate expressive dexterity. Her one eyebrow cocked a tick and her lips momentarily curved into the slightest of a smile. Ned saw the tiny facial signs and took them for Belinda's concurrence with the plan.
Regardless of the accuracy of his body language interpretation, alpha male Ned acted the take-charge gentleman as he escorted his lady to stand before the living room full length wall mirror. Her arms hung loose at her sides. Standing behind her, he cupped her chin and held her face level, capturing her reflected stare in his. Ned gazed steadily and used his peripheral vision to guide his movements as he undressed her.
His fingers picked at the front buttons, opening each one in turn as his hands descended to below her waist. He gently took each lapel in hand and drew them slowly back and down. The dress slid down Belinda's slack arms. She now stood in beige bra and panties, again sensibly figured and sized for all-day comfort. The fawn cottons and lace were just a shade lighter than her East European tanned skin. She and Ned stared at each other stoically.
Ned's hands went behind her back, losing the reflected view. The bra bands and fabric shifted at her shoulders and cleavage and then slackened when Ned unhooked the back strap. His palms crested her shoulders and moved under the cups. She shrugged her shoulders to assist the removal. The cups fell away, exposing her boobs. They were lovely. Ned broke gaze in order to appraise her breasts. Belinda stayed true to his decree, maintaining her look on his face. Ned's eyes and hands admired her perfectly sized teardrop breasts with their perfectly sized pointy nipples.
Ned broke finger contact as he adjusted his pants; his thickened cock rose taller beneath the zipper. Comfort attended, he returned his attention to Belinda's requisite stripping. His hands rested on either side of her hips. He fingered the cheeky wide bands and rolled the top edge before pushing downward. Belinda's hips wiggled as the panties descended. She boogied the beige lace to her ankles and stepped out.
Her hands moved behind her back to personally check the condition of Ned's cock; it was nicely large and erect inside his shorts. She caressed his man flesh, cocking both eyebrows with desirous approval.
Ned got the message and took her hand, leading her up the staircase. In his guest coach suite, his shorts fell off easily, his erection heavy and ready. Facing Belinda, he hugged her body and took his first lingering kiss, eyes open, same as Belinda. He lifted her by her butt cheeks and popped her onto the mattress. Belinda's legs formed the cradle that bolstered his hips. Ned braced up on elbows, a proper distance to view Belinda's grey eyes gazing up from inches below.
His firm tip found her moist soft cunt lips. At the contact, Belinda's eyes and lips repeated their eyebrow cock and the nearly unnoticeable lip curl. Ned took it as a go-ahead sign. Not that there was much doubt. Mounted up in this missionary position, nothing was going to stop him now. But it was charming to have concurrence from his beautiful fuck mate.
Ned drove deep in one mighty thrust. Belinda's eyes went wide in astonishment at the sudden stretch in her womb. She bit her lip to stifle the surprised yip. Ned drew back and plunged again. Her membranes were warm and wet surrounding his prick. He lunged and recovered again and again. The strokes were full, powerful and gaining intensity.
Belinda was too absorbed to do other than be Ned's sexual receptacle. She kept her eyes open but lost close focus. She was staring through him to a distant focal point and compressing the piston pounding her core.
Ned lost his control, bounding in her saddle, bouncing the bed and mattress. The inevitable was inescapable; he poured and roared in the same instance, repeating the combination as each subsequent rope of sperm ejaculated into his brand new acquaintance. After his fervor receded, he rolled sideways, pulling Belinda into a lazy side-saddle. He needed rest.
"When I wake up" he mumbled, "I expect you to give me a vigorous cowgirl."
"Yes!" she exclaimed, then enthused further. "Cowgirl is my special talent. Afterwards, my exhausted cock mates tell me it is unforgettable."
Ned drifted off fantasizing about a vigorous cowgirl fuck from the prim lady named Belinda.
Ned dreamed: there was Belinda spreading his body wide, Belinda massaging his arms and legs, sucking his cock. He slept fitfully, unable to get comfortable by curling on his side, his favorite sleep position. He emerged from his slumber looking at the ceiling which flickered with the colorful light of candle glow.
Sensing something was different, he tried to get up but failed. Thereupon, he discovered his wrists and ankles were banded with leather cuffs and fastened to the bed's four corners. He was naked and exposed; the only bedcover was a black satin sheet stretched over the mattress beneath him.
A sound brought his attention to a darkened corner of the room. A figure rose from the shadowed corner chair. Its steps brought it into the dim candle lit bedside area. It was Belinda, of course.
She wore nothing. Her drape of soft brunette tresses tickled her shoulders. Her lips were frosted fire-engine red. In Belinda's hand was a foot long black wand, thick as her finger with a red rubber tip, looking like an oversized black pencil with eraser.
Ned blinked his eyes to clear his vision, assuming he was dreaming. Looking again, she was still there.
Belinda sternly rebuked him. "Hey, HEY! None of that, look at me, always look at me."
Ned closed his eyes, irritated by her stern tone and the unaccustomed captivity. A sharp crackle lit up his left nipple. He jumped and looked at his chest. The wand was an inch above his stung nipple.
"Did you just Tazer me!?" Ned cried incredulously.
Belinda laughed. "No, no... nothing that serious. It's a contact activated pencil vibrator" she pooh-poohed.
She touched the red tip to his sternum and it vibrated against his skin. It felt electric but Ned could see that it was just a mechanical tickler. Ned looked into her mischievous grin.
"That's better" she instructed him. "Just lay still but always look at me. Like I said: cowgirl is my special talent and I assure you, it's unforgettable."
Belinda climbed up to straddle Ned's hips. Ned had a view of her luscious cunt; her spread thighs framing her exposed pink nether lips. The wand crossed his vision headed for his right nipple and he shot his look to Belinda's bemused expression. The wand halted its journey and inched away from his nipple.
"When I said: look at me, I didn't mean my tits or my cunt. I meant my face, my eyes even better. Understand?"
"Okay" piped Ned.
"Good."
Belinda repositioned her nether lips to tent Ned's cock. She slid back and forth. Ned obediently watched her face as she railed along his length. His peripheral vision could see her hips jog and the body movements gave tremors to her breasts. His dick responded to the unseen sensations. Belinda noted his stiffening.
"That's good, Ned. Get that cock hard for me."
Ned jogged his hips to extend and aid the strokes. Belinda noted his assistance with warm eye squints and a nodding smile. Ned was eager to please if it avoided contact with her magic wand. Deciding Ned was hard enough, Belinda reached between her legs and maneuvered Ned vertical. She slid down slow and steady, pushing his phallus all the way inside her. She rested at the bottom, wiggled her ass to get proper bracing with her knees and started the long strokes.
Belinda liked to be in control of a real stud. Her corporate life was filled with male associate sycophants. She always dressed to the nines and exuded sexiness. She certainly was not the everyday woman character she played this morning at Ned's front door. The businessmen around her might be her subordinates, peers or superiors but they all melted in her presence. They imagined their cocks touching her lips, tits, hands or pussy: coating her extremities and orifices with their sperm. They never had a chance as far as she was concerned. They were too weak and easy to manipulate.
Right here and now was her fantasy: manipulating an alpha male. Drawing the fly into her web with sweet purity, then consuming her prey with sexual debaucheries.
Belinda watched Ned watching her. He was getting into the theme of this scenario. He was correctly watching her face, his ardor building. The signs were obvious. Ned was ready to spew. The time had arrived for the final act.
Belinda stretched out her hand and touched the wand to Ned's nipple. Ned cried out in surprise and anger. She retreated. She touched the other nipple; Ned cried out again and bucked his hips to stop her. She tapped the wand to his bellybutton. Ned felt the electric-like vibration send a reflexive tingle to the tip of his dick deep in her womb and he whimpered.
Belinda pressed the tip to his bellybutton again and held it there. Ned went wild as he felt his cock light up. He wrenched against the wrist and ankle restraints; his hips twisted, rose and dove, trying to unseat the evil wench holding the wicked wand. Belinda rode Ned like a bull-riding cowgirl which, at that very moment, was exactly what she was. His cock got bigger, longer and harder inside her and she clung with legs and hands as her man's corona scoured her vaginal walls. At one very intense contortion, she heard Ned's ultimate howl and felt the first warm flood of ejaculate soak her womb. She withdrew the wand and Ned's writhing edged down, his urethra still firing its following shots of sperm from his oversensitive erection.
Ned lay motionless under her after that, drenched with sweat. His eyes were closed, not looking at Jolie. Belinda recognized the condition; he had passed out. The best TWA Coach tutors had done the same over the years when she had practiced this routine.
She eased off of him and his softened prick drooped between his thighs. Belinda removed her sex mate's cuffs and rolled him on his side. She spooned into his back, her cunt pressing his ass cheeks and her tits poking his sweat drenched back, guarding her exhausted male through the remainder of the night.
Ned slept long, embraced by the pseudo girl-next-door that had fucked him cowgirl in a way that he would never forget. He awoke after noon the next day. His cell phone was squawking its special emergency tone. New duties awaited him. He dismissed Belinda, saying the text message seemed urgent. Belinda pouted. She really wanted one more fuck with Ned, a nice soothing one this time. But she would wait for subsequent opportunities over the remaining month. Obediently, she sauntered off to her personal suite to prepare plans for more kinky scenarios with Ned.
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Ned thumbed his cellphone to re-read the incoming text.
'Taxi driver got lost, dropped me at the Strip and Fuck Club. Can you come get me? Please?? ... Farrah'
Ned summoned the chauffeur and rode the hour through afternoon rush hour traffic to the exclusive club. He asked the driver to park nearby, explaining he needed to bailout the latest TWA tune-up attendee.
Ned flashed his TWA crested member card at the door. The bouncer nodded knowingly. About an hour ago, a striking young woman had produced an identical entrance card and said she was meeting her tardy business associate inside. The shaved head black man escorted Ned inside and pointed towards the smartly dressed vixen seated alone at a small café table against the far wall.
Farrah saw the bouncer point her out to the man he was guiding. She took up her drink and sipped coyly, hiding her conceited smile, eyeing the TWA coach tutor over the rim of her glass. Ned palmed a C-note to the bouncer during his thank-you dismissal. She could barely hide her smugness as Ned moved across the room.
Rather than completely closing on the young woman named Farrah, he slipped into an empty table at the center of the room. The dozen male patrons ignored him as they watched the dancing stripper wiggle seductively out her last clothes onstage. She was good; the last warmup show before the featured star of the afternoon. That main act always included audience participation, thus the club's name. The cluster of topless waitresses had departed the room just before Ned arrived. They hustled backstage to ready themselves for the compatible floor activities that they would perform during the upcoming main event.
Ned sat sideways to the stage, facing Farrah and ignoring the naked performer as she bowed her exit stage right. The music had faded and the men were scraping their chairs, getting positioned for the afternoon's ultimate stage spectacle.
Ned coolly stretched his arm level towards Farrah across the room. He pointed his index finger, then wiggled the 'come here' finger motion. The men did double takes between Ned and Farrah.
Her expression froze at the impudent summons and she abnormally blushed at the unwanted audience's attention. Ned's treatment was so different from the way ordinary men stuttered and fawned in her presence. But her TWA instilled poise rose to the occasion. The alpha male had beckoned her; she must oblige.
Farrah meekly rose from her safe sanctuary beyond the edge of the male crowd. She stepped off warily, a slow model walk, headed for Ned's crowded focal position. Her path forced her to squeeze between the randomly cited chairs and tables, their occupants mesmerized by her graceful amble as she brushed through the crowd.
Ned examined her as she seductively approached. She was not tall, even in her heels, a bit petite in the body. Her club-wear red dress was very loose, sleeveless, with large arm holes gathered at the tied waist. The loose collar drooped low, displaying her smooth skin from her neck down to her toned abs. Breaking free of the obstructing throng, her runway model struts fanned the fabric sides atop her firm compact breasts. The skirt was full, the wide hem fluttering at mid-thigh.
She ended her bidden trek a few yards from Ned. His hand signed a spin motion. She obediently executed a nimble dance revolution, giving everyone a 360 panorama. Her bare back confirmed Ned's suspicions. Farrah's firm nubile boobs were unbridled beneath the loose dress.
Her surrounding rapt admirers were stone silent. They had never seen such a spicy nymph attending the normally male dominated club. The strippers and waitresses were pros and fair game. But this sex kitten was unknown but certainly worth getting to know. She willingly followed directions from this visiting stranger.
She finished stepping up to Ned and extended her hand. "Thank you for inviting me over, sir."
Ned glanced at the extended hand of greeting but didn't move to respond in kind. Rather he slumped a little in his seat, opened his legs a bit wider and pointed dramatically to his groin.
Farrah took in an imperceptible breath of annoyance before she lifted her skirt hem waist high to reveal her bright white satin thong. The silent room rippled with low groans. Farrah straddled up onto Ned's waiting crotch and dropped the skirt hem over their legs, shrouding the cozy genital contact.
Meanwhile, the bouncer noticed the quiet in the main room and then the murmurs; he left the front door to investigate. He spied Farrah mounted on Ned's lap with every male eye in the room focused on the pair. Her oscillating hips ground her panties hard against Ned's zipper. The lap dancing pair were staring intently into the other's eyes, apparently oblivious to their audience. Quick witted, the bouncer signaled to the control booth to hold off on the impending main stage act. This unexpected free show was good for business. The word of mouth rumors alone would generate double the club's volume over the next few months.
Farrah pulled Ned's face into her chest. She hugged his neck, looking past him to where the bouncer stood sentry. Ned's nose was filled by her flowery scent. He inched his face under the dress to her left tit. He kissed and then nipped her bare pert nipple. Farrah's eyes shot wide at the tit nibble but then squinted into a sly smile that thrilled the watching bouncer and club onlookers. She rolled her shoulders, rubbing her hidden boob harder against Ned's shrouded face. Her hips renewed the sawing action against his sheltered erection.
The men had recovered their wits and whispered bawdy accolades to each other. Farrah heard the giddy murmurs and took them to be implied complements. She increased her attention to Ned's happiness.
Her mood was broken by a coarse remark.
"Hey, Baby! Don't let him hog all your cunny! Give ME some of that."
Farrah noticeably stiffened at the abrupt catcall but recovered and continued Ned's sinuous lap dance. The bouncer strode towards the rowdy drunk. Farrah caught her beefy protector's eye just as he loomed behind the offender. She shook her head and bade him come hither. She reached out and clutched a fist full of his muscle shirt, dragging his ear down to her whisper.
"I'll handle it" she assured him. "Leave him to me."
The bouncer nodded his consent and retreated to his nearby hovering post, having demonstrated to the patrons that he was ready to pounce on any bad behavior.
Ned and Farrah glowed from their public foreplay. The clientele wondered how long Ned could hold out without cumming in his pants. Ned had the same thoughts. Farrah had fulfilled his initial fantasy of the sexiest lady in the house instinctively drawn to his masculine charisma. The next obvious step was full genital penetration, but not in a public room full of ardent spectators. Soon, one lucky client would get laid onstage as part of the upcoming main performer's stage act. The other customers would watch from the gallery while the cocktail waitresses released their pent-up lust.
Ned unburied his head from beneath Farrah's bodice and pressed her upright in his lap.
"Let's get out of here" he suggested.
"Yes" she agreed.
Farrah unsaddled from her man. Her panties were soaked. Ned's fly was damp and shiny with her vaginal dew. She helped Ned up and he turned to tow her straight for the door. Farrah pulled back gently, head nodding toward the crude heckler seated back the other way.
She led Ned back through the small crowd. Parking him nearby, she posed herself in front of the uncouth lout. The fat man struggled to stand but she pushed him firmly back into his seat. She steadied her stance and leaned far forward. Her top draped beneath her horizontal torso, giving him a great down-collar vista of two perfect breasts tipped with two perfect pointy nipples. Monitoring his stunned face, Farrah ran her hands up her thighs and under her skirt. Her hips rocked to and fro, bobbing her suspended tits as she drew her panties down and stepped them off her ankles.
She straightened up and the man slouched in his seat, expecting her to climb aboard his bulbous hips and give him the same treatment Ned had gotten. She dangled the moist white thong in his face on an outstretched finger. Her feminine tang was strong in his nostrils. He tried to grab the prize but she jerked it back.
"I'll bet that's as close as you'll ever get to real pussy. Think about that as you whack yourself off for the rest of your pathetic life."
The crowd joined Farrah's hilarious laughter. The embarrassed man turned beet red and anger crossed his face. Ned decided that it was a good time to leave. He clasped her hand and marched towards the door, picking a path close to the shielding bouncer. Farrah paused next to the large security dude, pressing her dew stained panties into his hand.
"Thank you, kind sir. Can you hold these for me? I won't be needing them anymore tonight. One of these days I'll come back to retrieve them and then suitably reward your kind service."
She hopped on her tiptoes as she pecked his cheek. He gave her a roguish grin as he touched the lipstick mark left behind. Farrah placed her palm flat against his massive muscled chest to keep his attention.
"Oh, and do the waitresses a BIG favor. Let loudmouth handle his own dick. No help from them."
The bouncer leered towards the fat man and nodded knowingly. "Good idea, ma'am."
Farrah broadly strutted her ass as she walked away, a final taunt to the humiliated heckler.
There was a misty rain as they exited the club. Their town car was parked at the curb. The attending chauffeur tipped his cap as he closed the rear door behind the harried couple. Ned and Farrah released their nervous breathes as they collapsed side by side onto the black leather seat.
"Hey, girl... that was a bit risky at the end, don't you think?"
"Maybe..." she cooed. "But I think I handled it well."
Ned leaned sideways, taking his first kiss from the little imp. She responded with warmth, cupping her palm behind his neck, prolonging the contact. Her other hand stirred a finger on Ned's stained pants. They relaxed the kiss but stayed close, noodling noses.
"Looks like I made a mess... let's get you out of your soiled duds." She worked his pants closures, then kneeled on the floor boards to tug them off his legs. Ned's cock was full and heavy.
Farrah crawled up into his lap, saddling her hips over his. This time, there were no intervening clothes and she tented her sodden pussy lips over his prick. She shrugged her club dress down her arms and the red fabric ringed her waist. She braced her hands on Ned's shoulders.
"I think this is where we left off..." Farrah moved into the sawing motion, rubbing her soft cunt skin along his hard-on from balls to crown. Her feminine moisture slicked his manhood.
Farrah's tantalizing chest advanced and receded under Ned's gaze. Aroused Ned hugged her cleavage to his face, restricting her freedom of movement on his cock. No matter; Farrah took it as a sign of his readiness. She moved a nipple sideways to his mouth, lifted her ass by hugging his head, captured his knob at her cunt's open gate and pressed down. Ned moaned into her boob as she slid him in halfway.
Farrah used the same sawing motion to scrape his corona along her vaginal walls, working him deeper. They moved easy, enjoying the slow mutual stimulation, feeling the rumble of the car propelling onward. Farrah moved to its rhythm, watching the outside world through the shaded rear window, resting her chin on his head. The other cars passed their rain speckled limousine. Farrah watched their fuzzy glimmers flash and fade in blue, white and yellow hues. She felt contented, safe in strong arms, the firm cock of a real man shifting inside her. She hoped Ned felt the same serenity.
He did. For him, the buildup never lasted this long. By now, he had usually spurted himself inside his mate. But this time, Farrah was doing something to him that calmed his fervor as she stoked his fire. The long public foreplay, her careful lubrication and her gentle strokes sent mild, rather than wild, energy coursing through his body. The sensations were long lasting but were never intended to be endless.
Ned felt his inner surge cresting and decided not to fight destiny. He hugged Farrah tighter as his toes tingled and his nerves sparkled up his legs. The tingles circled around his groin as he reached his peak, groaned and shot gobs of spunk into her womb. Farrah felt the thick discharge and reflected his hug, though not his orgasm. This was Ned's fantasy time and she understood her subliminal role in these preliminary tune up sessions. In later sessions, she would get her due and discovery her share of joy during her coming month in this man's arms.
The afterglow glowed within them. "Do you remember me?" she asked softly as she nuzzled his neck.
Ned thought she had looked familiar but there were so many TWA students that had passed through his life and his bed. It was nearly impossible to keep track of them all; only a sacred few dwelled as lasting memories.
"When did we meet?" he enquired.
"You ran me through my sophomore to junior evaluation assessment. I only got 4 out of 5 for seated cowgirl. At the time, I was devastated. But it pushed me to practice harder. Thank you for the incentive to become perfect. I think I scored a 5 out of 5 this time, don't you?"
Ned nodded a murmured agreement into her cleavage.
The car bumped and swayed through the hostel gate, jostling them out of their swoon. Farrah eased off his cock and picked up Ned's pants, holding them for him to re-don. He laughed and brushed them aside. She hoisted her dress panels to cover her chest and he halted that move as well. They alighted half naked from the limousine into the misty night air. The giggling pair skipped to the door: Ned in his shirt, sans pants and barefooted; Farrah topless in heels, her dress tied at the waist and cloaking her ass.
Upstairs, Farrah danced a teasing pirouette across the threshold of Ned's guest suite. He pulled off his damp shirt and followed her into his sanctuary totaled nude. He advanced on the still giggling Farrah, who playfully backed away, then scampered out of his reach. He chased her as she flounced around the room. At one point he gripped her flapping pseudo-skirt, hauling her back against his body. The waist tie was no work at all, even as Farrah friskily twisted to escape. Her giddiness goaded Ned to another erection, focusing him on his next sexual conquest.
Ned pressed Farrah face down on the bed, her legs flailing over the edge. He lined up and pushed in, burying himself a second time tonight into her pussy. Farrah stiffened at the onslaught but then relaxed. Ned laid his full weight against her back, confining her under him. His need for stimulation had escalated after the gentle lovemaking in the limousine.
The rough catch and fuck scenario gave him that greater drive. His hips mimicked Farrah's earlier sawing motions as he drilled her quick and hard. Farrah felt the pussy pins and needles as her clitoris rubbed against the bedsheets. Ned felt his ejaculatory spasms begin, quickly levered up his chest and buried himself deep. His howl accompanied his pulses as he expelled his verbal and liquid euphoria. The rough sex also excited Farrah and her deferred orgasm rippled strong along the length of the rod in her cunt.
Later, Farrah lay cuddled against Ned's body in the arm space, securely embraced in his arm. They were too keyed up to sleep, even though exhausted. Farrah was a little confounded by the ferocious doggie style fucking, especially after her gentle nurturing of Ned in the car. But the vigor of the fuck had triggered her ecstasy. And that was a good thing.
Ned fidgeted to get settled into the mattress, stared at the ceiling and pondered his next use of Farrah's charms. His nerves were still wired but he was too tired for the efforts of fucking. He lifted Farrah's soft hand onto his half hard prick. Farrah was aware of the meaning and stroked his length. She continued to massage it through the swelling and ejaculation. Ned closed his eyes after that and felt sleep creep into his brain.
At morning's light, Ned gazed on Farrah's pouty sleeping lips, imagined them circling the base of his cock, his knob deep in her throat. 'I'll save that plan for later' he thought. Happy Ned sent Farrah to her own room with a playful farewell smack to her cute little ass.
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Ned strolled the house, passing a couple of his attendees lounging in the living room. Their faces lit up at his entrance, freshly energized as he echoed their eager greetings. Ned felt his own palpable temptation to the girls' eager reactions. They placed themselves in their most approachable postures and asked if there was anything, anything at all, that he needed. They had satisfied his initial meeting fantasy and were obviously competing for a sooner than scheduled follow up round. "Not right now" he consoled them. "Maybe something later."
Having declined their entreaties, he passed through the kitchen. Its windows overlooked the pool where other attendees were sunning themselves in the tropical sun, sensibly nude, working on their essential all over tans.
Ned was drawn to a ruckus emanating behind a kitchen side door. It sounded like wrenches falling on a concrete floor and mild cursing. Ned opened the door to the attached garage. Stepping through, he found a vintage Mustang convertible occupying the middle bay; its engine hood propped open. Beside it, an over-all wearing mechanic was bent over facing away, putting scattered shiny tools into a shop box.
Ned offered "Can I help you with anything?"
The mechanic spun around to confront the garage intruder. The tone was authoritative, the hands braced on hips.
"Sir, please leave. This area is off limits to guests for safety reasons."
Ned immediately seized upon the gender of the gear jockey. It was obviously a woman. The stern voice was plainly feminine. Her torso was clinched by the overalls elastic waist band. But even in the baggy jumpsuit, her huge boobs were clearly evident. She was blond; most of her hair was tucked under a cloth cap, some strands escaping. Ned rebutted her warning.
"Sorry to disappoint but I can assure you that nothing in this house is off limits to the guest coach tutor."
With the authority rankings reversed, the woman let her hands drop from her hips and stood more attentive to her interloper. Ned took over the conversation.
"So... who are you and what are you doing here?"
"I'm Gus, well actually Augustina, but I like to be called Gus. I'm here to attend a month long tune-up seminar... apparently with you."
"Okay, Gus. But you were supposed to come to the front door so I could act out my first impressions of your initial appearance."
"Well... yes, sir... but my flight was delayed until after midnight. Rather than bother everyone during the night, I decided to rent a car and drive myself here. On the way, I noticed the engine wasn't quite tuned right. Those rental guys don't know how to take care of a sweet model like this. She's got a classic body and plenty of muscle to make all the right moves."
Ned couldn't tell if Gus was describing the car or herself. He decided it didn't really matter. He would soon find out for himself.
"So, how did you know the engine needed work?"
"I graduated from TWA with top honors in Mechanical Engineering and took a job with Total Woman Industries in their automotive design center. I know my stuff."
"So, is she ready now?"
"Oh, yeah... She's ready to purr like a kitten and rumble like tiger."
Again, Ned couldn't tell if she was describing the car or herself. Again he decided it didn't matter. He was ready to find out for himself. He was obliged by his role to act out my first impressions of her initial appearance. His first duty was to evaluate that classic body.
Ned stepped to Gus. He tabbed the overalls front zipper and drew it down to her belly. With both hands, he spread the lapels. Unsurprisingly, her generous breasts completely filled her industrial grade brassiere. He expected nothing less from this alluring engineering ingénue.
His hands slipped to her tons of fun, kneading the tight packed globes. Even though buttressed by her packed rack-sacks, Ned could sense the heavy plasticity of her chest flesh.
Gus stood still, accustomed to the male fixation on her big boobs. She had briefly considered breast reduction surgery during her studies at TWA. But the curriculum emphasized making the most of nature's gifts and eschewed medical alterations of any kind.
The TWA coach tutors had taught her the best use of all her carnal assets, every part of her anatomy, tits included. They counselled patience for the typical man's trance-like focus on her chest trophies, even as they impatiently pandered their own zeal for her breasts. She learned to wait out the boob maulings and then unveil her other ways to rock a man's cock.
Gus would have let Ned play all day if that was his desire but she was tired of the work clothes and was eager for Ned to sample her other feminine expertise. Without disturbing his manual contact, she slipped out her cap and fluffed her blonde tresses about her shoulders. The arm wiggles shimmied her chest, only delighting Ned more and holding his attention there.
Gus smoothed the lapels past her shoulders and let the overalls hang from her waist. Her hands unclipped the back strap and she gently eased Ned's fixated grope on her bra cups in order to remove them. Turning aside, she closed the engine hood.
Gus guided Ned to lean back against the car grill, taking time to kneel and slide his shorts down his legs. She confronted his half hard prick. Ned watched her tongue lap around his shaft and knob. He looked up to close his eyes but instead was confronted by the classic pinup artwork decorating the garage walls.
Cheeky women in short shorts and filmy tops struck suggestive poses, holding work shop products offered for sale. One sat on the floor, eyes and mouth opened in surprise, a large power drill propped between her wide spread knees. Another stood pucker-lipped as she supported an axle rod in both hands, pretending imminent fellatio on the oversized shaft. Still another smiled sideways from down-dog, her heavy breasts uncovered, a gigantic screw provocatively balanced on her shapely ass. There are dozens of the vintage calendar tableaus, all kinky burlesques of industrial technology.
Meanwhile, the real deal was motoring right along on Ned's growing erection. Ned let his attention drift to the bobbing head at his groin. Gus was working like a well-oiled engine but one with water dregs in the fuel tank. The smooth series of strokes were occasionally disrupted by stutters in the rhythms. She would angle her head and rub his knob against cheeks, gums and palate. Even then, her raspy tongue never lost its slippery contact to his shaft.
Ned halted her ministrations to his masculine altar. Gus rose, expecting more boob handling. Ned knelt and drew her bunched overalls over her magnificent ass and down her legs. Her panties were delicate and silky, unlike the sturdy spandex-reinforced bra.
Ned stood for their first kiss, a gentle reminder that he wanted her to enjoy this first meeting as much as he did. Message sent, he faced her to the front grill and leaned her over, forcing her to press her nipples firmly against the wax polished hood. He wiggled her shoulders, watching the compressed chest meat bulging and shifting beneath her ribcage, perfect shock absorbers for the bumpy ride ahead. He edged her dainty panties aside; his knob found her opening.
Gus spread her feet wider for stability. She reached wide and gripped the fenders, placing her cheek on the cold metal bonnet. Ned's first thrust was strong and the hip collision rammed her body forward. Her squashed breasts rolled beneath her torso. Ned rammed and retreated, testing the depth and texture of her vagina. Her boobs slid and squeaked on the stiff wax polish with each lunge.
Ned took some pity on her, realizing he could get a quickie doggy fuck from anyone anytime. What he really wanted was to feel her tits caress his cock. He pulled her up and hustled her into the back seat. She laid herself out, habitually aware of every new mate's initial cravings. Ned straddled her belly, laying his phallic tube between her mammary meats. Her skin was blushed from the cold metal wax burns.
Gus propped her tits together around his prick. He was still slick from her vaginal juices and their moves were easy. Ned was irregular with his long strokes. Gus was skilled at this routine; she had practiced a lot with the coach tutors at the Academy: in bed, on lounges, sprawled on the pool deck. But this was her first time jammed into a car's backseat. The confined space gave her an extra challenge, yet her experience told her what to do.
Once, at a TWA-arranged elite fund raising event, she had been the center of attention on the dance floor, her unfettered boobs bounding to the disco beat beneath her shimmery nightclub dress. Her pledge contributor sponsor, goaded by her suggestive cavorting, had hastily stripped her topless on the dance floor, lay her out and satisfied himself in her prone cleavage. He dismounted and ordered the spunk-spattered blonde to pull a boob-job train for his guests. She complied, well-practiced in the ways to tongue tickle each successive man's tip until he came powerfully on her face and her rumpled blonde tresses.
Gus likewise worked that magic now on Ned's cock until he finally blew his spunk on her chin and neck, quenching his initial fantasy zeal. He collapsed on her upper body, getting cum smears on his belly. She hugged his ass close, entombing his dying prick in her chesty mounds, resting from her own exertions. Ned recovered his wits and checked her condition in metaphor.
"How's the engine now? Is she ready to cruise around the block?"
"She's primed and raring to go" Gus murmured her assurance.
They toddled naked and gooey to her assigned bedroom, giggling all the way. At the bottom of the stairs, Ned gallantly indicated that Gus should lead the way. On the first step, he slapped her ass; she whooped at the sudden smack. Jogging the steps, she scampered ahead, Ned in hot pursuit. He chuckled at the peek-a-boob sidewinders that her bounding stride produced. He chased her down the short hallway and captured her from behind in a boob groping hug as she struggled to open her assigned bedroom door.
Tumbling inside, she untangled and jumped onto the large central bed. Ned climbing on behind her. The boudoir walls were covered with mirrored glass. They romped naked on the bed and posed for the multiple reflections. The various angles gave Ned spectacular repeating views of her juicy cunt and mouth.
Ned recalled the dozens of postures from the vintage garage art. He maneuvered Gus into his interpretations of the pinup poses, sans advertised machinery. He positioned his own body as he would for sex with the staged model. They tested his ability to penetrate her feminine orifices in the proposed positions. They found some arrangements impossible for decent coitus. Ned consoled himself by playing with her always available tits, tweaking the erect nipples.
In some downward positions, Gus bent over him and dipped her nipples against his erection. He fluffed the weighty masses. When on her back, Ned found incentives to flutter his fingers on the sides, delighting in the liquid waves rippling across her chest. Sitting her upright, he spooned behind her, pinching the nubs as he nibbled her neck. When he made her hold a particular pose, his prick nimbly probed her pussy or mouth, testing his ability to get depth and control of the strokes.
The foreplay was inventive to say the least. Gus fell into her role with abandon, forgetting to give only controlled demonstrations of her capabilities. Ned let her push him to the edge before he reluctantly halted the action. Even still, he inadvertently came twice during the run-throughs: once in her mouth and the second time in her hand. During an exceptional blowjob, Gus rebelled when he signaled her to desist. Instead, she sucked more deeply and triggered his pre-mature spend. The second time, after a vigorous hand job where she failed to heed his stop-work order, she lapped up the male elixir spilled on his belly.
In the pre-dawn finale, he finished her off with a traditional missionary position. He hugged her torso, crushing her heaving boobs between his biceps and chest. Her bountiful breasts buoyed his body. The all night workout had wearied him and occasionally he paused while inserted, his full weight pressing on her body as he briefly caught his breath. He was thrilled when she took those opportunities to demonstrate her talented vaginal muscles, keeping him primed by massaging his cock with compressions even when he was motionless inside her.
By dawn, the exhausted Ned had handled and analyzed Gus in all kinds of distorted alignments. He looked forward to returning to his favorites during the coming month. Gus had similar thoughts as she bade Ned farewell when he departed to his next duty call.



        Total Woman Journal 05

        Friday - Telethon - Paula

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/total-woman-journal-05

Title: Total Woman Journal 05

Author: bhuff

Category: Novels and Novellas

Description: Friday - Telethon - Paula

Tags: strip tease, studio, sports announcer, auction, bidding, housewife, contest, corporate contracts, cookies, weather girl

Series: Total Woman Journal


The Caribbean island climate was always tropical and refreshing year-round. It was the perfect venue for indoor, outdoor and beach activities. Ned never checked the weather reports; it was a dismally boring exercise: sunny, passing afternoon showers.
So it was strange that he was fully attentive and prepared to watch every facet of the weather prognostication that Paula was about to present in the small theatre room of the hostel. The projection booth at the rear of the room today would house multiple cameras instead of projectors.
Paula was a TWA graduate with a degree in Mass Communications. She had been shuffling amongst Midwest local stations as a public interest commentator or weather girl. She kept hoping for a sudden sick-day by a regular staff presenter, a lucky chance to demonstrate her skills as a field reporter or a weekend anchor. But the studio executives understood ratings and her great looks left her in parallel moves as the broadcaster's eye candy and charity telethon enticement. Paula decided a different kind of telethon might do the trick. TWA had arranged a private online screening of Paula's qualifications.
Paula appeared stage left dressed in a smart business suit. Her blonde hair was fashionably coiffured; her silver ear baubles sparkled beside her perfect stage makeup. The ruffled blouse was buttoned to the neck; the blazer and skirt were cut neat, articulating her womanly curves. Smoky hose covered her athletically sculpted calves protruding from below her skirt hem down to her black heels.
She stopped left of a blue screen where the graphic illustrations would appear. Further to the right was an electronic tote board. It would display the feedback from the exclusive online audience of executive producers.
"Good afternoon, ladies and gentlemen, welcome to my personal telethon. I might call it a dress rehearsal but, as you will soon see, that would be an oxymoron, a contradictory description.
"Today, I am auctioning personal goods and services. I will pause at times during the performance to solicit perks and proceeds. Please wait until invited before entering your offers. At the end of the show, I will select the best one. Sorry, folks, but there can be only one winner. Stay alert, be competitive and good luck."
Ned encouraged Paula with silent hand clapping motions, letting her know he approved of her introduction. He was cooperative but impatient to take his part in the spectacle.
The blue screen lit up with a weather map of the Caribbean Sea, dotted with smiling sunbursts.
"It's going to be lovely everywhere in the region. Lots of sun with maybe a passing afternoon sprinkle to moderate the humidity."
Paula used a palm to fan her chin in mock Southern belle swoon-style. "I am already feeling a bit flush from the heat and this jacket is just too much."
Her hands plucked at a blazer buttons straining over her bosom.
"This coat has to go. But a girl has too watch her clothing budget. Who will bid on a second hand blazer? Can anyone give me $1,000?"
The tote board came alive; the first bid was the minimum. A second bid appeared: $1,200. Another bid followed on the heels of another as a digital clock counted backward from 30 seconds. At zero, a buzzer sounded. Paula walked across the stage and pressed a light beside the highest figure. It appeared at the top of the row with the words: jacket, the amount and an identification number of the bidder. That was the end of round one.
Paula lifted the coat lapels and shrugged it off. She handed it off stage to an assistant.
"Congratulations to the winner. Your prize should arrive by overnight express tomorrow."
She returned to her station, stage left of the blue screen display.
"In sports, today is the anniversary of the famous gold medal victory by the US Women's Soccer team where Mia Hamm ripped off her jersey after the win."
The blue screen showed the legendary celebration by the team's star player.
"I will honor the event with a similar act. Who wants my blouse?"
The tote board spun as the clock counted down. At the end, a figure far surpassing the blazer bid won the contest. Paula moved the bid to the second row on the register which now had the added item of: blouse, the bid and ID number.
Paula moved center stage, gripped her silky shirt. She whooped a victory cry and ripped suddenly; popped buttons went flying. She yanked the sleeves off one arm and then the other. It was the viewers' first good look at her bra-packed cleavage as it rebounded from her vigorous machinations. She wrenched so hard that her hairdo lost a bit of its neatness and tendrils hung over her cheeks. She wadded the silk and tossed it harshly off stage for postage and handling to the bidding victor.
Paula regained her composure, fingering lose strands behind her ear. They were non-compliant and she released the rest of her hair to form a loosened demeanor. She fluffed her curls as they graced her shoulders.
"In Washington, the government announced another security breach involving hacked computers."
On the blue screen, a harried bureaucratic spokesman stood at a press conference podium and answered a pool reporter's shouted question by stating: 'Yes, we were simply caught with our pants down.' The image paused in still shot.
Paula gave a sly grin. "Well, I'm not wearing pants but what am I offered to get caught with my skirt down?"
Not anticipating a protest from her unseen audience, Paula unfastened the clip and zipped the side zipper down. She walked towards the bid board with the open waited skirt still covering her auspicious ass. The clock buzzed as she arrived. Paula looked at the entries and smiled. Finally, one of the producers understood the personal nature of the telethon.
His entry had no dollar amount but read: 'Four weekend slots over the coming year as guest news anchor'. Paula moved it to the third posted entry on the register. She faced the cameras and nodded knowingly, signaling that the online participants should take note.
Paula proceeded to donate his prize. She held her hair bun in a gathered handful and beamed her joy. Her hips wiggled and the skirt shuffled down her legs. Its descent revealed her garter-less stockings and cramped panties. She launched the discarded tailored wool off stage with a fluid kick. It would be sent to the creative bidder for his trophy collection.
Freed of street clothes, Paula took a few moments to sashay her splendid ass in a sensuous dance routine while she retraced her path back to stage left.
As she arrived at her standard position, the blue screen lit up with a scene from a mansion's sunny backyard. Young women skittered and bobbed topless around a pool deck, chased by handsome men in Speedos, one capturing his quarry from behind with handfuls of boob.
"And in celebrity news, several promising starlets were in attendance at a Hollywood executive's post-production party. Nubile film assistants, actress wannabes all, spent the weekend with the industry veterans learning the ropes, or gropes, as it were. The star actors familiarized the eager young guests with the massive size of their egos, talents and God given endowments."
As she spoke, Paula inched her hands behind her back. As the film clip ended, she paused and smirked, nodding to the tote board. She watched as the bids started their run-up. As the buzzer sounded, she clicked the bra back clasp. The cups and straps hung looser on her frame.
After giving the cameras a moment to get set, she replicated the prancing jog of the nubile actresses, her generous boobs bouncing under the lacy covers. Arriving at the tote board, she leaned forward and the chesty undergarment dropped down her arms before being tossed to join its predecessor items offstage.
Paula stood tall and proud. She cupped her own tits and displayed the mounds for her audience. A quick lick and a finger circle of the areolae completed the display. Turning to the bids, she was pleased with the progressive nature of the offers.
"A weekend of a hands-on interview in Paris for a year-long contract as weekly host of special reports from luxurious vacation resorts."
"A week of interviews with the studio producers in Bali leading to a two year contract as special reporter."
Paula studied and pondered the difference between the two top competing offers. One interviewer would be good; more intimacy and less effort as the man tired less through the fewer days and nights. Multiple interviewers would keep her busy but might be fun as the men competed for her approval. The real difference was the contract term and she chose the two year offer. It became her fourth selection on the register and she re-crossed the stage with a model's hard step to give her boobs and ass an inviting jiggle.
During the latest winning bid selection, a kitchen island countertop had been placed at her blue screen station. Paula dropped a short kitchen apron over her neck and tied it around her waist. It covered her nipples and belly but not much else. The stage prop table held a tray of cookies.
"In our homemaker segment this evening, we have tips for you housewives on taking care of the old hubby after his hard day at work."
This was Ned's cue and he stepped onstage. Paula smiled sweetly and opened her arms to welcome her homeward arriving husband. Ned let her hug her tits hard against his shirt. He pulled her closer and squeezed her ass cheeks as they melted into a passionate extended kiss. She leaned back in his arms as they came up for air.
"How was work, honey?"
"I was hard all day thinking of you, dear."
"Really? Let me see." Suspended in Ned's supporting hug, Paula rubbed her hand soothingly on his crotch. Her other hand took a macaroon from the counter tray.
"I made cookies" she said. She offered him a nibble as she continued the slow sensuous rub on his groin.
"I don't want cookies; I want nookies." he said.
His hand swept the cookie tray off the far edge of the counter and it clattered to the floor. He pulled the apron ties and lifted the neck loop offer her head. He palmed her ass cheeks and lifted her butt onto the table edge. He grasped her ankles and elevated her legs, resting them either side on his shoulders. His hands rumbled between Paula's thighs, gripping her panties and tearing them apart at the sides. He braced her legs again, cupping her ass cheeks.
He dove in. His tongue licked her labia, using his finest cunnilingus expertise. Paula lay back on the countertop, staring at the ceiling, her eyes and mouth opening and closing in silent appreciation as Ned worked her soft flesh. Her hands roamed to his scalp. Ned's head bobbed and weaved, moving his face side to side and up and down. She locked her ankles as her ass vibrated in Ned's captive hands. Suddenly, Paula's hands scooted to grip the counter edges. Her body locked ridged as her orgasmic wail filled the kitchen setup.
Ned stayed in character until he felt her completely relax, then backed out. Standing back, he assisted Paula with a hand as she righted and joined him standing. They kissed, Paula tasting her own love juice. Ned placed both hands on her shoulders and pressed down. Paula turned his back to the table before descending. His shorts fell off at her insistence. His cock was fully hard, of course; her encompassing mouth was wet and warm.
The online feed zoomed in for a close-up. Paula was a cacophony of tongue, lips and bobbing face. Ned let her play for the cameras but this would not be the end for him. He pulled her off and pushed hard, splatting her ass on the floor, quickly kneeling between her legs as she braced her torso on elbows, spreading wide as Ned pierced her.
Unseen by the onstage fucking partners, the tote board lit up. It began ticking as Ned rammed into Paula in earnest. The countdown was scheduled to be longer this time: 60 seconds for this final bidding round. Ned quick stroked, one beat per second. Bids arrived.
"Two weeks of interviews at your choice of venue, your choice of head count, one year of weekday news updates."
"Personal assistant to the producer of your choice, promotion to assistant producer in one year."
Other similar entries filled the available slots.
As the clock reached its countdown, Ned reached his peak. Paula held him tight in her embrace as he pulsed his spunk deep inside her. The buzzer was unable to drown out his cry of ecstasy. There was no other noises in the auditorium except their diminishing gusts of breath as calm returned. Ned finally backed off and rolled on his back. His cock flopped on his belly as lay resting.
Paula roused herself and walked gracefully to the final bid tabulation. Nude but for stockings and heels, she read through the final offers. All were beyond anything she would have gotten from continuing her rounds through the local and regional hiring managers. With thoughtful foresight, she picked the one that offered two years of internship with quarterly special reports from worldwide luxury resorts catering to the rich and famous.
Attended by studio assistants and video technicians during the onsite tapings and broadcasts, Paula would stand out as the center of attention eyeballed by the curious and affluent alpha males guests. She could be selective as she lured the lusty suitors, one of whom could be unwittingly destined to be her lifelong mate. It was the perfect scenario for meeting the objectives of her unique education: prosperity for her, a generous alumni endowment for her alma-matar and a secure legacy admittance for her daughters at the Total Woman Academy. Paula's career and life had just taken a fortuitous turn for the better.
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The remaining weeks sped by, filled with advanced exercises for the residents. The girls were inventive as they individually, or in covert teams, staged enticing setups for Ned to act out his immediate impulses. Ned was tantalized constantly by everyday activities that were duplicitous sexual provocations. Real or role playing activities mimicked such scenes as topless or nude volleyball, scanty schoolgirl uniforms in the library, innocent office intern or secretary slut displays, the flirty young grocery store cashier and the MILF cocktail waitress. Each scenario led to fucking them then and there, expedited by Ned's unconstrained access to their bodies.
--- --- --- ---
It had been a fantastic month of continuing adult education for Farrah. Her departure morning had now arrived. She was not the first to leave; Augustina and Paula had preceded her over the previous two days.
Augustina was first. After Ned's inventive tutorial in garage calendar art, she had contacted TWA to see if they could arrange similar industrial modelling opportunities. Acting as her talent agent, they had indeed secured keen interest in her talents. After a final full day and night of Ned's exclusive tune-ups, she had flown off the island to a scheduled photography gig with a major industrial tool manufacturer. Everyone wished her luck and said they would be on the lookout for her future published portfolios gracing the walls of their local mechanic's shop.
Paula had been next. The successful web-streamed telethon had snagged her a nice contract with an international media conglomerate. Ned and Paula had spent her final day and night sequestered in his suite, bidding each other farewell in their chosen carnal manner. The next day, a weary but buoyant Paula had boarded the media corporate Learjet and flown off to her glamourous future as a television special reporter.
Ned had then turned his attention to Farrah for the final wind-down to her month long tune-up. It was a similar all day and night special session: thorough and intensive. Farrah had woken naked and satiated but alone in the rumpled bed. Ned had slipped away, letting her sleep late that last morning. She arose and preened in preparation for her exit and homeward journey. She reluctantly cleansed away Ned's spunk where it was drying on her skin, drooling from her womb and leaving a not so unpleasant after-taste in her mouth. Ready to go, she wandered towards the front entrance and her waiting limousine, dismayed that she couldn't thank Ned with a last hug and smoldering kiss for all his advanced coaching techniques.
Her ruminations were interrupted by soft sounds from the library. Stealing to the open doorway, she discovered why he had been distracted.
There were clumps of colorful pajama lingerie scattered on the floor. Ned was laying naked on the sofa; Jolie and Belinda were kneeling over him, backs to the door. Belinda was alternately kissing him, then dipping one nipple and then the other for him to suckle. Her hands caressed his chest and her fingers diddled his nipples. Ned's hands squeezed and kneaded her nubile tits with their hardened rosy tips.
Meanwhile, Jolie was sucking his cock. Her hands were likewise engaged. When not holding Ned's erection upright for the intermittent lollipop licking technique, they were caressing his inner thighs and belly as her mouth bobbed. She paused and swallowed whenever she deep-throated him completely. The three fully involved sex mates infused the room with scents, sighs and moans.
Farrah surmised that the remaining pair of had hijacked Ned that morning and he, unable or unwilling to resist, had succumbed to their premeditated ménage-a-troi . She graciously suppressed her own disappointment at losing her final farewell with Ned and decided to leave them be. At the last instance, Ned somehow spied Farrah at the door and wiggled an arm above the melee to wave a gentle goodbye. She returned the wave and blew him a kiss, then left. Settling into the back of the town car, Farrah directed the chauffer to detour from the direct route to the airport and stop by the Strip and Fuck Club. She had a final errand and duty to take care of.
--- --- ---
The Learjet landing gear touched the concrete runway so gently that Paula barely felt her return to terra firma. The jet slowly smoothly and turned off the runway towards the island airport's terminal. Immigration and Customs were polite and efficient, well versed in their role of accommodating the tourist traffic that was the small country's main source of revenue.
A chauffeured limousine swept her along the beautiful beach front highway to the finest resort on the island. The hotel staff had been briefed on the arrival of the VIP TV reporter. She could boost their fortunes if she was favorably impressed and said so on air to the worldwide audience. They shamelessly fawned over her as they escorted her to their best luxury suite.
In her room, a bouquet and notecard from the network executive apologized for his delay but promised to make it up to her during this weeklong pre-recording scouting trip. Paula took the opportunity to refresh after the long journey. First impressions were important and she wanted to be well received by her newest employer and benefactor.
Submerged in a bubble bath, she didn't hear her network colleague arrive in the outer suite. She was mildly surprised when he entered the bathroom to find her head with its bunched blonde curls protruding above the suds. Wanting to show the respect due her boss, she rose quickly, standing in the tub and extending her hand in business-like greeting.
The dazzled elder executive beheld the wet nude woman, her bosom and voluptuous body speckled with foam. Although he had watched the onscreen Paula strip and fuck during her live streamed broadcast, this first look in real life certainly aroused his interest.
"Hello, sir. I'm Paula and I'm very pleased to finally meet you." Her smile was broad and welcoming, the perfect look for a promotional spokeswoman.
"Please call me Mike."
The grinning old man stepped closer and squeezed her hand in greeting. Her reflective grasp was wet, warm and snug. His cock gave a twitch inside his shorts. He had a flitting image of Paula's nether clench feeling equally wet, warm and snug on his genital appendage. He regained his composure enough to play the gentleman.
"Maybe you should finish up in here and meet me in the living room. We can have dinner while we discuss our agenda for the coming week of scouting out this resort."
Mike didn't say that he already had an agenda for scouting out Paula's luscious body during the coming week but both adults were aware of the planned circumstances and mutual expectations. Mike hoped he could fulfill her expectations of his stud role.
... ... ...
Paula sat across from her enamored host and supervisor in the formal dining room. The soft light twinkled off her dark blue low cut lame dress. Her blonde hair, though fixed in a fashionable up-do, touched her ears and set off the blue turquoise baubles hanging below. Mike reveled in her beautiful presence and sensed the waiters' special attentiveness to their table, taking any cue that brought them within her enthralling aura.
Mike was proud to be her sole focus of attention, as she ignored her obsequious circle of serving admirers. The fare was delicious, the wine superb and the conversation easy. They discussed the venue and schedule of tours, demonstrations and events the resort management was excited to pull off for this prime advertising occasion.
Mike led the discussion of the agenda but he was working up his appetite for more than food and drink. Being older, it took longer for his libido to percolate. Now, after the first sight of sudsy Paula in the bath and her dinnertime glamourous display and attractive demeanor, he was more than ready for getting on with the inescapable bedtime action. They left the dining room, strolling to his luxury suite.
Therein, Paula was the perfect consort, undressing the old man while abetting his roving hands to explore her body as she concurrently disrobed. Later still, their intertwined bodies lay together on the bed. The love-making had been slow and placid in keeping with Mike's declining abilities. Paula focused on his pleasure and sensed that Mike was pleased with his mild ejaculation. She tried again before dawn, sucking him into response and gentling him through an even weaker cum.
After brunch, they lounged side by side at the clothing optional pool area. Topless Paula stole her hand to Mike's as he catnapped weary from the night chores. He liked the feel of her touch but it was too soon for any amorous activities. Acknowledging his mortality, that morning he had texted the home office for reinforcements.
Later in the afternoon, Paula noticed two handsome young men enter the pool area. They searched the crowd and their faces lit up with recognition when they spied Mike and Paula on the far side. They made their way through the scattered furniture occupied by semi-dressed guests.
"Hi, Dad" one said as they arrived.
Mike opened his eyes and his whole face expressed his joy at seeing his twin sons.
"Thanks for coming, boys. This is Paula. Paula, meet my sons, George and Gilbert."
The bronzed athletic pair took station either side of Paula as they admired their tycoon father's latest acquisition. Paula sat up, her breasts hanging attractively before their gaze. The young men shuffled in some nearby chairs and joined Mike and Paula in their little alcove.
The conversation was usual and pedestrian; a bit of getting to know you talk after the brief introduction. George and Gilbert were immodest about ogling the topless Paula. Sensing their desire for a more intimate discourse, Paula took the lead. She condescended to the house rules, donning a sheer wrap for the short jaunt to the suite, escorted by her triumvirate of excited admirers.
In the room, Mike settled into the plush cushioned easy chair. Without any hint of inhibition, the boys dropped their shorts and tee shirts. They shared the minimal duty of stripping Paula: George removed her flimsy shoulder wrap as Gilbert yanked down her panties.
The strong men heaved her lightly onto the bed and positioned her profile to the old man. They settled on roles, one calling "Heads", the other "Tails". Mounting the bed, they kneeled at either end of the doggy posed Paula. Mike watched this all with stoic interest, his hand stroking his flaccid cock through his bathing suit.
George cupped Paula's chin and tilted her head back. She looked up at his face as his engorged penis waggled near her parted lips. Gilbert bumped his spongy tip at her nether lips and she widened her stance to aid his entry. With Paula properly positioned, the boys' dual penetrations were amazingly smooth.
They set a coordinated rhythm. Pushing in simultaneously, they pressed their groins hard against her ass and face, burying their cocks completely in unison. After a few of those synchronized strokes, they switched to a shuttle rhythm, bracing their hips at a standstill as they rocked Paula's body between them. Her orifices were in turn ebbed and flowed along their sturdy cocks. Mike watched it all with increasing interest, his hand moving quicker now.
George and Gilbert built to a frenzied flurry of strokes, their coordination simply collapsing into random thrusts. Paula heard their growing moans and grunts as the inevitable carnal crest approached. The young studs gripped tighter on handfuls of hair and ass meat. She closed her eyes as George's pubic bone battered her nose and Gilbert's belly smacked her ass. She sucked hard on George and clutched her cunt around Gilbert's rod. The males' gusting breaths reached the sought-for crescendo as Paula felt the first jets splat deep in her womb and her mouth was flooded with semen. Unseen by her above her back, George and Gilbert had leaned in and lock lips. The bisexual men kissed wetly, tongues whipping along the others lips as they soared through their orgasms. The trio's taut bodies eased and slowly disentangled. Paula fell on her side her back as the twins dismounted the bed. She lay spread limbed, weary legs and arms akimbo.
"Was that what you needed, Dad?" Gilbert inquired.
Mike rose from his chair, his shorts off, proudly self-fondling his semi-turgid erection.
"Yes, thank you, boys. That will do."
The lusty lads departed. Mike climbed on the bed between Paula's spread thighs. Braced above her on knees and elbows, he shuffled up until his cock was in position, hovering near her cunt.
"Place me, my dear."
Paula fumbled blindly between their groins and rubbed the elder executive's knob against her oily labia. Mike let his weigh settle onto her soft body as he penetrated her soaked pussy. The sex was more robust this time, though still gentle. When Mike called out his ecstasy and dribbled inside her, Paula cooed sweetings in his ear and fondly rubbed his back. She now knew that Mike was a voyeur that needed plentiful visual stimuli to get aroused. She would use that knowledge during their remaining time at the resort to give Mike the inducement he needed for satisfying sex.
The rest of the week was a series of tandem swaps. George took Paula to his suite every morning for an hour of robust sucking and fucking. Gilbert took his turn in the afternoon, likewise propelling Paula into a couple of hard orgasms. Suitably satiated by his sons each day, Paula spent her evenings gently working Mike through his sex session. Sometimes, after fucking, they spent the night intermittently petting. Other times Mike left for his own room soon afterwards for much needed post-coital rest. Elsewhere, the bi-sexual twins reveled in each other's embraces during the night.
The weekend brought a change-up in the schedule. The twins departed when the production crews arrived. It was a hectic full week of photography and video recording. There were multiple audience segments to satisfy. Mike's mass media empire covered the spectrum: public magazines and films that would be delivered by both mail and online streaming and their more private adult themed equivalents. Each recording session gathered both the family and risqué rated content; Paula performed the promotional script clothed and then repeated it, barely or not at all clothed. The shoots were edited post-production for the appropriate media.
Mike watched every take and later reviewed the edited product. One in particular caught his fancy. The makeup artists decorated Paula with a body paint swimsuit. She revealed both the family and clothing optional pool areas wearing the naughty colorful covering. Even the public promotions hinted at the titillating getup, unable to conceal the loose bounce of her boobs with their erect nipples. Near the end of the adult shoot, Paula stood beneath the poolside shower and twisted her body into coy flashes of her intimate zones as the body paint melted away. Mike sat forward in his director's seat, obviously tickled by her free boobs' bobs and weaves.
Mike reviewed that post production edited segment in his suite while naked Paula echoed the poses alongside the large projection screen. It was the visual stimulus that Mike required for their fucking later that night. Mounted cowgirl astride his hips, Paula shimmied her chest and guided his hands to her nipples and bouncing masses to make the shower scene fantasy more real for him. The memories and realities kept Mike hard enough for long enough in order for Paula to achieve a matching orgasm during his ejaculation.
The week long grind reached its end and Mike and Paula left on his private jet for the mainland. In the big city, Paula was moved into a penthouse suite in a tower near the corporate headquarters. Her day shift duties were undemanding around the executive office suite: eye candy greetings for VIP visitors, concierge errands and research for her quarterly field assignments. She worked in tandem with two other interns who were following similar career paths.
Her night shift duties were more exhilarating. Mike and his bisexual sons rotated their visits nightly amongst the three interns. Paula took to her assignments with gusto. Mike, George and Gilbert each had different predilections. Occasionally, George and Gilbert would not visit her at all; sometimes they joined her in three-ways. Paula approached each rendezvous with equal care. The men sometimes emailed or texted ahead, ordering her to prepare for specific fetish demands.
Tonight, when she answered her apartment door wearing the requested businesswoman's suit, Mike was there accompanied by the French redhead intern, Marie. That meant that George and Gilbert were probably double teaming the petite Oriental intern, Suki, packing her tight little body with their man meat. 'Lucky girl' mused Paula, fondly recalling her own shared use by the boys.
Lithe bodied Marie was costumed as a schoolgirl, as opposed to other nights when Mike might attire her in a French maid or office slut getup. Her very short plaid skirt flashed lily white pantie peek-a-boos. The midriff tied white blouse stretched across her pointy nipples. The threesome cuddled on the couch, letting Mike's Viagra percolate as the interns sensuously removed each other's clothes, piece by piece.
Retiring to the bedroom, Paula lay out on the sheets with spread thighs. Mike kneeled naked beside her. He watched as the redhead lapped at the blonde's cunt, performing a practiced cunnilingus on her sister intern. Marie was fastidious about keeping her long red tresses pulled aside, facilitating his view. Paula torqued her waist sideways, angling to fellate Mike's cock as he played with her boobs.
Marie's tongue brought on the usual magic. Paula's oral-induced orgasm was strong and satisfying for her; her feverish moans and body tremors transmitting adding impetus to Mike's stiffened prick. Soon after, the nimble redhead flopped on her back so that Mike could mount her in missionary pose. The evolving fantasy played out in his head.
Mike had watched the 'teacher' seduce her 'student' into a lesbian tryst. Now Mike, the 'headmaster', would fuck the naughty 'schoolgirl'. His cock slipped inside her as he savored her pussy tainted kisses. His thrusts were even and long, normal for the limitations of an elder male. Paula smoothed hand caresses along his back and ass and palmed his balls between his legs. His cum was modest but fulfilling, thanks to the playful interns' affections. With the old man satiated for the time being, the amorous dual swaddled themselves around Mike, ensuring his warm and peaceful rest until dawn's departure.
Paula lay quiescent, warmly embraced by her drowsy boss and fuck mate, his fingers dreamily picking at her nipples. This would be two very good years for Paula, both personally and professionally. And then... who knew what would come next?
--- --- --- ---
The Strip and Fuck Club was one of an international franchise that prided itself on the exceptional nature of its exclusive entertainment venues. On a monthly schedule, a selection of the specially retained talent was swapped between clubs scattered across cities, countries and continents. The variety of women kept the hands-on performances fresh and the libidos of the local elite males fittingly primed.
At midmorning, Buster was lounging in his control station near the front door. He needed this downtime break from his hectic responsibilities as assistant manager and head bouncer. It was rotation week, a very busy time for the staff each month. In addition to their regular duties, it was their obligation to orient the newest member of the performance cast to the vagaries of their latest workplace.



Buster had spent two days engaged in multiple farewell forget-me-not fucks with the departing young lady and then joined with the other veteran staff for three days of similar intensive orientation with the incoming sexual artiste. He was tired and napping fitfully in his chair.
Thus, he felt irritated when the door buzzer disturbed his rest. Official opening was midafternoon but Buster sometimes had to politely chase away some randy old member who wanted to jump the line. Still, this was very early, even for an elderly early bird.
He opened the door to bright sunshine pouring in and it took a moment for his blurry eyes to adjust. Blinking to clear his vision, Buster discovered the cute little minx from a month ago standing on the sidewalk. She wore the same red club wear dress and heels, the one she had been wearing on the night they had first met a month ago.
Farrah smiled brightly as the look of recognition washed across Buster's face.
"Hello, my handsome prince. Do you still have that something special of mine? I promised to return for it and give you a reward."
Buster chuckled knowingly. He opened the door wide in invitation for Farrah to enter.
"I think I can find it. Come on in while I look around."
Farrah stepped inside as Buster relocked the door. He turned to his side office near the vestibule and set a cardboard box on the desk. Although the elite male audience usually retained a piece of their sex performer's undergarments as souvenirs, the cleaning staff occasionally found discarded bits in the morning. Buster kept the boxful in his office as a sort of genital musk-odor potpourris.
He sorted through the collection, pausing to show Farrah a candidate article which she eliminated with a negative head shake. Finally a stained bright white mini-thong got a positive response. Buster held it while he returned the box to the shelf.
He dangled her thong on his finger much as Farrah had done to her heckler some weeks before.
"What kind of reward did you have in mind?" His question dripped with false innocence.
Farrah was amused but not fooled. Both knew 'what' the reward was going to be. The 'where' and 'how' was the question. Farrah wanted Buster to be happy with the outcome and cocked an eyebrow, inviting his lead.
Buster gently took her hand and led Farrah into the club's dim and empty main room and onward to the darkened low stage. She watched as he retrieved a padded bench from the wing and positioned it behind her at center stage.
Buster sat on the bench, placed her panties at his side and folded his hands in his lap, attentive as Farrah posed before him. In the control booth above the bar at the rear of the house, the lighting technician was fiddling with his control board. He spied Buster and Farrah on stage, arranging the furniture and settling in. He recognized Farrah as the minx who had stopped the show weeks before with her unscheduled lap dance. She was obviously setting up for another performance with Buster. No opportunity wasted, the technician quickly prepped the video cameras to record her exposition. Streaming the edited video online would advertise the club and generate more revenue.
Farrah heard light disco music filter into the air. An overhead spot dimly glowed down on her. Apparently, someone was adjusting the ambiance and would witness Buster's reward. She didn't care. She was leaving the island today and nobody would remember her particular passing presence among the many sexy women who crossed this stage before or after her.
Farrah bunched her riotous tresses atop her head, picked up the music beat and sashayed her hips in a slow dancer's pivot. Facing away from Buster towards the missing house audience, she rolled her hips, coyly peaking over her shoulder at Buster. Her hands released the bundle of curls and descended to the dress top ties, pulling the knotted closure.
The dress fell to her waist, exposing her bare back to Buster and her fine-looking tits to the rolling cameras. The observant technician zoomed in for a better aspect. Farrah's body swayed to the music and she shimmied and quivered the dress past her compact hips. It dropped to the floor and she was naked but for her dancer's heels.
Farrah turned her focus to Buster. Still in dance mode, she stepped back and forth in front of him, spinning and swaying, giving him all around views of her excellence from many angles. The unseen cameras recorded her strip dance as well.
Her movements closed the gap and she eventually ended standing at Buster's knees. Farrah leaned in and unfastened his pants; he helped her slide them off. His cock was flaccid despite her presentation. Farrah took up the challenge. She straddled his legs, sitting well forward, propping his large penis upright and nestling her exposed cunt against it. Her face leaned in and took his mouth and tongue in a smoldering kiss as she began her signature slow tenting movement on his manhood.
Buster responded to the moves, showing his appreciation for her premium lap-dance. His hands guided her hips as she continued the genital caress. The cameras continued to roll as the technician zoomed in and out to best capture the stimulating action for prosperity.
After a few minutes, Buster showed some arousal. Farrah felt his cock gain tumescence against her wet and warm labia but it was still not fully hard. She had given it a good try but further measures were needed. She slid down his legs until she kneeled on the floor. Levering his legs apart, she shinnied forward. Her tongue licked his length before her lips and mouth gobbled his knob. That got a firmer reaction. He was harder and longer now, rigid enough that she could push down and get his knob past her tonsils. Swallowing caresses further firmed the situation.
The technician activated additional side stage and overhead cameras, collecting the show from multiple angles. He unfastened his pants and extracted his erection. From now on, he would be multi-tasking in his booth: recording and masturbating.
Buster was delighted with the little minx's attentions. Farrah felt his hands settle on her head, guiding his cock deeper into her throat. She moaned and the vibrations set off tingles in Buster's rod. He held her face down, drawing out her full range of skills: swallows, moans, shaft licks, everything. He let her pause occasionally to breathe. Finally, he felt the urge to move onward in collecting his reward for dependably securing her lost lingerie. He let her up and snapped his fingers. She scampered back into his lap.
Farrah held his shoulders as she hovered in pre-mount position. Buster gripped her ass, aligning the connection. He held her there suspended as he kissed and suckled each of her rosy nipples in turn. Another smoldering lip-locked kiss accompanied her descent as her pussy was impaled on the meaty shaft. She slid all the way down, feeling his length bump her cervix. She braced her hands on his chest, closed her eyes and let the muscular black man lift and drop her to set the rhythm. He began with long deliberate strokes. His powerful arms pumped the woman on his erection, using her womb to caress his cock. It was a workout for him, even with the moderate size of Farrah.
Buster wanted less strenuous action for the finale. He gripped handfuls of nubile ass, stood up and, maintaining penetration, lay Farrah back on the bench. Farrah hugged the black stud's body with locked wrists and crossed ankles. She readied herself to become the receptacle of Buster's lust. His hips hammered away in the cradle of her splayed thighs. His long strokes quickened, then shortened and then became a frenzy as he plumbed Farrah's cunt in the climb towards his sensual peak.
Buster bellowed out at the summit and pulsed his essence deep within her. Farrah felt the warm jets flow inside her and she swooned into a drawn-out trance. Still drifting in her the dream state, she barely noticed when the satiated Buster eventually drew out and left her limp body reposed on the bench. As he strode from the stage, Buster high-fived the chauffer, signaling his handoff of Farrah back into the driver's responsibility. The reliable wheel man had come inside to check on the tardy Farrah and had watched much of the show.
The technician in the booth turned off the cameras and stage lights. He wiped off the sperm and lotion coating his left hand. The erotic scene had progressed well and he had cum right along with the actual participants. Now he would cut and edit the spooled recordings into a premier final product. The edited version of the video would soon join others on the club's pay-per-view site and provide customers with similar masturbation stimulus. More importantly, it might incentivize them to pay the high club fees for attendance at the live events.
Farrah emerged from her pseudo-coma alone on the bench. The chauffer stood by in attendance. Seeing her come back to the present, he helped her to sit up. He found her panties that had been beneath her back on the bench during her final stint underneath Buster. Always the gentleman, the chauffer helped her don her panties. He pulled them tight, patting the crotch, watching it get stained anew; this time with manly dribbles leaking from her womb. Seeing how weary she was, the chauffer carried her to the limo, depositing her in the backseat for the remaining ride to the airport.
--- --- --- ---
Meanwhile, back in the TWA house library, Ned had been submerged beneath his two remaining naked trainees. He had somehow spied Farrah earlier at the door and wiggled an arm above the melee, waving a mediocre goodbye. She returned the wave and blew him a kiss, signifying that she understood his inability to walking her out appropriately. Life has priorities at any one moment and his amorous partners never skipped a beat in establishing their current primacy of his attentions.
Ned had left Farrah fast asleep earlier that morning. He had toddled toward the kitchen, intending to serve her a farewell breakfast in bed. Along the way, he had been ambushed by the last pair of housemates.
The three days that he had devoted to Gus, Paula and Farrah had been too long a dry spell for the last two attendees. They had made a pact to double team Ned over the next two days, rejecting individual consecutive sessions. Now that Ned's carnal rundown with Farrah was concluded, they were too impatient to wait any longer. They pounced on the man of the house and hustled him giddily to the nearest furniture, which happened to be in the library.
Pajamas and lingerie were hastily abandoned and naked Ned was laid out on the makeshift altar of the sofa. Jolie and Belinda dove into the first litany of their intended two days of cock worship.
Jolie and Belinda had prearranged their first roles; there was no competition here. Jolie horded Ned's cock, reprising Ned's first attraction to her lips, swallowing him quickly. Belinda blocked his vision of anything else but her eyes, though letting him nibble her nipples a bit. Ned let them play and rewarded their efforts with a glob of sperm. The ladies traded his male discharge back and forth between their smooching lips, sharing the cum-wad.
Ned evaded their clutches while the girls were momentarily distracted, playing with his sperm. He toddled through the kitchen, snagging a cup of java, as he escaped to the rear yard pool area. He was soon joined by the amorous pair who let him lounge as they sunbathed nude nearby. The day was spent in leisure: napping, splashing, a little naked group Yoga after Ned lifted weights in the gym.
Ned decided an evening on the town was warranted before leaving the island. The girls dressed in revealing dance-club fashions; Ned opted for dark slacks and shirt. The limo dropped them at the upscale resort club. Ned wore sunglasses, even though it was night-time, parodying a mysterious celebrity accompanied by two mouthwatering pieces of arm candy. The waiting line tittered with conjecture as Ned and his consorts were quickly ushered inside.
They occupied a corner booth, shielded from the curious crowd by the club's VIP protection crew. The music was loud, suppressing any attempt at conversation. Ned was not concerned; what more could they say to each other after a month of orgies. What secrets were yet to be revealed? His escorts went to the dance floor to see and be seen. The dresses certainly let them be seen. Short skirts hopped to give peek-a-boo ass cheek flashes. Loose tops imparted amusing little nip-slips. The male clientele were very attentive.
Ned was approached by hopeful female fans, some ducking past the sentinels. They slipped into his booth for close-up greetings, seeking his identity. Ned was polite but aloof. The club crew allowed the thrill seekers to banter until Ned signaled them to remove the curious devotees.
The trio finally tired of the faux fame and took their leave. They ascended the elevator to the reserved upper floor hotel suite. The view was romantically fantastic. The harbor sparkled as the lighted yachts swayed at their berths far below. The full moon adorned the wave crests that washed ashore and swept the beach. The flirty dancing and the follow-on serenity of the vista below put the young women in a mood for love-making. Ned splayed out on the sofa, facing the night view and letting his dates initiate the action.
Jolie set the stereo to emit gentile vocal strains. She and Belinda swayed before Ned, a sensuous foreground to the background night vista. They helped each other dance out of their clothes, the soft moonlight glowing off their smooth skin. They joined Ned on the sofa, working from either side to get him naked and ready for love. The female team performed the disrobing and titillation, kissing his lips, ears, chest and bellybutton. They jointly held and stroked his erection until it was long and sturdy. When they steered him to the bedroom and its gargantuan bed, Ned was unresisting. Throughout the night, their lovemaking was often, gentle and gratifying.
At dawn, Ned woke alone in the bed. The last two participants of his month long colloquium had departed a day early, returning to their mainland lives. He lay quiescent and exhausted but proud that his seminar had been successful in amplifying the propensities of his pupils.
Today, Ned would leave the island and return to his traditional responsibilities and functions as the Emeritus Coach Tutor of the Total Woman Academy.
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Ned watched from his usual station. At mid-afternoon, he always lingered on the tree shaded bench in front of the women's dormitory. It was a perfect spot to view the parade of "his" young ladies as they strolled back from the summer school classes. He would watch them stride toward him from the main campus via the long sloping sidewalk. He admired the bounce in their stride, their long loose tresses fluffed by a puff of wind, the toe to heel model stride sashaying their hips. They paraded past him, dressed in their flirty summer fashions, abiding his blatant public ogling.
The girls turned away in front of him, mounting the dormitory front steps. Nearing their safe haven, they skipped quickly up the wide granite treads, flappy skirts exposing cheeky under-views or spandex tights flaunting pert rippling butts. A coy peek over the shoulder as they passed through the doors showed Ned their tacit approval of his daily scrutiny. Each girl wondered which exquisite vixen Ned envisioned fucking today. It was always his exclusive choice but each hoped he was tempted to take her this time.
Ned was the resident house master and head trainer for this Total Woman Academy Special Education dormitory. These upper-class coeds had competed and won the opportunity to attend his advanced semester away from the main TWA facilities. In addition to scholarly courses at the nearby prestigious university, they received special poise training under Ned.
In recompense, they acted as convert recruiters among their on-campus acquaintances, chatting up eye-catching coeds worthy to be offered scholarships to TWA. Their surreptitious nominations would be validated by a selection committee of pledge contributors. And then, prior to offers of TWA enrollment, the female candidates would be vetted by Total Woman Security.
The four story dormitory held two floors of individual rooms occupied by the 20 coeds. The large common room, security desk and offices filled the ground floor. The full floor penthouse suite was exclusively for Ned.
Ned watched the finale of the subtle risqué show. A lithe redhead wore her long straight hair in a ponytail that swung in time with her high heeled stride; the motion of her legs, hair and hips setting a sexy tempo as she walked past Ned. He liked the look. Her hips implied the same rhythmic beat that had writhed beneath Ned's thrusting erection several times this summer.
The alpha male in Ned gloated over his exclusive access to these prime specimens of female flesh and fortitude. He knew the local college boys tried for dates with the beauties but were politely and firmly rebuffed. He assumed they assuaged their frustration with their hands or the second tier females freely available among the campus crowd.
The last girl to return was the tall brunette who wore hip-hugging yoga pants and a stretchy white athletic top, purposely boasting of the smooth sweep and tone of her body's curves. The showcase look was fantastic as Ned watched her climb the steps; her ass undulating its invitation to follow.
Ned's summer charges had all safely returned to his sanctuary. It was time for his decision and duty. The semester was nearly ended. Over the last eight weeks, Ned had met his minimal responsibility of two heavy-duty fuck trainings with each of his twenty assignees. This remaining week was his opportunity to simply enjoy the intimate company of his favorite coeds in a more relaxed and playful atmosphere.
Ned took a moment to contemplate today's possibilities. He mulled each offering, paying attention to whether any of today's visions had twitched his dick. One image shot a quick swelling to his groin. With his cock making the decision, Ned strolled inside the dorm to consummate his carnal craving.
----------
Ned slid his key card and entered her dorm room unannounced. As resident trainer, he had unfettered access to every room and its inhabitant. The coed turned as the door opened and paused to face her impromptu visitor. Ned closed the door and plopped into the dorm room side chair.
Candy was in the middle of changing out of her schoolgirl uniform into more comfortable dormitory attire. Her white blouse was unbuttoned, hanging open over her smooth white demi-bra and draping the waistband of the short plaid skirt. Her white knee socks and patent saddle shoes covered the rest of her lower extremities. Her blonde wavy hair was caught into traditional side pony tails. She stood stoic, waiting Ned's next move.
"Please continue" said Ned, his hand giving a dismissive backhand wave.
Candy obediently swept the blouse over her shoulders and it slid down her arms to the floor. She picked at the front bra clasp, popping it open to expose her tits. The brassiere joined the discarded clothing pile. She leaned forward as she slid down her plaid skirt, skimming her panties along with it. She stood attentively, mostly naked, as Ned silently examined the disrobed young woman.
Her face was fresh and youthful. Her nipples were plush and pointy on well-formed breasts. The hollow of her belly button was centered on toned abs, resting above good hips and a plump little pussy half hidden between fleshy thighs.
Ned rose and dropped his shorts. His cock was elongated but not quite stiff, certainly not erect. Both understood that it was Candy's duty to remedy that and get Ned ready for fucking.
Candy knelt and Ned stepped forward to feed her his penis. She took him in and bobbed her lips along the shaft, tonguing him as much as possible, achieving an acceptable bulkiness. Her initial duty accomplished, Ned lifted her face off his cock and pressed her backwards onto the double bed, an unusual feature for a college dormitory room but obviously warranted for a TWA training facility.
Candy's butt was on the sheeted mattress, her legs hanging over the edge, her feet reaching the floor. Ned stepped between her spread thighs and aligned the genital juncture. He lifted her ankles and she crossed her saddle-shoed feet behind his ass. He leaned forward, bracing his hands either side of Candy's torso. She reached up and drew his face to hers, engaging him in a smoldering kiss. Her hands stroked his ears and neck as her lips and tongue caressed his mouth.
During one deep suction, Ned thrust his hips forward and buried his cock halfway up Candy's cunt. Her moan was stifled by his tongue filling her mouth.
Releasing her lips, Ned grunted as he jammed his manhood all the way in. Candy's uncovered mouth cried in ecstasy. Ned waited out her impulsive orgasm. Somewhat recovered, her hips wriggled, begging Ned to stroke her long and deep. He obliged. A few more of the desired thrusts brought on another feminine spasm. A pause, more probes and then another.
Her cunt was soaked with dew, her body wet with perspiration from the workout. Ned liked the way her breasts rocked after each hard bump against her pubis. When he rested in place, Candy whimpered for him to continue. She rolled her hips and pleaded in a little girl voice for more. Ned dictated the pace, tempering his urge to ejaculate, empowering her recurring orgasms. He fueled her desires.
Ned couldn't hold out forever. He finally arched his back and spewed his essence into her grotto, his hips shuddering with the power of his release. He collapsed on Candy's warm wet body, moaning as he rolled sideways, flinging his arm over his eyes in a classic pose of exhaustion.
Later, cuddling in the afterglow, naked Candy was lazily running a fingertip through Ned's sweaty chest hair, poking gently at his bellybutton, teasing his nipples and nipping his earlobes. She wanted to run her fingertip along his flaccid cock but hesitated without his explicit invitation.
Ned had recovered his energy but had not refracted his libido. Delaying his exit, he inquired about Candy's recruitment efforts for a TWA candidate referral. Candy brightened, eager to share her potential success.
"I have been chatting up Catalina. I think she's intrigued although she's unaware of what the entire TWA program entails. She will learn that later if she gets vetted and approved by Total Woman Security. Do you think she's right for a TWA candidate?"
Ned occasionally walked across the campus during his intermittent out of dorm errands. There were certainly a lot of great looking women wandering about. But he didn't talk to them or draw attention to himself.
"Do I know Catalina?" he asked.
"You couldn't miss her. She really stands out in a crowd. Did you ever see the pretty Mexican girl?"
Ned had a flash of recollection. 'So her name is Catalina' he thought. And yes, she stood out in a crowd.
Catalina was mid height, long wavy brown hair, deep brown eyes. Her ass was shapely, not fat but full. She always wore heels to elevate her stature. And her outstanding attribute, the one that stood out in a crowd, was her big round boobs. She liked to wear cleavage promoting tops and the boys liked it when she did. Her constant bright smile and cheerful demeanor were icing on the cake.
Ned felt a stirring in his groin at just the thought of Catalina. He moved Candy's fingertip to his soft prick, giving her the unspoken invitation to play. He closed his eyes and dreamed of a few encounter scenarios with Catalina: Catalina in a schoolgirl outfit, Catalina in a tailored business suit, Catalina swimming naked. Catalina sucking his cock. Ned's eyes bolted open and he felt his manhood thicken. The mental images and Candy's finger-work were having their effect.
It was time to exit Candy's embrace before he overstayed his time with one coed and denied the others equal measure. Without need for explanation, he gave her a last peck on the lips, gathered his clothes and walked naked to the elevator, ascending to his penthouse suite.
He didn't dress or shower, laying nude on his bed. He was still mulling fantasies of the Mexican coed. His hand stole to his groin and he slowly stroked himself into mild tumescence. Again, he stopped himself in mid-autoeroticism. He had opportunities as well as responsibilities.
He dialed a room number and a sweet voice answered his call.
"Hello, this is Serena."
"Serena. It's Ned. Come to my suite, please."
"Yes, sir. Any special requests. A particular costume?"
"No, come as you are right now. And hurry up." He hung up.
Moments later, his door chime announced her arrival. He remained naked on the bed and buzzed her inside with the security remote control.
"Hello, sir. Where are you?" she called from the foyer.
"In here, dear, in the bedroom."
Serena popped through his bedroom portal. She had come as she was, barefooted, dressed in comfortable dormitory attire. That was simply a translucent pair of baby-doll boy shorts and a cropped-top T-shirt over her nipple poking springy boobs. The see-thru pastel green shorts veiled her discernible darker vagina hue. Her smile was animated and eager. Of all this semester's charges, Serena's dusky complexion and fulsome body were the most reminiscent of what Ned presumed a naked Catalina would look-like.
Skipping any polite salutations, Ned quickly stated his demands.
"Loose the shirt and suck me."
Ned spread his legs as Serena happily doffed the top and crawled aboard between his legs. She nuzzled his prick, licking and lapping. Ned responded well to her ministrations. Serena finally suctioned in the firming man-meat and got down to work.
Ned lay back, folded his arms beneath his pillow and resumed his dreams of Catalina. Inside his closed eyelids, Catalina was the one sucking his cock. Her head moved in cycles, side to side, up and down. Her tongue sluiced his knob in fervent efforts to please her man. Her big brown boobs swayed beneath her chest on the up strokes or were crushed against his thighs on the cock burying deep-throats. Her dark eyes watched his face, staring back at Ned's glare. Her fingers supported and caressed his ball sack; one digit pressing on his perineum in time with her oral strokes. She was his bitch in heat, stoking his masculine fire. In the end, Ned doused her flames with sperm; the pulses pouring out of his tube. It extinguished his own bonfire of lust with gratifying waves of pleasure.
As the pulsations dissipated, Ned opened his eyes to a mild disenchantment. Familiar Serena, not exotic Catalina, was seated topless and upright between his splayed legs, her everlasting smile embellished with lip smacks as she savored and swallowed his pearly essence.
Ned recovered his presence and took hold of reality. He watched Serena's after-action preening. She cocked an eyebrow, her wetted finger sketching a circle around one umber areola, signaling her query for her next assignment. She was aroused and wanted Ned to fuck her cunt.
"Thanks, dear, you're dismissed. I need to rest. See yourself out."
Inwardly annoyed at the one-sided exchange but displaying only her cheery outward demeanor, Serena grabbed her top and giddily bounced out of the bedroom. Ned heard the front door close just as he fell asleep, exhausted by his two stout ejaculations in just one short afternoon.
----------
Ned looked himself over one last time in the full length mirror. He was satisfied. His tuxedo was the classic style and fit he preferred. Time to join the party.
He descended to the ground floor; the faint music gaining clarity as the elevator opened on the scene. It was the end of semester soiree, a climaxing assembly of the dormitory residents, their candidate nominees and a group of TWA pledge contributors.
Ned entered the formally dressed crowd as the host of the evening. The gathering's festive atmosphere concealed its underlying purpose. The candidate nominees were being surreptitiously interviewed and evaluated by Ned and his guests. The all-male selection committee would validate the candidates and propose awards of this year's scholarships. A photo station memorialized the evening, usually glamour shots of the resident and her invitee, sometimes in small groups with one of the handsome gentlemen for added eye candy.
The crowd mingled freely, the residents eager for their invitee to interface with a committee member. The barman had been instructed to augment the alcohol in the invited nominees' drinks and hold back on the TWA regulars. It was part of the evaluation to see which nominees had self-discipline. Some young ladies failed to hold their liquor and conspicuously lowered their favorability.
Every lady was impeccably dressed in gowns and cocktail dresses; wearing their most illuminating and accentuating attire. The worldwide range of female ethnicities were represented. Each wore perfect makeup and jewelry with their favorite hairdo. The multiplicity of fabrics, styles and colors would have rivalled a Milan fashion show.
And, as expected, Catalina stood out in the crowd. Her close fit mid-length dress presented her fantastic figure to the awe of the congregated evaluators. Her toned legs mounted on her customary high heels elevated her boldly displayed mammary splendors to the easy gaze of the guest coach tutors.
As Candy escorted her among the gathering, Catalina felt honored to attend such an elite event. Candy and the other girls were chirpy and bright, interested in her notions on social and current events. The fine-looking gentlemen were self-confident, assured and courteous, though rather direct. Catalina blushed when they complemented her physical beauty with lascivious comments. They liked her big brown bedroom eyes, her suck-worthy plush lips, the bronze skin tone of her almost exposed boobs and her taut tummy, ass and thighs.
The queries strayed into her personal details: height, weight, cup size? And then the more intimate particulars: Did she have boyfriends? How many? Serial or consecutive dating? Was the sex good? Did she cum every time? More than once? Did she dream of hardier orgasms for herself and her partner?
Catalina's slight smirk at the last question couldn't be suppressed. 'Everyone wants better sex' she thought. The gentlemen noted her pique of curiosity. It boded well for their recommendation.
But when the questions got to be too much, Catalina fidgeted closer to Candy for respite and rescue. Most gentlemen took her hint and wished her a good evening, moving off to other potential nominees. Candy helped her laugh it off as party shenanigans. Catalina played along with the ruse; accepting Candy's promise to explain how her erotic dreams really could come true.
As midnight tolled the end of the event, the nominees made a final round of farewells with cheek buzzes and fond hugs for their hostesses and wishful passes at the roguish males. Despite their open readiness to take any of the men home for the night, the nominees were dismissed to hired limousines, whisking them safely home. With the leave-takings completed, the nominations commenced. The dorm resident coeds remained to render further hostess duties to the assembled male guests.
Ned started the closing activities with a welcome announcement.
"As you know, each pledge contributor is allowed to fund two annual scholarships. As host, I am invoking special privilege. Catalina will be my sole special nominee, assuring her enrollment with the next incoming class at TWA."
The gentlemen grinned wide at their good fortune. This was very welcome news. They were all guest coach tutors at the various facilities.
"Each of you will probably be her coach tutor in the coming years. Catalina will absorb your lessons as she learns the most intimate aspects of cock worship. You will be duty-bound to bestow on her, during frequent sessions, your precious time and talents. I hope you survive those arduous tasks."
Ned chortled at his own joke. The announcement produced easy going chuckles all-round. He could see the recurrent guest coach tutors already dreaming up exotic training exercises for the curvaceous Catalina.
Catalina would undoubtedly become the favorite tutoring subject for each facility's roster of regular and guest coach tutors as well as these visiting pledge contributors. Their furtive fantasies generated by her attendance this evening now took on real probability. The scenarios were boundless:
-Catalina, hastily chosen by yet another visiting pledge contributor, saddled up on his fat cock in the hot tub, her energetic hip jogs sending waves lapping across the waist deep water, the warm vapors rising around her closely held body, matting her ass-long curly hair as she rubbed her stiff nipples against the man's chest, her tongue probing his ear canal as she hugged his neck, bouncing her round boobs against his body, easily wringing forth his pearly treasure as he howled tributes to her mounting abilities, her sense of amusement for her power over his contentment.
-Catalina, fresh from fucking a staff coach tutor into mutual roaring orgasms, her tranquil afterglow doused by his livid accusation of her sexual selfishness, her nipples aching from their first ever dog-switching, her naked body flung over a coarsely upholstered sofa arm, her tear-stained cheek held flat against the cushion by her tutor's heavy hand, her own hands shielding her breasts' tender whip welts from rasping against the coarse fabric, this corporal discipline her memento of the female's duty to consistently intensify the male's orgasm, blubbering assertions of future compliance as her paddle reddened ass is battered by her sneering tutor's pounding groin, his thick cock power drilling deep in her snug pussy a second time this session, she being unable to see his amused expression as he built to his second stupendous cum of the morning, shameless for his mock distain of her earlier flawless performance, the fuck-flog-fuck series just a time-honored training ritual to sharpen her devotion to the male's ultimate pleasure.
- Catalina strapped down tightly to a short dungeon bench, a collaborating coed working her drenched clitoris with a silver bullet vibrator, her tear streaked face tilted back and pinioned on the coach tutor's deep throated cock as he kneads her massive boobs, his swinging scrotum banging her nose and closed eyes, sternly ordering her to swallow around his tonsil piercing corona, whacking her heaving tits for emphasis, promising to continue the boob abuse until she succeeds in extracting his pent-up cum, then huffing to his peak by her amplified efforts, the silver vibrator plunged deep against her cervix, his fingers twisting her nubs viciously as his first rope shoots, her muffled screeches vibrating his cock, adding intensity to their simultaneous explosive orgasms, her body and soul being methodically morphed into the perfect instrument for the alpha male's sexual gratification... perfect in due time, of course, with detailed hardier orgasm training...



Her sensual tutelage at the TWA would commence in a few months, a seeming eternity of waiting for the feverish pledge contributors. Catalina's manhandling would then dominate her next few years as she was tuned to sensual brilliance by the dexterous TWA guest coach tutors and staff.
Ned broke the mental revelry.
"Meanwhile, please focus your attention on the other potential candidates. We need a full sophomore class this fall."
Relinquishing their future fantasies, the men turned to the matter at hand.
Twelve other scholarship nominees needed to be chosen, an important responsibility. The committee members perused the pile of extra glamour photos. The coeds hovered anxiously. Whenever a gentleman lingered over a picture, the coed's hostess was quick to advocate for her nominee.
The men asked the hostesses pertinent questions and received detailed answers gleaned by from late night girly gossip and whispered confidences: Virgin or experienced? Cunt and oral? Nipple size, texture and hue? Pussy and nipples easily stimulated? Which other erogenous zones? Multi-orgasmic? Submissive or self-confident? No questions or answers were irrelevant. All received solid factual answers.
The men filled out the forms and the coeds tallied the results. Twelve potential enrollees and the assured Catalina were selected to be vetted by TWS and recruited into Total Woman Academy. Social obligations resolved, it was time to make more gratuitous selections for the remainder of the night. A merry scramble ensued; the alpha males eager to relieve the pent-up sexual tensions spawned by the soiree's elegant females.
Serena, the girl who could be Catalina's doppelganger, had three rapid-fire entreaties. Rather than squabble between themselves, the gentlemen allowed her to choose which lucky guest she would hostess in her room. She was certainly flattered, though accepted that she was just the proxy of their lust for Catalina. Regardless, she would be the perfect hostess; their thoughts dwelling on Catalina should keep them aroused enough to go all-night. She picked the youngest looking one, counting on his stamina. She set her goal at three strong orgasms. Those were for her; her energetic suitor could have as many as his stamina managed.
The other men selected their favorite coeds, who led them off to the coming all-night bouts of bawdy sex. Ned hung back, letting the others go first. He would take one of the left-overs to his penthouse suite. 'Left-overs' was a disingenuous term considering the fine feminine specimens that made up this semester's dormitory residents.
He spied the lithe freckled redhead, recalling her after-class saunter. Her long thin hair was pinned up, her spaghetti strap high-waist gown hanging to floor length, veiling her modest breasts and the tight little cunt that had repeatedly entertained Ned during the semester. He recalled the mind bending thrills as her clenching vagina ground on his bulky prick throughout their fucking. He wanted one more memory like that before he and the dormitory resident coeds reluctantly parted company tomorrow.
----------
Francine's face lit up when the brawny pledge contributor with the bad-boy scruff summoned her to be his overnight hostess. It was stated more as an order than a request. Without any lead-in, he simply told her that he was ready for her to take him to bed, so be quick with her goodbyes to the others.
Francine had spied his arrival at the beginning of the soiree. She found him alluring from the start. She had skimmed the crowd often, looking for him, catching glimpses, looking away when he caught her eyeing him. Her attraction to him simmered as the evening dragged on. She hadn't seen him smile the whole time.
Her guest nominee wore a stretch close fit gown, snuggly draping her frame. When Francine had shepherded her candidate to meet her obsession, he had been coolly audacious during his brash inquisition.
"Are you enjoying the evening?" he asked Francine's guest.
"Well, yes, sir. It's okay, I guess."
The man stared at her cleavage and deliberately flicked her aroused nubs with the heel of his wine glass.
"I see something has your interest. Pokies! Do your nipples always get hard in the company of virile men like me?"
The young lady flustered, helpless to respond to his bold intimate contact and brusque comment on her anatomy. He eye-locked her, waited patiently, compelling her to reply.
"Ah... Sometimes they get hard like this."
"Very nice. Are your areolae large flat disks or puckered cones?"
The girl stammered at his uninhibited questioning. "I don't know..."
She looked to Francine for help. Before Francine could act, the assertive experienced guest coach tutor offered his own kind of assistance.
"Not sure, huh? Okay, then. I'll take a look and judge for myself."
He reached a hand, his finger hooked her bodice and pulled. The young lady jumped back before he could expose her loose tit, disinclined to be fondled in public by this immodest stranger. He lowered his hand, ostensibly disappointed with her reaction. He calmly sipped his wine, another eye-locked pause in their exchange.
"Maybe some other time then... soon, I suspect..." His face was filled with a knowing expression. She would be one of his scholarship commitments; he would eagerly participate in her sensuous fate, peeling away her indecorous modesty. He turned away to seek his secondary choice.
Francine consoled her charge, reminding her again that these were alpha males, accustomed to ardent infatuation from women and freely acting on it. They moved on to more discreet interviews. But Francine's fascination was piqued by the gentleman's bold aura. Thus, her eager willingness when he selected her from among the many remaining coeds readily available to him.
Before she had finished her goodnights, he impatiently ended them for her. He took her hand firmly and hustled her away from her peers. He towed her to the elevator. She matched his speedy pace, well-practiced in balance and carriage while striding in her model high heels. She was tall, her statuesque figure accentuated by long straight black hair and eyebrow touching straight cut bangs. Her ivory skin was set off by blue eyes and high cheekbones. Her hair and dress fluttered attractively with her quick step pace, portending her animated nocturnal exertions. She prayed that she could satisfy this vigorous man.
Inside her room, her guest ordered her to undress him first. She took time and attention, employing her enticing arts, skillfully stimulating his erogenous zones during the process with lip pecks and magical finger caresses. When she was done, he sat in the deskside seat, naked and partially thickened, commanding her to strip seductively, to beguile him.
Francine slid her bodice down slowly, revealing her amazing boobs: shapely, firm, resilient, tipped with youthful conical nipples. With her hands clasping the dress draped at her waist, she posed sideways, looking square over a shoulder, letting him admire the mammary under-curves and points in profile. She wondered if he was comparing the size of her exposed stiffened nubs to her guest nominee's coyly concealed pokies.
Shimmying her head and shoulders, she let her cascading hair drape the chest masses, her darker nips holding his attention as they peeked through the hanging strands. Her full lips smiled as she spied the unsmiling man's pupils dilate at the sight. She stared at his eyes until he looked up again into hers.
She blinked downward to move his attention to her soon to be revealed lower half. Fluid waggles accompanied her release of the dress and her profiled hips and thighs were exposed as the gown puddled at her heels. Her ass was the perfect counter balance to her chest: graceful under-curves demonstrating firm musculature under the silky skin. The tone of her thighs promised a tight hold on his bounding body during their imminent frolic.
She executed a slow dancer's pirouette, flaunting a smooth 360 view, kicking away the solitary discarded garment. She stopped facing her sole audience, hands clasped behind, full frontal nudity on proud display. She saw that her cock for the night was standing sturdy. He desired her and she warmed with the mutual lust.
The alpha male assumed the initiative. He rose and hugged her waist, holding her hands captive behind her back; her heels brought her face level with his. He suckled her lips in a hard kiss. She leaned back in his arms, trusting him to treat her body safely. He drew her hips closer, pulling her groin tight against his. His forearms guided her hips in small revolutions. She balanced easily on her heels, rubbing her moist plush pussy over his cock and balls.
Still holding her waist tightly, he leaned her backwards, supporting her weight with his bulky strength. She hung her head back and fix your eyes on nothing. His scruffy jaw pressed her sensitized nips, sawing his stubbly beard side to side. She shuddered as the sensation sent a shiver down her spine. His tongue swept the umber disks, tasting her fruit flavored rouge. He pulled a deep suck on each.
He nibbled the nubs, hard. Francine squealed a protest and shimmied to get away from the pain. Rebuffed, he dropped her. She fell on the bed, her ass barely catching the edge of the mattress.
Francine tried to wriggle away, back-pedaling higher onto the bed. He grabbed her ankles and folded them behind his waist. Her alarm quickened. He grabbed two handfuls of firm ass and drew her closer. His raging hard-on slapped against her pussy. The contact reminded her of her purpose. She tempered her fear as she resumed her role of carnal hostess to this virile man. She swallowed and ventured a question.
"Sir, may I place you?" she asked.
Staring down on her, he grunted his affirmative response. She handled his manhood with due reverence, tenderly aligning their genitals for proper coitus. His tip touched her dewy lips and like a blossoming flower seeks pollination, the pinkness opened for him, wanting him, needing him. She shuffled her hips in anticipation but he stayed that way, standing tall over her prone pose, gripping her ass, his tip slightly pressing her vaginal entry. The moment lingered as he established his hegemony; Francine's heart swelled with pride, her value magnified by the memory of him selecting her above the others.
Without warning, he punched in. Francine caught her breath as the sudden stretch strained her mid-section. Her fuck-mate dropped his full weight on her, pinning her beneath his bulk. He thrust long and hard, his painful grip continuing to crush her ass cheeks as he drove and retreated. Francine was left to hug his neck for leverage. Soon enough, the man jetted his sperm into her womb and then sprawled listless atop her. When he shrank and fell out, he slithered to the middle of the bed and spooned her soft sweaty body against his, one hand cupping her cunt, the other her tit.
Later in the night, Francine felt his knob against her cheek and opened to accept his swelled meat pushing past her lips. He knelt over her face and was not gentle, holding her head firmly as he drove repeated deep throats. She swallowed his discharge and lay quiet beside him again until he dozed off. In the morning, he rolled atop her drowsy body and fucked her again in missionary, thrusting robustly but a little less roughly due to his own weariness. Thereafter, he departed wordlessly, leaving her lying naked in bed with her cunt freshly flooded with his spunk.
Francine wandered to the group shower where her co-residents were cleaning out and off the masculine residues. Bawdy descriptions with intimate details peppered the giddy conversations. All agreed it had been a stupendous finale to an enlightening semester away from the main Total Woman Academy grounds.
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It had been a slow boring morning before Syd asked his assistant to join him at the front desk. Syd sat pant-less behind the counter as the gym receptionist knelt beneath his naked thighs and suckled his cock.
He watched the neighborhood soccer moms stroll in singly, joining small clusters that lingered at but not on the exercise machines. They pretended to stretch their plump physiques as they socialized with the other cynical housewives. The conversations revolved around the usual topics: un-reality TV shows, private school teacher quality, childhood playground drama, discount store fashions, under-employed husbands, their shared backyard barbeques and novel activities for budget restricted stay-cations. Excitement rose when one of the families of limited means planned to vacation out of town by visiting distant relatives.
Syd looked down at his tiring fellatrix who had upped her oral efforts, impatient for his tardy release. He was a man of excellent control and timing, so he obliged her wish. It was a mild sensation for him but she gulped his spunk happily, content to be of service. He patted her head in appreciation.
Syd was refastening his shorts when the front door was powered open by a forceful figure. It was Connie arriving for her weekly special training. She marched to Syd's station, unsmiling as he greeted his special client warmly, keying her arrival into the computer.
"Good morning, Connie. I see your appointment is tomorrow but, no worries, I will rearrange my schedule. Any special requests today?"
"Just the usual private swim lesson. Let's get started please. I have the TWA charity board luncheon at noon and it's going to be intense; last minute details for our annual pledge contributor fund raiser this weekend. I need to de-stress and rejuvenate before that grueling meeting."
"Of course, Connie. Let me accompany you to my private office so you can change."
Syd guided her to his office, following her spandex clad ass across the room. The trim and fit Connie was a delightful counter-balance to the hefty herd of local patrons. She came to the gym for a different purpose: actual training.
Connie's husband, a powerful entrepreneur, spent his long work days surrounded by special executive assistants whose duties included his stress relief. Her husband was submerged in a life-style of fawning females at every turn; eager to assuage his stress whenever possible. Connie strove to maintain her sexual superiority to all of them. She wanted her husband to crave his intimate time with her at home. It assured her life style was secure.
Connie had experienced pledge contributor visits during her undergraduate time there at TWA. She remembered some with fondness; others were an ordeal to be endured and appreciated for their example of some alpha males' disquieting expectations. Better to find out early about the harsher side of human sexuality and have the chance to condition her body and prepare her soul.
Introduced to the exclusive Total Woman Academy by his alumni wife, her husband spent a weekend each month as a pledge contributor guest coach tutor at the regional facility. He donated his time and talent to his wife's alma matar, generously tutoring the coed scholars on male gratification techniques. Their minds and bodies were voracious receptacles of his eruditions and ejaculations. They were a tremendous boon to all the coeds carnal education.
Her eldest daughter was a sophomore at TWA and Connie didn't care to know which of her cronies' husbands the girl had sucked and fucked. And she didn't care to know which of her cronies' daughters had sucked and fucked her husband. Her younger daughter was destined to enroll at TWA next year and the same policy would apply. Connie never questioned her husband about his nubile liaisons; don't ask, don't tell.
Syd opened his private office, inviting Connie to use the guest lockers, and shower if need be, before joining him at the indoor pool.
He went around to the main pool entry, flipped the sign to 'Pool Closed for Private Lessons' and secured the door, assuring their exclusive use of the pool. He dropped his shorts on the deck and entered his office naked through the side door. Connie had removed her gym clothes and was mulling between a neon blue or lime green thong. Syd made her decision by taking both and tossing them aside.
"Private lessons require no swimwear."
Statuesque Connie dove in and swam laps as Syd walked along the deck, watching her form and style. She breast-stroked one direction and back-stroked on the return leg. Syd got a butt show one way and a boob and pussy show the other. As distracting as that was, he actually evaluated her swimming proficiency, calling out tips and pointers as she swam. After countless laps, he waded in waist deep and buoyed her body prone in the water as she tried a slight variation on a stroke. It mimicked a similar detailed process he employed in more intimate activities to improve her efficacy.
Handling Connie's naked athletic body aroused Syd's cock. These lessons were a weekly recurrence and a welcomed diversion. Connie wrapped her legs around Syd's waist and lay back, letting Syd get a full frontal eyeful. She reached between them and held his staff of life, feeling it inflate harder in her grasp. Syd carried Connie to the scuppers and plopped her butt on the deck edge. She lay back on the cool tiled deck, weary from exercise, and closed her eyes, ready to relax. Syd relaxed her.
He hoisted her knees past his shoulders, then leaned in until her thighs cradled his ears. He tenderly kissed her sensitive fleshy wedge. His tongue swept her shaved outer skin, pressing inside as he burrowed for pink. He tasted her female tang, mixed with chlorine and a salty overtone, Syd's favorite flavor combination. He suckled the little spout at her clitoris. He drew long strokes up one side of her pudenda and then up the other. He stabbed his stiffened tongue inside her slippery vaginal opening. He worked to lick every nerve he could touch in order to feed her stimulation. It worked... again... same as always.
Connie arched her back and clamped her legs hard against his ears. He heard her scream, a muffled sound since his ears were pressed between by her soft inner thighs. She shuddered in spasms of delight, twisting sensually, rocking his clamped head from side to side as her orgasm seared away her stress. Her butt regained the deck tiles and the pressure lock on Syd's head eased. Connie lay relaxed, completely satisfied, physically and emotionally. This was why she paid the exorbitant gym fees; they were worth every penny.
Inside the office, they shared the shower. Now it was Syd's turn for release. Connie hooked one leg over his hip, standing tall on the other. Syd backstopped her butt against the tiled wall for stability and poked her pussy. She aligned the route for easy entry but rolled her hips to drag his knob hard against her warm fleshy tunnel walls on his drawback. Syd steadily built the stroke speed and length.
Syd controlled the pace; Connie controlled the angle, as they shared the coitus responsibilities. Syd was hammering now, a furious frolic of sounds and motion. The pace was past Connie's ability to keep up. She simply hugged Syd's neck as he worked his dick inside her tremoring cunt, fueling his need to ejaculate. Then he breathed deep, drove deeper and clung for life to the wet body in his arms. Connie hugged him tight with both arms and one clinging leg, the other still propped on the floor. Syd roared out his pleasure; the sound filled their tight shower space and his cum filled her tight pussy space.
Connie supported his weight until his mind and soul re-emerged from carnal comatose. They rinsed away the residues of love; Connie douched for good measure. After she redressed in her spandex gym outfit, Syd escorted Connie to the front door and they buzzed cheeks in parting.
----------
Syd was closing up for the night; the last patrons shuffling out the door, casually exchanging obligatory "good night" platitudes. He ran through the bookkeeping closures and shut down the computers. Before he could lock the front door, it was yanked open. Connie burst through, a sigh of relief at the sight of him still at the gym. She was dressed to kill: a dynamite evening dress, a fashionable hairdo and her body dripping with expensive jewelry.
"Oh, thank goodness, I caught you before you left. I need you."
Syd was taken back, unprepared to satisfy Connie's particular needs this late in the day. Instead, Connie held the door open for the entry of a shorter, youthful version of herself.
"Kelly popped home from school for the weekend. We have our corporate fund raiser tonight; my husband and I can't take her to the fund raiser or leave her home alone overnight."
Syd looked Kelly over. So this was the sophomore daughter enrolled at Total Woman Academy. She seemed old enough to be left home alone. Syd didn't understand the problem. Connie sensed his confusion and pulled him aside for a whispered explanation. Syd was all ears as she laid out the problem.
"She arrived without warning, an unscheduled weekend home. I caught her sneaking out; 'going to the gym', she said. I doubt it. You know the TWA rules; she's only allowed relations with TWA staff and vetted male guests prior to graduation. I can't have her carousing with the local boys and disrupting her rigorous training regimen.
"So I brought her to the gym, just as she inferred. And you're a vetted TWA trainer, an acceptable guardian tonight. Besides, a little physical exercise would be good for her. She could use some tuning up, don't you agree?"
Syd took a furtive glance at Kelly and couldn't agree less. The preppy coed seemed dressed for the gym: neon yellow sports bra packed with plump boobs, an ass hugging pair of sleek black booty shorts and cute little white jogging shoes. Her smooth exposed flesh in between the skimpy workout duds was tanned and appeared underlain by toned muscle. Her fluffy brunette hair lay past her shoulders and framed a cherubic face, glowing with youthful health, despite the sarcastic frown.
Kelly's brown eyes were intently watching the animated whispered exchange, probably discussing her challenge to the TWA rules. Her cherry lips pouted at being caught out in her ruse. The mature TWA coach tutors were skilled in carnal relations and she was learning a lot from them. But she was curious to gauge her proficiency vis-à-vis her own non-TWA age group.
The focused tête-à-tête ended with nods; Kelly overheard the man say "Okay, Connie, I'll help you out." The adults turned their attention to Kelly.
"Young lady...!?" Connie's tone was stern; Kelly braced herself for her mother's scolding.
"Syd will be your chaperone tonight. He will drop you home tomorrow before noon safe and sound. You're lucky he's available on such short notice."
With that, Connie buzzed Syd's cheek goodbye, gave her daughter a stern look and left for her vivacious evening and then some long overdue personal time with her husband. She had learned some new moves to exhilarate her adoring spouse, hopefully 'til dawn's early light and beyond.
She hurried to leave, already late. At the door, she turned to give some parting thoughts.
"Kelly's used to stiff physical activities at the Academy. So feel free to drill her to exhaustion. Fill her with your passion for excellence. Make her behave and learn to respect the TWA rules and rituals."
Connie scooted through the portal before her smirk revealed her double entendre. She had just confirmed Syd's free hand to intercede as necessary in her daughter's rebellion. Kelly was young, flooded with hormones and itching for male intercourse. Syd and his collaborating coach tutors were tasked with guiding her libido to a higher purpose: lifelong adoration from a lust smitten alpha male. Kelly had almost slipped away to some third-rate tryst, a sub-standard experience that would clash with her nurtured deep passion for alpha male copulation. Pedestrian quickies were not permissible for a bourgeoning TWA poise scholar like Kelly.
Kelly sighed, consigned again to yet another alpha male. She liked their companionship, knowing no other. She inspected her newest coach tutor. Syd looked fit, like any gym trainer should be. He wasn't too old; probably about the same age as the subordinate TWA coach tutors, certainly much younger than most of the venerable pledge contributors assigned to enhance her charms during the TWA weekend events. She would survive this night like always and might even gain some new techniques.
Kelly grabbed her gym bag and followed Syd. He gave her the short tour reserved for his elite TWA referrals like Connie, and now her daughter, Kelly. They wandered to the exercise area with its machines and weights. They smelled the intoxicating scent of pool chlorine as they passed the mirrored and matted yoga studio. Syd pointed out both features, saying they might use those later.
Syd started her off with the stepper. He watched her butt muscles cycle beneath the black spandex. Remembering her mother's comment, he palmed one ass cheek as she pedaled. Kelly looked around at his inquisitive hand but he told her to keep stepping during his exploration. Syd pondered that there might be a moderate layer of chubby there. But every man liked a different backstop to assist his rebound; there was no one size fits all. After twenty minutes of warm-up, he moved her to the free weights.
She lay prone on the bench, her thighs parted, feet planted on the floor. The spandex shorts carved her lower lips into a prominent camel toe. The sports bra held her mounds in a nice cleavage. She handled the light weights well in butterfly, her biceps compressing her boobs into deeper cleavage at the top of each lift. Syd imagined the pressed flesh cuddling his cock.
After uncounted lifts, he posed her with one knee on the bench and one foot on the floor, her free arm braced her shoulders. Her inverted rowing gave Syd a down bra view of her rocking breasts, suspended below her chest but still captive in the sports bra. She alternated sides, strengthening the necessary back, chest and arm muscles useful for boob squashing body hugs. In due course, he moved her on to the last exercise station.
She sat beneath the pull down bar, Syd behind, his swelling groin tucked tight against her butt. She pulled the bar down to touch her knees then down again to the back of her neck, repeating the alternating repetitions. Again, there was no counting; Syd told her to keep at it until he stopped her, testing her stamina. He pressed his hands on her torso in various places, feeling the muscles flex beneath her smooth warm skin. She was delightfully fit and he found endless places to touch her bare skin. She was tiring, her breath whooshing with each new cycle. He let her stop and she rested, hands on thighs.
Syd remained seated behind her and watched in the facing mirrored wall as his hands drew down the sports bra, releasing her tits. Kelly stoically watched his face for signs of his approval upon this inaugural view. The bunched elastic buoyed the fleshy globes, giving them a fuller look. Like the men before him, Syd impulsively helped himself to the masses, cupping the globes and thumbing the medium brown nipples. When he squeezed them and nibbled her ear, she tilted back to nuzzle his cheek, affirming her delight with his admiration.
Syd led her to the yoga room, watching her shelved boobs bounce with each step during the journey. He finished her disrobing, stripping himself thereafter, preparing both for a cooldown of naked stretching. First, he posed her with one heel on the ballet rail, gently loosening her thighs. Syd examined her plump pussy; he fingered the pink flesh, testing its texture and pliability, its potential to snuggle the male organ.
They moved to facing seated on the floor, soles braced against each other, bending and pulling their bodies, holding long poses. The touching and twisting were evidently enjoyable. Kelly's cunt grew puffy, sheened with vagina gloss. Syd was fully erect. It was time for the inevitable event that had been looming since Connie first placed her daughter in the alpha male's care earlier this evening.
Syd drew her to straddle his lap. She bent her calves under, hugging his hips between her thighs for better control during their impending copulation. They cooperated into a smooth and graceful entry. Their motions were slow and sensual. Syd confirmed his earlier tactile conclusion that Kelly's pussy was very good at snuggling the embedded male organ.
When they paused at the bottom from time to time to reenergize, during the kisses and cuddles, Kelly's sensitized cunt remained hyperactive with throbs and compressions on his penile nerves. Her enthusiasm drew out Syd's approving moans. Thus, they smoldered to a build up until it flamed forth with cries and pulses and tight body hugs. Kelly's diligent exercises at school had given her excellent holding and squeezing strength; she embraced him inside and out throughout their full body shudders, her vagina autonomously continuing its rhythmic flexures on his spurting erection. They collapsed sideways in ecstasy.
Carefully decoupling, Syd led his naked mate to the sauna, setting the controls for 30 minutes of low heat. They lolled lethargically in weary post-coitus afterglow, idly fingering each other's genitals, mild explorations which wouldn't lead anywhere, just pleasant and relaxing tender caresses.
The warm air, cedar redolence and crackling heater was soothing ambiance that loosened the tranquil Kelly's tongue and got her chatty. Her finger circled Syd's semi-flaccid penis, scraping lightly on his knob.
"Were my cunt clenches strong? I tried to keep them going even when I came. Did I do them right?"
"They were wonderful" slurred a listless Syd.
Kelly, eyes closed, smiled proudly at his validation of her recently learned skill.
"Daddy taught me that."
"Taught you what?"
"The seated vaginal clenching."
Syd was mildly troubled by her disclosure of a premature parental liaison.
"When?"
"Last month during pledge contributors' weekend."
"How? You're just a sophomore. Father-Daughter Weekend comes only at the end of senior year."
Kelly giggled, recounting the conspiracy.
"Daddy always lets the random roster select his tutoring sessions. My roommate is a Computer major. We hacked the roster program, overrode the safeties and switched assignments. She got her daddy and I got mine. You should have seen his face when he found me waiting topless in his private TWA suite.
"But he chalked it up to a fateful computer glitch and did his professional duty. I thought after a couple orgasms, he would rest or sleep for a while. But he was really excited and couldn't get enough of me; we fucked all night. He patiently taught me that vaginal clenching trick. I picked it up pretty quick and he said I was a natural at it. 'Good genes' he boasted."
Syd saw that the spritely Kelly needed extraordinary supervision. Even in the disciplined confines of the Academy, she had brazenly broken the rules. He would watch over her carefully tonight but he would also alert TWA to watch out for her scheming ways.
Kelly suddenly sat up, interrupting Syd's mental deliberation.
"I'm hungry" she declared.
Syd had also missed his supper. They retrieved their clothes from the yoga room. Kelly scurried naked through the empty gym, recovering her gym bag and meeting Syd back at his office. He allowed her to shower first, watching her scrub away the dried sweat and douche him out of her womb. He handed her a towel as they exchanged places. Syd lingered in the spray, considering where he could nourish Kelly dressed only in her skimpy gym outfit. Some late night nosh pit, he supposed, one frequented by casually dressed millennials.



Emerging from the shower, Syd had a change of heart. Kelly was dressed in a show-stopping little black dress and rhinestone sparkling heels, fluffing her wet hair back to fashionable fullness. She caught Syd's stare.
"You know I wasn't really headed for the gym when Mom caught me sneaking out. The gym outfit was just a ruse to get away. I hid this change of clothes in the gym bag for my real night out."
Syd ditched all the family and public venues he had considered for a late supper. He knew exactly where they needed to go. He donned his sleek dress shirt and slacks and tottered Kelly in his company sports car. They roared out of the parking lot, headed for Ned's exclusive gentlemen's club.
Thereat, the scantily clad waitresses were super attentive as Syd and Kelly partook of a fine meal at a side table in the dimly lit dining room. There were other patron pairs in attendance: enticingly dressed young women escorted by imposing older men. Syd doubted love was involved; more likely unrestrained lust: masculine lust for nubile female flesh traded for female lust for excess male wealth, a mutually beneficial relationship.
The evening hour was late. The maître d' made his closing rounds, reminding his club members of the approaching midnight change of venue. If they weren't participating in the Souvenir Panty Exchange, they should finish their desserts and depart the dining room. If they had booked a suite for the night, they were free to take their companion upstairs for private endeavors.
Syd chose to stay for the post-dinner revelry. Considering her feisty rebelliousness, Kelly would probably enjoy the festivities, a little amusement meant to boost the club patrons' libidos for their personal intimacies later.
The party attending members gathered at the bar, a chance to ogle their compatriots' companions, still clothed, for now. The busboys arranged cushioned loveseats, arrayed to form intimate couple nooks for viewing the low main stage.
Syd and Kelly found a spot in the middle with a good view, joining the other pairs settling into the screening furniture for the show. This was a regular event for the club members so no announcements or stage manager was needed. One of the gentlemen simply stood and proudly pressed his newest special executive assistant forward.
Just this morning, he had commenced her first day's office orientation with a traditional 'welcome aboard' blowjob. Enchanted with her uninhibited talents, he had brought her to his club after work to show her off, intent on checking out her other capabilities in an upstairs suite after the show.
She mounted the platform, her undersized dinner dress bopping cheek flashes as she skipped aboard. She postured bashfully, playing a shy little girl, before slipping a strap, allowing a nipple peep for the enthralled crowd.
Now flirting openly, she slipped out both boobs, wet fingers circling the nipples. A hop on her heels jiggled the globes, teasing the audience, getting friendly whistles and claps. Finally, she bent forward, shimmying her tits into motion, as she reached under her short hem and jogged down her panties. A bright lime green thong emerged, slipping down her legs, pulled over one heel and then the other.
Turning away from the rowdy gentlemen, she blindly tossed the wadded silk over her shoulder. A quick mid-air snag earned one man his bawdy souvenir. The others laughed and offered felicitations. The first performer, sans panties, returned to cuddle with her adoring boss. Another sweet beauty was pressed forward to give her seductive exhibition with a similar cheering conclusion.
The lineup continued until only a few dates retained their undies. Syd had garnered one of the soaring pair of panties and now pressed Kelly to stand, prodding her to take her turn.
She fretfully shook her head 'No...'
'Oh, come on...' mouthed Syd with a pouty feign.
'No, I can't' she whispered.
"Don't be shy. It's safe; everyone here can keep a secret. No one will remember you."
Syd was honestly unsure of that; he spied a few pledge contributors in attendance.
"But I can't" she insisted.
"Why not?" frowned Syd.
Kelly pulled his hand beneath her short dress, pressing his fingers upward towards her pussy. Syd felt the plump moist flesh tucked between her soft thighs. Now he understood; she was commando, no panties.
Syd choked on the revelation. This was how Kelly had intended to go clubbing in a strange neighborhood? In a scandalously short dress with no panties? TWA was enhancing her sexuality with hours of specialized manhandling by alpha males; the local frat boys would blow their premature loads in 2 minutes on, probably not yet inserted in, the bodacious Kelly. A disillusioned Kelly would waste precious time recovering her devotion to cock worship, needing to resolve the difference between pedestrian and alpha cock skill and endurance.
Despite their own knock-out companions, the impatient men had been ogling buxom Kelly all night. Dressed in her revealing outfit, she was expected to take the stage and give a broader show.
Syd steeled his gut for the awkward exodus; if she wasn't going to strip for the crowd, then they should go now, before fertile expectations got out of control. He tried to leave unnoticed with Kelly in tow, a futile attempt with all the men eyeballing her. The jilted spectators hooted and booed their disappointment at missing Kelly on stage, chastising Syd for his greedy selfishness.
Outside, Syd whooshed a sigh of relief at their fortuitous escape and considered his further options. It was too early to drop Kelly at her parents' home; the power couple would be out all night at the fund raiser. Connie had made a point of Syd watching Kelly until mid-morning, coveting some precious intimate time with her harried husband.
Syd drove Kelly back to his condo.
Syd's condo was modest by most standards. Its second bedroom was rarely used. If Syd had guests, they were usually there for TWA business: either trainees occupying his bed or the occasional evaluation assessor transporting a coed between TWA facilities. In the busy grade level promotion season, the transporter might be doubled up with two coeds. Then both bedrooms were utilized; Syd was always willing to rearrange his schedule and help out a fellow coach tutor in a crunch.
But tonight, it was just Syd and Kelly. It was late; they went straight to the aptly named master bedroom. Syd took much more time than necessary to remove Kelly's dress and heels, her solitary garments. He probed and squeezed her contours, exploring her curves, nooks and crannies for imperfections. Finding none of note, he deemed her 'well-built'.
They crawled into bed, ready to continue Kelly's training. Syd had some ideas for building on 'Daddy's little trick'.
"Sweetie, has anyone shown you 'rodeo' sex?"
Keely explained that she had studied it in the classroom but hadn't practiced with a coach tutor.
"Okay, let's practice."
Syd lay in the middle, placing a pillow under his butt, elevating his groin.
"You'll need a pivot pole, honey. Get me hard."
Kelly fondled his shaft, thumbing the soft spot below the V; cuddling his ball sack for extra stimulation. Syd grew thick and rigid. He gave her the next step in good humor.
"Okay, cowgirl. Saddle up!"
Kelly sat on his thighs, legs extended along his torso, hands braced on his ankles behind her. She arched up as Syd held his rod vertical. Shuffling a bit, Kelly worked his rod into her wet vagina until she was fully seated, all the way down.
"Give me ten trotter gallops and then rest at the bottom."
Kelly braced her hands and feet as she moved her cunt up and down his erection. She monitored their connection in the surrounding wall mirrors. Syd watched her boobs bobble and her pony tail swing in time with her efforts. At ten strokes, she rested at the bottom.
"Now, let me feel some of Daddy's little tricks."
Kelly scrunched her vaginal muscles and squeezed the prick packing her cunt. Syd felt the compressions. After a few clenches, she paused, unsure of the required count. Syd squeezed his Kegels and Kelly felt his prick hop inside her. She smiled at the sensation. Syd lifted her foot and passed it across his chest, rotating Kelly a quarter turn on her man muscle axle. She braced on hands and feet again, smiling brightly in profile, her body language inviting his next instructions. Syd gave her the formula.
"Ten gallops, ten little tricks, three flinches from me and then rotate a quarter turn and repeat. Got it?"
Kelly nodded her enthusiasm and started immediately. Ten and ten, then Syd contributed his trio of flinches. Kelly executed a flawless turn and they repeated the sequence. Syd liked the changing view and the varied sensations as his tilted corona scraped a different angle inside her supple moist grotto.
Kelly in profile presented her tits quaking and her pony tail bobbing as she focused on the strokes and clenches. Facing cowgirl displayed her pink pussy sliding up and down Syd's manhood as she peered between her high mounted breasts, studying his facial expression. Reverse cowgirl swayed her ponytail across his face, making Syd close his eyes. In that position, he really felt the intense tactile stimulation, undiluted by visual input.
Kelly's stamina never faltered, making a full half dozen stepped revolutions on her rock-solid axis. The sights and sensations were getting Syd ready to pop. Reaching his peak on a reverse cowgirl sequence, he grabbed her wrists and collapsed her back on his chest. His one hand groped the opposite tit, squeezing hard; the other fingered her clitoris. She squealed and he exploded.
Feeling his milky warmth flood her womb, she wailed again, arching her back at the throbbing in her clitoris, her orgasm flickering across her electrified body. Even in the throes of ecstasy, she imitated Syd's actions, one hand cupping his scrotum, her thumb fluttering on the exposed base of his shaft. Her other hand palmed his face, bending their mouths together in a deep suction kiss.
They lay like that for a while afterwards, drifting in their afterglow. Syd nuzzled Kelly's cheek, lauding her father's opinion that she learned so quickly. He whispered suggestions for similar routines she ought to explore.
"Ask your coach tutors about 'basket sex'. The female sits in a rig of bungee straps suspended over the erect male. It assists her to freely bob and rotate her cunt on his cock, gaining a similar experience. Not everyone has your youthful stamina; the basket carries a lot of the load."
He nuzzled her ear and whispered "That was really very impressive, by the way."
Kelly warmed to the sincere praise; imitating Syd's facial caresses. Syd finally shrank and fell out, uncorking drools of their genital juices.
"I need a little cleanup" he mumbled.
"I'll take care of it" Kelly murmured as she shifted to his side.
She gracefully rolled to his groin and slurped up the wayward pearly drops. She tongued around his sack and shaft, licking up the clinging sheen. Her raspy tongue scoured a bit too hard, chafing his overworked penis skin. He was forced to halt her affectionate cleansing. They cuddled together, falling asleep, entwined in affectionate hugs.
The sun was well into its daily climb when Syd stirred awake. He woke his sleepy bedmate. They dressed quickly, rushing to meet their promised arrival time at Connie's estate. Kelly donned her gym clothes, preferring not to explain the party dress and heels.
The day was sunny and the top was down on the sports car. Kelly was muted. Syd heard her hesitant question despite the wind noise.
"Will I see you again?"
Her tone was sad, revealing the melancholy about the probable end of their relationship.
"I don't know, Kelly. I haven't been on a TWA campus since being promoted to the satellite consultancy years ago. I guess we won't see each other unless a guest weekend roster goes unsubscribed; then I might get a call. But you should stay focused on your studies and drill as much as you can with the resident coach tutors. Four years is barely enough time to learn the full curriculum, even for a fast learner like you."
Kelly was quiet again before seeking a favor.
"I want to remember you: your touch, your scent, your voice, especially your taste. Help me make a final memory; let me taste you, not our post coital combination like before, just you."
Ned was noncommittal. Uninvited, Kelly leaned her head into his lap and opened his zipper wide. Her hand wormed in and extracted his cock. Her lips caressed his swelling prick. Syd continued to drive, but with extra caution. Kelly continued to suck, but with extra tenderness. Her hand cupped his balls, her tongue swept his knob. The journey was coming to an end. She was anxious about her dwindling opportunity. She upped her efforts.
Just as they turned into the family estate driveway, Syd stopped the car and gripped the steering wheel tightly. He grunted and groaned, letting loose, giving Kelly the farewell gift she craved, the taste of his cum. She moaned and hummed her pleasure, gently suckling as he shrank in her mouth.
Kelly sat up and licked her cum-stung lips. Syd fixed his pants. The gate magically swung open. Syd assumed the all-seeing security guard had watched by remote camera until they finished before opening the gate. They entered the landscaped estate grounds.
Inside the mansion, they were directed to the rear pool area. Connie, and her husband Roger, were brunching in the poolside gazebo. Syd and Kelly were welcomed with hugs and handshakes. They were invited to partake of the nearby Sunday morning buffet. The relaxed conversation was light and polite.
Kelly soon bored with the small talk and announced she was going for a dip. She cheekily stripped off her gym clothes at table side and scampered naked into the pool, treading lazy laps under the gaze of the admiring adults.
Syd turned to Roger to broach a delicate subject.
"Kelly has a cute little cunt clenching move. She calls it 'Daddy's little trick'. Did she get that from you?"
Roger choked on a bit of food, avoiding the look from his wide eyed wife who uttered her shock.
"Daddy's little trick! More like 'Mommy's little trick'. How did you show her that?"
Roger was speechless, a sort of admission that something wrong had transpired. They never discussed the details of his pledge contributor weekends at TWA. Syd decided to rescue his client's husband.
"In all fairness, it wasn't Roger's fault. Kelly and her hacker roommate jiggered the random roster for a hook up with their fathers. He just remained dedicated to the proscribed schedule, figuring TWA knew what they were doing. It would have happened anyway but later on at the Father-Daughter Weekend near the end of Kelly's senior year."
Connie ruffled at Roger's and Syd's seeming dismissal of the potential consequences. She glared at the defensive men.
"But the rules are founded on decades of systematic research. You can't just toss aside the essential science. There's a time and place for incest in the TWA doctrines, after the scholar acquires all of the erogenous tradecraft. We've spent enormous time and treasure on her TWA tuition and Roger's pledge contributor membership. I hope Kelly will come out of this okay!"
Syd felt obliged to reassure her with his rationalization.
"Frankly, Kelly is more advanced than most sophomores, so I really can't see any permanent harm. Besides, she is very good at 'Daddy's little trick'. I taught her how to combine it with the 'rodeo' positions for a more awesome experience. I'm sure Roger will like the combination next time he gets her."
"Next time! NEXT TIME!"
Connie drew Roger's ear in for a whispered scolding. Roger continued to deny sole culpability. Before Kelly's younger sister entered TWA next year, Connie wanted her father's promise to behave and adhere to the TWA safeguards, regardless of 'computer glitches'. There was fine pussy galore at his pledge contributor weekends; he could avoid the forbidden family fruit while injecting the other coeds with his pearls of wisdom. The parents agreed to consult with TWA on the implications of Roger's faux pas when Kelly returned to campus next week. They reached a tentative truce.
Syd had politely turned away, directing his gaze to the naked water nymph, trying to grant them some privacy. But he unavoidably overheard irate Connie's ear scorching diatribe. He watched naked Kelly emerge from the pool, trailing wet footprints as she walked back to the gazebo.
She plopped down in her seat, dripping and naked, plucking at bits of food, oblivious to the deferred drama over her precocious tryst with Daddy.
Connie sort of changed the subject when she questioned Syd about their night.
"Was Kelly a handful of trouble to watch?"
Syd considered the question while watching the water droplets sliding down Kelly's bare round breast. It seemed like a good opening to reinforce his case for Kelly's advanced fitness in alpha male protocols.
Nonchalantly, he reached out, cupping her full globe, lifting it for his consideration, squeezing gently to check its suppleness. Kelly looked stoically upon the hand fondling her boob, amenable to Syd's impulsive grope. She felt the increased dignity when an alpha male took his natural prerogative to judge her fitness to gratify his needs. Even more so when he actually chose her and she succeeded in fulfilling his gratification.
Syd bounced her boob and cupped it tightly again, responding in accordance with the setting, the situation and the gender pecking order.
"Oh, she's a handful, alright. Two fine handfuls, actually. But I mastered her trouble making. Call me anytime you need her looked after. I'll rearrange my schedule."
The proud parents giggled at the vulgar praise for their daughter. Kelly hadn't balked at the crude manhandling, confirming Syd's earlier assurances of her emotional well-being.
Meanwhile, Connie wished Syd was holding her breast at the moment and felt both jealous and proud of her daughter following in her footsteps. Syd had tamed Kelly's rebellion and saved her future in just one night. Maybe a few small amendments to the TWA parenting rules could be explored. Something to look into...
Syd pondered the dream lifestyle he enjoyed as a TWA Satellite Coach Tutor. He gazed upon the splendid young boob that he still plumped in his hand, one of so many beautiful breasts openly available to him. But this one was attached to the magnificent body of Kelly and her evolving skills with 'Daddy's little trick'. He would enjoy another 'workout' with her...
Kelly adored Syd's assertive boob cuddle. Her parents sat passively watching the lewd spectacle. She pondered some schemes to manipulate her parents into getting her 'looked after' again by Syd. Soon, she hoped, very soon...
Roger was thinking of the inevitable day when Kelly's younger sister might be passed to him by the TWA random roster. He imagined entering her dorm room, spying her cuffed, collared, corseted and blindfolded, awaiting her mystery guest coach tutor. She would discover his parental identity after sucking him to fullness and receiving her first deposit from the family jewels deep in her nubile pulsating pussy. Maybe Roger could bribe Kelly into speeding up the event with another 'computer glitch'. Maybe he could bribe her with a few more 'schedule conflicts' requiring Syd to 'look after her' again. Maybe...
These were the blissful daydreams that filled the pensive minds of the Total Woman Academy confederates gathered at the poolside table. Daydreams that could come true... soon, they hoped, very soon.
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Total Woman Academy graduates were ubiquitous in international commerce, national governments and advanced research institutions. The organization had placed graduates with countless organizations controlled by their extensive network of the world's elite. The peak recruiting seasons were spring-time, when TWA senior coeds graduated into the broader world, and again in the fall, when the weather changed and the post-graduates mused on changes in their own arrangements.
Sir Stephen, a wealthy British lord with vast holdings in the homelands and former colonies, was an old and favored TWA pledge contributor. Including his generous service at special academic events like Freewill Weekend, he employed recent graduates as special executive assistants for his businesses. The young women learned from Sir Stephen's unparalleled business skills; he benefitted from their unparalleled sensual skills. The exchanges were made during Sir Stephen's periodic inspection tours of his world-wide interests.
---
Irene
Last year, TWA had provided a canine veterinarian for his pedigreed kennels in Scotland. The progress reports from the assigned lass, the pledge contributor lord and others involved in the breeding enterprise were all positive.
Irene adored Sir Stephen's doggies; Sir Stephen adored Irene's 'doggy's. As a TWA graduate, the Scots-Irish redhead was hyper-competent in all the other positions as well. She kept Sir Stephen cozy and content all night during his random visits, despite the drizzly highland climate. The sheepskin rug before the great room fireplace became their special cuddling place. They petted and brewed each other's sexual appetite before the fire and then devoured their mutual ecstatic banquet later in the bedroom.
Irene swooned in ecstasy every time they made love. Sir Stephen was a master at giving her and all his other fuck-mates fantastic orgasms. The young and vivacious Irene longed for Sir Stephen to visit more frequently. He tried to assuage her fervor by gifting her with a lifelike dildo of his manhood that she could use during his absences.
A specialty shop in London had made it to his precise dimensions using the latest in 3D printing technology. The shopkeeper's daughter had been instrumental in bringing Sir Stephen to a full erection for accurate measurements. Thereafter, while the craftsman performed his erotic artistry in the adjoining workshop, the daughter courteously attended to her customer's erectile discomfort. She insisted on a full service sale, deflating his overwrought monster with her pussy, to the mutual pleasure of both.
Irene liked the facsimile's fleshy color, the bold corona ridge and the prominent veins. She especially liked the way the mechanism's internal rollers and cams amplified the veiny bumps inside her vaginal tunnel much as Sir Stephen's real shaft did during their fucking. But she was a fan of real red meat, not pink plastic. She was not mollified by this substitute.
The ultimate compromise was already at hand. Sir Stephen gave the kennel-master, his bastard half-brother Ian, permission to keep Irene satiated during his absence. Ian agreed, with conditions. Ian wanted Irene to acknowledge that a family member, even a bastard without peerage, was superior to a courtesan. Irene must wear a decorative dog collar at all times, day and night: a gem encrusted thin leather band with an O-ring dangling at her throat. Nubile Irene reluctantly agreed; better the submissive symbol than a dismal loneliness in the Scottish Highlands.
During the days, Irene tended to her beloved puppies and hounds. When the workday ended, she attended Ian at dinner. The widowed housekeeper, Mrs. O'Leary, laid out their supper, then retreated for the night to her servants' cottage near the estate's gated entrance.
Irene's suggestive wardrobe for dinner varied: sometimes silky formal ball gowns, other times skimpy low cut club dresses, occasionally tit and cunt baring corset and stocking sets, whatever Ian demanded or that she thought would amuse him. Whatever she wore, it was always accessorized by the sparkling dog-collar on her neck. Over time, she came to know two very different sides of Ian.
One Ian was gentle, bragging of the day's successes, complimenting her beauty and fashionable style. After dinner, they retired to the great room, shedding clothes during extended foreplay and consummating mutually satisfying orgasms. Afterward, Ian would hook up her dog collar silver leash and lead her to bed, fastening the chain to the bedpost, symbolically reaffirming his hegemony over her status. Sleeping naked, warm and content, she might be woken before morning to perform some gentle sucking or fucking.
But Irene also learned of the second Ian, one that both thrilled her and frightened her. He would brood at dinner, muttering about slights and derisions perpetrated by the staff, clients or vendors. Feeling belittled by their neglect of respect, it aggravated the unspoken truth of his lesser status within the family.
The first time she encountered this dark Ian, she wore a silky gown to dinner, the neck strap holding the top across her loose full breasts, hints of pokies pockmarking the shear fabric. All through dinner, Ian sulked, staring at her teasing chest as his mood fell.
"Show me your tits, bitch..." he growled.
Startled by the rudeness but compliant, Irene resentfully loosened the neck band and let the top fall away to pool in her lap. Ian leaned back in his chair, contemplating the rosy perfections topping the ample plush orbs. Irene looked down from his stare, intimidated by his cross tone of voice and a bit unnerved by Ian's quiet brooding.
"Pluck the nipples; get 'em harder..."
Irene's right thumb and finger rolled and pinched her left nub. The manipulation brought on the commanded stiffness. Abhorring asymmetry, she worked the right one to equal erection. She glanced up cautiously at Ian, who slightly shrugged his shoulders in acceptance of her efforts. He pointed to the floor beside his chair. Irene rose and stood next to him. Her pert nipples were eye level to her seated master.
Ian cupped one breast, a grip that indented the pliant flesh. He angled the captured mass and examined the swollen point. He checked the other for equal preparation, contemplating their imminent sexual service. He drew her in and suckled the womanly orb, tonguing roughly around the areola. He rose and stood over her, his masculine dark eyes squinting into her feminine crystal bright irises.
Ian pulled the silver leash from his pocket, attached it to her collar and towed her roughly to the great room. Her tits bobbed loosely as she navigated the hallway in her heels, her hands hiking up the long dress, fearful of tumbling on a tangled hem. He parked her in front of the fireplace and sat in a facing upholstered easy chair.
"Come on, drop the duds, girlie... we don't have all night!"
'On the contrary' thought Irene, 'Yes, we do.'
Complying with his orders, Irene dexterously pushed the dress over her ass, wiggling her hips, unavoidably waggling her tits, as she dropped the dress to the floor. Her exposed pussy was shaved saved for a narrow russet strip above, trothing her claim to be a natural redhead. She returned to standing tall and stoic, awaiting his next commands.
"Sit here..." murmured Ian as he patted the deep upholstered arm of his chair.
Irene stepped slowly and eased herself above his seated bulk. She sat sidesaddle, her lush ass plopped on one upholstered arm, her spike heels braced against the other. Her lithe legs arched over her seated kennel-master. He pushed her knees wider, opening her bare cunt to fuller access. The pose was unbalancing and her hand grabbed his shoulder for support, the other braced on the chair's arm near her butt. The leash hung between her breasts and thighs; Ian tossed it over her shoulder, getting out of the way. He wrapped his arm completely around her back and clutched the far bare boob, pressing her nearer free boob against his body.
From his pocket Ian removed the mechanical probe replicating Sir Stephen and held it up for her to see. The mechanism came alive and she watched the tip vibrate as the internal cams rippled the veins and knob.
Ian lowered the writhing rod and pressed the vibrating tip to her clitoris. Her eyes flew wide before she closed them, laying her cheek on Ian's shoulder, her arm hugging his neck, her throat expressing a note somewhere between a whimper and a sigh.
Ian touched, poked, probed and retreated on her moistening pussy. Irene nuzzled his neck, suckled his earlobe, and probed his ear canal with her tongue, all the while mewing her growing pleasure. She peaked and screamed when Ian worked the dildo full depth, vibrating her cervix with the tip. The cam-operated nubbins undulated on her G-spot in the spongy dell of her vagina. She shuddered in his grasp, feeling her gripped tit crushed by his strong hand. When she settled to sanity, Ian held the rod at face level. She leaned her head forward, licking clean the object of her affection.
With some calm restored, it was time for quid pro quo. He grabbed her collar and tossed her to the floor, hauling her neck back by the silver leash until she was kneeling between his legs. She hurriedly opened his jog spurs and passionately kissed his heavy meat. Her head bobbed in a smooth rhythm as her lips glided up and down the fat shaft, tongue whipping on the knob during occasional pauses. Ian sensed his oncoming ejaculation and he crushed her face against his groin as he poured his spunk into her mouth. She flat tongued the underside of his embedded rod, swallowing his gooey pearls.
When Ian had descended to a tickling afterglow, he pushed her face away to let her kneel up. He fastened her specialized dildo as a handle to the end of the leash and led her off to bed. He dangled the lifelike replica of Sir Stephen's penis from the shiny chain high above her pillow. It was Irene's clue that more rough sex would occur before dawn. She slept fitfully next to a more mollified but still unsettling Ian, ready to meet his demands for further gratification.
During Sir Stephen's periodic visits, Ian stayed away from the mansion and let Irene have full access to her employer's real thing. On those evenings, Ian went to the pub in the nearby village, drinking until closing time. Then he escorted the somewhat pudgy, but very curvy, barmaid, Maggie O'Leary, back to her mother's servant quarters. Uncaring that Mrs. O'Leary overheard them in the next room, he noisily fucked Maggie, thereby flaunting his clout, even as the bastard son, over both the mother and daughter, and all others, on his family's estate.
---
Valea
The skyline outside was casting long shadows in the late afternoon sun. Valea sat in perfect posture in the waiting room atop the high tech headquarters. Her long legs protruded from a short grey wool pencil skirt, angles crossed in classic news anchor pose. The pin-striped woman's business suit clinched her waist, accenting modest breasts covered with a crisp white silk blouse. She was the spitting image of glamourous female business reporters gracing TV screens everywhere in the world.
"Sir Stephen will see you now" said the receptionist.
Valea rose to her full stature. Her long platinum blonde hair hung behind her as she approached the CEO's inner door. It glided open automatically.
Sir Stephen rarely gave interviews, even sound-bites, preferring to remain behind the scenes and allow his subordinates to deal with publicity and marketing. He was more attuned to operations and quality control. But Valea had been persistent enough to perk Sir Stephen's curiosity.
His personal research convinced him quickly to take the meeting when he easily found her bikini model spreads on the internet. Deeper research by his security team ascertained her rumored serial dalliances with subsequently disgraced corporate tycoons. Scandals and resignations followed in her wake but her presence or involvement was never confirmed. Something profounder was amiss. Expecting more than a simple news network interview, Sir Stephen had granted her request.
Sir Stephen sat behind his desk. Valea recognized him from her research dossier. He was dressed impeccably for the office. His longish wavy hair covered his ears. He laid aside the papers he had been fiddling with and gave the approaching beauty his undivided attention.
Valea moved across the room with the subtle grace of a jungle cat stalking her prey. Her stately model step put just the right swing to her wool wrapped hips, wavering her long blonde hair. The closer she got to Sir Stephen, the brighter her smile. At the side of his desk, she offered her handshake.
"Pleased to finally meet you, sir."
Her hand was warm in his firm clasp. He nodded acknowledgement to her greeting.
"I don't usually meet with reporters. I have people for that. Please have a seat and we will get down to business, so to speak."
"Thank you, sir."
"So, how can I help you?"
Valea resumed her leggy pose for the benefit of Sir Stephen. The guest chair was set back far enough from the desk so that Sir Stephan could view her entirety. Her long shapely legs stretched towards him. Her platinum blonde hair hung everywhere over her upper body, a transparent veil of sorts. She retrieved a notebook from her portfolio case. Prepared for journalistic battle, she began her line of inquiry.
"I've studied your companies through online research and won't waste your time confirming public knowledge. I noticed that each of your investments and properties are unique; there's no one industry or region that you concentrate in. Is that by design or just happenstance?"
"My companies are distinct investments in under-appreciated opportunities. Each one is thoroughly researched and selected for profitability. We don't expect past successes to replica themselves in other places."
"There are rumors that you have found a property in the Pacific where you intend to create a self-sustaining community. Have you chosen a location for that yet?"
"That project is very confidential. I am surprised you have even heard of it. We may have identified a location but it is still being vetted by our environmentalists and engineers to see if the island's volcanism and nearby ocean waters can provide enough food and energy for the residents."
Valea fidgeted a bit at his admission. That was easier than she anticipated. A real estate rival of Sir Stephen's was paying her corporate intelligence broker well for the location of Sir Stephen's latest investment interest. The land raider would buy-up the real estate and turn a profit by reselling it to Sir Stephen. Valea needed to discover the island's location.
The interview touched on other topics as sundown darkened the world outside Sir Stephen's power view of the city. The metropolis twinkled its call to sample its night life. Valea's scheduled hour of interview time was up and she rose to leave. Sir Stephen stood over her, held her handshake and locked her pale blue eyes a bit longer than comfortable, making his next words more a statement than a question.
"Staying in town tonight?"
Valea replied that her return flight was the red-eye, so she planned to travel late to the airport.
"Then you have time for dinner. I know the perfect place. My driver will drop you at the airport after we dine and chat some more."
Not caring her reply, he snagged her portfolio from the floor and clasped her elbow, guiding her out of his office and down the elevator to the waiting limo. The driver tucked them into the backseat. It was a short ride to a swanky but cozy bistro on the ground floor of a high rise residential tower.
The screened private table allowed the industrialist and journalist to continue their dialogue. The food and drink were superb; the wait staff attentive but respectful of their privacy. The wine affected them both.
Valea talked of her struggles to be taken seriously, working her charm and wit hard to overcome the first impression of her striking good looks. Sir Stephen admitted he struggled in business at first, investing cautiously before hitting his stride. One of his first big deals had been this particular building they were in now.
Valea needed to discover the fabled island's location. She pursued an unfair method, spiking his drink with the first component of a date rape drug mixture. Sir Stephen felt uncommonly tipsy from the wine. His hands brushed her body when he made bold hand gestures to illustrate a point. Valea subtlety encouraged more contact. The bold gestures became bold touches, turning to caresses when she palmed his chin, seeking a kiss. He dove in for a long, hard smooch. Valea couldn't have been happier with his capitulation. It was all in a day's work, even though it was evening with more work to come.
The meal ended but not the soiree. Sir Stephen took her hand and helped her up from the booth. Valea wobbled on her heels, feigning a hit of the wine's influence. She followed a woozy Sir Stephen into the lobby elevator. It rose to Sir Stephen's penthouse suite.
Inside, they left a trail of discarded clothing as they sniggled and giggled from entryway to bedroom. They tottered in lip-lock briefly before tumbling mostly unclothed onto the bed. Uncoordinated frantic clawing removed the remaining frayed fabrics. Neither resisted the uninhibited clutching of toned ass, soft boob and firming cock. The rumpled bedcovers were a fluffy garland surrounding the twin bodies squirming to achieve an initial penetration position. Sir Stephen trapped the warm excited Valea beneath him, wedging his hips between hers, their lips never lapsing the wet smooches.
Valea spread her loins; Sir Stephen pressed his cock to her cunt and slipped the head in. Valea lessened her full-body writhing, slowing just enough to massage his prick's corona with her rosy genital lips. She was practiced at changing tempo to meet her man's needs. She hugged his torso tight to her resilient breasts as she lovingly orbited her hips. Sir Stephen held his braced body still, letting her control the caresses on his knob, drawn to her evolving techniques that were matched to his unspoken desires.
Valea was untiring in her efforts to please. On the contrary, Sir Stephen's rigid pose was slackening from the effects of the alcohol. His hips sagged and Valea increased her rotary charms, corkscrewing his erection into her vagina. The revolutions massaged the knob, corona and shaft, earning her a long lingering moan as Sir Stephen bottomed out deep inside her. She switched from circles to shuttles, drawing his V along her plush tunnel, eliciting 'ughs' from her man at each stroke.
She wanted this session to last, letting the covertly ingested second drug component course through his bloodstream. When Sir Stephen's breathing quickened, she slowed her pace, even pausing momentarily as necessary to slacken off his ardor. But she didn't want him slipping entirely away. Besides, despite her total dedication to the mission, she was gaining a deep arousal of her own. Sir Stephen was a skilled sex-mate, even intoxicated, and she could not attest to the whispered legends of his large manhood.
Each repetition gained a higher peak but before it fell back completely, she started the rhythm again. Valea built the lust pyramid tier by tier until even she could not control it; Sir Stephen roared to his pinnacle, flooding her deepest womb with his milky treasure. That sent her over the peak as well and she shuddered through a balmy orgasm, pinned beneath her trembling man. She hugged him, rubbing his back as he collapsed on top of her.
Valea gentled the weary Sir Stephen sideways beside her. She eased him onto his back, touching his sweaty skin, kissing his cheek, neck, nipples, helping him drift off into a blissful drugged slumber. She waited, watching his closed eyes, finally seeing the rapid eye movements beneath his lids that signaled deep sleep.



"Sir Stephen?" she whispered. No response. Again, a little louder. Sir Stephen!" Still no response.
Her plan was working perfectly. Valea sedative-laced lipstick transferred the second component dose during their kissing foreplay. The sex had raised his pulse and coursed the drug rapidly through his blood stream. Sir Stephen would be out for a few hours, long enough for Valea to achieve her real goal.
She removed the keychain from around his neck and began a fine comb search of the bedroom suite, seeking the hidden safe. She found it rather quickly behind a painting. Inside was a brown manila folder. The documents detailed the research for the island resort; a map revealing its location. Valea swiftly re-donned her foreplay rumpled street clothes, taking the packet with her as she left the penthouse.
Sir Stephen awoke several hours later. He was rested and ready for a second fuck of the luscious sweet blonde vixen with the long legs and long hair. He was disappointed to find his bed empty. He touched his chest and discovered the key was gone.
Sir Stephen smiled broadly; the plan had worked perfectly. The stashed documents were a rouse, planted to throw off the competition. The false island location was a non-farmable volcanic rock with narrow beaches that would further disappear because of the island's settling and worldwide rising sea levels. It was a non-productive money-pit which would decimate his competitors' finances. And Valea would unwittingly convince her clients to waste their resources trying to trump Sir Stephen.
Sir Stephen lay back, still aroused. Before showering, he called for his limousine and private jet to be prepped and fully stocked for his journey to the airport and then on to Africa. He was taking some guest coach tutors along to help improve one of his latest acquisitions in Kenya.
When he slipped into the town car later, he saw that his instructions had been obeyed. Two car service hostesses awaited him, fresh from a night shift assignment. The little Japanese twins still wore their sequined club dresses, low cut and short hemmed. They parked their barely covered butts on either side of him. He heard them chattering about a just completed night of pandering to a group of visiting Tokyo businessmen. They confessed to being a bit sore from pussy overuse. Embarking on the rush hour ride to the airport, Sir Stephen shared his story of forlorn bedroom abandonment.
The empathetic pair were well versed in alternate ways of consoling a gloomy client. They took turns, swapping between sucking and kissing. While one black haired head bobbed on his cock, the other sucked his tongue. The party dresses were pooled at their waists as he flicked their cute little nipples. At last, one relieved his uncomfortable spermatic pressure, ingesting his essence while the other muted his groan with her lips.
At the airport, he met his three travel guests. The four gentlemen transferred to the corporate jet, freshly stocked with food, beverage and two topless thong-clad Thai air hostesses. Considering the long flight ahead, there would still be plenty of time for sharing. Sir Stephen and his companions should arrive on a different continent feeling relaxed and well taken care of.
---
Hazima
Hazima slowly walked in front and then paced behind her three newest employees standing in an inspection line. The young women wore identical day uniforms for this exclusive safari lodge in East Africa: white slip-on tennis shoes, leopard pattern booty shorts and white tank tops.
As she walked the line, Hazima paused to test a butt for firmness, pulling a waistband higher for a more pronounced camel-toe or bouncing a braless tit to ensure its restrained wiggle trapped in the stretchy translucent fabric.
She expected perfection. That attitude had done her well in her steady rise to this executive position in Sir Stephen's far flung organization. He had nurtured her development from green recruit to trusted advisor to competent corporate manager, just like many before her and almost certainly many more to come. Any of the young women standing in line could advance in time, just as she had started on the bottom and now sat on top. It was a man's world, ruled by women that knew how it worked. For now, her charges needed her professional mentoring that the 30-something Hazima offered in abundance.
Taking her station beside her three new staff, Hazima watched the distant dust cloud draw closer on the safari camp's remote access road, signaling the imminent arrival of Sir Stephen and his cohort of coach tutors.
The SUV slowed as it neared the lodge, weakening the dust cloud, finally crawling to a stop at the arrival area with only puffs surrounding the tires. Sir Stephen in the shotgun seat spritely alighted first and was followed immediately by the rear passengers. Hazima glanced sideways to be certain her compliment of neophyte hostesses were in welcoming pose, despite any uneasiness as to the upcoming training regimen.
She saw the young Hindi maiden cocking one knee forward on a tiptoed foot, her hands clasped behind her fulsome brown body, with a little hip weave that presented the textbook exhibition of shy anticipation. She was unconsciously replicating her belly dance sashays, learned at the theatrical boarding school she had attended not so long ago.
The buxom Australian blonde stood statuesque tall with her tanned athletic physique. Sir Stephen's network of recruiters had spied her bumming at a surfing contest Down Under. They itched to assist shaping her beauty and vitality to her undeniable destiny. Sir Stephen concurred. His minions persuaded her to pursue a life of power and pleasure, found while gratifying the world's alpha males. Now, here she was, eager to be drilled and trained for that ideal purpose.
The lithe Somali woman stood unmoving, not yet used to exposing so much skin to masculine eyes in public. Still, the white of her shoes, blouse and fixed smile flashed bright and inviting against her blue-black complexion. And this was a much better life than the dusty refugee camp she had escaped.
Hazima stepped forward to welcome Sir Stephen with a dual hand clasp. He let her cheek buzz him a formal 'hello' before wrapping her in his customary hug, compressing her full jugs to his chest as he whispered his rascally greetings in her ear. She happily squeezed a little harder, giving her endorsement of his mischievous intentions for later when they were alone together. She broke the hug to perform the introductions.
The trio of coach tutors looked a bit disheveled from the rigors of the journey. Hazima asked each young lady to introduce herself.
"Hello, I'm Amara" said the Hindi.
"I'm Nicki" waved the perky blonde.
The Somali girl shyly nodded her greeting before stating her name as Kaduna.
One of the coach tutors started to introduce himself when Sir Stephen cut him off. He spoke brusquely to the assembled female staff, pointing to his associates.
"These are your guest coach tutors; you may address them as 'Sir' if and when they request or demand something from you."
The visiting males stood a little taller, ready to act out their roles and responsibilities in compliance with Sir Stephen's curt instructions.
Hazima's young women shuffled in place, straightening their line and awaiting the commencement of the weekend training sessions. It was late afternoon, a great time to see ranging wild animals emerge from the shades and shadows as the heat of the day diminished.
The herds would gather at the watering holes before dusk, getting refreshed before they hunted and grazed all through the night. Hazima wanted the coach tutors and novice guides to get acquainted by short tours in the two-seater electric jeeps. Then they could gather back at the lodge for dinner refreshments before performing their own sexual version of hunting and grazing all through the night.
Hazima dismissed her guides to the jeeps as the coach tutors watched the swaying leopard patterned butts and gently quaking boobs saunter away. When the driver guides were ready in the jeeps, Hazima addressed the mesmerized coach tutors.
"Well, gents, the choice is yours. No swaps until lunchtime tomorrow. Enjoy!"
The men started strolling together towards the parking lot. But as one got a pace ahead, the others would quick step to get even or ahead of him. The march devolved into a mad dash at the end, like a game of musical chairs when the music stops. Shortly, each coach tutor was seated with his first female matchup and the jeeps rolled off. Hazima led Sir Stephen on his inspection tour of the main facility and everything seemed in prime working order and Hazima's expected efficiency. The working staff was polite, even cheerful. Eventually, the pair of bosses settled into the open air main room, watching the gathering dusk as they discussed business.
"This latest troupe looks promising, Hazima. Anything about their recruitment that I need to know?"
"Not really, sir. It was the usual routine: a round of appointments at private schools, bribes to headmasters, candidate medical and background checks, discrete interviews, the chance-of-a-lifetime career pitch and then mutual acceptance. A time consuming process but very necessary for safety and security. I sent our experienced guides away to the beach this weekend for R&R. The camp is exclusively ours with skeleton staff and only the novice staff during this training assembly."
"Okay, sounds good. These coach tutors I selected are the best at quick tune-ups and they viewed this trip as a perk for dedicated service to the TWA organization."
The crunch of tires signaled the return of the spontaneous safari tourists. It must have been a fruitful search for game that kept the newbies occupied. All of the ladies were still nattily clothed in their uniforms and the men seemed anxious to get on with the evening's festivities.
Supper was buffet style. Rather than formal seating at the dinner table, the four pairs munched and mingled in the bar lounge. When one couple finally slipped away to a cabin, the others followed their cue and retired for the night. Sir Stephen followed Hazima to their waiting executive suite and renewed their special acquaintance. As usual, she started on the bottom but finished on top. The African wildlife songs were accompanied by human carnal harmonies. Breakfast melded into brunch as the sex worn pairs straggled to the dining room late into the next morning.
After brunch, Sir Stephen and Hazima took a jeep to the savanna. They dressed casually: shorts and tee shirts. The camera safari was fruitful. Herds of gazelle, zebras and wildebeest were stalked by hungry predators. They witnessed one lioness take down her meal and drag it back to share with her pride. The electric jeep followed at a distance and finally crept to a vantage point far enough away not to disturb the cats. Some ate, others slept in the afternoon heat.
One lioness was lazing prone on the ground, preening her paws. A hairy-maned male lifted himself and moved behind her, sniffing her hindquarters. He moved over her, straddling her body. She lay still, allowing the male to crouch above and assume the primal position. He braced and pushed his penis into her welcoming loins. She flinched and he took a firm bite on her neck to hold her in place as he mated. The female purred, resigned to acceding the male's lusty domination.
Hazima fidgeted in her seat. The scene stirred her on a base level. Sir Stephen watched her peripherally as she lifted her ass and slid off her shorts. She rolled the her tank top off her head, then leaned away and posed on hands and knees, presenting Sir Stephen with her hindquarters. He took the hint, cued by the lions' ongoing mating not far away. Shuffling his shorts down, he kneed up sideways on the seat. She leaned forward on elbows to offer her genitals more openly.
Preferring a different footing, he lifted her hips over the console so that her knees joined his on the driver's seat. He pressed his groin to her bottom cheeks. Hazima's helpful fingers fumbled between her thighs; she aligned his knob with her vaginal opening and Sir Stephen smoothly entered her wanton pussy.
Half settled, he palmed her breasts, lifting her upright, hugging her back to his front and plowed in all the way. She gripped the center console with her elongated arms for support.
Sir Stephen set a leisurely pace, attaining unusually pleasurable friction for them both. Hazima mewed with pleasure at the fat flesh probing deep inside her. He pressed his ear to hers and clamped her shoulder in a love bite. She shuddered in his embrace, muttered a titter of elation, swathed in his perpetual hunger for her body. He stroked quicker and finished with an easy rush of semen that warmed and coated her womb. She took pride in his satisfaction; it gave her purpose and passion. She waited for him to slacken and withdraw. The sun was high and the air hot. They headed back to the lodge, still naked. The ride was quiet as they both simmered in their respective afterglows.
They arrived to find lots of activity in the main camp area. The coach tutors had effected the mid-day swap. Amara, the Somali warrior princess, was practicing with one coach tutor in the poolside hot tub. Her ebony ass bounced gently in his ivory lap and the bubbly waters lapped the tub scuppers. There was lots of noise: bubbles, bird calls from the surrounding hedges and lovers' laughs as they caroused in the water. She had abandoned her stoic air after getting more familiar with her current sex-mate.
Suddenly, her tutor lifted them both from the water; Amara squealed in surprise. They were still connected at the groin. She hugged her nimble black body tight to his. He stepped out and lay her on the paved deck, braced over her as she clamped her ankles behind his back and clasped his biceps bracing his body aloft. Taking a big breath, he set a pace that hammered her core. Amara voiced her delight, writhing beneath him.
Hazima and Sir Stephen watched the vigorous fucking with awe and curiosity. The pair were a cacophony of sounds and motions. But then, other sounds coming from the lounge pavilion, required investigation.
Amara, the Hindi girl, was laid back naked across a coffee table, her equally naked coach tutor standing between her legs. He was teaching her to employ her belly-dancing tricks during standing tabletop missionary. His hips oscillated, shuttling his cock back and forth into her cunt. Her ass, with its high spread legs, was positioned attainably at the flat surface edge. Her hands gripped the opposite side. She lay still, letting her man set the pace.
That was not his plan. He wanted her to emulate the vigorous poolside couple fucking away for dear life, but with a unique cultural twist.
"Come on, girl... get in the game... shimmy your tits, roll them in a dance rhythm... yeah, yeah, keep that waggle going... now, big hip rolls... use figure 8's... that's it, that's the way... oh yea, that feels good... rub my knob all around inside you... Yes!..."
Amara closed her eyes in concentration. Her mate found that unacceptable and playfully spanked her cheek, returning her focus to him.
"Hey! No squinting, always look in my eyes... blow me a kiss... smile, always smile... show your thrill at having a fat prick ramming your pussy... beg him for more..."
Amara engaged her whole body in sensuous gyrations. Her cock master slowed his strokes and gave her fewer directions as she dutifully followed his guidance. She sensed that he was now standing still, leaning his hips against the table. Amara continued the motions on his stationary prick. Her magnificent body in total motion succeeded in extracting her reward. Thick sticky cum jetted into her cunt, accompanied by the man's encouraging praise, telling her what a great fuck she would be someday if she applied all she was learning. They were both breathless from the encounter.
Across the open pavilion space, Nicki, the Aussie girl, was kneeling between her man's legs, hand-jobbing the shaft and kissing his tip, adding a few licks. Her coach tutor held handfuls of her blonde tresses and tried pushing her lips down his shaft but she resisted at half in. He wasn't too large; she was just too inhibited. The man finally relented and let her take the lead. She suckled and licked his knob and corona as she fingered and fisted the root shaft. But he wasn't getting enough stimulation he fulfill his ejaculation; he was stalled at half aroused. This wouldn't do; 'blue balls' were not welcome or healthy for any man. He must solve his immediate dilemma and deal with her reticence later.
Pulling her up, he placed her doggy pose on the floor facing their impromptu executive audience. Mounting her from behind, the cum-filled man drilled her proffered pussy, executing a simple fuck. As he stroked himself inside her womb, he closed his eyes and fanaticized about how the blonde should have gobbled his manhood.
The man she was supposed to gratify had reverted to using her as a convenient cum-bucket. Nicki felt her shame witnessed by her bosses. She hung her head, letting her long straight tresses obscure her tear-filled blue eyes. She would endure this episode of being screwed and scrutinized, but it wasn't one of her shining moments.
The coach tutor huffed to a peak and released the pressure in his prostate, pumping his fluids inside her womb. He withdrew his softening erection, stood and paced away from the bowed female. It was his body language signal of disappointment with the blonde's performance. Nicki slouched on her elbows and knees, recovering her composure. She eventually stirred and rose; whipping away her tear-stains.
The four couples reconvened, watching the sunset, sipping drinks in small conversations, somewhat satiated, waiting for dinner to be served. The table gong sounded and they arrayed themselves, still nude, in alternating genders around the circular table of eight. As the meal progressed, so did the refracting of ardor and lust. Hands not busy with eating were busy in their near companions' laps: caressing inner thighs, tumescent flesh and soft vaginal lips. The playful males occasionally toyed with neighboring boobs and nubs.
Over dessert, the disaffected coach tutor mentioned Nicki's feeble blowjob attempts. She again flushed with embarrassment as her earlier sex-mate described his disappointment. Sir Stephen rose to her defense, acknowledging differences in technique but saying diversities had their place.
The two other coach tutors were ambivalent but tended to agree with their cohort. Deep throat was the best. Sir Stephen proposed a cocksucker contest, a blind taste test of sorts. The octet moved to the lounge where the three nude coach tutors were seated on the same long sofa. Hazima invited the female guest guides to take their stations. Each knelt at the feet of a waiting man.
Hazima directed the men to sit on their hands unless they would prefer handcuffs to exclude interference. They unanimously chose the hand-sitting alternative. She blindfolded them.
"Ladies, you may start at the sound of the gong. When the gong sounds again, shift one man over and continue. Use your favorite and most practiced cock-sucking technique. The men will judge the best. Ready?"
She tapped the suspended metal disk, producing a melodious tinny signal to begin. The girls commenced their oral stimulations of the soft cocks before them.
Kaduna and Amara licked and kissed the shafts from beneath to set off the stiffening. As the meaty tubes thickened, the swelling knobs lifted into the air.
But Nicki leaned in and took the soft knob into her mouth. Her tongue glazed the tip as she lightly held the upper shaft with her teeth. The knob sprouted growth and her bite widened in sync with the engorging of the shaft. A minute passed too soon and she heard the gong. Releasing her man, she shuffled to her next partner and found his cock less solid than the one she had just left.



Kaduna and Amara bobbed their heads on their next targets. Sucking deeply, they slid their lips up and down the semi-rigid penises, even though the shafts were too short to touch their tonsils. Meanwhile, Nicki continued her half cock tonguing and toothing method. Her current man apparently found it pleasurable; he swelled quickly to almost full size. Nicki let two fingers cradle his scrotum, her other hand gliding along the hairy inner thighs and lower abdomen. The gong sounded and she shuffled to her next fellatio subject.
Again, Kaduna and Amara bobbed their heads on the cocks in their mouths. The shafts were stiff and they pushed the long meat into their throats. Sucking hard, they mixed bobbing with swallowing. Nicki repudiated the deep method. The large pliant knob filled her mouth. Her jaws were wide and her teeth just touching the sub-coronal ring. The flat of her tongue flickered on the knob vee, her lower lips in contact with the thick main vein felt the man's blood rushing to his heartbeat. She expected him to orgasm soon but instead she heard the gong and eased off the throbbing man-meat. She heard him whimper at her retreat.
Nicki was now back with her first cock of the contest. She placed her fingers beneath his scrotum and readied another at his abdomen. Pressing into his bellybutton, she gently slid her lips over the pulsing knob and around the throbbing tube of muscle. She had folded her tongue back in order to paint his tip and press him against the roof of her mouth. She was too late in starting that unique oral stimulation. The first pulse of white magic struck her tonsils and she quickly unrolled her tongue and assumed a swallowing routine, experienced in the greater flood about to erupt. And erupt it did. She took it all and handled the flow with expertise gained from much practice.
The diminishing shots were accompanied by a general reduction in the man's size. The gong sounded and she lifted off, letting her successor deal with the post-ejaculatory cleanup. She found her next cock still fully erect and ready to blow. She took the same stance, fingers on scrotum and bellybutton with the knob pressed to the roof of her mouth. Her handling garnered the same result and she coped neatly with the male's delivery of milky praise for her talents. The gong sounded twice, signaling the end of the contest. The three contestants stood a line as the coach tutors were allowed their first post-coitus sight of the young women.
Sir Stephen took the poll. Each man had orgasmed spectacularly but all agreed that the one who had used the half shaft technique was the best. Sir Stephen thereby announced Nicki as the champion, stating that it was the obvious choice. She had bagged two wads of cum, another girl had gotten one and the third got none, making her winning score 2-1-0.
It was getting late; the coach tutors needed a short rest for refraction. Nicki seemed more chipper now, having redeemed her sexual reputation within the group. The naked women fidgeted in line, eager to continue the evening, hopefully with activity that would produce ecstatic orgasms for them as well.
Sir Stephen gazed upon the newly enthused blonde, pleased with Nicki's emotional recovery. Attractive guest hosts were good for repeated business; happy guest hosts were good for repeated profits.
Nicki was certainly a very attractive guest host. She was a fine specimen of female flesh: long blonde hair, blue eyes, cum stung plump lips, full breasts with large sensitive nipple disks, a tight muscular abdomen with a cute little landing strip of fuzz above her plush pussy lips, all mounted on toned athletic legs.
And he was curious about her oral technique. Did it feel as good as the contestants claimed?
Hazima sensed his interest and took a bit of initiative. She leaned close to his ear to whisper her encouragement.
"You can have her tonight, if you want. Go on, I'll take care of the others."
Sir Stephen accepted her blessing for his impulsive mood. He stepped to Nicki and extended a hand which she took in hers. He led her to his suite without a word spoken.
Hazima matched her boss's moves, selecting the youngest looking man, hoping for youthful stamina. They simply departed for her manager's quarters, intent on discovering the carnal skills of the other.
The remaining men and women couldn't decide on pairings, so they didn't. The quartet spent the night together, engaged in daisy chains and mate swapping until dawn.
---
Sir Stephen sat on the mattress edge; Nicki knelt between his thighs, demonstrating her half shaft oral technique. She caressed and stimulated the nerve saturated outer portions, ignoring the long root with its minimal sensual sensors. He was impressed and flopped backwards on the bed, eyes closed, relishing her attentions to his pleasure. She accomplished his satisfaction and swallowed the residues of his lust.
Sir Stephen awoke later in the night. He smoothed his hands over her slumbering body, palming her flanks and nether spaces. He kneaded a supple breast, thumbing the hardening nipple. He admired her fine-tuned body, lying naked and accessible in his bed. He rolled atop her, waking her in the process. Saddling up, he pushed himself inside, trapping her in missionary pose beneath his powerful body. She collaborated with his desires as he drove her to three sequential whole body orgasms. On her last one, he joined her ecstasy, swamping her womb, the pulses accompanied by lion-like howls of triumph.
Always attentive to the training needs of his staff, he took time in the morning to continue her cock gulping tutelage. Deep throat was a valuable female skill and one expected by the world's alpha male population. He felt obliged to help her develop the precious talent. Nicki was again between his knees as he sat on the edge of the bed.
He talked softly to her, smoothing her long blonde tresses behind her ears. He slowly fed her his erection, gently, brushing his finger pads lovingly on her cheek and her neck beneath her chin, offering advice as she worked to overcome her fears.
"Slowly now, let it slide back... easy... just touch and retreat at the tonsils... rest a little, breathe regularly... try again... hold the touch a little longer this time... yes, like that... okay, back away... very good..."
They progressed slowly; each touch a bit longer, a bit deeper.
"Now try to get my corona even with your tonsils, that's the widest and narrowest parts... yes, keep going, yes... oh, good girl!... back away... breathe... now this time, swallow hard when the corona is at that point and the knob will pass into our throat... take a deep breath... and slide... slide... Slide... SWALLOW!... yes, Yes, YES!..." He held himself there in her throat for only a moment before pulling all the way out of Nicki's mouth. Her smiling face was glib with excitement. She could do it!
He asked if she was ready to go the distance, seeing by her laugh that she took the double meaning. They set out to complete this session's deep throat finale.
Nicki took charge. She slipped his cock all the way into her throat; her lips circling his root. She used all her skills now: new and old. She interspersed her classic half shafts with full deep throats. Sir Stephen was unable to maintain his stoic training persona for very long under Nicki's renewed vigor. He erupted with geysers of sperm.
Nicki handled the volume in her usual professional way, prolonging his spasmodic high with tongue flutters. As his body relaxed and he shrank in her warm orifice, she sucked hard, seeking to milk out any latent semen slow to emerge.
Sir Stephen finger brushed her sweaty hair as she suckled his post-coitus manhood. His flaccid penis fell from her lips. She gave a farewell loving kiss to the tip. He would have rested and continued further with her lessons but they were already late for brunch. Sir Stephen was due to depart today and Nicki had her next batch of in-coming guests to attend to. One or more might soon enjoy her newfound expertise.
They showered, preened, dressed and joined the others in the main lounge for the melancholy farewells. Sir Stephen and the coach tutors set off in the SUV for the airport and home and the rigors of corporate responsibilities.
---
Juanita
He was annoyed. A fellow pledge contributor had buttonholed Sir Stephen at a fund raiser, urging him to hire his daughter, a recent TWA graduate, as one of his special executive assistants. With some prompting by her father, Sir Stephen seemed to recall the young lady from his visits to Freewill Weekends. She may even have been one of his random roster assignments during her previous years. He found it hard to recollect any one spectacular coed among a bevy of spectacular coeds.
Sir Stephen disliked the peer pressure but agreed to try her out on his terms. She must undergo a coach tutor tune-up immediately before being presented to him. During their first meeting, she must be fully sensual, not just magnificently sexual. She would have one chance for this carnal interview. He was busy and his time was precious. If she impressed him enough, she would be on probation thereafter, allowing him a lingering decision on permanent placement after a few more encounters. The candidate's father heartily agreed and promised to make the arrangements.
Thus, a few days later, Brad, TWA's designated coach tutor, was pressing the doorbell at Sir Stephen's luxury Dallas townhouse.
The door locks clicked and a buxom Mexicana opened the portal. She was dressed casually, a button up sleeveless blouse and cut-off jeans. Brad held her smile with his unwavering stare as he stepped through without invitation and kicked the door closed behind him. He stood close over the prospective executive assistant, establishing his authority.
Her father had told her to expect a visitor to prepare her for a very important corporate interview. She was expecting a fashion stylist or such and thus her casual dress. But she recognized Brad as a coach tutor and evaluation assessor from her TWA school days. Her heart skipped a beat: fear, excitement, arousal? Probably all of them. Obviously, this tune-up would involve more than fashion and makeup.
Brad thought she looked familiar. Then he recalled her as Juanita; she had been one of his TWA evaluation assessment assignments. As a junior level student, she had struggled with oral, unable to fit him all in, repeatedly halting her efforts at her tonsils. He had been obliged to withhold her advancement from junior to senior. After several months of practice with an array of coach tutors, including several sessions with himself, she had passed her deep throat fellatio tests and went on to senior year. It was one of the few times Brad remembered a student actually failing an advancement exam.
"Welcome, sir. Thank you for accepting me as a tune-up candidate." she said.
Before she finished speaking, Brad's hands were already plucking at her blouse buttons, opening them downward as he said, almost to himself, "Let's see what we have to work with here."
He finished the unfastening, arriving at her belly and proceeded onward, popping the jean button and zipping it open, pressing the denim over her full hips. The tight waist band clung to her curves.
"How about some help, young lady."
Juanita wiggled the jeans over her ass and pushed them to the floor. When she leaned forward, Brad pulled her lapels apart, scrutinizing her swaying bare boobs. When she rose, he pressed the fabric over her shoulders and completed her speedy disrobing, tossing aside the cotton shirt.
Brad motioned a circle with his index finger and Juanita turned a slow revolution, letting him check her maturing physique. She had become curvier since graduation, softer and toner in all the right places. Juanita hoped Brad appreciated what he 'had to work with here'.
"Walk over and back..." said Brad pointing across the living room.
Juanita sauntered off barefoot; Brad watched the roll of her full hips. At the far side she pivoted and marched back. Her bullet shaped youthful breasts rode aloft on her chest, barely any sag, tipped with conical brown nipples. Her wavy hair bounced in time with her light steps. Her pussy was mostly shaved, just a small fuzzy V above the clitoris. She stopped a pace from Brad.
"I want you naked like this for our time together. We have today and tomorrow before your prospective employer arrives for your comprehensive interview. That's not much time, so let's not waste any of it with pointless dressing and undressing."
Brad undid his own clothes and left them in a pile by the door. The naked pair held hands as Juanita gave him a tour of the townhouse, familiarizing Brad with the rooms, fixtures and fittings available for use in his tune-up procedures.
The tour ended at the master suite with its plush bathroom. The shower had multiple spray heads and, continuing the introductory process, they showered together, rinsing away the superficial body scents and soils, reading themselves for the next steps.
Brad used the natural sponge to lather Juanita's entire naked skin. He was thorough, catching every square inch. He exfoliated the pores and left her with a tawny glow. Dropping the scrubby, his hands massaged her shoulders, arms and thighs. He held her back to his chest as he kneaded the full breasts, playing with their youthful resiliency. His cock swelled against her ass during the long drawn out process.
Juanita turned and kneeled, ready to validate her well-earned oral talents by serving her trainer's cock. He halted her initiative, drawing her to a stand.
"The first sense was sight, now we're doing touch... taste is a sense that we will explore later."
He turned her away and found the shampoo. He spread a full dollop of the gel onto her wet matted hair. His fingers massaged her scalp as he worked the cream to a white foam coating her luxurious tresses. The smell of eucalyptus, mint and lavender floated in the steamy enclosure. He stood her under the spray and rinsed away the lather. Following the manufacturer's written instructions, he repeated the process... twice... wash, rinse, repeat.
Brad patted her body and hair dry with fluffy towels, the technique removing excess moisture but not the lingering bouquet. The redolent fragrances radiated from Juanita's hair and skin, an intoxicating start to the third sense: smell. He quickly rubbed himself dry before carrying her in his arms into the adjoining bedroom.
Brad laid Juanita on the sheeted mattress. She posed comfortably, legs apart, knees bent, arms at sides, expressing mild contentment as she watched him loom over her, a stoic expression on his face.
He took time now to engage the sequence of senses. He lingered his gaze first on her delicate feet, the painted toenails. Her ankles led to well-shaped calves. Her legs were gym fit, the muscles defined beneath the smooth skin. The firm effect was counterbalanced by the cradle of her inner thighs; their softness converging at her trimmed pussy. The outer cunt flesh was tawny and plump, the slit winking a little pink. The landing strip of stubble pubic hair pointed the way towards her bellybutton.
Her abdomen was smooth, not six-packed. Considering her toned legs, Brad suspected her core muscles beneath the belly button to be equally fit, providing Juanita with power for strong hip rolls and cunt clenches. He would confirm that soon enough.
Juanita's breasts were beautiful in any posture, now torus shaped natural mounds on her lithe chest. The conical nipples were widened by the pose into larger flattened disks.
Her wavy brunette hair was a halo around her head, the dark eyes watching Brad survey her naked body. A smile flickering on her cherry lips as his gaze finally fell on her face.
Brad moved until his knees pressed against the side of the mattress. Juanita rolled her near hand toward him and lovingly touched the prominent masculine knob. Her fingers lazed on the offered male organ; it naturally gained more weight and length under her feminine attention.
Brad touched her nips, rubbing the disks, rolling and plucking at the nubs. His other hand burrowed a finger into her dewy cunt, spreading the moisture on the pink veiled folds. Another finger joined the first, then a third.
Juanita closed her eyes in pleasure, enjoying the intimate caresses. Her leaking musk joined the body wash emittances to create an even sexier, more sensual aroma. Her excitement instinctively increased her responsiveness to Brad's needs. His shaft filled her grasp, yet she still used her finger tips to stimulate the stretched flesh, an index pad scraping back and forth on the knob's sensitive under-vee.
It was time for the fourth sense: taste.
Brad licked his drenched hand, then shared the flavor with Juanita, letting her lick her own wetness from his fingers. Brad leaned down and they shared a tongue filled kiss, swapping the flavor equally. Brad went down for another dose. His fingers spread her labia as his tongue gathered more of her feminine tang. They exchanged it again with deep oral passion.
Now it was Juanita's turn to be the active partner. Brad's body and cock were large beside the bed. Juanita moved to hands and knees before him. Her warm tongue swept him from balls to knob, then her lips encased the shaft. Slowly, up and down, her mouth sank and retreated, her tongue doing its share of stimulation. She flaunted the overdue deep-throat that she had eagerly offered in the shower. She tasted his pre-cum leakage, the man's indication that he was ready to fuck.
Goal achieved, she lifted away from her man, and lay back on the mattress, resuming her welcoming missionary position. Brad climbed between her legs and braced on hands and knees above her. She spread her legs wider; he shuffled closer. Juanita placed his wet, ready knob at her wet, ready pussy. Brad sank in. A few strokes embedded him completely. She wrapped her legs around his hips; he wrapped his arms around her torso. They pressed ears and cheeks together, gripping each other for support.
The fifth sense was sound.
Brad moved his hips; a wet squishiness emanated from their conjoined genitals. The sex-mates expressed the sweet sensations vocally. Though words were unspoken, the moans and sighs told the story of their mutual pleasure. Brad had surmised correctly about Juanita's musculature. She writhed her body beneath him, rolling her hips and ass, and clenching her fuck-mate in strong embracing limbs and powerful vaginal compressions. Their gusty breathing mingled with surprised cries of delight or drawn out pleadings for more; especially when a deep caress sparked their electrified genital nerves. Their ultimate sounds crescendoed as Brad filled Juanita's womb with his potent essence.
It had only taken an hour from doorbell to sweat drenched collapse for Brad and Juanita to cycle through the five senses: sight, touch, smell, taste and sound. It had been a good start but there was still much to do before Juanita's boss arrived in a few days to enjoy his expected full bodied sensual experience.
---
Brad departed after three days of working Juanita towards her prime. During their intervening sessions, he taught her to use the five senses together to make each sexual encounter a unique full bodied sensual delight.
He taught her to exquisitely suck his cock: auto-pulsing her pussy to create an encompassing genital aroma, keeping her stimulated male attentive by looking deeply into his eyes as her mouth, lips and tongue massaged his tumescent meat, humming to add more touch and sound to the experience. When she finally tasted his discharge, she shared the ejaculate's flavor with a kiss before swallowing the precious essence with a profusely grateful exhibition.



She learned similar combined activities for cow-girl, forward and reverse, missionary, doggy and as many other positions as they could invent. Brad considered that she might need maintenance tune-ups during her possible probation period and Brad promised to be available, if and as needed.
Sir Stephen's staging directives had been very specific for Juanita's impending interview. Brad readied her as requested.
Brad bathed and prepared Juanita's body in his usual expert way. She was squeaky clean, inside and out. Her flesh glowed and a womanly aroma danced in the fresh, day-lighted bedroom. She was spread-eagle, face up, nude on the white sheeted mattress. Her limbs were cuffed to the corners. She was blindfolded, with her head tilted forward towards her boobs, braced by a bolster pillow.
He added the final detail. He massaged a generous portion of lotion onto her firm conical boobs, lubricating the fleshy valley for the sturdy cock soon to arrive. Juanita lay stoic, letting Brad perk her nips to prominence as he prepped her cleavage. She was ready for Sir Stephen evaluation assessment in whatever manner he chose. Brad checked her restraints one last time, found them secure and was satisfied that he had concluded another successful assignment.
As Brad walked away from the townhouse, a black town car arrived at the curb and the rear door swung open. A tall man in a neat business suit unfolded onto the sidewalk. He motioned his driver onward and stepped to the townhouse entrance, opening the door with his private key.
Brad imagined that Sir Stephen would start their re-acquaintance by rubbing his over-eager prick through Juanita's fleshy cleavage and spraying her face with his introductory cum. Soon after, he might lay atop her curvaceous body and drive deep into her cunt, filling that receptacle with his manly presence.
Then, depending on her coital responses, he could choose to terminate the interview and depart.
But if those initial activities were satisfactory, and Brad expected that they would be, Sir Stephen might stay for a more extensive evaluation. He would probably remove Juanita's blindfold and restraints and allow her to creatively please him for the rest of the night. The remaining weekend would evolve naturally as he tested her talents and considered her suitability as his Texas regional special executive assistant.
---
Lotus
Lotus walked the Macau casino floor, watching the patrons gambling, sipping drinks or watching broadcasts of horse, dog and camel races from around the globe. Her three years on the job as Sir Stephen's casino floor manager had been enlightening though not specifically relevant to her graduate business degree in international finance and commerce degree.
Lotus hoped Sir Stephen recognized her acumen for generating profits and lead her to greater corporate responsibilities, maybe as manager of the planned Pacific island super-resort. Even as a new hire and long before her promotion to floor manager, she had demonstrated her acumen for generating his smashing orgasms whenever he visited. Now she had become one of his favorite bed-mates during his inspection visits and she accompanied him on his regional investment tours. And, because of her attendance at his meetings, she was becoming an expert on his many business ventures in the Far East.
Lotus spied a gambler frowning, watching his chips dwindle at the blackjack table. Lotus sidled up, pressing her soft, lightly covered boob into his arm as she commiserated with his bad run of luck.
"You okay, sweetie? Seems like you could use some good luck. Maybe I can help."
The corpulent man allowed Lotus to wrap his arm in her perfumed hug. She stared knowingly at the dealer.
"You might as well bet them all, mister; just go for broke."
She stood by the man through the next hand, whereupon the dealer uncannily broke 21 and the man doubled his table stakes. Ready to beat the house with his new run of luck, he bought more chips for bigger bets, tipping Lotus and the dealer. Lotus pecked his cheek in congratulations and left for other marks.
Lotus monitored her floor hostesses, guiding them with looks and nods towards potential big spenders. The young ladies selectively fawned and cooed at the sides of rich players on a losing streak. Their mere presence was a signal to dealers and croupiers to enhance, though only briefly, the flagging fortunes of addicted gamblers. A few favorable dice rolls, dealt hands or wheel spins brought the dejected losers back into the game. It wasn't exactly international finance but Lotus and her colleagues knew how to accrue money for the house with a little flirty investment in sagging egos. These were not the only strategic plays available and a particularly compelling one had just walked onto the casino floor.
Police Commissioner Chan and his two lieutenants, Chief Wong and Chief Sun, were dressed in street clothes instead of uniforms. That told Lotus that the officers were not on official duty. However, everyone understood that power lay with the men, not the uniforms.
The men separately strolled the floor, watching the crowd, stopping to talk to a few patrons: some were old friends, others were newcomers. Eventually, they wandered towards the VIP room in back, each accompanied by his selection from the flirtatious floor hostesses. The room was reserved for special gatherings and such a gathering was shaping up. Stacks of chips were already in place at each player's station around the grand poker table. The three policemen, Lotus and the three other hostesses took their seats around the green velvet card table.
The ritual weekly game had a set sequence. Lotus dealt the hands. The girls rarely won a hand, obliged to jettison a bit of clothing as well as the chips she had anted up. The fortunes of the house players ebbed as the visiting policemen gathered in growing piles of chips. Before long, the ladies were topless, then bottomless, then the first one broke her stake. She crawled beneath the table, waiting for the policemen above to cut the deck, high card entitled to the first blowjob.
Chief Wong won the cut. The first lady worked open his zipper, extracted his cock and went to work. The distraction encumbered his concentration; Chan and Sun won the next two hands. By then, the second maid had lost her stake as well as her clothes. Commissioner Chan was especially fond of that particular hostess; he pulled rank and she situated herself under the table, sucking his fat prick. Essentially, the game was finished; Sun had the last girl between his legs, sucking him off. Three howls accompanied three ejaculations and three noisy humming swallows.
The sagging police officers rested as Lotus cashed out their chips. The naked hostesses emerged from under the table as the police officials stood with sated exposed cocks waggling in front. They nonchalantly pocketed their cash 'winnings'.
Lotus was the perfect casino matron, offering her sardonic congratulations to the VIPs for yet another run of good luck during their weekly visit. She offered them the usual complementary overnight suites. Playing their part, the men each selected his favored naked hostess. The couples ascended the VIP room's exclusive elevator to their waiting complementary suites high in the casino-hotel tower. Lotus waved goodbye to them as the elevator doors slid closed.
Having handed off the remaining governmental relations responsibilities to her hostesses, Lotus attended to her final casino task for this evening. She reviewed the video recording for clarity; each man was readily identifiable and her hostesses performed admirably. The casual sex was a throw-away card; the corrupt officials pocketing the cash was a goldmine. She transmitted the digital evidence to deep secure storage offsite.
Now it was her turn to perform some career advancing duties.
---
Lotus was dressed to the 'nines' as she watched the black limousine glide to a halt under the casino's rear portico. Her hair was in an up-do, her blue almond eyes in perfect makeup, her smiling lips a glossy cherry red. The sequins sparkled on her stylish tight red dress showing lots of leg mounted on sequined red high heels.
Her heart was aflutter and even skipped a beat as the rear door hissed open. Sir Stephen emerged, spied his prized Far Eastern favorite and reflected her broad smile. He gathered her into a warm bear-hug, already thinking ahead to an even warmer bare hug.
"Welcome back, Sir Stephen. How was your journey?"
"Long and lonely" he replied.
They held hands striding into the private VIP lobby. The elevator was waiting. It whisked them to the penthouse suite. Sir Stephen was easy-going outwardly but inside, he couldn't wait for Lotus's real welcome to begin.
---
On entering the casino penthouse, Sir Stephen had been hasty with her disrobing; her clothes were scattered in a trail of wadded piles from door to bed. She had tried to cooperate but the tight fitting clothes had caught on her heels and shoulders. She wriggled in his hands like a fish. In the end, Sir Stephen was obliged to unravel the wrappings like he was untying a stubborn tangled knot. The delay only vexed his ardor higher and he finally plopped her naked on her back, on the edge of the bed. She giggled and scissored her legs apart in front of him, tempting and teasing him with her pink winking pussy. He grabbed her ass cheeks, pulled her groin to his and braced her spread legs around his hips. He fucked her smoothly as he stood over her, next to the mattress. It was just a quickie to assuage his angst; his great length barely fit halfway up her tight little cunt. His continued slow strokes even as his cum juice sluiced out around his shaft.
Lotus met her real challenge soon after when he refracted enough to regain his erection. She lay with her head over the mattress edge, eyes closed, with her pointy tits forming two shaky hillocks on her chest. He was thrusting into her from standing, this time into her inverted mouth. The tilted head angle straightened the alignment and he was able to bottom out, her lips circling the base of his cock. She was just as tight in her throat as her cunt. Sir Stephen seemed satisfied with her performance; his growling second gush was almost equal to the first.
Now Sir Stephen lay serene, Lotus at his side in the large penthouse bed. Lotus played lazy fingers across his nude body, circling his nipples and touching lightly on his now flaccid penis, fresh from its copious discharges of sperm. Even soft, she marveled at its size. She was sweat-sheened from her robust exertions. Her long straight black hair draped her prone figure; the striated tresses peeking flirty flashes of ivory skin and pink erogenous foci.
Sir Stephen quietly queried her on the casino's condition. She summarized the overall finances which the monthly accounting reports would confirm. More strategically, she assured him that the local authorities were content with the casino's presence and were well disposed to see it continue as a source of mutual profits. Continued licenses and physical security were safe and sound.
Sir Stephen chuckled, having seen the recurring taped evidence of the authorities' contentment. Lotus had his admiration as a strategic business thinker and manager. It helped that she was also a fantastic sex-mate. It was time to bring her up the ladder in his Asian operations. In a few days, he would introduce her to the regional executive committee at their board meeting. Until then, she would serve as his dual purpose companion for daytime business counsel and nighttime bedroom carousal. A promotion was in order but for now, he needed to sleep.
---
The executive committee room hummed a low buzz as the members engaged in small pre-meeting side conversations from their seats at the table. Lotus was seated next to Sir Stephen at its head; he was fingering the concise agenda as he contemplated the items for formal discussion and votes.
The male wardroom waiters were tidying up, removing empty coffee and tea cups, packing up the refreshment service and exiting the room. They locked the door behind them. The six business suited executives turned their attention to the head of the table, all except one. The director from Sydney, Caroline, stared straight ahead, a smirking grimace on her face. Her breathing grew heavy, she moaned and then a protracted wail emerged from her O-shaped lips.
The others leaned back and waited patiently for Caroline to relax and unclasped her white-knuckled grasp on the table edge. She slumped lower in her black leather conference chair, laying her head back and steadied her rapid breathing.
A lone male steward crawled from beneath the table. His dew-stained chin, with its bad boy beard stubble, told of his just completed cunnilingus task. He kissed Caroline's upturned face quickly, letting her taste herself. She brushed his cheek tenderly with a palm, then gave a backhand wave of dismissal.
"Thank you, Charles... that will be all. You can go now."
Ever obedient Charles was a real life visage of the lifeguard fantasy wearing the standard daytime uniform: tight white tank-top and red swim-trunks. The women admired his narrow muscled ass as he walked from the room, closing and relocking the door. Caroline sat up and gave her attention to her seated confederates, returning their salacious grins.
Now with confirmed privacy, Sir Stephen called the Executive Committee meeting to order. A perfunctory rollcall recorded that the Sir Stephen and the six executive members, all young power-driven women, were present.
First order of business was the introduction of Lotus, nominated by Sir Stephen to become a full voting board member. He recounted for the board her success achieved at the Macau casino. A motion was made and carried unanimously that appointed Lotus as governmental relations director for his Asian properties. She would be in charge of all license and permit renewals region-wide. She was now a participating and voting member of the Executive Committee.
Lotus observed firsthand how Sir Stephen dominated the meeting. The seven women, which now including herself, were attentive to his every word. The agenda was crisp and orderly. Sir Stephen tended to be a delegator who expected solid answers to pertinent questions. The committee women were paid well to deliver effective results. The corporate profitability showed that his leadership methods, combined with the sharp ladies' business acumen, worked.
Even the planning for the next development was going well. The study was down to two alternatives. A third location had been rejected but Sir Stephen had doctored its engineering report and used it for disinformation. He reported that the 'leaked' information was currently circulating within a competitor's upper level management who were recklessly pursuing a rash investment in the disastrous location. Sir Stephen smugly recounted how the successful counter-espionage operation had combined with a sensuous sexual conquest. The seven board members were impressed but not surprised. They each had experienced Sir Stephen's charms and his magnificent cock; a delightful perk as he groomed them for management positions within his organization.
With the agenda completed, the meeting was adjourned to the private dining room of the five-star restaurant downstairs. After dinner, the drinks and conversation continued in small groups. Sir Stephen was chatting with the busty almond eyed director from Manila. She had shed her business suit jacket and he watched her big boobs jiggle unfettered in the thin silky top as she giggled at his jokes. His eyes were sending preparatory signals to his thickening cock. He wondered if Lotus would agree to a ménage-a-trois.
At that moment, Caroline approached Sir Stephen about Lotus. Little Lotus had expressed an interest in learning about corporate discipline from the domineering blonde Amazon. The bi-sexual director wanted his permission to mentor the little minx, starting this evening in her suite. An amused Sir Stephen agreed. Caroline beamed with gratitude.
"Thanks, boss, I owe you one. By the way, I am interviewing for a new receptionist in Sydney next month. Drop by if you can; you can conduct the in depth oral interviews on the finalists. I think you're the perfect man to stretch their limits."
Sir Stephen's tumescent cock gave another congenial twitch; her double meaning was not lost on him. He would test the depths and limits of their pussies also. He should allow several days, assuming multiple final candidates.
But tonight, he was free to continue his reunion with his Manila director, Shona. The Philippine beauty had been very responsive during her ascension in his organization. He fondly recalled her cowgirl posture: playing with her generous fun-bags, pinching her soft brown nipples, feeling his painful little tweaks transformed into cunt ripples on his embedded prick. He had been remiss lately in his employee evaluations; her annual performance review was long overdue. He decided to take the opportunity of Caroline's request to carry-out his lagging duty, starting with Shona's tit-jostling doggie and cowgirl evaluation assessment modules.
When Caroline and Lotus strolled out of the dining room hand-in-hand, Sir Stephen followed their cue, leading his buxom subordinate to the lobby elevators. Her heels clicked the drum beat matched by the melody of her translucent covered swaying breasts. The ascending mirrored cab gave him a 360 view of his forthcoming bedmate. Despite his eagerness to fondle the seductive female during the ride up, the respectful Sir Stephen waited until they were safely inside his penthouse suite.
Soon enough, Shona was mounted up on his erection and he indulged his whims, slapping, tickling and pinching her mammary toys as her reflexive juicy orifice cuddled and caressed his buried cock. Several exhausting orgasms later, the naked business colleagues slept 'til dawn. Shona had passed her annual tests.
In the morning, Lotus re-joined Sir Stephen on his continued regional tour where he introduced her to her portfolio of scattered properties. He ensured the mid-level managers gave her due deference and took full advantage of her assistance and responsibilities. And the executive pair sampled the luxurious and sensuous amenities offered at each venue. Sir Stephen intended his future inspections to include appropriate staff welcomes and solaces, arranged by or performed by his marvelous new governmental relations director. After all, it was only business.
---
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Prologue
Augustina was first to depart. After Ned's inventive tutorial in garage calendar art, she had contacted TWA to see if they could arrange similar industrial modelling opportunities. Acting as her business agent, they had indeed secured keen interest in her talents. After a final full day and night of Ned's exclusive tune-ups, she had flown off to another island for the scheduled photography gig with a major industrial tool manufacturer. Everyone wished her luck and said they would be on the lookout for her future published portfolios gracing the walls of their local mechanic's shop.
----------
Present Day
Augustina, aka 'Gus', looked herself over in the mirror one last time. The cosmetics crew had again earned their titles of 'makeup maestros'. She was the epitome of glamour: hair, makeup, nails, everything was perfect.
She stood up from the beautician's chair; photo flashes popping and handheld movie cameras whirring. Her every move this week was being recorded. The photo crew numbered a dozen; the additional support staff dozens more. Gus was the star of the show and the engine of revenue that paid their salaries. They showed their due respect for her beauty, boldness and market appeal.
The TWA booking agents had negotiated a sweetheart deal with the tool manufacturer's ad agency. The weeklong shoots would generate multiple streams of revenue. Her take was a substantial flat fee shared with TWA plus percentages of the sales to be solely hers. The mass market G- and M-rated bikini calendars were destined to grace garage and machine shop walls worldwide. The 'behind the scenes' infomercial videos were designed to advertise the calendars in the mass media outlets: TV and internet.
Limited editions of topless R-rated calendars would be available in select outlets. Gus would get the industry standard percentage for the G and M sales; triple that for the R-rated transactions. A handy sum but not enough to meet her financial goals.
Gus's big payday would come from the after-hours X-rated materials. She would produce bedroom stills and videos parodying the daily shoots. She would split those profits fifty-fifty against all other business participants.
Her contract stipulated that she could choose her partners from a portfolio of stud-worthy male models. That had been her first strategic task upon reaching the island. Selecting a subset from the photo arrays, she had reviewed the nude lineup of the finalists. After visual and tactile examinations, she picked the three beefiest gym rats with the biggest Speedo-packing packages. She intended to get the most from the encounters.
The first day's shoot involved machine shop tools. In the morning, she posed in a bright yellow string bikini with a variety of air and electric drills. Her big boobs, cheery smile and long blonde tresses might distract focus from the implements but that still kept male customer eyes on the poster longer than a tool picture alone. And that was okay. The brand name would still pop to mind every time the viewer saw another woman elsewhere that looked like her.
She held the tools aloft from humble missionary position and leaned into seated down cleavage poses with a varied collection arrayed between her golden toned legs. The doggy shots included her huddled over a set of reciprocating saws with the power cables wrapped like bondage around her sexy body. The producers staged suggestive outtakes where she quipped to the camera about the tools' potential as mighty sex toys.
In the afternoon, she repeated the entire sequence topless. After her makeup re-preening and the added nipple highlights, her selected male model joined her, adding his Speedo clad macho presence. She divvied the focus of her smoldering expressions of desire between the tools and her attending model. At the end of the day, she was tired from the difficult stances but enthused by the extended proximity to the buff manly stud.
As the sun went down, she scheduled some spa time to recoup her energy. The deep muscle massage and hot tub soak brought her back to life. Dressed in a dynamite cocktail dress, she dined with today's photo companion, getting comfortable with him before their more intimate companionship soon to come. The ever present camera crews kept their distance, filming the quixotic interchange from a discrete distance in the reserved dining room.
Pushing aside her crumb speckled dessert plate, Gus rose and extended her lithe arm to her table mate. They exited hand-in-hand for the waiting studio scene.
Her deal specified that no crew would be present during the bedroom scenes. Instead, a dozen tiny video cameras were mounted about the space, remotely manipulated and monitored by the studio staff in an adjoining control room. Two tiny cameras were mounted on opposing bed corners, placed to capture penetration and 'money shots'. The couple could explore impulsive vibes without the distraction of a live audience.
Gus appreciated her photo-mate's obvious desire as they carefully disrobed each other. He had seen her almost naked but gently stripping your lover is uniquely passionate: the touching, the cooperative assistance, the expressions of admiration for coyly revealed skin. It was almost sad to finally be completed naked together.
Rather than play with real machinery, Gus wanted her man to show her personally how a power reamer worked. He lay on her prone body, gripped her ass cheeks and reamed his erect man tool through her vaginal tunnel. She found it pleasant and let him ream her into a hard orgasm. He didn't cum, so when she asked him to demonstrate the workings of a reciprocating saw, he was ready to oblige. He slid up her body, wedging his cock into her mammary crevasse, and sawed his aroused meat between her cuddling boobs. She gleefully took his cum on her face.
They rested. Gus said she could handle one more if he could. She let her partner pick his favorite piece of gear. He decided on drill press.
Swinging his hips over her upper body, he gripped her head and held it steady below his dangling cock and balls. She formed the obligatory oral opening and his erection descended and entered her face. He set the pace, up and down, up and down, a steady oscillation, deeper and deeper until his ball sack slapped her chin at the bottom of each stroke. She synchronized her breaths with the transitory airway blockages, careful not to interfere with his rhythm.
He howled and she swallowed. The goo which didn't squirt directly in her throat trickled down her tongue, unabated against gravity. The multiple cameras caught it all, or as much as was visible. The edited frames of X-rated action would surely be a bestselling adult video. The production company blessed its luck and guesstimated their share of the loot.
The second day was an exhibition of chain and rope, with the accessory clamps and fasteners. Gus wore bright red this time, though there wasn't very much that she wore. The string bikini was hardly there. Most of the shots were doggy pose with metal fittings supported on her back or chains and cables draped over her torso. The afternoon shots were not exactly topless; she wore a decorative chain-mesh vest, a wide open net that still exposed much of her figure. Her model partner kneeled up behind her, his filled Speedo pressed tight against her ass, pulling on the mesh like a fisherman hauling his netted mermaid into his boat.
After her wonderful spa and another delicious dinner, her second day's model and sex mate accompanied her to the camera equipped private studio. The undressing was just as sensual as the night before. In keeping with the day theme, Gus re-donned the silver chain-mesh body casing. An assortment of addition jewelry was waiting on a side table. She invited her mate to be inventive in his further ornamentation of her body.
Being a typical male, his first choice, of course, was the uninspiring nipple chains. She watched him install the cliché fetters, noting an unusual feature. He had picked two short lengths with clips at both ends. Executing his preparation duty, he got her nips hard with tongue flicks and rolling fingers. The clips were just right: not pinching too uncomfortably but secure enough to hold against a mild pull. The silver links dangled from her tits, a good start. He needed more pieces for a complete body adornment.
He chose another pair of dual clip chains and affixed them to each of her cunt lips. His remaining choices were pure embellishment: multi-strand ear baubles, a woven metal choker necklace, single filament bracelets and anklets. Lastly came the Egyptian style mesh hair drape, lengthy metal strands joining her long blonde tresses in a adorning her shoulders. All her silver strands sparkled when she moved in the low lit room.
He gave her a helping hand to mount the sheeted mattress and assume a wide knee doggy pose. More chains were drooped across her prone calves, her waist and her wrists. He clipped their ends to puckered folds of the taut sheets, creating a light bond, tying her in place.
The hanging nipple and pussy chains were fastened down last; they just barely dangled to the sheets. He shortened their length before clipping them down. The stretched sheets created a pulling sensation that tingled her distinctively feminine places. The tingles turned to sharp prickles if she moved an iota. The man had locked Gus's stance.
The first involuntary prickles occurred when her mate crawled up behind her. The shifting mattress pulled the chains. He man positioned himself at her ass. He used one hand to aim his erection and the other to hold her hip as he settled the tip at her moist nether slit. He pressed in, encasing the knob. Despite his steadying hand holding her hip, she angled forward. Her sudden intake of breath indicated the sharp bite of the taut chains. She re-adjusted her stance and locked her limps and torso, preparing for more pressure.
The man was uncaring. Gus had specifically chosen this lucrative rough sex scene and he would play his expected part, gaining whatever personal pleasure he could muster in the process. He grabbed her hips and powered in.
Gus failed to maintain her rigid pose. She cried out at the double stretch: her tits and cunt extended by the chains, her inner tunnel inflated by the mighty man muscle cramming her core. It was sorrow and sweetness combined. The dichotomous sensations continued as he gave her the benefit of his length and girth, a series of long and slow powerful thrusts.
The brawny model was well into his rise when he heard her weeping, her head hung in anguish. He decided to give his chain-bound fuck toy a short break while he switched ends. Kneeling at her head, his fingers tilted up her chin. Her wet eyes looked in his and the tear-smudged makeup gave him a renewed rush. He brushed her lips with a thumb, pressing the lower one down and open. His cock tip bumped against it and she acknowledged his gesture, parting her lips. He pressed inside her opened orifice and resumed the long slow thrusts interrupted by the repositioning.
Gus no longer felt the chain clips; her abused tissues had gone numb. She was only aware of the meaty shaft spearing her tonsils. He held her head high, tilting it back uncomfortably. She regulated her breaths, timing them around the outtakes of the long rod penetrating her throat again and again. The meat probe thickened and she felt the liquid pulses spout into her oral cavity. She met the challenge of breathing and swallowing between the cadenced intrusions as her partner took his protracted pleasure from her tormented body.
----------
Gus reposed naked afterward, her equally naked partner mounted up sidesaddle, his hips snuggled between her legs, his cock erect and ready at the entrance to her cunt. This second scene was a much better coupling pose.
When the rough sex session ended, her day long selected mate had tenderly removed her restraints and bonds. Even the fetish mesh slip and headdress lay on the floor beside the bed. She still wore the more glamourous pieces; the traditional jewelry made her feel feminine again after her stint as a fetish pain slut.
They lay together, his cock head poking at but not penetrating her pussy. She rubbed his back and broad shoulders, palmed his cheeks and kissed his lips. For his part, he was still the archetypical breast man. It was not an act; he was obsessed with thumbing her nipples, kneading and caressing her boobs. The sting of the clamps had dissipated; she favored this gentler boob treatment.
She wiggled her pussy against his knob, signaling her desire for him to enter her. He pushed and pulled in short surges, slithering the full distance. His thick prick caressed her fleshy inner walls all the way to her cervix, giving her the full feeling she sought. It felt good for both.
Gus lay quiescent, enjoying the sensation of throbbing fullness, letting her studio underling do the work. He had done a good job today and had continued his hard work into the night. Past his head, the bedpost mounted camera blinked its little red light, indicating it was recording. She heard the quiet whir of the many servomotors, panning and zooming the other remote-controlled cameras. The studio operators were filming multiple angles and close ups. The raw footage would be edited into profitable porn videos; the best sellers were always the intense scenes like the one earlier this evening. In exchange for the transient torment, she would garner half the profits, a tolerable trade on an occasional basis.
Gus let the warm feelings of financial growth fade back to make room for the warm feelings of emotional growth building in her body. Her tummy tingled in anticipation of her pending rapture. She nuzzled her man's face, pecking kisses on his lips. She felt his hands move, one to her hip, one around her back, drawing her tight to his groin. He bumped their pubic mounds together hard, lighting up her clitoris. She went rigid and panted through open mouth, adding autonomic hip jogs. Her orgasm rocketed out of her groin, ricocheted off her toes and crash landed back in her brain.
Her cock wielding cum master encircled her body in a breast squashing hug, seeking his own erotic amusement during her chest vibrating ecstasy. She crushed his neck in a bear hug as her body revved down to a breathy calm.
She swooned in afterglow, hardly noticing as he stroked inside her cunt until he achieved his own flow of pleasure. They rested still embraced until he was no longer stiff inside her. She rolled over to her other side, pressing her warm ass into his sticky groin. She felt his arms and hands carry on with his compulsive tit play as she drifted off to sleep.
----------
The third day's theme was woodworking tools: saws, sanders, routers, hammers, cutting blades, nails, screws, the whole works. The machines and hardware were photographed arrayed around, laid across, held aloft and venerated by her bikini clad, and then topless, physique. Another late afternoon spa massage and the comforting soak rounded out her day shift.
She arrived late to the dining room where her selected model of the day was already seated. There was no modesty in her evening attire. She wore a loose translucent sleeper slip, scooped low across her breasts, the hem high on her thighs, barely covering her pudenda. It covered her torso but did not conceal it, the nearly transparent fabric hiding nothing.
It didn't matter. This man had seen everything her body had to offer during the photo sessions... well, almost everything.
Her final partner rose and greeted her with a bouquet of roses, the blood red lusty color reflecting his... well... lust for her. Even more so now that he saw her evening wear, or lack thereof. She thought the flowers a nice touch, gentleman-like, almost romantic. She hoped his mellow manners persisted. She had liked this model the best and had accordingly saved the best for last.
Seated at the private dinner, her bare ass touched the cool leather seat cushion. Her slip hem spanned across her lap, barely covering her hips. During the meal, her dinner date dropped his fork and leaned over to retrieve the utensil.
It was a silly gesture and she knew it. She parted her thighs in coy response, letting him peer at her shaved pussy, a little tease to keep his interest going. Now he had seen everything her body had to offer. After dessert, they strolled to the staged setup for the night scenes.
The room was arranged as a carpenter shop: saw horses, ladders, stationary machine tools mounted on benches, a sturdy wood-plank table in mid-room. She told the man to strip, retaining her own light slip and strappy saddles. Although his lanky naked body was at least a foot taller than hers, she wore sequined flat sandals, more practical to the coming sexual isometrics.
The tall wooden step ladder aided their first scene. Gus leaned her tall model against the rungs. He placed his feet outside the ladder rails and grabbed a rung above his broad, muscular shoulders, bowing his body forward to prominently display his grand penis.
Gus examined his loose ball sack tabled on her fingertips. She let her other hand perform lazy strokes on his swelling prick. The man quietly watched her work his groin until his shaft stood solidly erect. Gus smiled and kissed his taut six-packed bellybutton before releasing the dual handfuls of man meat.
She carefully climbed the ladder steps between his legs until their groins aligned, her hands and feet staged on suitable rungs. Maneuvering skillfully, she captured the cock head with her moist nether lips. Assuring her balance, she pressed down. The man held firm, unable to stir and still keep him, her and the stepladder from toppling over. Gus moved her ass in long slow twerks, setting a pace that thrilled her soft vaginal membranes.
Her silky clad nipples pattered against his beefy pecs, tenderly hardening into little pink pokies. At times, she rested at the bottom, laying her blond covered ear against his chest. She scrubbed her clitoris against his pubic bone without stroking, adding more sensations to the feeling of extreme fullness in her core. It was wonderful; the cameras about the workroom caught the many magnificent shots.
Between the pauses, Gus rode the masculine shank gracefully up and down at increasing speed. At the perfect time, she breathlessly wailed her delight, her body vibrating against the brawny man. She slumped her impaled body against his, breathing through the rapture. She eventually lifted off his manhood and descended to stand in front of him. He hadn't cum.
She saw that he was waiting for her help, unwilling to leave the ladder before he got his satisfaction. His prominent pole shone with her vaginal dew, a lubricant for her forthcoming hand-job. Stroking it sensuously, Gus brought on his ejaculation. She heard his breath deepen and his face took on a grimace. The first geyser of sperm erupted several feet in the air, arcing to splatter on the floor. The sequential spouts emerged with lesser force until the last one dribbled over her stroking fist. All through the session, the model let Gus take charge of the scene; she was, after all, the star of the entire week's media production. She was the boss. And he trusted that her next chosen scenario would have equal satisfaction for him.
Gus chose the wooden plank workbench as the next location. She laid her model on his back; the bench was long enough for him to lay prone with room to spare. This pose was much more comfortable for him than the previous tilt against the step ladder. He refracted quickly under her cock handling foreplay. His rod was soon ready to rumble again.
Gus, still lightly covered in her flimsy slip, mounted up cowgirl on his erection. She used his body, especially his groin parts, to generate another outstanding bout of ecstasy that buzzed throughout her being. She sat impaled until regaining her calm after the sexual storm. As she moved to dismount, he placed his hands on her folded thighs, the touch arresting her movement. She saw his anguished expression and heard his faint plea.



"No... please..." he whimpered. She folded forward, putting her ear near his words, her boobs pressing on his chest.
"Please... I want to cum inside you" he begged.
Gus took pity on her little boy. 'Little' she thought may not be the right description but he had been very accommodating and deserved a reward for good behavior. She remained mounted and restarted the up and down caresses. His face melted into contentment as he realized she was going to grant his request.
He spied her tits gently jostling inside the flimsy slip as she rolled her hips, giving her best effort to her best employee. Emboldened by her compassion for his feelings, his hands slid her spaghetti straps down her bracing arms, exposing her nipples to the air and his touch. She allowed his initiative, actually finding his smooth thumb caresses on her areolas enjoyable.
Her vaginal efforts and mammary exposures brought him to his peak and he flooded her womb with another major outpouring. The meaty fullness and warmth inside her felt pleasant and she was glad for his earlier impetuous intervention. But now she felt the full weight of the long workweek; she was simply bushed.
It had been grueling: the travelling, the strenuous photo and filming sessions, the staged fucking, and the sometimes rough sex. From her impaled perch on her man, she found a convenient red-blinking remote control camera and announced her orders. She told the film crew watching on their monitors to pack it up; it was over. 'At least, for them' she thought.
Dismounted, her slip bunched around her waist and hips, she took her strong athletic bronzed model in tow, leading him back to her private suite. She knew the rooms were bug and camera free, a sanctuary where she could decompress.
The man accommodated her wishes all night, relaxing her fatigued muscles with his hands, kissing and caressing her feminine erogenous areas just the way she liked, interspersed with gentle missionary sex whenever she desired it. In the morning, he bathed her, providing a stimulating scalp massage while he washed and rinsed her luxurious platinum locks.
He suggested a fitted fashionable travelling suit and commented on how great she made it look: rich and fabulous. He stood by at the private airport when she boarded the manufacturer's supplied corporate jet. She was the only passenger and the pilot informed her they had been ordered to take her anywhere she wished. The stair ramp closed up, the engines wound up, the aircraft readied to taxi. Then the engines revved down, the stairway dropped open again and the co-pilot jogged out towards the puzzled model.
"Ms. Augustina requests your presence onboard, sir. Please follow me."
The co-pilot ushered Gus's guest into the passenger space before he closed the stairway hatch and popped into the cockpit. From her seat in the compact cabin, Gus tilted up her bug-shield sunglasses, giving the model a quizzical look as she patted the seat beside her. Her guest complied. They got familiar with each other, sharing life stories and career plans on the flight home to the mainland.
Gus didn't know specifically how the future with her new boy toy would unfold... but she was confident that with her emergent film and photo royalties and with the opportunities afforded to any promising TWA graduate, she would think of something exciting for them to do together.
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Prologue
Kelly explained: "Daddy always lets the random roster select his tutoring sessions. My roommate is a Computer major. We hacked the roster program, overrode the safeties and switched assignments. She got her daddy and I got mine. You should have seen his face when he found me waiting topless in his private TWA suite.
"But he chalked it up to a fateful computer glitch and did his professional duty. I thought after a couple orgasms, he would rest or sleep for a while. But he was really excited and couldn't get enough of me; we fucked all night. He patiently taught me that vaginal clenching trick. I picked it up pretty quick and he said I was a natural at it. 'Good genes' he boasted."
-----------
Later, at Kelly's family estate, Syd turned to Roger to broach a delicate subject.
"Kelly has a cute little cunt clenching move. She calls it 'Daddy's little trick'. Did she get that from you?"
Roger choked on a bit of food, avoiding the look from his wide eyed wife who uttered her shock.
"Daddy's little trick! More like 'Mommy's little trick'. How did you show her that?"
Roger was speechless, a sort of admission that something wrong had transpired. They never discussed the details of his pledge contributor weekends at TWA. Syd decided to rescue his client's husband.
"In all fairness, it wasn't Roger's fault. Kelly and her hacker roommate jiggered the random roster for a hook up with their fathers. He just remained dedicated to the proscribed schedule, figuring TWA knew what they were doing. It would have happened anyway but later on at the Father-Daughter Weekend near the end of Kelly's senior year."
Connie ruffled at Roger's and Syd's seeming dismissal of the potential consequences. She glared at the defensive men...
Syd felt obliged to reassure her with his rationalization.
"Frankly, Kelly is more advanced than most sophomores, so I really can't see any permanent harm. Besides, she is very good at 'Daddy's little trick'. I taught her how to combine it with the 'rodeo' positions for a more awesome experience. I'm sure Roger will like the combination next time he gets her."
"Next time! NEXT TIME!"
Connie drew Roger's ear in for a whispered scolding. Roger continued to deny sole culpability. Before Kelly's younger sister entered TWA next year, Connie wanted her husband's promise to behave and adhere to the TWA safeguards, regardless of 'computer glitches'. There was fine pussy galore at his pledge contributor weekends; he could avoid the forbidden family fruit while injecting the other coeds with his pearls of wisdom. The parents agreed to consult with TWA on the implications of Roger's faux pas when Kelly returned to campus next week. They reached a tentative truce...
A little later, Roger was thinking of the inevitable day when Kelly's younger sister might be passed to him by the TWA random roster... Maybe Roger could bribe Kelly into speeding up the event with another 'computer glitch'. Maybe he could bribe her with a few more 'schedule conflicts' requiring Syd to 'look after her' again. Maybe...
----------
Present Day
By now, Roger assumed Kelly and Syd had landed in the Caribbean, taking advantage of his corporate jet's privacy and flight time to renew their special intimate acquaintance. Kelly had demanded a two for one trade. She would jigger the random roster for the TWA Pledge Contributor Weekend just once for her father in exchange for two long weekends with Syd at a venue of her choosing. Her first tryst would be this sunshine soaked rendezvous; her second choice to be designated later.
Roger agreed and prayed his wife Connie, a TWA Board member, would never find out. She would have been apocalyptically opposed to Roger's plot. But he couldn't help himself. After his impetuous dalliance with Kelly, his oldest daughter, he was literally incensed with the idea of repeating the mischief with Julie, his younger daughter, now a sophomore coed at TWA. Kelly promised that the arrangements were set but he couldn't be 100% sure.
Arriving Friday evening at the Weekend's welcoming gala, Roger was met and escorted to the registration desk by a chicly dressed freshman hostess. He signed the customary forms and waivers, pledging to abide by all safety protocols and adhere strictly to the weekend random roster assignments. He was given the pseudonym of Guest Coach Tutor B, or Mr. B, the gentlemen guests' real names undisclosed to the TWA students.
His little hostess led him into the party. The rule about freshmen always being topless had been lifted for this evening but the little cutie in the cocktail dress still gave Roger a warm rush. Pledge Contributor Weekend encounters were reserved for upper level coeds.
'Too bad' his switching dick inferred as he followed her perk swishing hair and ass. Roger hoped that she would still be here during one of his future visits. Better yet, he hoped she showed up on his random roster.
The dim lit soiree was buzzing with get-to-know-you banter. The guest coach tutors were chatting with their initial matchups. Eight assignees, each with a choker dangling a letter charm around her neck, wore sexy evening wear, vying to make a good first impression. Roger's perky little usher snaked him through the small crowd. They approached a sexy blonde coed on the far side of the room who was exhibiting a lot of skin and the Letter B on her white satin choker.
Seeing Mr. B coming her way, his kick-off date for the weekend smiled a sign of recognition. Roger stumbled a step at his own recognition of her and then pressed onward, determined to act in accordance with the agreements he had just signed.
"Good evening, Rosalie."
"Good evening, Mr. B" she snickered.
His freshman attendant wished them a good night and departed, leaving the new couple to themselves.
His assigned scholarly maiden was well known to him. His wife's brother was also a Pledge Contributor and enrolled his daughters here as well. Roger's date for the night was his niece. And the TWA curriculum had done well by her. The teenage tomboy he remembered from family outings had grown up, becoming a refined young lady. Gone were the booty peeking cutoff jeans and crop top tee shirts; they had been replaced by this man-baiting party attire.
Roger took his niece's hand in a dancer's hold. He leaned in to peck her cheek and his nostrils filled with her heavenly scent. He whispered a confession in her ear.
"I've been watching you for years, dreaming of the things I would do to you if I ever got the chance."
Rosalie purred her shared desires. "Me, too, Uncle Rog..., I mean, Mr. B."
Roger leaned back and surveyed his niece. She copped a shy smile under his gaze. One knee was bent forward; the dress hem high on her thigh. She held a knuckle between her teeth, attempting to still her look of coy fascination.
"And now here you are" he marveled.
"Yes" she giggled endearingly. "All of me."
Roger lifted her arm and guided her in a slow pirouette to see what 'all of me' entailed. She pivoted gracefully in her heels, letting her uncle view her maturing body encased in the form fitted lame dress. Her platinum blond hair covered most of her bare upper back but not where the very low cut gown flashed a hint of ass crack at the top of her compact derriere. There were no bra or panty lines, the slim sheath comprising her sole covering.
She ended her presentation turn full frontal. The dress was scooped low across her bosom, openly displaying her eye catching loose cleavage. Her blue eyes peeked seductively through her longish straight cut bangs. Her tanned body, staged beautifully in the glamourous makeup and clothes, made Roger's heart skip a beat.
There was no particular schedule for the Friday evening meet and greet. Whenever the mood struck them, the couples wandered off to their first tutoring sessions. Roger's pulsing penis decided the timing was right... as in, right now.
"Take me to your lair, my dear enchantress."
Rosalie knew just the lair she wanted and led Mr. B towards Coach Tutoring Suite No. 2. They gamboled along the hallways, his mind swimming in a stupor of incestuous lust. Past images cluttered his thoughts.
He remembered catching Rosalie with Kelly skinny dipping at the estate, their wet boobs bouncing freely as they ran to get their towels. He remembered her spandex clad ass jogging ahead of him during family fun runs.
He especially remembered her athletic body, tanned and toned, crouching and stretching, chasing lobs on the tennis court in her sprightly play suit.
He paused their suite-bound journey twice, smooching her giggling lips, pressed her back to the wall with his groin. His roving hands petted and squeezed her thinly covered tits and ass. The pliant handfuls of her luscious curves felt even better than he dreamed they would. His electrified longing grew by the second. She facilitated his fondles, keen for Mr. B to caress her body as much as he wanted. She hoped he wanted much more of this, just as she did.
They finally found their playroom lair and scurried inside, slamming the auto-locking door.
Roger shed his own clothes first, too heated for any more foreplay. She watched and waited, unsure of what Mr. B wanted her to do. He did what he knew she wanted him to do, stripping Rosalie of her dress. His hallway fondles had already ascertained it was her sole bit of clothing.
Cupping her ass cheeks, he lifted her nakedness against his chest and plopped onto the bed on top of her, sinking his cock into the cunt of his dreams. The long awaited sensation was everything he dreamed of and he regrettably discharged his pent-up masculinity swiftly into her welcoming femininity. But the release relieved his fever, allowing him the self-control he wanted to engage his niece in more relaxed and mutually satisfying love-making during the rest of the night.
Rosalie indulged more of Roger's postponed familial fantasies. They petted and fucked; then petted and sucked, then petted and fucked some more. They were insatiable. By morning, his balls were dehydrated. On the contrary, her stomach and womb were swamped with swallowed and snatched ejaculate. The exhausted niece and uncle neglected their breakfast so that Rosalie had time to preen Mr. B in the suite's bathroom before his mid-morning reassignment.
Deeming him clean and fresh for renewed action, Rosalie helped her uncle, nominally Mr. B, into the standard day uniform for guest coach tutors: a thigh length terry cloth waist wrap. It was exceedingly comfortable; his cock and balls hung loose and free or could swell and tighten without constriction. The overlap fold allowed easy access for manual foreplay. The Velcro closures were perfectly suited for hurried removal.
It was a sweet and sorrowful family farewell as Mr. B departed, leaving Rosalie to straighten up the disheveled space for its subsequent users. She righted the toppled furniture, found her discarded dress under the bed and one high heel hiding under the dresser. The other heel turned up at the foot of the mattress, beneath the crumpled sheets and covers, when she changed the bedding. With Suite No. 2 again rumpus-room ready, she went to her dorm room for some welcome post-coitus bathing, douching and sleep.
----------
Roger strolled along the pool deck; the late afternoon sun warming his bare torso. He was refracting after tutoring his second assignment, a petite little Asian girl. He had taken it easy on her, respecting their difference in genital size. He had been kindhearted with his penetrations. The gentle intercourse was gratifying to them both.
He was also wary of overexerting himself. The weekend was young but he was not and he was slated for two more assignments. 'Conserve your energy, old boy' he silently advised himself.
His tired genitals felt the cooling breeze circulate up under his loose waist wrap. He passed the umbrella tables, each labelled with a letter, G through A. He worked his way up the alphabet, checking out the other couples along his leisurely circuit to Table B.
At Table E, a lovely rounded lass was waiting patiently for her tardy Coach Tutor to arrive. She waved as Roger passed, being friendly to any passerby as she filled in the time.
"Oh, hi there, Mr. D. Remember me from last year? Oh, sorry, it's Mr. B this time. Anyway, it's nice to see you again. I hope you're enjoying your visit."
Roger waved back and assured her that he was happy. He recognized the brunette coed by her outsize breasts and large smooth nipples. If anything, her boobs looked larger. Then he realized her waist was trimmer now and that the exercise induced body shaping had enhanced her buxom figure.
He recalled kissing and tonguing her tits as she squirmed naked in his lap, her big soft pussy lips caressing the exposed underside of his trapped dick. He had ejaculated prematurely without penetration. She continued the dick massage, her undulating vaginal lips glazing their groins with the smeared male and female fluids.
All the while, his suckling of her sensitive nips had generated a corresponding orgasm for her. They had explored that phenomena together, finding that pinching and twisting were equally effective orgasm inducers for her. He had vigorously manhandled your boobs, one paw kneading a big mammary while he licked and playfully bit the other areola. She came several times during the experiment.
Smiling at the pleasant reminiscence, he moved on, finding another past weekend memory emerging from the pool at Table C. Roger recalled her special hand-jobs. The drenched blonde paused to say 'Hello', dripping pool water from her nipples. Her greeting was accompanied by a soul melting hug and kiss, crushing her wet tits firmly into Roger's chest. Her current guest coach tutor watched from his perch at the nearby table. Her sneaky fondle of Roger's cock beneath his terry cloth kilt either went unseen or unheeded. She sashayed off as Mr. B smacked her ass cheek in mock rebuke.
Roger found Table B to be unoccupied. He took his seat. It was uncharacteristic of a coed to be late for a scheduled roster slot. He spied his little freshman usher from last night, topless now as prescribed by the re-instated freshman rules, quick stepping across the deck in heels and thong. She halted her nipple jiggling trot at his side and caught her breath.
"Sorry, I'm late, Mr. B, sir. I was supposed to be waiting for you. No excuses."
Roger was confused. Had Kelly screwed up the computer glitch? Was this coed his third assignment? She was certainly attractive and his cock agreed. It thickened and the swollen knob emerged through the flap in its cover. But his initial delight at the thought of playing with her delectable ass gave way to the realization that it couldn't be. First year coeds were not allowed to be tutored during these visitor weekends. Even Kelly wouldn't let that happen.
The girl noted the pink cock head peeking from its cover and lamented her freshman status. Next year, hopefully, she would have a seat at the table, assuming her grades were good enough. But this year, she was just an attending hostess. She handed Roger a cardstock envelop.
"It's a message for you, Mr. B"
Roger opened and read the message; it was one sentence. 'Go to Coach Tutoring Suite No. 6 for your next assignment.'
Wanting to linger a little longer with his precious little hostess, he asked her to guide him to Suite 6. She was happy to oblige and he followed her perky ass rocking along to the designated room. Roger prayed again that she would be put on his roster during one of his future visits.
At the suite door, she wished him luck, stood on tiptoes to peck his cheek and scampered off. He watched her tight little ass bounce away. 'Yeah, maybe next year' he mused.
Alone with his thoughts now, Roger stood before the portal, wondering what lay beyond the closed entry. He slid his key card, opened the door and walked through to his proximate destiny.
----------
After the bright sunlight, his vision was blurred by the comparably darkened room. Slowly, he saw features solidify in his vision. The motif was Victorian drawing room: dark stained wood walls, heavy red velvet drapes, large overstuffed brocaded furniture and a four poster bed to one side. Situated on the central Turkish carpet was a grand wooden armchair.
A woman's figure occupied the throne-like seat. As his eyesight finally cleared, the butterflies in his stomach turned to bees droning lower in his core. Kelly had kept her promise. Her younger sister, Julie, was trussed in the bondage scenario, awaiting her guest coach tutor. Roger couldn't have imagined a nobler scene. Julie's presentation was spectacular.
First, the smooth black velvet corset, its shelf forming open bodice bolstering her creamy full boobs. Her brunette hair was fashionably coiffed atop her head. The blindfold's thin fastenings crossed above her ears but below the gathered bun. Between blindfold and corset shelves, fiery red gloss called attention to her plush lips and prominent nipples, offering them up as his erogenous playthings.
Her shoulders were square, forced erect by the handcuffs holding her wrists at low back. Elastic clasps clipped the thigh high dark nylons to the corset. Her locked on black stilettos, accessorized by ankle leash rings, were fastened by short silver chains to the chair legs. Twin lifelike didoes hung loose on pegs underneath the wooden seat. Julie had escaped been seated impaled on the dual faux cocks. This night was meant for erotic games, not sexual chastisement.
Roger circled his captive roster assignment. She sensed his nearby presence. Not fully acclimated to being used as a submissive sex object, Julie let her trepidation leak out.
"Hello? Who's there?"
Roger stopped his pacing but didn't respond; his voice would be a giveaway to his identity. The only sound in the room besides their joint excited breathing was the ripping of the Velcro as he jettisoned his single piece of clothing. He took his station in front of her and examined the dramatic wooden contraption she was mounted on.
The throne arms were lower than expected, topped by attached vinyl cushions indented by knee marks near the center. The back was higher than the seated female's head and the corner posts adorned with carved male erections. Roger realized the proportions were ideal for a man to kneel on the arms and grip the penile handholds, placing his groin level with the bound female's face.
Accepting the inventor's clever invitation, Roger mounted the arms and, suitably posed on his knees, carefully moved his spongy knob to just touch and then withdraw from Julie's ruby painted lips. Holding very still, even holding his breath, he watched and waited for her response.
Julie felt the tentative contact. The man seemed hesitant, making her curious about his intentions. Did he like her this way or not? Was the pause his signal that he was letting her choose the next step?
She swiped her tongue seductively, wetting her lips to add to their attraction, recollecting the act as part of her detailed lessons delivered by the staff coach tutors. She fell into her expected role, leaning forward to make soft contact, kissing the gentleman's penile tip, then retreating upright, using her body language to signal her assent to further probes. She assumed the 'willing female' facial pose, hoping he would now allow her to demonstrate her oral talents.
Roger watched Julie blindly invite his looming entry. She had relaxed her jaw and face, her mouth slightly open, a hint of pearly teeth, seemingly eager to keep going but letting him decide if he wanted to further sample her oral caresses. His cock moved forward and poked her red glossed orifice again; he absolutely wanted to continue.
She puckered her lips, slacked her jaw a little more and vacuumed gently to draw him in. Roger cooperated, letting her take the length she wanted, watching his shaft inch past the cherry gloss into her talented grotto.



Julie knew she was rather good at this; she hoped Mr. B would agree. Her teachers had expressed admiration for her techniques. They had taught her the location of the more sensitive penile nerve endings and she always endeavored to light up as many places as possible. Roger basked in her fellatio wizardry. She swayed her head in her upright pose, just enough to effect a good massage and suction.
His daughter had made a good start but Roger wanted more. He pulled back, fighting against Julie's increased suction as she tried to retain her fleshy mouthful. Her enthusiasm pleased him. He won the struggle and she took it in good grace, settling back again into willing female presentation pose to await his next choice of pleasure.
He dismounted to explore other workings of the bondage chair.
He found that her heel cuffs were bound to hinge-mounted wooden extensions rather than the chair legs. He lifted and spread the boards, opening her pussy to his inspection. Another pull lengthened the foot braces and that drug her ass forward to the edge of the wooden seat. Her cunt was shaved and the crevassed inner lips rouged with the same lipstick gloss lacquering her facial lips. The erogenous folds had a wet sheen, revealing her arousal at her submissive situation.
Roger didn't see any point in further delay. He stepped forward, leaning over her recumbent form. He grasped the male organ replicas above her head and maneuvered his real cock at her winking vaginal orifice. He pushed in steadily, finding encouragement in her stifled moan. As he stroked, he suckled her glossed nipples, earning more moans from his daughter. The nipple gloss tasted of strawberries, a nice touch. It was quality makeup, retaining its tone despite his slurping.
Julie stiffened and careened, cumming on his cock. He paused, letting her body shudders ebb but too worked up to stop for long. Several strokes later, she cried out again and he felt the vaginal tremors on his embedded meat. A dozen rapid thrusts generated her third orgasm. He couldn't hold out on the next series and jetted his juice in her womb. The ecstasies coursed through their bloodstreams and moderated down into post-coital glows.
It was the moment of truth. Withdrawing his prick, he stood tall between her thighs, his moist drooping organ posed even with her eyes. Roger untied the blindfold. Julie blinked, willing her eyes to adjust in the ambient dimness. Her first vision was the sticky spent cock in front of her face. She looked down at her saliva slickened nipples, then at her puffy pussy. Drops of pearly white were seeping from the enflamed lips, still pleasantly tingling after being vigorously fucked.
Her gaze lifted up to her guest coach tutor's smirking expression; the shock of recognition flickered across her face.
"Daddy?" she fearfully queried.
"Please call me Mr. B" was his smug reply. He stared at her eyes with the dense blue-black eyeshadow and liner which set off the whites and browns of her eyes. Did she know how much the raccoon eye mascara turned him on? Someone did.
Tears welled up in her eyes; her lower lip quivered. A tear drop descended her cheek but the durable makeup didn't run. Roger took a more comforting attitude, somewhat presuming her initial reaction.
"Now, now... none of that" he soothed her. He kissed her forehead, reaching around her trussed body and unclipping her cuffed wrists. She moved carefully, letting the revived blood flow disperse the pins and needles. She sat rubbing her arms, an activity that gave her time to gather her thoughts.
Mr. B unclipped the chair's ankle chains but not the locking ankle cuffs. Like the gentleman he was, he lent her a helping hand as she stood. She wobbled on shaky legs in her high heels. He held her bare shoulders until she steadied, his opportunity to really look her up and down. His flaccid dick tingled anew, eager to resume its seminal calling.
"You do look truly exotic, Julie. Truly erotic, actually. Managed to do this all on your own?"
Julie shook her head slowly, remembering the build up to this tutoring session.
"Kelly came to me yesterday, excited about some gossip she said came from an absolutely reliable source. 'Bless your luck' she told me. I was being consigned to an extraordinary guest coach tutor this weekend.
"Her friends came to my room this morning and took me to the salon to get me ready: stylish hair and nails, exotic makeup, sexy lingerie. They started with a scrub bath, douche and shampoo. All the touching and the fluffy towels felt luxurious. They placed me in a hairdresser chair, leaned me back and kept going.
"A close pussy shave and then the hairdo. I like to wear my long hair down but they said it had to be a fashionable top bun. 'He likes it that way' they said, 'You want to please him, right? A good report, better grades?' So I went along.
"They painted my nails and tested makeup color blends on my skin. The tones kept getting darker and deeper. I wanted something lighter but again, they overruled me. 'He likes it that way' became their mantra. 'It's more romantic in low light' they said. So I went along.
Julie was steadier on her feet now. Roger closed and dropped the leg panels, taking his seat on the throne like chair. He felt kingly, royally naked with the fetish garbed maiden standing attentive before him. He circled his finger in the air, like he was commanding her to continue the story.
"The shear dusky nylons felt good; the black satin corset a little tight. The heels were fine. They giggled when they brought out the cuffs. 'Why?' I asked. The usual answer: 'He likes it that way; a symbol of your deference to his desires'. So I went along, too late realizing the locks. 'Where's the key?' I demanded. 'He has the key... to your heart' they joked.
"They said the rest of my stuff was waiting here. I thought they meant my evening dress and jewelry. They walked me through the corridors, half dressed, passing a few guest coach tutors who made vulgar wisecracks. At the door, my new supposed friends surprised me by clipping my wrists together behind my back. We entered this room and I saw the scene. The chair was harsh looking with two rubber phalluses stuck upright on the seat. That frightened me but they assured me it was a mistake done by the setup crew. One of the girls removed them and stored them underneath the seat. It was all very new to me and quite worrisome."
Mr. B nudged his butt, nervously imagining the sensation of the dual probes pegged inside a woman's twin holes. His cock stiffened and rose a bit. 'That's strange' he thought.
"They placed me in the chair, fastening my ankles to the legs. I sat tall; the tight corset and my arms pinned behind prevented any slouch. They debated improvements to my pose. 'More cleavage and nipples' they agreed. They installed underwire shelves to the corset and widened my nipples with more makeup. 'Yeah, he likes it that way' they quipped."
"Okay, fetish girl' they joked, 'you get one last look.' A quick glance around the room summed up the bondage scenario. Then they blindfolded me and left. I don't know how long I waited until you arrived; it seemed an eternity. My mind was filled with alternating curiosity and foreboding."
Julie stood steadier now and retelling her journey had eased her misgivings about the innovative incident. She wondered if Mr. B really liked her this way. His rising manhood seemed to say so but she wanted affirmation.
"Did you like me this way? I tried to please you. Was I good?"
Roger stood up. Julie quietly looked up, seeking an answer in his eyes. Roger leaned in and kissed her tender red lips. Her lip gloss tasted of cherries, a nice touch.
"Yes, my dear. I liked it a lot. So did you, I think. Now... let's fuck again, this time in bed."
Mr. B fiddled beneath her boobs and removed the stiff corset shelves. Her youthful breasts assumed a more natural globular shape. Drawing her against him, he cupped her ass cheeks and carried her to the sheeted mattress. They wiggled into missionary position; her smooth nylons brushed his outer thighs, the satin corset grazed his tummy. He liked that. His waggling erection found her pussy. Kissing her deeply, he slid into her still juicy tunnel.
Mr. B started with long strokes, the knob deep and then so shallow that only the tip touched her red glossed vaginal tissues. A dozen full slow strokes brought Julie to orgasmic convulsions. They paused for her to feel the full delight and then proceeded. Moments later, she peaked again and Roger felt her Kegel contractions pulse along his cock. His control was slipping away.
He laid his weigh full on her and pumped his groin rapidly, her silk cased thighs clamping his waist, her boobs mashed beneath his chest. His sperm spewed within her, gaining the glorious sexual ecstasy for them both. When his softened prick fell out, he rolled off her and closed his eyes. Sleep overwhelmed him.
Hours later, Roger awoke to find his daughter sitting between his legs, fingering his penis. She had loosed the hairdo and her wavy brunette tresses hung disheveled, a few dangling strands hanging in her face and pattering her tits. It was the classic look of a contented female who had recently been well fucked.
Julie had succumbed to the euphoria of serendipitous incest. She wet her lips with a sensual tongue swipe, cocking a mischievous eye and half smile. Mr. B barely nodded, understanding her intent.
She leaned over and kissed his knob, running her fingers tips up and down the thickening shaft. Her hair dangles tickled his belly. His cock reacted properly and soon reached full bore. She kissed and suckled its rigidity.
Roger laid his head back and closed his eyes. The last time he had watched the blowjob as Julie was blindfolded. This time she would see it through while he was sightless.
Julie knew she was rather good at this; as taught, she again sought out his more sensitive penile nerve endings, endeavoring to light up as many as possible. She paid attention to his breathing and the throbbing jitters in his sensitized erection, easing her oral caresses when she sensed he was close to peaking. She held him at a plateau just below that peak, then proceeded onward when he showed signs of renewed control and stamina.
Roger lay still, his dick tingling as he again basked in her fellatio wizardry. His cries came sharp and sudden when she allowed him to finally drain his balls, proof of her masterful skills. She held him in her mouth until he was completed deflated, lamenting what she feared might be her last chance to nurture her Daddy's lust for her.
In the quietness of the room softly lit by the dawn, he sighed. "I think I need to go soon."
She rose from the bed and helped Mr. B don his day-wrap. Her handy cock play during the dressing added some fun but got no effective response. The allotted tutoring time was nearly ended. Julie lifted her wrists toward him, displaying the locked leather bands.
"Can we take these off now?"
"Your friends were partially right. I have the key to your heart but not your cuffs. Let's go look for it."
Roger took her by the elbow and guided her from the Victorian style playroom. He proudly paraded his fetish clad daughter through the campus hallways, the common rooms, even the outdoor spaces. Her dark eyeshadow and body makeup caught the attention of every man they met. Mr. B asked every one they passed for Julie's locking cuffs' key. No one could help but many asked 'Why bother? I like her that way.'
While polling the poolside tables, one interested gentlemen flipped open his waist wrap's flap, exposing his large cock and balls, and suggested a quickie mate swap. Roger sensed willingness from their frisky companion coeds but he knew the weekend rules didn't allow it. Another time, perhaps.
Resigned to treasure hunt failure, Roger and Julie wandered back to her dorm building. The missing key was in the last place they looked, suspended on the front door handle. He hung the key chain around her neck, the loop of links descending between her tits, the swinging key tapping against her shaved cunt. Roger thought how ironic that looked: 'the key to her heart'.
Standing on the outdoor stoop, Julie knew Mr. B was late for his last tutoring assignment of the weekend. During their search for her elusive key, she had spotted a pair of her sporty classmates waiting impatiently at Table B. The final roster slots were always doubles; the three-way meant to inspire the guest coach tutor to deposit the full quota of his precious educational largesse before departing the facility.
Julie feared her daddy would get sidetracked and forget about her. She whimpered a plea for her own future. Would Daddy be back again someday to tutor her?
"I don't know, Julie. We'll just have to see what happens. But, for God's sake, don't tell your mother about this. She'll ruin any chance of a 'next time'."
Hugging her melancholy body, he assured her of his desire. He would think of a plan.
"Yes, my dear... Of course I want to fuck you again."
'Everyone does' he thought 'Who wouldn't?'
They kissed in parting and he held the door open as she turned to enter. She peeked back over her shoulder for one last smoldering look at her Daddy and blew him a kiss and a wink.
Unable to resist the final temptation presented by her bare bottom, giddy Roger gave her ass a celebratory spank... and sent his naughty little girl to her room.
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Prologue
For the next many hours, Zack didn't have to dream of Leila the belly dancer lying naked beneath his conquering embrace, her supple body dancing them into a horizontal sweaty frazzle. He lived it... and thrice again before dawn. Woken repeatedly by Leila's whimpered pleas, Zack deferred to her specialized dexterity. He allowed Leila to warp his naked body into comfortable poses, bolstered by strategically placed pillows.
Arms, legs and back were simultaneously spread, curved and bowed into ingenious formations liberally exposing his genitals and other erogenous zones to her stimulation. Leila molded her dance sculpted body to Zack's extraordinary contortions. Then she combined her belly dance agility with the wisdom of the Kama Sutra to carry Zack's mind away into orgasmic bliss. Leila's sensuous undulations of tits, cunt and mouth drained Zack's balls while he filled her body and soul with ecstasy. She begged him for more.
Zack's handler Carrie retrieved him just after sunrise, fearing any more time with Leila would put him in the hospital with nervous exhaustion and dehydration.
---
Present Day
Zack alighted his limousine at the private airport entrance. He leaned back in to get a parting smooch from his travel mate. Her disheveled hair and clothes were evidence of the rumpus commute they had just enjoyed. A shapely female skycap grabbed his luggage and led him through the small executive terminal out onto the tarmac.
His next ride was waiting, a Gulfstream corporate jet, already fueled and crewed. The tail displayed the royal crest of a Middle Eastern potentate. The cabin door was open and waiting at the top of the stairway was Leila. Zack took a moment to take in the grandeur of the scene and gather his thoughts.
Leila was an oil sheik's grand-daughter and a recent Total Woman Academy graduate. Her father, the Crown Prince, had ascended the throne upon the untimely death of his father. He had summoned Leila back to the kingdom. He needed her assistance with his modernization programs. He dreamed of a grander realm and TWA would play a part in the process. Zack would act as business agent for the scholastic institution.
Leila was also gathering her thoughts, excited about returning to her family and her homeland but sad to leave the land where she had become a Total Woman. Her academics had been exemplary: a degree in Computer Engineering with an emphasis on Cyber-Security. She minored in performance arts, specifically belly dancing. Her gyrating practices added suppleness to her remarkable physical fitness. Her coach tutors used her exotic public presentations as inspiration for erotic private re-enactments. They marveled at her grace, stamina and capacity to extract volumes of ejaculate from her sexual partners.
Zack mounted the steps into her welcoming arms, taking a quick opportunity to survey the voguishly dressed Leila. She chattered a bit, thrilled that he had been chosen by TWA to accompany her home for the negotiations. She looked forward to the long flight where she could get truly reacquainted with her Zodiac travel companion. She got Zack seated for takeoff, seating herself nearby. They were the only passengers. The jet closed up and taxied for takeoff.
At cruising altitude, she excused herself for a moment and returned wearing a silky transparent harem outfit, covering but not concealing her fine physique. She led Zack back to the sequestered rear compartment, furnished with a freakishly familiar multitude of red velvet pillows on the maroon Persian carpet. Zack spent the entire flight huddled naked with Leila as she demonstrated her capacity and expertise in extracting volumes of his ejaculate.
---
Sheik Faisal, royal ruler of the kingdom, sat in military uniform at the head of the table. He had just announced to the generals the designation of his first son, seated at his side, as the new Crown Prince and heir apparent. He requested their oaths of allegiance to himself and his designee. 'Request' was a euphemism for 'demand', backed up by the armed palace guards standing at attention along the walls of the conference room. Gaining their unavoidable unanimous agreement, he dismissed the guards and began the meeting.
He assured the generals that their positions and privileges were secure as long as he ruled and they were loyal. He would retain his role as Minister of Defense. But the security forces must modernize.
Gone were the days of desert warfare with tanks and artillery. The fabled weapons of mass destruction would only rain down destruction on themselves. The new battleground was commerce and the weapons needed were the ones deployed in cyber space. And therein, they needed the best and the brightest to retain any chance of international or regional clout. He steeled himself, knowing his next words would ignite a firestorm in his conservative culture.
"You must accept the role of women as capable cohorts in this war." There was the expected rumble of colloquial dissatisfaction. He pressed on.
"The Israelis and the West have effectively integrated women into the ranks and they win their battles every time." He emphasized 'every time', alluding to recurring stalemates the kingdom had suffered following past border disputes.
Sheik Faisal had the authority to simply order the change but his plans for the kingdom turned on shared common goals among the stakeholders. He let his generals voice their opposition but countered each argument with cold logic. The generals swayed under his persuasion. 'Maybe a few women in support roles to see how it goes' they conceded. The sheik agreed. 'At least it's a start' he thought. Leila would be returning home soon to help win them over.
A few days later, he met with the chief mullahs. He shared his dreams of a more gender inclusive society. Again, the grumbling but he held firm and they promised to deliberate and consider it. Again, it was a start.
His next meeting was held that evening, in a more intimate setting. He dined with his first wife, Sheila, the love of his life. She was happy that he had designated their son as the Crown Prince. It confirmed her royal status as his First Wife and now presumptive Queen Mother.
She was also Governess of the Royal Harem. Faisal was fond of his afternoon dalliances and she choose his daily partner from among the cluster of his concubines. But Faisal said he wanted to give them real wealth, such as a modern education, something more valuable than the strings of milky pearls emitted by his royal cock.
He declared that he had summoned Leila, their first daughter, and a Zodiac, an official representative of the elite academy she had attended. He wanted his wife to help select worthy candidates for scholarships to the institution. She wept with joy at the news, in whole hearted agreement with all his plans. The royal couple celebrated their shared mutual dreams with familiar marital bliss all night long.
---
Sheik Faisal sat in official royal court on his ceremonial throne as Zack presented his credentials as part of some other pieces of state business. When the public protocols were concluded and the ministerial bureaucrats were dismissed, they repaired to a side room for private negotiations. They were joined by Sheila and Leila.
"My daughter speaks highly of you, my friend. Leila has made me proud with her embrace of progressive ways. I want her to be an inspiration to the women of our society. We need many more like her if we are to survive as a nation. What can you offer us in achieving our goals?"
Zack expounded on the Total Woman Academy's three pillars of excellence. The first was a college education leading to a science based academic degree. The second was beauty, outward as well as inward. Health, fitness, nutrition, fashion and cosmetology designed to fade feminine imperfections and highlight her enticements.
But it was Poise, the third pillar, which set the TWA graduate apart from all others. Poise was the runway model's strides and poses. It's the self-confidence of proper manners. It's the engagement of all the woman's capacities to make her companions feel desired and appreciated. Sexual proficiencies were essential. The students worked incessantly on mental and physical exercises that freed their minds from the silly social stigmas that hindered their greatest potential as the alpha male's partner.
Within elite masculine circles, a Total Woman Academy graduate was eagerly sought and the stock was kept purposefully in short supply. TWA had limited class sizes; potential candidates were sparingly selected from alumni referrals and discrete recruitments like the ones now being discussed.
Zack paused to gauge the mood in the room. The sheik gave a querying glance to his wife. She gave a single nod of agreement. The sheik gave Zack his full attention and presented his proposed plan of action.
"We will start with three. My wife wants many more, the whole royal harem in fact, but I must be mindful of the conservative elements in our society. Too much, too soon will overwhelm them and bring forth unnecessary resistance to modernization. You must help us, Zack, to select the very best first trio of candidates."
Zack agreed to help in any way he could. The sheik dismissed the females before his final talk with Zack.
"Tell me more about guest coach tutors and Free Will Weekends and how to get someone an invitation. I have some reluctant generals and ministers who need enlightenment about the personal gratifications to be derived from a Total Woman female education."
Again, Zack agreed to help in any way he could.
---
Zach was huddled on a couch with Leila, waiting for the private show to begin. She was wearing her most expensive and exotic belly dancer costume. It was all fine silks, beaded strings, glittering jewelry, and golden coin bangles. Leila had perfected its construction during her time at TWA. Its layered design was multipurpose and multifunctional. She wore it every time she belly-danced.
For public exhibitions, the complete costume was family friendly fun, offering furtive exposures of lithe arms, toned legs and her taut tummy. She liked to invite the young girls in the crowd to join her, teaching them a move or two to spark their interest in adopting the vibrant art form.
For adult-only private engagements, the garment reduced during the performance to jiggle friendly teasing with her flaunting shimmy cleavage and evocative cyclic hips. Her libido boosting bounciness was meant to induce the men to couple with their chosen sexual mates, either during or after her show.
For seduction scenarios, she volunteered, or more often was ordered, to be that chosen sexual mate for a targeted elite male. Then the strategic covers all melted slowly away. She exposed more and more of her tantalizing anatomy, shedding the costume piece by piece as she danced.
Her intimate performance sequenced smoothly from belly dancing artistry to lap dancing foreplay to mind blowing sexual intercourse. Thereafter, the lust maddened official bureaucrat would do whatever nefarious act her handlers required of him for the mere promise of a fleeting reunion with the Aphrodite-like goddess.
Leila had mastered all three styles through extensive practice and performed, however unwillingly she must, whichever one fit the circumstances. Zack had personally witnessed all of them and revered her expertise. Tonight he sat next to her in the royal palace private theatre, swathed in loose robes, just folded fabric wraps really, no buttons or ties.
Richly clothed in her exquisite garb, Leila sat sidesaddle, leaning her curvaceous body against him. One arm was laid across his shoulders, the fingers brushing affectionately on his hair and ear. Her other hand rested in his lap, atop the robes... for now. An air of low string and flute rhythms provided background ambiance.
The room lights dimmed, drawing attention to the low parqueted platform. Three silk and bangle festooned girls side-stepped through the back curtains and wiggled into alignment across the platform. They rolled sensuously in belly dance costumes similar to Leila's; apparently very similar. As they showed their belly dancing expertise, pieces of fabric and accessories were sinking away, revealing coy little feminine flashes.
As the dancers proceeded, the flashes became less coy. Bras loosened and slipped, the sequestered mammary jiggles evolving into nipple peeking wobbles. Waist shrouds drifted downward, exposing bead garlanded hips and toned asses that popped Figure-8's. Plush little pussies stirred into view; their rhythms alluding to cozy vaginal cuddling for a lucky male's inserted organ.
Zack was awestruck by their performance. Leila saw his mesmerized expression and knew the performers were running out of clothes to shed. She moved gently, reaching through the folds in Zack's robes, checking his disposition with her hand. She could describe his mood as rock hard and ready. She whispered in his ear.
"Which one do you want to 'interview' first?"
'Enie menie miny moe' thought Zack, 'all of them?'
"The one in the middle" he spoke aloud.
Leila clapped her hands, rising to the stage. She led his bead and bangled selection to a spot standing in front of the reclining Zack.
"Earn your scholarship" she told the chosen dancer. Leila gathered the others, each in a hand, and took them back to the harem. Jack was alone with his first potential scholarship candidate.
The entire setup had been foreplay and Zack saw no reason to linger. He drew aside his robes, exposing his rampant erection. He beckoned her forward. She straddled his extended legs and settled high on his thighs. He signed for her to keep coming and she wedged her soft pussy against the base of his hard-on. The low background music had never ended. He bade her to continue her dance in contact with his cock. She understood his wish.
Adjusting her legs for better control and leaning in to grip the sofa back, she sawed her moist vaginal lips up and down the length of his shaft. Zack let her lead the exotic lap dance; she timed her strokes to the sensual flow of the music. Her uncovered tits jostled freely in his face. He kissed a nipple as it strayed within range. The feeling was good but he wanted more. He assumed temporary command.
Zack inched his butt back into the cushion, pulling her along, righting the girl's body along with his own. Her full breasts rounded into youthful globes. Hands on her hips, he guided his cock into position for penetration. Then he relinquished control back to her. She knew what to do.
Her hips danced in horizontal Figure-8's as she corkscrewed her pussy down his shaft. Fully seated, she continued the lateral movements, giving his buried male organ the presaged cozy vaginal cuddle.
Zack was conflicted: he wanted to close his eyes and mentally savor the sensations on his prick. But he also wanted to watch his nubile fuck-mate's lap-dancing body as she jiggled and wiggled on his sensitized manhood.
It turned into a compromise. He watched her spectacle as he rose to his peak, then closed his eyes as his pent-up essence burst forth deep inside her tight wet tunnel. He blacked out and didn't know how long his sexual coma lasted. When he opened his eyes, his scholarship candidate was waiting for him, still straddled over his now flaccid penis. She sported a sheen of sweat from her exertions.
"I wish you could speak English; I want to know your name" Zack mumbled.
"My name is Azealia" she replied, "like the flower."
Zack was stunned and happy. "You speak English?" he exclaimed.
"We all do. We have classes every day. The Harem Governess requires it. It is part of our path to a better future, she says."
The little belly lap-dancer took on a look of mock rebuke, her fists plated on the sides of her hips. She parodied the Harem Governess's deep voice.
"'Do you want to be slaves to men forever?' she yells whenever we don't learn the language fast enough."
Zack decided Azealia had passed her entrance exams. She would be his first candidate. She stroked her fine toned thighs still straddling his body.
"Azalea, my dear little fuck bunny... you have earned your scholarship."
She squealed with delight at his announcement and jumped up. Bouncing with joy, her body was all wiggles and jiggles as she clapped her hands. She suddenly recovered her composure and kneeled again between his spread legs. She bowed respectfully and kissed the underside cock vee just below the knob.
"Thank you" she sighed to the male organ that had just set her on a path to a better future.
Zack gathered her face in his palms and drew her lips to his own for a more proper western style kiss.
"You're welcome" he whispered as he gazed into her big brown eyes.
She arose and awaited his further wish. Zack lay in weary gratification, praying he would survive the remaining 'interviews'. Fortunately, there were only two more to go. He gave her a casual backhanded wave.
"You're dismissed for now, Azealia."
He watched her seductive femininity prance away to rejoin her Harem sisters and share her good news.
---
The Sheik and the Governess granted Zack leave to enter the Palace Harem grounds where he would conduct his next interview. It was scheduled for the bathing pool, an indoor Turkish bath where the young concubines communally soaked and relaxed in the warm waters. Zack, wrapped in a waist towel, walked to the marble basin's edge and surveyed, literally, his 'pool' of available candidates.
The girls wore the customary thin cotton slips. In or out of the water, the translucent cloth did nothing to hide the diverse curves, colors and textures of the underlying naked bodies. Zack highly approved of the tradition.
He jettisoned his towel and strode naked down the submerged steps until the water was chest deep. When he stepped forward along the bottom, the attentive females parted like the Red Sea as he passed between them. This was going to be a difficult task; there were so many attractive choices. He decided to test their self-confidence. The pool floor rose and the water shallowed as reached the far side. He climbed up and plopped his butt on the stone cowling, draping his calves and feet in the pool. He braced a hand on either side, sat staring, stoic, waiting to see what they would do.
The girls tittered, watching from a safe distance, some snickering cupped whispers in their neighbor's ear. The response was often a gasp, a playful splash at the suggestion and a hand-over-mouth giggle. One sultry maiden was not jesting with the others. She stood just barely apart from the group, staring passively back at Zack.
He locked eyes with her and the staring contest was now one-on-one. The others took note of the stubborn exchange and their curiosity overrode their silliness. They silently pondered the outcome.
The dusky nubile concubine willed her dark brown eyes to stop blinking. She set her jaw, pursing her succulent full lips, determined to win. But it was not to be; she blinked. She continued to stare, hoping Zack had missed her twitch. But he hadn't. He cracked a smirking smile and gave her a derisive index finger signal to come forward.
She moved, each humiliating step witnessed by the local girls that she had never really bonded with. She was an outcast, a war prize from a neighboring country; she tolerated them and they tolerated her but there was no amenity.
With a few steps left to go, she saw Zack scoot his butt forward and lift a hand from the cowling where he sat. He pointed one finger towards his groin and blew her a pucker kiss, then resumed his stance. His meaning was clear and she stationed herself obediently between his legs. She was waist deep in the water, the saturated singlet clinging closely to her modest conical breasts. Zack didn't move a muscle, having already given his direction.



She looked intently at his prick. It was large, the accompanying balls hanging low in the loosened sack. She cupped the sperm filled eggs and leaned in to execute his missive under the gaze of her judging onlookers. She gave the tip of his cock a kiss, using the free hand to elevate it towards her face. A tip tickling lick, more kisses, a long lick along the shaft. Her hand sensed the swelling and she carried on, gaining his solidity by her efforts.
When he was almost rigid, she proceeded to suction, first the knob and then more, drawing him in through lung power alone. As she bobbed her head on his staff, her swaying body sent concentric rings of little ripples waving across the pool surface, lapping against the wet bodies of her stilled audience. The water itself seemed to mystically garland her exotic presence. Zack was also becoming a fan; the exiled girl was very good at this.
So good, in fact, that her deep throat swallows set him off. He wailed and spewed in her mouth. She took it all, shuttling the goo to her stomach, loath to sully the pristine bathing pool with dribbled sperm. Conscious of that hygiene requirement, she held him in, sucking occasionally for latent dregs, waiting until he was completely deflated before letting him slide out.
She looked up into his stoic face, hoping for admiration, amenable to mere approval. Zack kept his expressions and emotions in check but he had found his second scholarship candidate. Regardless, he wanted to explore her body thoroughly and discover its other sensual charms in a more private environment. He would ask the Governess for a place to continue the outcast's gratuitous entrance exam, concealing its remaining superfluous purpose.
"What's your name?" he asked.
"Miki" she whispered.
"Well, Miki, that effort earns you a chance to compete for one of the scholarships. Let's go somewhere less public to continue your entrance exams."
He helped Miki climb out of the water and led his soaking wet overnight sex mate out of the bathhouse, watching her parade her smug smile past the wilting looks emitted by her jealous harem sisters.
---
The third and final candidate selection was made personally by the Harem Governess. Zack was not consulted; the choice was too important. Leila's younger sister, Fatima, had come of age secluded in the Harem and had lingered there. Disallowed as one of the sheik's afternoon playmates, she remained a virgin at 20, practically a spinster in this misogynistic culture. Zack approved the decision to send her to the TWA freshman facility with her purity intact. She would thereby experience exclusively the alpha male discipline. It was a perfect way for her to adopt the proper male-dedicated sexual etiquette.
With his foreign duties fulfilled, Zack was ready to return home. A military band played the national anthem as Sheik Faisal reviewed the honor guard. He was joined on his left by the Crown Prince dressed in his campaign medal crusted military uniform, commensurate with his rank as Deputy Defense Minister. On the Sheik's right was also a commissioned soldier: First Lieutenant Leila, commander of the newly formed Technical Services Branch of the royal palace guard. The sheik trusted her implicitly, knowing she had acquired the necessary skills, both cyber and sensual, to seek out and neutralize computer hackers threatening the nation.
His wife Sheila, the Harem Governess, bid the lucky members of her brood 'Farewell' on their journey to the Total Woman Academy. Special tears, a mix of sorrow and joy, were reserved for her precious Fatima. The royal couple hoped many more of the harem sisters would soon join this initial trio, learning how to lift the fortunes of their fellow country women.
The three traditionally dressed young scholarship candidates were wrapped in expensive garments which covered them tip to toe, save their faces. They shuffled down the red carpet between the flanking honor guards. They boarded the royal Gulfstream, finding a waiting Zack who was already hidden on board. Public gender segregation must be observed, even if the practice was not fully honored out-of-sight.
When the cabin door was closed and locked, a flurry of activity ensued. The expensive silk and gold trimmed saris and veils were tossed off, revealing underlying belly dance costumes, the only comfortable travelling clothes the Harem girls could muster for the flight.
When the jet leveled off at cruising altitude, the spirited soon-to-be coeds hustled Zack into the rear cushion-filled compartment. Entwined with female forms and buried among the pillows, he discovered the true ingenuity of Leila's costume creations. He found and unlocked the strategic clasps and catches, clearing the way for his furtive excursions of fingers and cock. Zack was insatiable, recovery his verve with unnatural rapidity. Fatima played a visual, though not a tactile, role.
During his brief refractions, he lay between the other two frisky candidates and rebuilt his libido with artistic novelty. Fatima belly-danced, using the uncanny costume's design to seductively expose her luscious body.
But the sheik's daughter was only allowed to dance, perceiving Zack's lust for her demonstrated by his repeated erections. She watched in frustration as her harem sisters attended to his sexual relief without her. Her own rush of arousal grew but she must wait a while longer.
Her time would come soon... very soon. The Total Woman Academy awaited her arrival. Three staff coach tutors were on standby, primed to induct her into the Poise program throughout her inaugural weekend. The senior most educator of the trio claimed the honor and onus of being her first.
He would be followed over the coming semesters by many others, tasked with instilling in the royal princess all of the scholastic, beauty and poise skills for which TWA graduates were renowned. She would absorb their teachings and discover the reality that women who knew how to, ruled this superficial man's world. Having learned the essential multifaceted skills, she would return to her homeland and join her blood siblings in the vigorous defense of the modernizing realm.
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The Neighborhood
Prologue
Ned slid his eyes open as the early dawn light permeated his boutique penthouse suite. It was Tuesday morning, another day at the Total Woman Academy Neighborhood Vocational Coaching Campus. He awoke alone; the rumpled sheets evidence of the enjoyable sex play he had shared with a new neighborhood arrival. She had delivered his evening snack and then, as instructed by the Housemother, stayed the night.
It was her first encounter with a coach tutor outside the sheltered environment of a TWA resident campus. Ned had inaugurated the co-ed into her expected role for the next two weeks. After a hesitant start, she had portrayed her poise. As the night wore on, her nubile body endured his unrelenting sexual desires.
Now at sunrise, Ned felt the need to assuage his grumbling tummy and his swollen morning woody. Relief awaited him downstairs and outdoors. He dressed casually and descended to the ground floor.
Passing through the lobby waiting area, he paused at the open office door of the Neighborhood Housemother, Ms. Alice. She was absorbed in arranging the weekly schedule of this off-campus seminar: house-keeping chores, specialty boutique attendants, pool party eye-candy, personal match-up requests from visiting pledge contributors. She harmonized a roster that circulated her co-ed charges amongst the venues for optimum educational experiences.
Ned broke her concentration with a good-humored gripe.
"I missed my little bedmate this morning" he complained.
Ms. Alice looked up and smiled at Ned, her favorite Coach Tutor Emeritus. She took on the soothing tone of forced motherly concern, as if speaking to a disgruntled child.
"I'm sorry, Ned. When I peeked in, you seemed very tired and deep in sleep. I quietly sent her to her dorm room on the residence floors. You may find her for another round later about the neighborhood. How was she? Sounds like she did okay"
"Very amusing. I always like those first ones that you give me on Monday nights. You have great insight into my particular interests."
Ms. Alice took the compliment in stride. The platinum-haired little pixie she had chosen for her best resident coach tutor's amusement must have performed well. She would make a favorable note in the girl's record.
"I try to choose the shyest one; they usually need some quick loosening up."
The pair shared a wry smile; their inside joke about petite girls and large cocks. Ned scanned the paper covered desktop.
"I hope my roster has a variety of coach tutoring roster assignments. I need diversity to maintain a strong libido. It's going to be a strenuous week with only two resident coach tutors to cover two dozen co-eds before the Friday rush."
"I'm still sorting through the group but don't worry. I always take care of my co-ds and I always take care of my best 'care-taker'. Why don't you spend the day browsing the field and I'll set up your remaining encounters accordingly."
"Sounds like a good plan. I'll check-in tonight after the rehearsal for the dinner show."
Ned exited the hotel and looked around in the early morning glow. The hotel was bracketed by a dozen storefront shops; a secluded replica of an urban street. A high wall surrounded the training facility, creating a private setting for the TWA co-eds and tutors to act out fantasy scenarios of everyday life.
Tuesdays were always slow. Half of the cohort of co-eds had rotated yesterday morning, bringing a new dozen trainees to the facility for the two-week seminars. The newbies spent Mondays orienting to neighborhood roles, rules and protocols; it was a mini-conference conducted by Ms. Alice and proctored by the dozen co-eds remaining from their first week. Without any focused socializing with the newest seminar attendees, Ned just let Ms. Alice pick a sweet little student to entertain his cock on that first night.
The rest of the week was filled with chance encounters between the co-eds and the resident coach tutors. It was a skeleton staff of two men this week, a heavy load for the pair. Relief would arrive on Friday when a contingent of TWA pledge contributors showed up to round out the co-eds instruction in satiating elite alpha males. In order to encourage a vivacious mood, the number of visiting guest coach tutors was limited to half the resident co-eds.
The week of practice culminated in dinner shows and seduction competitions. The co-eds strived to get selected by a guest coach tutor for overnight assessments of their poise development. Sunday nights found the departing second-week coeds hosting a traditional romantic dinner for their choice of visiting pledge contributor. The guest male could decline but rarely did. The infatuated female had chosen him as her fuck-mate; it was usually the best night of his weekend.
Monday mornings brought sweet-sorrow partings as limousines took the exhausted pledge contributors back to their business responsibilities and the newly erudite co-eds back to their senior year of academic and poise studies at a TWA main campus.
But for now, with a full contingent of co-eds eager to absorb his masculine insight, Ned commenced his essential duties by strolling down the sidewalk to the neighborhood coffee shop for his morning cup of java.
Cum for Coffee
Ned was not the only early bird. The other resident coach tutor was already inside, initiating his own start to the work day. Ned stopped just inside the entrance as he recognized Karl, his partner coach tutor.
Karl stood before a small café table where three newly arrived co-eds were seated. They were dressed in flirty schoolgirl duds: plaid mini-skirts, white blouses and thin cardigan sweaters. His extended finger counted down the eenie-meenie-minie-moe game, finally settling on the blonde.
He grasped her hand and hauled her around the table. She stood beneath his towering gaze as he examined her uniformed figure. Her bare legs were elevated on reasonable heels. The short gray plaid skirt stopped high on her thigh. The light sweater molded the conical contours of her nubile mounds. Her fresh face, with its nervous grin, peered up through the gaps in her wavy blonde locks draping to her shoulders and beyond. She was the perfect caricature of the naughty schoolgirl offering her teacher some prime pussy in exchange for a better grade.
Her friends set her gourmet coffee safely at the table's center. They shuffled their own chairs to a better view and sipped at their lattes as the tutoring lesson unfolded.
Karl spun his blonde to face away and folded her body over an adjacent table. His hand held her head down, pressing her ear hard into the table top. He tapped her inner ankles, his direction to widen her stance. She complied with a hint of hesitation. He flipped up her pleated skirt to discover plain cotton panties. A bit miffed by her lack of forethought for an off-chance encounter, he used both hands to shred and toss aside the offending undergarment.
Repositioning his hand to her neck, he pressed her chest to the table. His other hand opened his zipper and extracted his tumescent rod. Placing himself for alignment, he stood tall for his first thrust. His gaze unconsciously skimmed the café interior and he saw Ned studying his preparations. Deferring his plunge, Karl flashed a bright smile of recognition for his old colleague.
"Hey, Ned! How's it going?"
"About the same as you, Karl. I've got that same morning woody to deal with."
Karl nodded knowingly, bobbing his head towards the other co-eds.
"Well, there's two more to choose from."
Ned glanced at the inviting pair but needed a caffeine fix before starting his day job.
"Thanks, Karl. I'll consider that while I get my coffee."
Karl shrugged and returned his attention to the cute ass and pussy before him. He reared back and drove hard into her tantalizing moist cunt. Both he and his fuck-mate grunted aloud at the sensation of his first inch of penetration. It took Karl only two more strokes before his long dick was well seated. He grasped her hips and reamed his first cunt of the day with long bumping strokes.
The tottering co-ed propped her chin on the round café table top as she gripped the edges for stability. She gazed out the storefront windows. The mock-up street was empty in this secluded training facility but she imagined prospective curious passers-by spying them inside and pausing to gape. The pedestrian women would be shocked and scowl at the disgraceful scene. The men would be jealous of the alpha male taking his uninhibited indulgence. These buoyant thoughts of her dynamic future lifestyle, free of stifling social mores, warmed her soul. Her body lurched on the rocking tabletop.
Ned watched Karl settle into a steady stroke inside the young schoolgirl. The table jostled beneath the sex mates. The nearby audience was immersed in absorbing the nuances of their first neighborhood practical lesson.
Moving to the coffee bar, Ned found the mesmerized barista also entranced by the scene. She was so absorbed that she failed to notice her beverage customer on the opposite side of the service counter.
Ned took a moment to admire her exotic service uniform. The mini skirt barely covered her ass cheeks. The top was an off shoulder cropped tee shirt, worn with one round boob exposed and the other nipple blushing through the stretched white cotton. 'Nice fashion statement' he mused as his prick pulsed an endorsement to the accolade.
"Double espresso, please."
The barista flinched at his voice, breaking her trance to acknowledge his presence.
"Yes, sir. Coming right up."
Her name tag said 'Hilda'. She was also a blonde, but taller and sturdier than the one Karl was doggy drilling.
Ned watched the barista fiddle with the cups and coffee machine. While the brewer hissed and sizzled out his drink, he looked her over a bit more. Ned liked what he saw.
Hilda was tall and well built, moderate hips within the short skirt; her taut tummy was exposed below the seductive top. Her arms and legs were trim and muscular. Her platinum blonde bob formed a gilded frame, bracketing her fresh face with its minimal makeup. She was an archetypical blonde Amazon.
Hilda moved about gracefully on mid-height heels, her toned ass rocking seductively under the abbreviated skirt. Her bare pink pussy winked out when her bending movements lifted the hem.
When she turned to hand him his expresso, Ned pointed towards the open space beyond the end of the service bar. Hilda carried the demitasse there. Ned took the cup and saucer from her, placing it on a café table. He stepped closer to the blonde and she mirrored his advance by back-stepping until her shoulders and ass touched the wall, halting her retreat. Ned pressed the remaining short distance until his groin trapped her body. He filled his hands with her luscious chest orbs: one bare boob and the other coyly covered. Taking her mouth in a soulful kiss, he kneaded her boobs as his tongue swept her teeth and gums. Pausing, he kept his face close, noses almost touching, maintaining an intimate eye contact. Squeezing both handfuls in a hard clutch, he commended her physique.
"Nice tits" he whispered huskily.
The blonde responded to his compliment with a furtive groin press.
"Thank you, sir. They're real, of course."
Ned squeezed her plush tits again, testing her claim.
"Yes, they are" he agreed. "Is this your second week?"
"Yes, sir. It's been challenging at times but very educational."
"Good. I'm glad you found the first week useful and expansive."
Ned wearied of the small talk. He bumped her groin and intoned his simple demand.
"Place me."
Her sexual manners were more refined than Karl's younger intern. Hilda was a cooperative facilitator rather than a docile receptacle. She smoothly wormed her hands into the confined belt space. Ned bent his hips back so she could unfasten his pants. She worked them carefully over his solid erection, then coaxed his cock knob against her panty-free vulva. Ned felt his cock-tip stick to her moist pussy lips but he desired wider access. He lifted her right thigh, opening her hips wider. Hilda rested her leveled calf above his bare ass; her left hand clutching her high heel's ankle post. Her femininity was completely open, ready for his penetration.
The stance was awkward; she had her left leg locked and braced on the floor. Her ass and shoulders were pressed against the wall. Hilda would be completely dependent on Ned's equilibrium during their impending intercourse. Trusting Ned's dexterity, her right arm hugged his neck. She was ready to be fucked in the familiar position that this morning's training situation demanded. It was a pose she had learned through spontaneous 'quickie' training conducted by random passing resident and guest coach tutors in the hallways of the TWA campuses.
Entwined in her limbs, Ned inched his thick hardness into her wet channel with purposeful pushes. He needed to go slow and steady so as not to tumble their conjoined bodies to the floor. Hilda appreciated his unrushed pace. She facilitated their balance by anticipating the steady tempo of his thrusts. He was finally full in; his cock was a good size that filled her snuggly. The tightness was a shared pleasure. She let Ned control their stance and succumbed to his will. Her primary focus became cuddling his cock with cunt ripples.
Insertion accomplished, Ned felt Hilda's body relax in his embrace at the same time her cunt came alive on his embedded prick. 'God... this girl is a natural at stand-up fucking' he thought.
Hilda looked dreamily over Ned's shoulder as she concentrated her efforts on exhilarating her current man. Ned's thrusts inside her were mostly smooth and pleasant. He paused irregularly to ram a sudden hard stroke, almost lifting her bracing heel off the floor, pressing her aloft. She couldn't suppress her gasp of surprise. Then he resumed his smooth rhythm.
She spied Karl drilling his intern. 'That black man can hold a hard-on forever,' she thought, remembering her recent all-night marathon with him on Saturday. She had performed her signature girl-next-door routine for the dinner theater striptease contest. The entire audience of visiting weekend pledge contributors had judged her the winner. Karl had claimed seniority and presented her the prize-winning award back in his suite. His gift was countless orgasms as he fucked her luscious body in every way imaginable. It had taken her these intervening two days to recover from the intense and sustained pounding of her tonsils and cervix.
Her dreamy reverie was interrupted when Ned bustled his breathing deeper, hugged her body tighter and, with an animated cry of rapture, pulsed his essence deep inside her womb.
Ned's outcry caught Karl's attention; he glanced over to see the tall enraptured blonde eyeing him as he fucked his daybreak pussy. They locked eyes briefly, a fearless glare of shared reminiscence that ignited both of their imminent orgasms. Ned's spasms were winding down as he felt and heard Hilda's pleasure explode. She vibrated in his arms. He perceived another roar from across the room as Karl sprayed his spunk on the ass cheeks of his exhausted schoolgirl. Murmurs and sighs echoed slowly to silence within the small coffee shop.
Ned's softness fell out of Hilda's pussy. He pecked her lips as she unwound her cramped leg and tried to hold herself upright after the cumbersome posture. Uncoupled, she kept a hand to the wall as she shuffled weakly back to her barista station. A quick daubing of her puffy cunt lips wiped away Ned's seeping spunk. She rested at her post, leaning against the counter as she recovered, preparing herself to brew drinks or perform other proffered services for any customers that might wander in.
Ned plopped into the convenient café chair. His forgotten espresso and the morning paper were there, waiting at hand. Seeing the two unattended interns looking excited and lonesome following the morning's sexual overture, he waved the brunette over. Beckoning her close to his lips, he wearily whispered his order and she nodded her assent. Smoothing her long hair behind an ear, she kneeled down and dutifully suckled clean his exposed sticky cock.
While his newest acquaintance attended to his cleanliness, Ned read the newspaper and sipped his morning caffeine fix. Perusing the mundane dramas pestering the human race, Ned dismissed the overhyped tabloid headlines. He had other matters to focus on. He would spend his busy work day fine tuning the sensual talents and abilities of future Total Woman Academy graduates. These young women were destined to make the troubled world a better place, most especially the rarified world of TWA pledge contributor alpha males.
A Busy Morning of Small Boutiques
The Suck and Cut
The brunette co-ed remained devoted to Ned's comfort throughout his refraction. After draining his expresso and folding away the newspaper, he bade his little fellatrix to stand. She helped him pull his pants up and safely tucked his cleaned contented cock in place. He dismissed her with a soft kiss and a pat on the cheek. She joined her schoolmates at the café table where they compared notes and made plans for more activities following their first morning's adventure. They assured the third untouched chum that her time would come soon.
Now, after his customary morning wake-up routine, Ned ran his fingers through his top crop and figured he could use a moisturizing shampoo, maybe even a trim.
The sun was fresh on his face as he strolled the sidewalk the short distance to the mock-up hair boutique. The hanging doorbell tingled as he pushed the door open and stepped inside. From the back of the beauty parlor, a familiar looking young woman hustled forward to be of service to her first customer of the day. Ned has seen her around in the prior week but had not found any opportunity to have a tutoring session with her.
Her wavy blonde hair was bunched up and captured in a mass of curls on top. Big hoop earrings dangled next to high-boned cheeks. Her makeup was pink toned. The blondeness may have been dyed; her eyes and eyebrows were a darker brown. Her lips were cherry red. On her salon scrubs, her name tag said 'Sally'.
"Good morning, sir. How may we assist you today?"
"A shampoo and trim, Sally, if you please."
"Yes, sir. Will you want a quick cut or a full-service appointment?"
Ned smiled broadly. "I always get the full-service."
Sally gave her own broad grin. "Excellent choice, sir. Right this way."
Sally indicated a layback salon chair which Ned settled into. Sally draped him with the nylon black shroud and took up her assigned dual role: stylist and sensualist. Ned watched in the wall mirror as she slid off her loose blouse and exposed her youthful tits. They were perfect, shaped like large mangoes with rosy conical tips.
Sally, the topless beautician, used a comb to fluff out Ned's hair. The usual morning chitchat was brief. Ned's answers were short and mumbled. Sensing his need for an enlivened scene, she spoke loudly when she summoned another young lady, her first-week co-ed assistant.
The styling intern hurried from the backroom. She moved quickly to Ned's side, her loose salon scrubs failing to mask the buxom jiggles of her curvaceous body underneath. Ned felt giddy at the show and couldn't help himself; he plumped her cotton-shrouded boob. The girl arched her back ever so slightly, facilitating his clutching grip on her big soft mammary. He squeezed tight at the invitation. She purred her delight.
The observant head stylist spoke to both as one.
"As you can see, my trainee Doreen is eager and willing to assist us. This gentleman has booked a full-service appointment. Please take your station."
"Yes, ma'am."
Doreen pushed one last time into his boob grasp and then reluctantly pulled away, squatting down in front of her customer. Ned was intrigued by the down blouse view of her ample young breasts. They wobbled charmingly as she struggled a bit to push his footrests wider, opening his legs. She shuffled forward into the newly available space and ducked her head under the barber shroud. Ned felt her nimble fingers open his pants and her breath felt warm on his extracted cock. Her lips pursed the knob and she suctioned him within her moist oral orifice. A tongue flick centered his tube of meat in her mouth.



Ned watched the cape covering her head rise up and down over his crotch in time with the moist lips leisurely stroking the entire length of his dick. His face drew a frown. He liked the erotic feeling but missed the exotic view. Doreen's rosy lips had looked plump, like her tits, and he wanted a view of them sliding along his shaft. A little open mouth tongue action would be nice as well.
Sally had learned in her TWA poise classes about a man's penchants for visuals during oral sex. Ned's frown was her cue. She slid the cover upwards until her assistant's fresh face with its framing brown curly locks was on full display. Doreen glanced up to see if Ned was watching. She happily saw his frown fade. Her mouth was packed full of Ned's fat cock but her smile was still evident as her plush lips cycled up and down along his erection. Doreen loved to suck cock, especially with the obvious approval of a coach tutor. She found it to be her role and an honor to serve an alpha male. Ned watched entranced as she worked her magic.
Sally ended his graphic revelry when she tilted him back to rest his neck on the lip of the shampoo sink. Ned lost his visual stimuli; he closed his eyes against the bright ceiling lights. But his brain floated in the continued sensations of Doreen's lips and tongue on his cock.
Sally leaned across to retrieve the hair washing balms. Her nipple grazed his chin; he blindly captured the point and sucked. Sally lingered to let him play. Raising back to continue her task, she took away his fleshy pacifier. He opened his eyes. Allowing him a visual moment to admire again her youthful boobs, she bade him close his eyes again as she doused his hair with warm water. The water splattered on her tits and his face. She rubbed her dampened boobs playfully against his face as she worked in the shampoo.
With hands full of suds, Sally moved from hair washing to erotic scalp massage, a skill taught in the TWA beauty curriculum by visiting Alumni Teachers. Her fingers caressed specific nerve clusters that reflected sensations to Ned's penile nerves, sparking added tingles to his near bursting prick. She lingered at the task to his protracted pleasure. Doreen felt his stiff prick lurch in her mouth whenever Sally hit the right spots on Ned's head.
Rinsing away the suds, Sally finger brushed his hair, another scheme to prolong his scalp rubdown. Ned relaxed in the care of the two expert women, each plying their special sensual talents.
Doreen knew a few other tricks to light up his prick. As she paused in full deep throat, Ned felt her fingernail scrape a slow line from his perineum to the middle of his scrotum. A skittle sensation traveled the length of his penile nerve, from base to tip. Doreen felt his stiff prick lurch in her mouth again; his involuntary accolade for her tactile expertise. She swallowed and her tonsils massaged the corona of his knob, causing another lurch.
And that ended Ned's self-control. He gripped the chair arms and his spine snapped to a rigid pose. Sally's arms circled his head as she hugged her moist tits to his face, muffling the howl that she captured in her squashed cleavage.
Doreen plunged down as Ned's spew shot forth, taking the first globs directly down her throat. She let his knob retreat to fill her mouth with the follow-on jets. Then she continued to tongue and suck his manhood until the discharges abated. She let his cock deflate inside her warm orifice, swallowing occasionally, careful to keep him comfortable as he wound down from his ecstatic peak.
Sally cooed sweet little praises and held his flushed face to her warm breasts during his sensual decent. Her fingertips caressed his ears and brushed the short bristly hairs on his neck.
"Calm breaths, sweet lover... full calm breaths... yes, like that... good boy..."
When Ned had settled and recovered, she rinsed his hair again and wrapped his wet noggin in a fluffy towel. She let him rest by himself, regenerating his consciousness.
Doreen busied herself tidying up the shop; Sally cleaned her workspace. A recovered Ned rose to leave. The young women thanked him for his patronage and hoped to see him again soon. Ned had similar hopes. But for now, he had other responsibilities to fulfill. He left the shop for the next venue.
The Glamour Shop
Ned slowed his stride as he passed the scantily clad mannequins displayed in the Fashion Boutique's front windows. His eye caught the glimmers and shadows of young ladies shopping inside, browsing the variety of goods offered. His curiosity was piqued; he would help the girls model the latest trendy fashions.
The store was a moderate size with a dozen or so pretty little patrons. The second-week veterans were helping the newbies with their favorite looks. The available wares were displayed hanging along the walls with several stocked tables and stations scattered across the floor space.
Ned's entrance drew the bustling activity to a stop as the co-eds politely placed their attention on the presence of the Coach Tutor.
Ned casually signaled them to carry on and they returned to their busy little errands. This venue doubled as the neighborhood fantasy costume cache. The students were free to borrow and return the clothes as necessary to accomplish their coach tutor encounters and house-mother assignments. Cash registers and private fitting rooms were an unnecessary waste of space. Ned milled around and observed the open air fashion tweaking.
His first stop was the lingerie section. A buxom little lady was trying on a lacy demi-cup bra, probably a comfortable size D. She admired her glamorous look, rotating her shoulders to and fro, pleased with the frame of lace and the peek-a-boo shadow of her nipples thru the semi-sheer cups.
Ned recognized the common miscalculation of a first-week seminar attendee. At the TWA regular campus, her encounters with males had been prearranged by the campus staff. Coach tutors and visiting pledge contributors were selected for her and she learned whatever aspect of the progressive sexual curricula they were assigned to provide her. But yesterday, during orientation, she especially heard the house-mother describe the second week Sunday night romantic dinner. It would be a novel experience to be the one choosing her mate and she was picking out clothes with that glitzy setting in mind.
She spied Ned watching her in the mirror and raised her eyebrow, inquiring his opinion. Ned shook his head 'No' at her first bra trial and moved to stand behind her.
"The glamor dinner is at the end of the seminar. During the intervening two weeks, you're expected to master advanced cock-worshiping skills. That means exploiting every unattended alpha male for sexual practicums. Daily is the minimum goal; more often is better. You'll have fierce competition, so make every moment count."
He impatiently unhooked the wide back strap and swept the ill-fitting cups off her tits. The full globes retained their youthful pear-like shape, capped with crinkled twin areolae. Their natural bearing certainly captivated Ned's interest and his cock signaled its desire to be her first sexual practicum of the seminar. But this was not the time to oblige his manhood's whims. He had a professional coaching task to carry out with her here and now.
Plucking a dainty sheer demi-bra from a pile on the nearby table, Ned held the smaller size C in front of her. She placed the cups and Ned fastened the straining back strap. His hands curled around her body to tug the stressed holding band up against the under-tuck of her boobs. His palms pressed the globes together; his fingers curled her fun-bags higher and the cleavage held its place when he released his temporary manual support. He adjusted the narrow cup hem lower to barely cover the shadow of her areolae, showing a flirty hint of rose. Ned smirked approvingly at the mounded up boobs. He patted the sides of the masses, generating muted fluidic jiggles.
"There you go...that's much better cock-bait, don't you think?"
She tilted her head as she considered his question, rotating her shoulders like before, modeling her boosted size and shape for Ned's and her examination and assessment.
"Yes, sir, thank you" her voice twinkled back. "I like it; I hope the men will, too."
"Oh, I'm sure they will" he assured her. 'If nothing else', Ned thought, 'I'll find you later in the week for some tit-play of my own.'
Ned squeezed her silk-framed gems in a final cuddle and pecked her offered cheek farewell. He left her with some final advice as he patted, then squeezed her ass cheek 'goodbye'.
"Be sure to visit all the options available here at the store. There's a lot of other tricks you can use to obtain your befitting masculine quota."
She nodded her eager agreement to learn as much as she could about proper cock worship fashion selections.
Moving on, Ned found two other co-eds trying on plaid skirts over skimpy camel-toe-tight thongs. They reminded him of his earlier coffee klatch trio. Ned watched them twist their hips to check how the panties flashed when the twirling skirts flicked higher. Their skimpy thongs were neon green and yellow. He observed aloud that traditional schoolgirl uniforms always included white panties. Mildly admonished, the girls stripped off the colorful undergarments and replaced them with bright satiny white ones. The fluttering skirts now flashed the customary virgin white. Satisfied with the lesson imparted, Ned moved to the next rack of clothes.
This area had subdued floor lighting with an ultraviolet black light adding its dance club glow effects. A short round figured co-ed was trying on club wear: skin tight black cocktail dresses adorned with interwoven metallic embroidery. She shimmied and pirouetted, intermingled with some twerks, watching the nightglow gilding articulate her unrestrained bouncing boobs and booty. Ned watched her flirty dance, lingering longer than necessary simply to judge the fit of the clothes. His libido warmed again as he imagined her spirited booty twerking his embedded prick. A bawdy plot formed in his mind.
He could arrange to be her bound and naked stage prop for a creative spectacle at this weekend's dinner theater. She would boogie a spritely strip dance for the audience and then culminate the skit by twerking a naked lap dance on his straining erection. The cheers of the audience would drown out his cry of delight when he boiled forth his sperm into her plump, warm snatch. Of course, a rehearsal would be mandatory before the actual weekend performance. He cleared away the daydream and wiped his sweaty brow before his twitching prick demanded that that rehearsal occured here and now. Ned broke away to the next station.
The next area also displayed party wear but for more fetish style festivities. Two co-eds were struggling to lace up each other's leather corsets. The one piece maillot styles confined their torsos from boobs to pussy. Ned lent a hand; he pulled the laces snugger, making their waists even narrower, thereby magnifying the softer chest and ass bulges.
Besides the captive merits, the units were also very functional. Ned tested their utility. By removing zippered panels, the ingenious design allowed a dominant male strategic access to tits and cunt. Admiring his handiwork, Ned bent them over side-by-side and test-spanked the easily proffered ass cheeks. Satisfied with the corsets' multi-functionality, he stepped to the next area.
No disco, party or fetish outfit would be complete without fetish shoes. Several co-eds sat around trying on styles and sizes. Most shoes had reasonable heel heights; a few co-eds were sampling gaudier hooker heels. Ned was not a fan of exaggerated platforms and dissuaded one girl from selecting those. He assumed the role of the shoe salesman and kneeled in front of a seated few patrons. They entertained him with playful exposures of up-skirt delights. Ned reciprocated with toe and ankle rubs while assisting with shoe strap clasps. He pointed out the convenient ankle locking straps. Feverish alpha males relished a sex-mate pre-equipped for bondage play.
Which brought Ned to the next area: jewelry. Along with the customary crystal baubles, silver hoops, gold rings and delicate chains, there were sturdier adornments. The collections displayed leather bracelets and collars with restraining rings. There were matching sets of nipple clamps and pussy rings; many were just serviceable devices while others were precious metal adorned with glittery gems.
One girl was fitting herself with wrist cuffs; another was picking out decorative nipple clamps, testing the vise-like grips for over-painful clutch versus resilient connection. She wanted to achieve a workable balance during energetic nipple play. Ned tugged progressively harder on the clamps' chains to test the hold; the girl winced at the sharp stings afflicting her stretched tits. Ned pulled and held; the devices worked even at a punishing tension. She spent a long time rubbing away the dull ache in her nipples after he released her and moved on.
The next area was full of chatty co-eds expounding on the various colors, tones, and scents at the cosmetics counter. The lively group sampled the cornucopia of lipsticks, eye shadows, body mascaras, and perfumes. Their excitement was infectious and Ned joined in the experiments.
He reminded them that TWA cosmetics and perfumes were based on renewable organic ingredients. The students concurred, having become adept at harvesting and blending the exotic elements.
Ned opined that dark eyes and crimson lips habitually garnered a visiting pledge contributor's notice. The elite alpha male would crave to discover her other intimate flairs if and when he availed himself of her femininity. Her dusky look was one of promise and she must not disappoint his mounting expectations. Ned proposed to demonstrate his personal dexterity for adorning a female's sensual zones with suitable cosmetics.
Ned needed a volunteer accomplice. He spied one shy girl holding back in the group; her friends noticed Ned's interest and pushed her forward. Ned guided the reluctant gal to a stool and sat on one opposite her. He simply plucked open her plain white blouse, discovering a pair of modest well-formed breasts with conical pointy nipples. She blushed but complied with his demand to slip off her panties. The crumpled undies were snatched away by her giddy classmates and quickly disappeared into the small crowd. Ned flipped up her pleated schoolgirl skirt and pressed her thighs apart, finding a shaved pussy with pouty pink inner flaps.
"Ah, yes" he gleefully declared, "here we have the perfect specimen for my demonstration."
Ned gathered his tools of the trade; the girl bit her lip, trying to mask her embarrassment.
Ned used stiff make-up brushes to dab and spread the organic mascaras thoroughly, meticulously coloring her entire areolae and labia with a thin veneer. He leaned inward to daub her pussy, smelling her emerging aroma. He tightly clutched each handful of tit to steady the nipple for its delicate burnishing. One coat was usually sufficient. But Ned was feeling frisky and mischievously repeated the routine several times, causing his reticent volunteer to squirm during his arousing brush strokes. He light-heartedly scolded her jumpiness during his sensual ornamentation. He let her simmer as he finished with a lipstick and eyeshadow touchup.
The repetitious procedure left the poor girl with a blushing face, stiff nipples, and engorged nether lips. Leaving his distressed volunteer in her hyper-aroused state, Ned bid his adieus. The other girls clustered around the painted maiden to admire Ned's lesson. Sensing her aroused state, the girls cooed sympathetic concerns for her distressed condition. Ned directed them not to worry about their troubled colleague; her emotional ordeal would dissipate eventually. It was all part of the invigorating neighborhood experience.
The small assembly enthused their thanks for his gracious assistance and astute insights. Exchanging devious looks, they added that they understood the nature of Ned's wishes regarding their classmate's woes. With suppressed giggles, they hustled their friend out of his sight.
The final station of Ned's tour was evening wear. Elegant gowns lined a wall mounted rack. There were assorted styles: narrow neck straps, off shoulder bodices, strapless high-waists with skirt lengths ranging from very mini to full floor. Ned surveyed the nude buxom co-ed browsing the line of dresses. She had picked out a sheer billowing gown with narrow panels barely concealing her unrestrained breasts. Her pink nipples glowed through the thin amber fabric. She posed sideways to Ned, seeking his opinion. The dress looked fabulous on the young lady, illuminating her hourglass figure. Considering her natural beauty, she would be a marvel wearing it at any formal function, especially one with a salacious theme. Ned presumed that she would be appearing at some bawdy private gatherings prior to graduation next year.
Ned wanted to judge the costume's effectiveness during those private functions. He stood behind her in front of a full-length mirror. When he released the thin neck clasp, the gown collapsed to puddle at her heels, dramatically exposing her perfect body. He encouraged her to experiment and she tried the theatrical drop several times until her surprise exhibition was flawless.
The TWA pledge contributors would be keen to host her at their private galas. Ned imagined how this vanishing gown ploy could announce her as the grand prize for the highest donation at the end of a TWA pledge contributor fundraiser. Or win her the student striptease competition during Father-Daughter Weekend at the end of her senior class year.
His mental revelry was interrupted by giggles and he found himself harried by the assembled co-eds towards a blank space on the wall. They surrounded him, their hands lightly pressing him in place against the wall. They blocked his escape, promising him a special show. An assertive co-ed by his side extracted his cock. She lubricated her palms with lotion and boldly stroked his shaft with a loving slow rhythm while her classmates formed up for an impromptu revue of Ned's erotic fashion workshop.
The girls posed in a column file before Ned, each taking a turn in front, showing him the results of his informal coach tutoring. The sexy skits moved through enticing push-up cleavage, flashing schoolgirl undies and a fulsome body gyrating inside a sparkly disco dress to the beat of dance music. Ned watched each presentation with growing curiosity. His stroked erection was becoming full and firm.
The ultimate scene was very special: his anguished cosmetic model was now decked out in the customized black leather corset, duly accompanied by matching heels, collar, and cuffs. The zippered panels had been removed and her exposed nipples and labia, like her bee-stung lips and dark eyes, sported the impeccable cosmetics he had so devilishly applied. She stood in a daze, indifferent to her fate, thinking only of her need for sexual relief. The evening-gowned co-ed, last in line behind her, took up the temporary role of mistress, seizing the fetish model's forearms and locking her cuffs behind her back.
The submissive girl's eyes were glazed with the unrequited lust that Ned had generated with the makeup brushes. Her blood boiled with sexual angst. Her momentary mistress pressed down on her shoulders and ordered the feverish co-ed to her knees.
"Down, bitch... look at what you've done! Did you make that big cock hard? What a tease! Present your wanton body and hope this ardent man decides that you are worthy enough to be used for his satisfaction."
The trussed girl complied, dropping to her knees, ass plopped on her shiny black heels. She arched her back to thrust her firm conical tits forward, offering her rouged nipples to the alpha male while shuffling her thighs wider, exposing her painted pussy lips. She stared longingly at Ned's grand erection being smoothly handled by his attending co-ed's slippery hands. She licked her parted crimson lips, an unconscious act that begged Ned to take his pleasure with her and, likewise, relieve her suffering. Ned was ready to accede to the fetish doll's silent plea for respite. He nodded to the gowned dominatrix to push her submissive forward and relinquish control to him.



Instead, with a flair for drama, the acting mistress grabbed a handful of the model's tresses and harshly forced her head back, pointing the succulent open lips skyward. She leaned over and drowned her classmate's mouth with a tongue-lashed kiss. Ned's eyes went wide at the lewd exchange; his teeming semen clamored for release.
The gowned mistress stood and toppled the fetish model on her side. The assembly watched the tormented wench wreathe on the floor, unable to trigger her own orgasm with her wrists cuffed behind her back. The sparkly dressed disco dancer took pity and squatted down, rubbing two vigorous fingers over her tormented classmate's inflamed cunt lips. A piercing wail of ecstasy filled the room. Ned's balls were ready to explode.
With impeccable timing, the gowned co-ed released her neck clasp. The dress fluttered to the floor; presenting her perfect stature and form. Ned's whole body slammed rigid at the sight. He clenched his eyes as the orgasmic spasms slammed into his groin. His brain continued to picture the iconic female body that was his last sentient vision. His first spunk jetted from the tip of his knob. He would have toppled on weak legs if he were not braced against the wall by the other pseudo-showgirls who rushed to help his hand-job maiden keep him stable. His follow-on spasms, intense and potent, emptied his balls of their manly treasure.
Eventually, Ned's brain cleared and he opened his eyes. The troupe of young ladies were still in attendance but had split into two groups. The near group steadied him upright and watched his recovery, assuring themselves of his post-ejaculatory well-being. They quietly rejoiced at his resuming signs of life.
The other group was clustered at the cosmetics counter admiring a small jar of milky fluid. The co-eds had captured Ned's discharge: his organic and sustainable essence. They were debating whether to use it as the base for a custom blended lip gloss or a musky perfume. In the end, they agreed to split the sample; there was enough for a batch of both concoctions.
After all, these TWA students had become adept at the harvesting and blending this renewable organic element essential for exclusive TWA perfumes and cosmetics.
A revived Ned weakly wished them well and toddled wearily from the fashion boutique.
The Lunch and Munch
All this activity had worked up Ned's appetite. He stopped next door at the Lunch and Munch Diner.
As the only customer, he could choose any table. He picked a larger one, big enough for four seats. The approaching waitress wore a name tag declaring her as 'Jacklyn'. He ordered a healthy half-and-half. Soon, Jacklyn delivered a sandwich and salad with water. Ned tore into the food, devouring it with gusto. He was near dehydration from all of the cum he had discharged since dawn. Jacklyn kept his water glass full with repeated visits.
Having gobbled his lunch with gusto, Ned leaned back from his empty plate. Jacklyn cleared his table and he watched her pert ass strut away. She returned to ask the inevitable customer service question.
"Have you saved room for dessert? We have a variety of treats to finish off a fine meal."
Ned looked her over again and decided he was very much in the mood for a tasty treat.
"Yes, I do want something... something special."
"I'll get a dessert menu!" said Jacklyn, turning to go. Ned wrapped an arm around her waist and pulled her to his lap.
"I don't need a menu. You're just the savory treat I want."
He flipped the small waitress on her back atop his table. She was startled but not surprised. Any scenario was possible and this one could have been foreseen. The other girls had giggled rumors of the resident and visiting guest coach tutors' penchant for munching pussy. Thus the tongue in cheek name for the luncheonette.
Ned centered her on the table. She wiggled her body to assure her safety and found the table plenty sturdy. Ned lifted her knees and folded them over his shoulders. He flipped her skirt up to find her pantiless; he liked her plan-ahead attitude. She was shaved but a central strip of fuzz pointed the way down from her belly towards her succulent treat.
Ned palmed her ass cheeks; they were firm and a nice size to use as hand-holds. He leaned and lifted, making his first contact a tender kiss on her outward covers. His tongue probed between and licked the unseen pinkness. He suckled and took his first taste of his favorite dessert.
He nuzzled her softness, twisting his head to gain deeper access to her honeyed moisture. His lips and cheeks were soon soaked with her feminine dew. He relished the tang, aroma, and sensation.
Jacklyn fidgeted her ass in his hands. Ned couldn't tell if she was trying to escape from or crowd tighter into his raspy tongue. Her little moans and cries could likewise be construed either way. He didn't care; this session was about his desires. She was here for his pleasure. He gripped her ass harder and buried his face in her cunt with redoubled vigor.
His tongue whipped along her slot. When he paused to suck hard on her pulpy flesh, he could feel her heartbeat coursing blood through the engorged tissues trapped between his lips. His nose rubbed and pressed her stiffened clitoris. She grew more animated; her ass gyrated in his hands and her heels beat against his back. But she would get no respite from his appetite. He never wavered from his control over her waning consciousness.
As if reading his thoughts, she confirmed his dominion over her sexual soul. With eyes wedged shut and mouth gaped open, she squeezed her thighs tight against his ears. Her head pressed back as her spine arched off the table.
Jacklyn screamed.
Ned heard and felt its volume and intensity. He waited for the shriek to wane into tearful blubbers and then set about driving Jacklyn through a long series of orgasmic cycles. Whenever he sensed her taut pose faltering, he sucked hard on her blood saturated flesh and nuzzled her clitoris again. She reacted with another bout of sobbing ecstasy, shuddering her taut body in his embrace.
Each iteration was slightly less intense until, uncounted times later, her stamina finally collapsed. Ned was unable to spawn any more tasty tidbits from his drained waitress. He was satisfied that he had taken all she had to give for now.
He rested Jacklyn's ass back onto the table. Her tearstained eyes were closed and her breathing irregular. He presumed she was merely exhausted from her stupendous ordeal. He stood by and watched as she recovered her sanity. In time, she took a deep cleansing breath and the tear-soaked eyelids slipped apart. Ned wiped his face on a spare napkin. They shared a long stare, both feeling content with the outcome of his visit. Ned leaned over her prone body, draped languidly on the table, and kissed her lips. The smooch gave her a taste of her lingering feminine residues.
Ned left the depleted Jacklyn lay there to swoon in her afterglow. Stepping outside, he hesitated on the sidewalk. Where would his day lead him next?
The Quickie Clinic
Although Ned was ejaculating volumes of briny fluids on a regular basis, he was also ingesting a rich diet of fine food. His primary aerobic exercise was vigorous sex. He recalled his doctor's instructions to have his hormone and electrolyte levels analyzed periodically. Today seemed as good as any for a medical checkup. He walked into the onsite health center.
The lab technician on duty this day was Candy. She was dressed in a pink and white striped clinic uniform. It was her favorite set of clothes. She wore them during the day and for a while, during the evening, onstage. She doubled as the clinic's candy striper by day, helping out around the neighborhood clinic. But during the bawdy weekend dinner shows, she entertained the delighted guest coach tutors as 'Candy Stripper'. An encore performance inevitably came later, overnight in a coach tutor's private suite.
But today, Candy ushered Ned to a typically equipped examination room. The padded table was sectioned for various folded positions, including chrome foot stirrups, folded in for now. She pointed to the side counter with its stack of open-backed paper gowns and asked Ned to don one. She nonchalantly stayed in the room, ready to assist as he stripped his shirt and shorts. Ned told her the gowns were a silly inconvenience; he sat on the padded table naked, ready for Candy to proceed with the procedures. She took his temperature, blood pressure and pulse and checked his eyes and ears with a stereoscope. She recorded the measurements on a clip-boarded medical chart.
Preliminaries completed, they moved on to the main event. Candy gathered prerequisite facts for the coming analysis. She took a clinical pose, setting the clipboard chart on the counter as she faced Ned.
"When was the last time you ejaculated?"
"Over an hour ago."
"Okay, then, let's proceed with sample collection."
Candy flicked her hair behind her back before pulling the waist tie on her candy striper smock, folding back the lapels and shrugging it off her shoulders. Her arched back lifted her bare moderate breasts to Ned's admiring gaze. He noted her dark puckered nipples. She inquired of Ned's level of libido.
"Do you need more time to balance your system?"
Ned took note of the appealing feminine mammary flesh newly exposed to his view. He felt a familiar stirring in his loins.
"Probably not" he replied.
Candy nodded, pulling the waistband string tie and dropping her scrub pants to the floor. She leaned forward and her tits jiggled as she stepped in turn to push them off her ankles. She checked the time and made a note on the chart.
"Okay, then. The arousal phase has commenced. May I proceed with the sample extraction?"
"Yes, please" Ned grinned.
Candy positioned the chrome stirrups up and out. She spread Ned's legs and settled his heels into the footrests. She buckled them tight. His cock was fully exposed.
Using the internal servo motors, she lowered the table.
"I can adjust you upright if you want to watch the extraction procedure or I can lay you back if you want to close your eyes and fantasize." She waited stoically for his response.
"I like to watch."
Acknowledging his preference, Candy cooperatively tilted the table up to a position where he had a clear view of his groin.
"I need your promise to keep your hands away while the extraction is being made. Or I can cuff your hands to the table sides if you need me to."
Ned glibly promised to control his hands and not interfere. She noticed his cock beginning to thicken and stir. Candy gave him a stern look and made him promise again, this time more solemnly.
She moved between his legs, dropped the end flap of the table and filled the space between his spread thighs with her magnificent torso. She leaned in, braced with a hand on the table either side of Ned's hips. She touched one nipple to his semi-erection, rubbing the soft nub on his spongy knob. She alternated sides several times until Ned's cock lay full and strong on his belly.
Satisfied with the preparations, Candy retrieved a cylindrical apparatus from the side cabinet. It was a short fat sleeve lined with a thick layer of soft rubber foam. The gadget had a clear glass chamber mounted on the end. She applied a dab of lubricating jelly at the entrance to the foam throat, smearing it around the circumference with a finger. Candy held Ned's erection upright and slipped his erection into the device. Fully inserted, his knob protruded to the corona into the glass enclosure. She held the man-machine assembly steady and flipped a switch. The slippery inside sleeve rotated and reciprocated on his pole. Internal cams clenched and released the moist channel surrounding his captured cock. Candy was careful to hold the machine in proper position. Occasionally, she let the vibrating foam edge squirm against his corona but his cock knob never slid down into the seething sheath.
Ned watched the machinations of the mechanism on his dick. The sight and feel of Candy's tit touches had been very stimulating. She had been careful to guard his manhood during the mechanical mounting. She seemed committed to his safety and he mentally recommitted to abide by his non-interference promise.
Ned pondered the stimulations. The sensations were better than a hand job but dissimilar from stroking within a warm female cunt. And certainly not as exciting or ego boosting as the sounds and smells of a cock mounted female writhing in his arms.
Maybe he should have chosen the prone position where he could comfortably fantasize during the procedure. It wasn't too late. Candy's nude body was a delightful sight but she was concentrating on handling the machinery and not necessarily on his pleasure. He compromised.
With a last eyeful of Candy's naked charms to start the scene, he closed his eyes and imagined a bout of love-making with the curvaceous candy striper.
In his mind, Candy was leaning over his prone body in a bed fitted out with black satin sheets. Her boobs were squashed against his thighs as she deep throated his cock. Her tongue worked magic on his shaft, peeking out to tip tickle his balls. Her tonsils stroked his corona with each deep trust. She seemed to know his limits as she broke off to ascend his body, dragging her soft tits with stiff nipples up his groin and torso to lay squashed again on his chest. Her breath and kiss were fruity and sweet. She wiggled her hips into position and took him inside her feminine recess, performing all the motions as he lay in lustful bliss. He was overwhelmed by her dedication to his pleasure, shushing and calming his desire to thrust and gyrate as she bade him lay still beneath her ministrations.
In reality, Ned was popping little spontaneous hip jogs. Candy recognized the autonomic body reflexes surrounding his mental fantasy. She assisted his dreams by using a palm to smooth along his inner thigh. She switched hands to provide balanced stimulation to his other leg. She even reached up and tweaked his nipples as the mechanical device massaged his dick.
Ned finally felt the cramping on his prostate and heard her yelp of joy as he poured forth his essence into her welcoming receptacle. He lay pulsing with pleasure until the wave passed and he opened his eyes.
Candy was grinning from ear to ear as she surveyed the milky sample coating the inside of the glass container. She let the foam lined cylinder wind down slowly until it was still. She unscrewed the graduated sample collector and placed it on the counter. She noted the amount of ejaculate on his chart.
"Wow! That's a lot of sperm" she exclaimed. "We'll get that analyzed for hormone levels but you certainly get a passing grade for volume."
She released Ned's heels but he didn't move to rise. She had seen this before and offered her assurances.
"You can rest here as long as you like. There's no hurry. Just leave when you're ready."
Candy gathered the sample and the chart and shrugged at her pile of discarded uniform and turned to Ned to offer one last parting enticement.
"I'm performing tonight at the dinner show. Maybe I'll see you there. Or maybe after the show if you like what you see." She winked and stepped through the slowly closing door. Ned last sight of her was the magnificent ass and nice sidewinder boobs as she held his sample aloft and peered through it towards the ceiling lights.
Just as the door closed, he heard her tone of admiration and awe.
"Wow! That's a lot of sperm."
The Hotel Amenities
Ned rested awhile before returning to the hotel and his top floor coaching suite. He walked through the connecting glass door between his penthouse suite and the adjacent rooftop pool deck in the afternoon sun. Although neatly stocked with plentiful towels and chaise lounges, it was deserted this afternoon. That was not always the case, especially on weekends, when the full contingent of visiting pledge contributors liked to laze in the sun and admire the exciting scenery.
On those days, the only scenery worth watching in this semi-urban setting was the pool party girls. Topless was always the proper dress of the day. Thongs and skimpy swimsuits were just accessories to add eye-catching color to the beautiful tanned bodies. The men would survey the smorgasbord of female chests, from skinny dimples to bulky fun-bags. Watching wasn't the only sensory input. The evaluations usually evolved into touch, taste, smell and the sounds of spanked bottoms accompanied by girlish yips and howls.
But today Ned had the venue to himself. He sprang naked off the pool edge and sliced into the clear aquamarine water. The unheated rooftop pool had a refreshing coolness, but only after Ned acclimated to the initial shock. He lined up and swam a dozen laps end to end. After the initial exercise, he lolled about in the water, floating and crawling lazy doggy-paddles in the warm sunshine.
Feeling refreshed, he paddled towards the side ladder. A petite co-ed pool attendant waited there, holding a fresh towel. She had held back, not disturbing Ned's exercise. He grabbed the ladder and hoisted himself naked onto the pool deck.
Ned recognized the little vixen who was serving duty as the towel-maid today. Her name was Maria.
He had watched her the previous weekend, cleverly working the male crowd to get her hands on a suitably sized cock. While chatting up a lounging guest coach tutor, she would covertly size up his package. The wrong ones, either too big or too small, were slyly passed off to another topless classmate that she summoned for an introduction. Leaving the other girl to handle the visiting pledge contributor's carnal largesse, Maria would move on to another unattended man, repeating the process until she finally found the one suitable to her liking. Then she poured on the charm and got her man.
Maria held Ned's towel high and open; he let her wrap it loosely around his waist, settling the casual overlap across his groin. 'Smart' he thought, 'she plans ahead for easy access.'
Ned scanned his attendant in her red bikini. She had dressed to please his eyes and his eyes were very pleased. Her curves packed the skimpy dry swimsuit. Her hair was also dry and the light wind flitted with some loose strands. She hadn't partaken of the pool during her wait for Ned's appearance.
Without needing permission, Ned plucked his fingers beneath the shoulder straps and slipped the top down. He was greeted by reddish puckered nipples. He reached behind and pulled the back tie, loosening the garment for his removal.
Maria affably stood through his exploration, letting him do as he pleased. She was inclined, even beyond her scholastic obligations, to satisfy his slightest whim. Her wishes might or might not be fulfilled this afternoon. Sometimes you couldn't choose your fate. But Ned's manhood, that she had seen hanging at ease in front of her, had looked about right for her personal preferences.
Ned hooked an arm under her knees and pulled her into a bedroom carry. She pursed her lips and moved her face towards his. She was ready and willing to be bedded in Ned's adjoining suite. He guffawed as he stepped once, turned and jumped into the pool, carrying Maria with him. They surfaced sputtering and giggling; Maria was catching her breath after the sudden cool shock. Ned's waist cover had been ripped off in the plunge and was floating free nearby.
She recovered from the shock and surprise. Ned let her climb up his front and hug his neck. Her legs surrounded his waist and her spandex covered pussy mashed against his flaccid cock. He allowed her the interrupted kiss; she playfully pecked his wet lips. Ned bobbed and twirled her in the chest deep water, the bouncing moving her camel-toe along the top of his shaft. Grabbing two handfuls of slender ass, he hoisted her higher and nipped at her chilled puckered nipples. She squealed and squirmed in his grasp. He lowered her for another kiss and she calmed in his embrace.



Ned waded to the shallow end steps and emerged to the deck with the lass firmly clamped to his front. He set her down and told her to prepare a chaise lounge. He laid down on the fluffy oversized towel that Maria had neatly draped over its length.
She stood at his side; he plucked loose her soaked thong and she dropped it easily down her legs. Ned's thumb pressed her rosy lower lips; they were plump and pliant, ready to please. He rested back, face up, eyes closed, and Maria knew what was expected.
She started with a few hand strokes, testing the shaft's softness, feeling it already becoming less soft. She thumbed the shiny purple knob, glossed with the dregs of pool water augmented by his oozing pre-coitus fluid. Her strokes moved to a fuller length as Ned grew to a fuller length. She, like him, was ready for more action.
She licked her thumb and finger, tasting the manly essence that she had wiped along his cock. Her mouth descended for more. The initial flat tongue action evolved to solid sucking. At deep-throat embedment, she paused and pushed her tongue out to tickle his scrotum. Ned lay still, his arms comfortably at his side, letting her showcase her stuff, admiring her talented dedication. She fulfilled her role when he jetted his cum into her suckling mouth. She stayed the course, swallowing his offerings, and orally cuddled his manhood during its return to softness.
Soon after, Maria was resting on her knees between his legs. Ned stirred and saw the cute fellatrix with her attractive soft boobs. The rooftop breeze fluffed her hair as she waited for his next desire. Ned felt the rooftop breeze; it was a bit cooler than he liked. He got up and led naked Maria through the sliding glass doors into his poolside penthouse suite.
They rested on his bed, small pillow talk, intermingled with fondles and caresses, sweetly killing time while Ned refracted his verve.
Ned appreciated Maria's needs for her own gratification. He gently rolled her out of bed, standing her facing the glass doors, spooning her as he stood behind. The light breeze ruffled the thin open curtains.
Ned hugged her close, one arm spanning her chest, its hand cupping her soft, full breast. The other arm crossed her hip, its digits sliding inside her vulva slit, fingering its moist inner pinkness. Maria wriggled her hands behind her, gently fondling Ned's cock and balls. She lay her head of dark curls on his shoulder; he nuzzled her cheek. They watched the setting sun glimmer its mesmerizing evening colors in the pool water wavelets. Their affection grew by degrees; the slow gentle foreplay truly enjoyable.
Slowly by slowly, Maria's warm cheek rubbed his with increased animation. Her hips twitched in small circles in time with his finger strokes on her pussy. Ned recognized the arousal signs in the female that he held in his arms. His cock responded in kind.
He lifted her into another bedroom carry and carried her back to the bed. She lay in missionary pose, open arms and legs, summoning him to climb aboard. Ned took the invitation and crawled atop of her. He wrapped his arms around her back and aligned his rod at her flowering nether lips.
One shove was enough and he was balls deep in her saturated snatch. She moaned at the stretch and pursed her lips to his neck. Ned's cock stroked long and smooth with an even tempo. Maria barely rocked and rolled her hips but he felt her inner willingness to add her share to the stimulating efforts. The tempo sped up.
The bedtime pillow play, the romantic sunset, the collaborative insertion, their expanding lust: all culminated in a mutual earth shattering orgasm. They barely breathed, trapped by a combination of body stiffening spasms and lung compressing power hugs. When their ecstatic reactions abated, they panted for air, still laying in each other's embrace. He rested his bulk atop her; his tumescent cock, although less inflated, still filled her warm femininity.
Ned was loathe to decouple but darkness had fallen and he needed to accommodate his pending evening schedule. He rolled aside and Maria used a wetted towel to cleanse her man's groin. Hoping for additional intimate tutoring, Maria sat up and waited for Ned to initiate another session. Ned understood her desire but shook his head 'No'. Disappointed at the cessation of the lesson, she gratefully kissed Ned's lolling cock knob an affectionate farewell.
Ned showered and Maria, still nude, toweled him down and helped him dress for his upcoming evening duties and responsibilities. Ready to go about his impending business, Ned pecked her lips goodbye and dismissed her with a congratulatory swat to her bare ass. She pranced to the door, pausing at the open threshold. Smiling over her shoulder, the little temptress blew the resident coach tutor emeritus a 'hope to see you later' kiss and wink.
Dinner Theatre
Ned settled in at one of only two tables before the stage. The other table was so far unattended. Karl usually enjoyed these performances and was rarely late. Ned smiled inside imaging the impulsive distractions that would be necessary to detain Karl from his favorite part of the daily routine. Weeknights were the opportunity for the co-eds to practice and perfect their weekend striptease presentations. It was an un-dress rehearsal of sorts.
On those spectacular weekend nights, the dozen guest pledge contributors would enjoy the shows and vie amongst themselves for the favors of the vixens who were trying their level best to seduce them. And the elite men in the audience were very keen on being seduced. Pledge amounts determined rank and rank determined the order of picks for the two dozen competing co-eds
On this weeknight, Ned had a junior co-ed dedicated to serving his multi-course meal. She is also dedicated to doing her finest to tantalize Ned but not from the stage. Simone, a petite brunette, was dressed in a banquet uniform: white tux blouse, bow tie, black skirt and low heels. She brought Ned's cocktail to his table. Ned acknowledged her presence and looked her over. She put a flirty sashay to her hips as she walked away.
Ned's attention turned to the stage, where his afternoon medical technician Candy, wearing her candy striper nursing uniform, strode onto the stage. She swayed to the music as she pulled off her top and bottoms, directing her best efforts to the one-man audience seated at the only occupied table, hoping to entice him into selecting her from amongst tonight's performers. She shimmied the tits that had caressed his cock in foreplay earlier today. She shook and strutted, hoping to inspire his sexual desire for her and pick her for his overnight companion. She longed to personally experience his awesome flood of semen, this time deep in her cunt or throat. Ned remembered his fantasy of her attractions and pondered the prospects of a chance to actually fuck her.
At the end of her act, she executed a deep nude bow, then gathered her discarded duds. Ned clapped politely, reserving his options as Candy left the stage. Simone delivered his soup. He noticed she had lost the bowtie and her top two blouse buttons are open.
The house lights dimmed as an elegantly dressed brunette strode to a standing microphone at center stage. Her seafoam green gown fluttered freely as she moved. It was nearly floor length, a long slit up one leg, the hem inches from the floor, exposing her tall white heels. A thin braided cord clinched her waist, holding up the full cut skirt. The backless style dress draped her front, held by a tie behind her neck. It resembled a loose apron, the narrow panel in danger of exposing her barely veiled areolae. Ned was captivated by the likelihood of expansive sidewinder boob views.
Ned recognized Doreen, his beauty salon fellatrix. Her hair was coiffed up, exposing her neck. Large gem baubles hung from her ears, matching the large crystal stone suspended on her necklace. Elbow-length white satin gloves completed the impression of an opera star prepared to sing her grand aria.
In the hair salon, she had worn dumpy scrubs but they failed to disguise the promise of her voluptuous body inside. Tonight, she wore this elegant outfit with no intention whatsoever of coy concealment. Her catwalk steps had rocked and rolled her full breasts and hips, producing seductive ripples in the billowy fabric. She wanted to attract attention, particularly the attention of tonight's elite alpha male.
A spotlight rose as the stage lights diminished. A light orchestral overture picked up in volume and pace. Doreen gripped the microphone stand and began to sing.
Her melodious vocals were stunningly beautiful. Ned was taken aback by the power and measure of her choral tones. He sagged relaxed in his chair as the music washed over him. Apparently, deep throat was not Doreen's only oral talent.
The choral recital was only a few minutes long but Doreen emphasized the composition with exaggerated arm movements. Her boobs swayed erratically but somehow her nipples remained hidden, although the portended sidewinders played to the audience. Ned never looked away, boyishly loathe to miss any nipple slips. The song was intensifying and Doreen was winding up for the crescendo.
At the climax of the aria, she grasped the neckties and extended her arms in a high stance. The front panel fell away and exposed her breasts. She stood in her glory, topless to the waist. Her arms swung down and pulled open the knot on the braided waist cords. Released from is hold, the skirt completed its slither to the floor. Doreen stood with hands on hips, red lips smiling a broad stage smile, displaying her complete nudity, save for heels, gloves, and jewelry. Her revealed body was full but not fat, her large tits and round ass forming the stereotypical hourglass proportions.
Ned attributed the dramatic quick strip shtick to his earlier guidance with the other young lady at the fashion boutique. Word traveled fast among the chatty co-eds.
Noreen took a deep waist bow, inviting her audience to admire her suspended boobs. A subtle shimmy as she paused in bowed pose confirmed the soft firmness of her mammary fun-bags. She righted herself, blew a pucker kiss and winked. Her nude exit stride produced the same body wobbles and jiggles that she had evoked during her coyly clothed entrance.
Ned was still entranced by the size and shape of her tits. A man could smother his face between them until forced to come up for air. Or slip his stiff cock through the cushy dell they would form. He could spend endless time kneading them, just for the joy of filling his hands with their warm softness.
Some of the weekend pledge contributors were big athletic men who favored the cherubic female body shape. Ms. Alice would already have identified several prospects from her list of the upcoming weekend match-up requests. Undoubtedly this coming Saturday night, enticed by her cavorting song, there would be a bidding war for her. Let the marketplace decide her suitor. She could expect the winner to manhandle and fuck her to their mutual exhaustion. Her exceptional cock sucking adroitness would be his unforeseen windfall for the substantial pledge contribution.
Simone broke his daydream as she returned with his salad. Her blouse was unbuttoned to her waist. She leaned in to set his food before him. The blouse puckered and peeped her bare skin inside; Ned placed a hand on her hip to stop her retreat. She dutifully stood beside him. He alternately fingered aside the lapels to get a loving sneak peek at her perky little nipples. He nodded approvingly and granted her a sly grin of appreciation. Her face held a faint smile as she departed, anticipating how pleased Ned should be when she delivered his next course.
Ned turned back to the stage performance where the three schoolgirls from the early morning coffee shop scene stood in a row. They took turns removing each other's blouses and skirts, undressing their friend piece by piece. It was always two attending to the third and in sequence such that each was about equally unclothed. The girl being progressively denuded stood directly in front of Ned so that he got the full effect of her increasing exposure. When the team strip tease was complete, they stood with hands behind, hips swaying, pussies beckoning and awaited Ned's dispensation. He considered their physiques and attractions, then motioned them to depart with a wave of his hand.
Simone arrived with his main course. She had shed her blouse and was now topless to the waist, acknowledging his interest in her chest. Ned delayed her retreat again. He took leave to fiddle with her erect nubs, flicking and rolling them to her palpable but reserved delight.
The stage lights dimmed as a redhead decked out in a full-length black cloak entered. Gliding in front of Ned, her fulsome body swayed to the heavy background tune as she performed a classic burlesque striptease. She doffed the cloak, exposing a velvet black gown. Zippers and straps opened and fell until she was posing in only her boob-shelving corset that held up her gartered black nylons. She sensuously tossed each cast-off glove and nylon towards Ned's table, hoping he would pick her as tonight's fuck-mate. When the music reached a crescendo and she ran out of clothes at the conclusion of her show, she braced in one last erotic pose. Ned clapped impassively as the curtains closed.
Ned heard the stage crew assembling the props behind the curtain for the final show. He looked at Karl's empty table; the previous act, with its classic dress and fetish lingerie, was Karl's favorite fantasy genre. Ned wondered what could have kept him away from his favored type of striptease scenario
Simone brought Ned's dessert. She had lost the black wool pencil skirt. Her silky cream toned panties molded her camel-toed cunt. Ned palmed her firm ass cheek, drawing her near in order to play-bite her tits, suckling at the nubile nipples and nubs. Her hand held the back of his head, seeking to extend the titillating oral play. He wound down his fun and spanked her bare ass cheek in dismissal.
The house lights dimmed and the curtains parted to reveal a kitchen set with a young co-ed standing at the counter fixing food. She wore a simple floral pattern dress, buttoned down the middle to the hem. Her wavy blonde hair was up, captured casually in a loose bun. Her lips were fire engine red. She was mid height but the dowdy housedress couldn't hide that she was curvy where it counted. Ned didn't recall her from last week and presumed she was new, a first-week arrival.
Ned curiosity was assuaged when the missing Karl entered from stage right and the young woman, looking startled, turned to face him. The housemother had instructed her to simply go along with the spontaneous routine being developed for her weekend striptease performance. Her knowledgeable second-week comrades had been vague about the details but urged her to simply embrace her mystery role. She now stood transfixed as Karl marched on her in his muscle tight black shirt and matching dress slacks.
This mystery role felt disquieting. She took a timorous step back, stopped by her back bumping against the kitchen counter. The deep toned black man stopped uncomfortably close to her, looking down as she craned her neck upward to meet his glare. Karl held her gaze as he calmly picked at the top fastener and processed down until the dress was unbuttoned to her navel. She had tried not to flinch during this initial act but she was dismayed by his uninhibited assumption of her acquiescence. The others had assured her that this rehearsal would help her built a show winning number. With those thoughts, she warily went along.
Karl lifted the lapels and slid them down her arms, revealing her perfect unfettered breasts with their wide dark nipples. The folded-over dress hung from her waist. He casually played with the pretty orbs, thumbing the rosy areolae, pinching lightly on the nubs, gaining their stiffness. A shudder trembled down her spine but she stayed in place.
Grasping her shoulders, he half spun her to face stage front, her loose boobs swinging and bumping against themselves. She suppressed a frown even before the masses settled. Standing behind her, Karl's raised his hands and cupped the masses for more explorations. He hefted, bounced and squeezed her pliant chest flesh. At first, her eyes widened in apprehension, or was it fear? She calmed a bit and her eyes partially closed as she acceded to this customary fondle.
Her past male trainers had adored handling her splendid tits; her funbags were accustomed to being plumped, squeezed and pinched. Most times were pleasant, though from time to time, the breast training was rather harsh. She didn't know Karl's intentions here and now and was on guard for a sudden slide into rough play.
But Karl was not in the mood for it at the moment. Temporarily leaving his task at hand, he swept the remaining dress over her hips and down to her ankles. He looked perturbed at her silky panties and gripped the waistband in his fist. A violent yank tore them backward off her hips, pulling hard on her vulva lips. Her body tottered but she steadied herself quickly, her feminine orbs shaking anew as her body reacted. That was a bit harsh for a practice enactment but she held to her evolving consigned part in the performance.
Karl retrieved a canvas duffle and removed a handful of fetish items, placing them on the counter. She looked at the growing pile of restraints with renewed trepidation.
First, Karl circled her neck with the black leather collar, easily buckling it in place. Her hand stole furtively to touch and test the tightness of the bondage piece.
Next, he selected the tall heels from the pile on the counter and tossed them on the floor in front of her. He gruffly voiced his first words of the evening.
"Buckle 'em on, girl."
She slipped off her house slippers and, stooping, replaced them with the fetish heels. After clasping the fasteners tightly, she slowly rose and was now taller than before but still dominated by Karl's greater height.
He was waiting for her, holding the final restraints. He cuffed each wrist and then brusquely turned her body around, hooking her wrists together behind her. Her panic flashed briefly across her face as she tugged on them. She found herself physically controlled; she was vulnerable to whatever the intimidating Karl decided to do next. Her worried gaze glanced left and right, looking for a pathway to escape off the stage. Karl grasped the ring hanging from the collar at her throat. He pulled it up, turning her to face him and stretching her to full height as he shook his head and mouthed a sharp 'No!'
Still holding her by the collar, Karl yanked her to pose sideways to the potential future audience. Her tits in profile rounded out from her chest, a fine balance to the curve of her first-class ass. He cupped her chin, sliding his thumb over her plush lips, a smug smile of satisfaction for the existing lipstick's exotic red color. She was breathing heavily now and never fully closed her lips, letting a bit of white teeth show, an unwitting offer for Karl to probe her facial orifice.
She stood still, as demanded, while Karl opened a cosmetics case and demonstrated his hidden skills as a fetish makeup artist. He applied darker rouge to her nipples, converting them from medium rose to deep burgundy. She fidgeted as the brush strokes aroused her anxiety stiffened nipples even more. He took time and care with her eyes, giving them a dark smoky, almost Gothic, bedroom allure. He was delicate and careful when elongating her eyelashes. He patted her hairdo, gathered at her scalp. It was appropriate as is; it exposed her worried face and collared neck.
Karl steered her to stand full frontal again, a bit forward on the stage, letting the intended audience get a closer view. Ned dutifully surveyed Karl's handiwork with appreciation. The buxom blonde no longer appeared as the lovely housewife next door; she was now the decadent sex slave. It was the fantasy every man thought about whenever he overlooked his neighbor's backyard, spying the neighbor's wife or daughters coyly sunbathing near their pool.



Ned lifted his glass in salute to Karl's artistic mastery. Karl held a black velvet blindfold behind the unseeing model, seeking Ned's advice on employing it. Ned shook his head 'No'. He wanted to see her reaction as the next steps unfolded. Karl nodded agreement and tossed the unneeded fabric aside.
The captive housewife twisted her hips and neck, seeking a route off the stage, her final chance to escape this situation that was far beyond her initial impression of a striptease routine. Karl noted her body language and took control. He spanked her ass once and wagged a cautionary finger in her face, a nonverbal but effective way of ordering her to stay put. She froze again at his edict.
Turning her to face him again, Karl unbuckled his belt and dropped his pants. The trussed young woman beheld his thick but unstiffened cock and her blue eyes expressed a new fear. She knew when she was assigned to this scenario that post-performance sex might be a possibility. But she had not anticipated a prick larger than any presented so far by TWA Coach Tutors at school. She struggled to hold her outward anxiety in check but, inside, she was worried about accommodating this abnormally large male organ. However, the trustworthy TWA faculty had never given her a challenge she couldn't learn to meet. She steeled her courage with that knowledge and experience.
Karl drew her tense body against his and, gripping her ass cheeks, lifted her off her feet. She leaned against him as he leaned back, her cuffed arms useless for support. He carried her to the kitchen counter, swept the utensils to the floor and laid her back gently, laying her calves on his shoulders. Her trapped hands gripped the counter edge, elevating and rolling her hips up, propping her ass higher. Karl handled his own manhood and rested his growing tube muscle atop her open groin.
Karl decided to ease her angst. He leaned over her gently, tenderly licking her nipples and kissing her lips, giving her anxious mind a brief respite to relax and prepare for her looming fate. He felt her body tension slacken under his dexterous foreplay.
His own ardor rose in kind. His tightened scrotum pressed her moist pussy lips, his fat cock elongated further, the swollen knob almost touching her belly button. He was ready.
Karl braced tall and back, dragging his bulbous cock knob downward until it dipped to align with her dewy cunt lips. A mild hip thrust launched the penetration; she softly sniveled as she felt the stretch in her feminine opening. A few more jogs slid his remaining length home. The plain housewife, now transformed into a fantasy sex slave, emitted repeated groans as her womb received the bulging intruder. Karl bottomed out, paused for effect and then gave a few short shunts deep inside her.
She endeavored to control her breathing, trying to ease the discomfort. Karl saw her blue eyes become watery from the distending of her core. But he was fully aroused and impassive to her distress as he heeded nature's call and his training obligations. She must learn to gratify elite male sex-mates in whatever manner they desired or required.
Karl hugged her thighs tight to his chest as he probed deeper into the blonde's warm wetness. His groin bumped her ass and her tits jostled with the rhythm, an added visual stimulus for Karl's exhilaration.
Captured in his grasp, restrained and penetrated, she accepted this situation that was way beyond her initial expectations. The fear of pain was passed. She eased her troubled mind. Her breathing deepened and her cunt clenched spasms on his cock whenever he paused to fix his stance for deeper probes or to adjust his grip on her captive body. She accepted her fate and let her mind settle into the not unpleasant here and now role-playing sensuality.
Karl stroked harder and faster, shuttling his wet cock with increased vigor. Suddenly, she stiffened and wailed out her orgasm. Karl slipped over the edge and called out his own ecstasy, pumping his load of semen deep into her cavity. As his breathing panted down, he slipped her legs lower and draped her thighs wide around his hips. The adjusted position allowed him to collapse onto her upper torso.
Karl rested his body atop her after his stupendous performance. The fresh-fucked sex slave lay captured, crushed beneath him, her tits trapped under his body, her hands still trapped under her ass, her ass trapped under his hips. He faintly heard enthusiastic clapping as Ned applauded the fuck-mates' rousing performance.
Rising purposefully, the reinvigorated Karl snapped a leash to the blonde's collar. He hauled her to her feet, allowing her a moment to gain balance. His goo dribbled out of her, slithering wet streaks on her thighs. With her hands captured behind, she was unable to do anything about it.
When he presumed she was composed enough, he wound the leash in his fist, hauling her in. He planted a deep kiss on her lips. Loosening his grip, he turned and walked offstage, leading his quick-stepping overnight choice of bedmate back to his suite. As she had suspected from her earliest instructions, the housewife turned sex slave's nocturnal challenge had only begun. The small stage's curtains closed on the final act.
Ned was ready to partake of his own forthcoming scholastic encounter. His lithe little waitress had returned just as the curtains closed, butt naked save for her heels, carrying his after-dessert aperitif. Standing, he seized the delicate glass, knocked back the liquor in one gulp and set the empty stemware on the table. He gazed upon his dinner attendant and his mind wandered back to Karl's over-the-table drilling of the café schoolgirl this morning. He was sorely tempted, but the rules forbade the coach tutors fucking the underclass attendants in the neighborhood setting.
Primal urges thwarted, he instead grasped one handful of her slim ass and another handful of tresses behind her neck. Hauling her into a tight hug, he captured her mouth in a full kiss, spilling drops of the cherry snaps between her lips. She was astonished by the sudden move but took it in stride, letting Ned control the action.
Snapping out of her initial surprise, she wondered if the rumored illicit trysts between coach tutors and junior classmates might be more than a rumor. Unsure, she melted into his embrace and responded with zeal. She was tingling with sensual energy of her own after her progressive foreplay.
Ned noted her enthusiasm as she pressed her tits and hips tighter to his body. Her lips wiped against his. Catching himself before he laid her over a table and committed an institutional faux pau, he released her and stepped back, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. He held out his executed scorecard.
"Take this to Ms. Alice. Those are my daily reports and tonight's choice. I added a special note of praise for you. You provided me with exemplary service this evening, Simone. Keep getting good grades and you might be in my neighborhood training seminar next year."
Simone beamed at Ned's complements and his exuberant appreciation of her creative seduction. She was even more enthused when he leaned in and growled saucily in her ear: "And maybe next year, I'll get to discover how well you fuck!"
Simone giggled, thanked him for his flattering words and sauntered off to deliver his instructions to the powers that be. At the edge of the room, she coyly peeked over her shoulder to see Ned's smile as he watched her retreating ass. She ran through the hallways to deliver his card to her assignment coordinator who thereupon dismissed her to her dorm room for the night.
'Yes', Simone hoped, 'next year!' But next year wouldn't cool the heat coursing her veins at this very moment. Her face was flush and her enflamed pussy pulsed its immediate needs. Her tight little cunt had been so close to being plowed by an alpha male cock and she begrudged the missed opportunity. On training days like this at the TWA regular campus, Simone could hope that a resident or visiting coach tutor would claim her for at least a quickly service lesson. But not tonight; Ned and Karl were the only males at the facility and they were off-limits to her.
Simone despairingly ambled towards her dorm room. Then her mood brightened slightly as she thought of her resident floor neighbor Doreen. She hadn't known Doreen before this week; each was enrolled at a different TWA facility. But their first meeting had generated an unusual spark and they had talked and giggled into the night, furtively sharing their fantasies, some that were bisexual.
Simone imagined her lithe frame cuddled warmly against Doreen's bounteous curves. The pair would use vibrating toys, fingers and lips to caress their lesbian playmate's erogenous femininity. The darkened room promised opportunities for endless sensuality and orgasms. Simone's hungry pussy was now propelling her forward. She skipped and jaunted along the hallway, eager to get in her room and entice her new friend into an illicit nighttime fling.
Midnight Room Service
After leaving the dinner theater, Ned hung around his penthouse suite, waiting for his night-time selection to join him. The knock on the door was tentative and uncertain. He opened to find her dressed and presented just as he had asked.
It was one of the stage show's stripper schoolgirls. But she was not dressed as a schoolgirl; she was dressed as a banquet waitress. She was wearing a replica of his dinner waitress's uniform: tuxedo blouse, black skirt, and heels. Her hair, makeup, and jewelry were a clone of lovely Simone.
He invited his choice of available mates into the room. She stood at ease in the middle of the main room. Ned bade her rotate 360 for his first examination. She complied. He liked her trim figure, even though she was a bit fuller figured than Simone. He asked her name. 'Carrie' was her simple reply.
Ned began his disrobing of Carrie by fingering her bow tie. Her hands lifted her dark, straight ass length tresses to allow his hands access to the rear collar closure. Returning to attentive pose, she slipped two fingers together behind her waist, a stance suggesting that he continue with her blouse. He accepted her invitation and methodically unbuttoned her top to the skirt.
Ned paused for dramatic effect before coyly lifting open the lapels. Her peered inside rather than flipping the fabrics apart. Carrie's breasts were a bit larger than Simone's but just as firm and youthful. Her nipples were perky and stiff, evidence of her willingness, nay... eagerness, to service Ned's sensual whims this evening. Ned leaned in to reach behind her and plucked the skirt button, undoing the short zipper closure. Her mid-thigh skirt melted down to her ankles, revealing her toned legs.
Ned paused again, stepping back to admire his partial handiwork. She stood with one knee cocked forward, the blouse hanging loose, covering her tits, framing her cute black panties. Her cameltoe cunt lips looked crowded inside the silky triangle. He circled her for another, more exposed 360 vista.
His fingers itched to touch his willing pupil. Unhindered, he started at her pussy, pressing the skin furrow, finding it soft and pliant. He sawed up and down, rubbing the fabric against the sensitive flesh. Carrie bit her lip to stifle her moan. That was a promising reaction; Ned felt his heart skip a beat.
His hands smoothed upward along the curves of her hips, the draping blouse sliding outward past his wrists, parting to reveal a toned tummy. Ned's palms held her torso. They crept a few inches higher; his thumbs swept lightly over her pink points. The nipples puffed up under his caress.
Ned brushed higher until the lapels fell over her shoulders; Carrie arched her back, letting the cotton shirt drop down her arms and fall to the floor. Ned drew her in and kissed her lips. He held her again by the hips as she leaned back in his hold. He kissed each puckered nipple. He alternated back and forth, kissing, sucking, and vacuuming whole mouthfuls with his tongue whipping the points to broader cones. She closed her eyes and let Ned ignite her passions. She felt the tingles bouncing from tits to cunt. Then he stopped. Righting her, he pulled her panties down. She pawed them off her feet.
Ned put his naked playmate on her back in bed and mounted her for missionary sex. She welcomed him inside her wet pussy. With his cock tucked warmly into her love nest, his mind wandered back to the dinner theater. His body was in bed with Carrie but his mind was in bed with Simone. One hand grasped an ass cheek; the other gripped a handful of the hair at her neck. He dove his tongue between her lips. His cock swelled larger.
He thrust enthusiastically in her juicy saddle, feeling her legs flailing and her feet hitting his ass. He reveled in the feel of drilling the banquet waitress. She felt like Simone; she sounded and smelled like Carrie. He was overwhelmed by the sensual duality.
The co-ed's accompanying moans heightened his ardor; her enjoyment of being fucked by Ned filled his ego with macho pride. She screeched in orgasmic ecstasy. Ned kept the pace as she sobbed softly in his arms. He was determined to make this night dream last as long as possible. The sobs subsided into moans and then another cry burst forth from the impassioned female. With that, Ned lost his remaining restraint and unleashed his flood of sperm inside her nubile cavity. Ned recovered slowly from his exertions, feeling fulfilled and satisfied as he lay his full weight atop his proxy paramour.
Later, they rested in the darkened room, quietly cuddling in the rumpled bed. Ned's shoulders were propped up on pillows; Carrie's warm naked body was nestled against his side. His arm lightly hugged her close; his fingers diddled her nipple. Her fingers twitched his deflated knob and shaft. The bedroom door quietly creaked open and her two friends appeared in their schoolgirl outfits. They waited just inside the bedroom threshold, seeking permission to join in, their silhouettes framed by the hallway backlighting. Ned granted their request.
In the dim moonlight glow, they sensuously stripped each other for Ned's visual delight. The show went slowly, drawing out Ned's rejuvenating ardor. He was engrossed in the visual stimulus and barely noticed that Carrie's small hand was more active now, strumming his somewhat engorged cock. The schoolgirls became enthused in each other; their hands and lips caressing their partner's erogenous pinks: lips, nipples, and clitoris. They seemed to forget that they had an audience. Ned broke their amorous captivation with a summons for them to join him in the orgy-sized bed.
One of the naked overwrought schoolgirls crawled opposite Carrie and Ned cuddled her within his vacant arm. She whimpered lewd overtures into his ear and he silenced her entreaties with passionate kisses, amused by her feverish excitement. Both of his hands were engaged in tit play and nipple tweaks.
Their stripper sister crawled between Ned's legs and she replaced Carrie's slowly stroking hand with her own. As Carrie joined the smooch carnival on Ned's face, the third co-ed changed the hand job stimulus to oral caresses. Her active tongue and lips built his erection.
With Ned ready for continued sex, the naked foursome meandered through a series of sensual pursuits. They sucked, licked, nibbled, giggled and fucked until Ned couldn't physically respond to more. The girls intermingled his ejaculations with Lesbos delights; giving him a fetish orgy show as they pleased each other in practiced style. Eventually, the girls were as wore out as Ned. Dawn found the foursome in a wiped out tangled mass of dick, pussies, tits, asses, and rumpled sheets.
Ned stirred his bewitching bedmates awake. He dismissed the disheveled groggy trio; they stumbled about picking up their discarded duds before heading off to their individual rooms. Ned tottered to his ensuite bathroom. On the way, he spied an abandoned bra and schoolgirl plaid skirt unnoticed in the corner during the costume cleanup.
Thereafter, he showered, dressed and then dallied alone in his suite. He needed a short break to stir up his energies. Maybe some coffee would help him start the day.
Ned left his suite and headed downstairs for another full day of tutoring duties at the TWA Neighborhood Vocational Coaching Campus.
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Romantic Date Night
The Romantic Dinner Theatre venue was about to start. There would be no stage shows tonight. Rather, the audience area was arranged with small candlelit tables, scattered to allow maximum privacy and intimacy while occupied by the enchanted pairs: a hosting resident co-ed and her chosen guest pledge contributor. The co-eds were loosely arrayed at the dining room entrance, nervously chattering, awaiting their paramours. As the selected men entered in turn, their choosing mates moved forward in greeting.
The young ladies were dressed in the most appropriate attire available to them from the Glamour Shop. They wore distinctive themes, highlighting their best feminine features, the ones intended to drive their targeted sex mates wild with lust. The co-eds had selected the pledge contributor whose penchants matched their sensual gifts. The styles ran the gamut from Goth dungeon fetish to elite fashion supermodel.
The staged courtship rituals prolonged the visual foreplay. Affecting brief warm welcomes, the couples took their private tables. The successive dinner courses were served by topless junior waitresses, adding titillations to the already dreamy ambiance. It was the last night for the departing pledge contributors and co-eds; expectations ran high. Their sexual fevers ran even higher.
Pledge Contributor with Cherubic Salon Assistant Doreen
Johnny, a pledge contributor, has always had a bit of a weight problem. His digital business consumed his every waking moment. He ate well, too well. Exercise was just another tax on his time. His social and love life was nearly non-existent.
Which is why he cherished the family friend who had introduced him to the enigmatic TWA and its recurrent provision of sexual sanctuaries. Quickly learning the ropes, so to speak, he had learned the value of recruiting TWA graduates into his special executive assistant troupe at corporate headquarters. Too busy during the day even for quickies, he sometimes took one home for a rare one-night getaway.
But those encounters were too limited and the restless young ladies found comfort with his senior executives more often than with him. Whether or not he even noticed, he was just too involved in the business to be concerned. Several happy marriages had come to pass, requiring new hire successors. He found the senior TWA events to be a way of multi-tasking: fucking and recruiting.
At the TWA functions, he fucked the nubile co-eds in various venues. They were beautiful and lively but too often diminutive as opposed to his beefy stature. The standard safe position was cowgirl, averting any potential injury beneath his bulk. The sex became stale and routine.
And so, he couldn't be happier with his date Doreen, the plump assistant stylist from the Suck and Cut salon. She had arrived for the Romantic Dinner Date, presenting her buxom self in a see-thru black mini-dress. Her sexy lingerie set masked her fulsome feminine areas but failed to disguise her cherubic vitality when she moved.
Johnny greeted her at the entrance reception line and performed the obligatory bijoux cheek buzzes. Therein began his irresistible compulsion, taking every opportunity to furtively touch and stroke her full-built body. His hands smoothed her sheer covered round ass as they walked to the table. Standing behind her after helping with her chair, he leaned in to place her napkin, his arm squashing firmly on her tit-packed bra, checking the resiliency of her cramped chest meat. His nose was tickled by her brown wavy hair with its floral perfume. He took his time adjusting the napkin in her lap, a chance to lovingly stroke her nylon clad thighs and thinly covered groin. Johnny enjoyed the appearance, touch, and scent of the infatuated co-ed who had chosen him and now strove to ignite his desire. He treated her gently, stirred by her immodest lust for his elite alpha maleness.
She leaned her head back as he stroked her body and Johnny pressed his mouth to her cherry red lips. The kiss lingered, each testing the tongue tip touch. The attraction was mutually understood.
During her culminating seminar co-ed role, Doreen had spent her days and nights being brusquely manhandled by the guest coach tutors. Her fleshy figure mostly invited tit-fucks and blowjobs with little true intercourse. One guest coach tutor had done her in doggy, in a mirrored room, giddily slapping and mauling her swinging tits.
So she was rather thrilled by Johnny's reticent gropes. This culminating romantic dinner was just a prelude to what she hoped would be some truly robust fucking that would last until dawn.
Small talk flitted across the table: 'Was this weekend a nice break from the office? Yes, especially with a busy week of cleaning up hot issues. My week was spent cleaning up hot issues, too' she replied with a wink. They shared a ribald laugh.
As they finished dessert, Johnny dug deeper for details of Doreen's seminar success.
"Have you learned anything these past two weeks, my dear?"
"I've realized that men have different tastes."
"Like what? Fetishes? Role play? Body types?"
"Yes, but their spunk, though always salty sweet, has different subtle flavors. And some are thick and syrupy, others are thin and runny... big volleys, little spurts... you know, different."
"Which did you like best?"
"All of them, really. What's your cum like?"
Johnny gave a wry grin.
"I'll let you be the ultimate judge of that."
Doreen tilted a corner of her lips in mini-smile.
"Okay. That sounds fair to me. Let's see what we have."
Doreen slid sideways off her chair and crawled to Johnny who, bemused but willing, turned aside and spread his legs for Doreen's adroit taste test. If the other dinner guests noticed, they didn't acknowledge it, fully absorbed in planning their own forthcoming sexual escapades.
Doreen worked his zipper open and extracted his fat cock. Her cherry lips pecked the end of his pecker before descending its length in one stroke. She worked her magic and sucked him to greater hardness. Johnny admired her efforts as well as her exceptional cleavage, displayed as her head and body bobbed on his erection. The motile scene added to his arousal. Johnny lay his head back and groaned as he vocalized his delight and came in her mouth. She tasted the gruel, swirling it about, still pegged on his root. She swallowed and licked carefully as she drew off. The other diners, unperturbed, went about their own business.
"Yes, very nice" she declared while still eye focused on his saliva-coated dick. "Thick and sweet, a touch of salty." She lifted her gaze and smiled up at him.
Johnny decided he was ready to take his date to bed.
Hurrying to enter Johnny's suite, the pair were already playfully unclothing each other as they tumbled through the door. Clothes found the floor, hands handled genitals, and lips lapped nipples. Naked Johnny maneuvered naked Doreen onto the bed. He placed her prone, then lingered his verve to study his all-night treat.
He began at her toes, flexing each one, suckling them. He cradled her knees, massaging and kissing the hollows. His hands smoothed her thighs, touched her pussy, his lips pressed kisses to her nether lips and clitoris. She liked that, evidenced by her moans. His tongue probed her belly button. He tongue-lashed her grand nipple disks, bringing hardness to the wetted nubs. He rolled atop her body and kissed her neck. Her hair smelled wonderful. Her lips were soft and actively sought his.
Laying in her voluptuous saddle, Johnny pushed inside Doreen's spongy dell. His arms wrapped her torso, gathering her soft tits against his chest. Their bucking hips moved her squashed boobs between them. Johnny was thrilled with the oscillating touch of her warm chest; her arms and legs caressed his body.
Doreen was in heaven. She was finally being fucked; her dewy pussy filled with Johnny's hard fat cock. The bed creaked from the wave-like motions. The lovers moaned and whispered affectionate compliments. The squishy strokes added resonance to the dreamy nature of their coupling. They went on and on but not forever. Their fevers and vocals rose in a sensual chorus of mutual delight.
Johnny's body stiffened and his cock spewed mightily within Doreen's womb. She reveled in the warm juicy feel of a man's seed deposited deep in her core. They shuddered down and rested through the afterglow, him on top, an unusual but welcome experience.
They cuddled and fucked again, a sidesaddle spoon; Johnny gripping one tit hard, pinching a rosy nipple while fingering her clitoris. Doreen's orgasm was noisy and glorious. They fucked yet again in facing sidesaddle. Another bout of sexual ecstasy that was good for both this time. Sleep overcame them.
The dawn arrived too early. They shared the oversized garden tub bubble bath, a seated submerged coupling that gave Johnny occasion to freely heft, massage and knead Doreen's outsized fun-bags. She was vigorous in her enthusiasm and Johnny was generous with his discharge.
Their date ended with a preening and a modest re-dressing for the parting ceremony. Doreen joined the departing assemblage of second-week co-eds and Johnny joining his fellow guest coach tutors for their journeys back to their worldly lives. The mingling farewells were bittersweet after a full weekend of fantastic sexual escapades.
Pledge Contributor with Removable Panel Corset Model Melanie
Melanie wore black heels and black hose. Her deep maroon pleated skirt was full cut, a heavy fabric, velvet over a wool lining. It rose from mid-calf to a clinching narrow waistband, overlaying a leather bustier that squeezed her torso tightly. The upper portion pressed and shelved her full breasts into bulging cleavage. Her bare arms and shoulders gave the first exposure of skin. The decorative neck collar and wrist cuffs mimicked restraining bands but were much too fragile for authentic rough play. She wore dark, almost Goth, makeup with her straight black hair pulled into a tight ponytail. Large gold hoops dangled from her ears. Melanie was dungeon ready.
During the past two weeks, she had been energized by the playful bondage with the staff and guest coach tutors. She had simply allowed herself to be used as a sex toy. They had tied her delicately and then fucked her without hesitation. Releasing control to her unfamiliar sex partners had given her recurring goosebumps. The daring stakes had delivered smashing orgasms. She was looking forward to culminating her participation in the seminar with a marathon session of the same.
Jack, the pledge contributor whom she had selected as her date, wore formal dress: a tuxedo with bow tie. He held her arm proudly, navigating her to their waiting table, flaunting her submissiveness to the gathering, eager to pander this romantic hookup with her desired wicked games.
They prattled away the early part of the meal, small talk, nothing substantial, get to know you nattering. Then, at his prodding inquiries, Melanie described her recent encounters with the coach tutors, both staff and guest, and how her darker fetish interests had grown. Thus her elation when Jack had accepted her invitation. Jack was flattered but confessed that hers was not his only invitation.
Another young lady had solicited his presence for the romantic evening. He had been tempted; the lass had been his first weekend plaything on Friday evening. He had selected her from the affable females at the welcome reception. She had exhibited great cleavage, held aloft by a bra smaller than should have been comfortable. When he remarked on her presentation, she said she was testing its effectiveness as 'cock-bait'. Jack took the bait and steered her to his suite. There, he undressed her completely, attracted by her classic hourglass physique. He had seated her on a wooden chair and used a light cord to tie her wrists to the chair back slats.
Retrieving his personal toy box, he had seated himself on a stool in front of her and had spent hours coloring, clamping, nipping and tugging on her nipples, interspersed with kneading, slapping and mauling her tits. The girl valiantly tried to stifle her misery but her uncontrollable tears melted her mascara and it trickled rivulets of black stain down her cheeks. Jack had been aroused beyond control by the sight and sounds of her anguish. He had used her abused breasts to give himself a standing tit-fuck, adding his pent-up cum load to her blemished makeup.
He had spent the remainder of the night fucking her cunt, missionary and sidesaddle. It had been a glorious start to the weekend. A pair of appointments Saturday had filled his morning and afternoon. He had bid high Saturday night at the theater dinner for a stage stripping redhead and kept her through the night until noon Sunday. A pool maiden had satisfied his waning verve with a mid-day lounge borne cowgirl.
Late Sunday afternoon, he had briefly considered his Friday night torment victim's invitation for the romantic dinner and another round of breast play; apparently, she hadn't found the experience prohibitive. But he decided to explore other avenues for his final amusements. He had accepted Melanie's invitation, drawn by its accompanying fetish outfit photo spread.
He regaled Melanie with the details of his weekend adventures and assured her that tonight they would both experience a glorious weekend finale. She simply smiled and nodded her head in concurrence, trusting his imagination to deliver as promised.
They chatted some more about Melanie's educational experiences and her love of the TWA curriculum. Jack was only half involved in the ebbing conversation, his mind already drifting to dungeon style fantasies as he viewed his erotic companion.
In the middle of one of her stories, Jack absently made his first move. He rose and stood behind his date's chair. He moved her hands to her lap and asked if she would be still or should he connect the wristbands together behind her chair. She promised not to interfere.
He unsnapped the bodice cups and removed the shelving bra panels. Her compressed chest flesh, packed into the constricting leather cups, relaxed into rounded boobs. The breast molding contraptions were thoughtfully designed and then custom fitted; there were no residual skin blotches or seam lines on her perfectly smooth mammary flesh.
The nipple makeup was dark, a tone mimicking her near-Goth eyes and lips. The coloring covered her areola and a bit more, broadening the disks. Jack dropped the leather shelving on the table. His fingers fluffed her masses, circling the broad areolae with a finger, flicking the budding bud. She leaned her head back and he kissed her lips as he pinched her nipple. She held the smooch without reaction to the small hurt. He tasted her lipstick, an unorthodox flavor reminiscent of dungeon leather and smoke.
He returned to his seat, admiring the enhanced view of just two of her many attractions. Melanie seemed unperturbed by her public exposure and uninhibited fondling. She picked up her narrative about her schooling where she had left off.
She described her love of the journey to this moment: her family legacy of matriculation at TWA, her mother's and sisters' similar education track, the dedicated staff coach tutors, the singular campus encounters and then group events like this one, absorbing the bountiful offerings of guest coach tutors. She felt fortunate that she was acquiring the skills and attitudes necessary to meet her highest potential purpose in the world of elite pledge contributors.
Jack altered the thread of conversation as if he often dined in public with topless fetish dressed beauties. In fact, he often did.
"Have you enjoyed your two weeks here?" he asked.
"Yes, sir. I was provided endless fulfilling experiences."
"I'll bet you were" was the reply; a slight smile at the likelihood that her pink orifices were indeed repeatedly fully filled with hard cock and creamy ejaculate.
As the meal ended with dessert and a cognac, Jack stood and gallantly held out his hand; she took it as he helped her stand. He unclipped her skirt and it fell to the floor. Her stockings were gartered with elastic strips clipped to the corset; the white flesh of her upper thighs counterpoised to the black silk and black leather. Her cunt was covered by the black leather panel which would be removed in private as their foreplay played out.
He clipped a light silvery leash to her collar ring and led her from the dining room; she held her hands finger-linked behind her ass, compensating for Jack's hasty exit. He had forgotten to clip her wristbands together there. She felt a fleeting smugness, a single tingle pulsed her pussy. Jack was truly entranced by her cunning display. She worked her high-heeled stride, gently jostling her breasts to attract the admiration of the assembled gentlemen, hoping to elevate Jack's prestige.
But the others barely noticed their departure, engrossed in their own imminent sexual scenarios. The journey to Jack's lair was uninterrupted by words; the only sound was the clicking of her heels registering the steps.
Inside the suite, he posed her between the satin-sheeted bed and a plain wooden stool. Impatiently, he sought out the clips to remove her pussy-panel. Succeeding, he was delighted to find her obligatory nether makeup, demonstrating her ready willingness.
He ordered her to take off his clothes, to prepare him for their looming intercourse.
Melanie started with the bow-tie, a real knot, not the clip-on type. His coat and pleated front dress shirt followed. She set aside the shirt studs and cufflinks. She mischievously tongue flicked his sensitized nipples.
She worked his belt and zipper open. He was commando, his freed cock soft but swelling with promise. When she knelt to remove his loafers and slide his puddled pants away, her nose happened to bump his hanging knob. Her brown eyes shyly peeked up to see him staring down and she provocatively pressed her cherry lips to the tip, tasting his pre-ejaculate ooze. Her tongue swept her lips to savor the flavor. She saw Jack's cock jerk at the visual suggestion.
Jack backed off and sat on the stool. Melanie was stoic but eagerly awaited his instructions.
"Crawl to me, bitch. I want my cock in your mouth."
Melanie obeyed. She lowered her eye-locked stare to behold his thickening manhood. She leaned forward onto her hands and traveled with a slow creep that rocked her hips and hanging boobs, ending between his spread thighs. She cupped his scrotum and licked the penile tip. Her lips puckered over the end and, inch by inch, she sensuously vacuumed in his tumescent tube. Down and back, increasing the length ingested but not the speed and suction. As her lips reached the base, she swallowed, massaging the deeply embedded probe with tongue and tonsils.
Jack, pleased with her oral skill, felt his control slipping but wanted to prolong their first bout of the evening. His hands gripped her head, stilling her hollowed cheeks as he lifted her face up to his for a kiss and a harsh whisper.
"Mount me, girl. I want to cum in your nasty little pussy."
Melanie carefully rose to a high squat and shuffled to straddle his low lap. She blindly maneuvered her pussy to align with his standing erection. Jack held her corseted body loosely and watched in the wall mirror as her cunt lips tented over, then parted and descended all the way down his long bulk. He caught a breath as she bottomed out. His cock was now fully ensconced in the warm, moist haven of Melanie's man-devouring femininity.
"Grind your ass on my cock, bitch. Make me cum" he growled
Melanie assumed the lead, moving her hips in circular flat rotations, stirring her dewy honeypot with Jack's manly spoon. His corona was rubbed and stimulated around its entire circumference. Jack moaned at the sensations.



She drew up to expose half the wet shaft. More flat circles rubbed his knob on her mid-depth G-spot, eliciting her complementing moans in chorus to Jack's guttural vocalizations. A further pullout held his vaginally oiled knob momentarily against her clitoral lips. The open air coolness on his cock was brief but brought out a disapproving grumble. Melanie answered his protest with a slow downward plunge to bottom out deep inside her again. Jack's eyes were glued to the mirror, watching her ass wiggle as she worked her hips through several cycles of the routine.
Jack felt the nerve prickles emanating up from his toes. He prepared for the crowning onslaught, hugging Melanie close, her tits pressed on his nipples. She sensed his need and bottomed out a final time, hugging Jack tight as he roared his spunk deep in her womb. She let him shudder out his passion, her mission focused on his orgasm, not hers. She hugged him warmly during his return to the here and now.
Her dismount included a bevy of unrequited kisses and cooing, seeking Jack's discernment of her submissive temperament. Jack was tangibly vague, looking anywhere but directly at her as he shrank and fell out. He pushed her off his lap and her ass plopped on the floor. He tossed a terrycloth in her lap. Startled but recovering quickly, Melanie leaned back, attending to the gooey dribbles emanating from her still aroused pink pussy. After minimal preening, she looked expectantly for Jack's next demand.
Jack looked her over. His face frowned; he snapped his fingers sharply and pointed at the bed.
"Doggy pose! Now! On the bed, ass up, and head down!" he barked.
Melanie flinched at his dominant tone but liked the intense fearful tingles that it stirred in her pussy. She scrambled abed and quickly posed as directed, her engorged slut-slot turned toward Jack, her spread thighs framing her hanging tits, which in turn, framed her inverted deferential expression. Jack scrutinized her subservient stance. He stood unsteadily, still a bit weakened by his recent massive cum. He wobbled onto the bed.
The mattress bowed as his weight indented it. He kneeled up behind her, his sticky cock showing new life. He handled the alignment and pressed. She was still totally soaked with the uncollected dregs of their mingled juice and that allowed his less than rigid manhood to slip in easily. Leaning forward, one hand palmed and squeezed a dangling tit; the other gathered her ponytail like a tether in his fist. Jack shuttled his cock carefully along her tunnel; his tube meat gathered stiffness. He released her ponytail and his hand moved to a clitoral massage. As he bucked against her ass, Melanie closed her eyes and let herself dwell on the sensations of fullness. Her breathing deepened and, with open mouth, the air vented louder.
Taking in a big gulp, Melanie stiffened and wailed out her orgasm. She vibrated in Jack's light hold. He pinched her nipple and clitoris simultaneously and held tight as she ran through the gambit. He couldn't cum this soon after his seated ejaculation but her autonomic cunt pulses felt good on his dick. When her bliss faded and she sagged in weariness, they collapsed sideways on the mattress, still connected at the groin. He continued his fingering of her tits and pussy.
They lay in spoon and cuddled, becoming playful with caresses and whispers. Jack let her revel serenely in the dwindling afterglow tingles until they both drowsed off. Awaking from the short re-energizing nap, Jack rolled her on her back and fucked his corseted bedmate in missionary position, getting his full share of her talented hip rolls and buoyant boobs that led him to soak her womb once more with his viscous sperm.
Melanie lay contented beneath Jack's full body weight. The bondage play was just what she had expected from the dungeon scenario. She thought he was quite virile for his age.
She felt Jack rising and untangling their bodies. He rummaged in the nightstand and retrieved some sturdy leather bands. He hauled her crossways on the mattress and attached the heavy restraints to the bed corners. She lay tethered spread-eagle with her head slightly over the edge of the mattress, inverting her face towards the door.
Jack stood and Melanie wondered how he would toy with her vulnerable body next. He covered her eyes with a blindfold and stole a long kiss from her luscious red lips. Melanie tensed in her restraints and whimpered a protest, less comfortable with this new development. These were not the delicate restraints she was accustomed to but real bonds meant to secure a struggling female.
Jack brushed a finger on Melanie's quivering lips and kindly shush-shushed her to quiet stillness.
"Playtime's over, my dear. Now it gets real."
Jack quietly opened the door. Standing in the hallway was Karl, holding the leash of his current favorite co-ed, admirably trussed as a housewife-sex slave in a corset, collar, and cuffs. He and Jack feigned a high-fived handoff as Karl entered the suite. His dungeon costume leathers were tailored to expose his cock and balls, ready for immediate action.
Jack looked back through the open door and saw Karl's accompanying sex slave quietly lay his ready cock at Melanie's inverted lips. Her tongue tickled the skin of what she presumed was Jack's revived penis. Karl let her taste his tidbit, amused by the ruse. Well-equipped for his manly task and duty, he let her suckle him a little bit longer inside her lips. Then he braced and plunged, his extraordinary erection traveling completely through her mouth and entering her throat. Her muffled screech was the first of many that Melanie would utter during the remaining night. Jack closed the door, offering some privacy for the coming rough sex acts. Jack's dungeon vanilla version was only the friendly foreplay to Melanie's realistic torment slated to escalate to its crescendo finale just after dawn. Jack felt certain that Karl would see to it.
But Jack's night was not over yet; he craved a weekend closing climax of that would not be such a dark remembrance. He wandered down to the dormitory floors for his prearranged jovial final rendezvous. Prearranged, that is, with Ms. Alice, the Housemother. The spritely co-ed who was the object of his desire was unaware of her looming surprise visit. Rumor had it that the girl was very good at cock sucking and Jack intended to verify that for himself.
In order to execute the spontaneous validation, Jack had been briefed to knock once on her door and immediately barge in without further ado. Seating himself on the edge of her single bed, he would drag the sleepy vixen to the floor between his knees and compel her to fellate his weary prick to orgasm. It would probably take some time for his fatigued libido to recover its vigor and spew his pearly essence into her mouth. The drawn out exercise would corroborate the rumors of her oral skills and stamina.
Jack would require her petite blonde roommate to stay, watch and maybe learn some tricks. She must sit topless and cross-legged on her opposite bed, her flimsy powder blue sleep-slip pooled around her waist. She would spend her time self-diddling her nubile little nipples and rosy cunt lips; a display intended to visually aid in Jack's prolonged arousal. He expected her to come close to cumming but back down before any orgasm. And if the fellating roommate couldn't get him off with her mouth, Jack could always jump on her masturbating roommate's bed. His long fat cock shuttling in her tight pink pussy should give the aroused fuck-mates the stunning orgasm they both needed.
The dorm room nocturnal session would be Jack's final augmentation to the co-eds' sensual education before the weekend ended at dawn and he departed the TWA Neighborhood Vocational Training Seminar.
Pledge Contributor with Blonde Barista Hilda
Sheldon was completely taken with the athletic Amazon coffee barista hanging on his arm. In her glamour heels, Hilda was just an inch shy of his own tall stature. As they strolled to their table, her ass rocked gently inside the skin tight ivory cocktail dress, almost the same pale shade as her platinum blonde hair. She tittered at his bubbly banter, her nose tickling his ear when she whispered her bawdy ripostes.
She accented her replies by mashing his bicep tight against her natural round boob. She had dispensed with undergarments this evening; she wanted her man to dream of her healthy body beneath the one piece sheath dress and tease his craving for more. So far, he seemed delighted to be her choice for this event. Emulating his joyful mood, her nipples hardened into alluring pokies, displaying her willingness to be the fount and receptacle of Sheldon's carnal pleasures.
The banquet courses were cycled through by the hands of the topless junior co-ed waitresses. Sheldon barely acknowledged their presence, either co-ed or food. He ate unconsciously. His eyes were glued to the wonderful vision before him. Hilda's body jostled invitingly whenever she snickered at his witty remarks. He was hard pressed to maintain his end of the conversation; she waited through long pauses as he stared at her beauty. His thoughts were obsessed with undressing her, kissing her lips, pinching her pokies. She recognized the signs and was thrilled by his hunger for her. Their attraction grew throughout the meal.
They promenaded arm in arm back to his suite, Sheldon still quietly in thought as she plumped her tit against him. Inside, she took the lead. As she unclothed Sheldon, she was distracted from her task as she felt his hands rove her lightly sheaved body. He halted her task several times to steal passionate kisses. It was her persistence that finally got the job done. She arranged a naked Sheldon in bed, head and shoulders propped on pillows, ready for the show.
The ensuite bath had no separating wall. From Sheldon's perch, he watched her bedtime preparations.
She adjusted the multiple water nozzles to a tolerable temperature. Entering the glass lined shower enclosure, she drenched her body, still wearing the slinky evening dress. Her rosy nipples and crotch showed beneath the wet translucent fabric. Bending and dipping, she pulled the soaked covering off her shoulders, exposing her dripping tits. The wet dress fell lower and she stripped to nothing, letting the wet pile lay on the shower floor in a heap as she shut off the water and emerged from the cabinet.
She toweled down and, standing profile to Sheldon, leaned over. She smirked sideways at his recumbent form. She vigorously toweled her platinum pixie cut hair, shaking her hanging breasts in wild gyrations. Popping up again, she fluffed her straight locks, jostling her tits still more. Spritzes of perfume on her luscious body completed the buildup. Mesmerized, Sheldon hadn't looked away for a split second.
Sinking to her hands and knees, the naked glamor girl crawled across the space, pace by pace, ass rocking, round boobs swaying, eyes locked with Sheldon's, until she slithered over the end of the bed between his legs.
She smirked and held his gaze as she sniffed his groin. Her tongue tickled his swollen penile knob, a flick at the vee gained a strong twitch. No more stimulation was necessary; Sheldon was hard as a stalagmite. She slid further up his body. A tongue probe tickled his bellybutton. Her boobs dragged over his cock and groin as she moved to kiss his nipples. The soft masses draped his chest as she buzzed his neck and rested her damp pussy folds against his shaft. Her perfume filled his nostrils.
Her breath whistled softly in his ear. Her tongue licked the rim before probing gently in the ear canal. Her hands hugged his neck as her boobs mashed against his chest and her hips adjusted to an ideal entry position. His cock tip touched her nether lips. She paused for a deep breath and then pushed. The entry was smooth as silk. She felt him slide all the way inside her and his knob at length pressed firmly against her cervix as her clitoris was crushed by his pubic bone.
Hilda was tall and sculpted proportionally. This was only the third time ever that she had experienced a sex mate who could fill her vaginal length completely. One rotating staff coach tutor at TWA in her sophomore year and an anonymous pledge contributor visiting for a junior weekend had previously managed the far-reaching feat. Sheldon's prick was a dream cum true.
She moved her hips leisurely, reveling in the simultaneous tremors on her cervix and clitoris. Sheldon lay still, content to let Hilda grind away at will.
Hilda accelerated from leisurely to excitedly to boisterously, her moans and groans growing from the cozy fit banging the inside of her cunt. Sheldon held her lightly, only resting his hands on her upper back as she ascended with sexual fervor.
Inevitably, she rose to her sweet peak of passion, her rigid body vibrating in his embrace. She held the summit for an extended time but, as her emotions waned, she rested her weight on his prone body. He felt her continued shudders, now accompanied by a soft sobbing in his ear. He wheedled his hands into the confines between their pressed chests, clutched her breasts and pressed her up just enough to survey her face, spying the tear-filled blue eyes.
His voice was full of concern.
"Did I hurt you?"
"Nooo..." she whimpered between recovering breaths. There was a hint of a smile. "It was sooo... Good!"
Hilda pressed her warm lips to his. It was a passionate kiss of gratitude for his wonderfully long cock and her reborn feeling of ecstasy. Sheldon broke the smooch, kneading the handfuls of tit flesh, pressing her up so he could tell her his wishes.
"Go ahead, then..." he invited her affectionately. "Have another go at it..."
Hilda broke into a broad grin of appreciation and pecked his lips again. He let her lower her body, cuddling him, hugging his neck like before, pressing her soft boobs into his chest just like before. She re-initiated the vaginal strokes. It was the same feelings but the run-up was more prolonged. She again froze at the peak and wailed out her descent into carnal bliss.
Sheldon held her through the calming lull but now he was ready to take his turn at rapture. He let her rest before inviting her to continue. She moaned a protest, doubting her ability to perform immediately, exhausted from her two smashing orgasms. But Sheldon sternly insisted, claiming his due. He slapped her ass smartly as a warning not to disappoint him.
Hilda tenaciously performed the usual buildup but she was not showing her prior eagerness. Sensing her lassitude, Sheldon gripped a crushing handful of boob and levered her torso up. She winced but he didn't hesitate. He fingered her lips and probed. He scratched her tongue and she sucked his digit. He let her return her weight to his body, pleasantly squashing her boobs on his chest again.
Sheldon spread her ass cheeks and his wetted finger rimmed her rosette. She jerked and whimpered 'no' but he felt her pulsing vagina throb a contraction on his cock. He pressed his fingertip inside her hole. Hilda whimpered louder. He wiggled and Hilda inched up his body, exposing some shaft but not the head, trying to evade the penetrating digit.
With his finger still embedded, Sheldon grabbed a handful of ass cheek and used his other arm to hug her waist tightly. His digital diddles gained a series of contraction pulses. He took command of the copulation and shuttled his cock rapidly in her clamping womb, his finger probing in time at her asshole. She endured his dual thrusting and he felt her cunt trembling on his hard-on. At the ultimate moment, he pressed both probes deep, grinding his pubic bone on her clitoris and grunting a manly call. He blasted his spunk deep in her vaginal membranes, feeling her harmonized body shudders as she experienced her third smashing orgasm.
They cuddled peacefully for a while and then fucked twice more that night: first a gentle sidesaddle spooning and then a pre-dawn rousing cowgirl. Sheldon watched Hilda's hair and breasts bounce to the galloping rhythm. They collapsed after that last one into another short slumber.
At dawn, Sheldon demanded a final purging of his balls. They retired to the shower, basking in the warm water spray. Sudsy Sheldon leaned on the glass shower walls as kneeling Hilda lapped his manhood. She probed a few deep throats but mostly stimulated his shaft with lips and tongue, tolerating his knob bumping the back of her mouth.
Sheldon let his rush rise to its maximum and then grabbed her wet head, jamming deep and squashing her nose to his abdomen. She gagged but he held her tight, exploding his initial spunky jets straight down her gullet. He was still spurting as he eased off, letting her draw air through her nose. Her mouth received his finishing ropes of sperm.
When Hilda sensed that the emissions were finished, she sucked hard on his tumescent prick, teasing out any latent essence. He was finally sucked dry; she freed his shrinking erection and theatrically swallowed the last drivels of Sheldon's manly offerings.
He patted her head in admiration of her sensual proficiency. She rose, rinsed and preened her man and then helped him dress in his traveling clothes. Her own costume was a simple pair of lime green thong panties and the ever ready strappy high heels. A final peck of affection concluded Hilda's Romantic Dinner Date that was the capstone of her TWA Neighborhood Vocational Training Seminar.
The gratified fuck-mates left the suite, fondly strolling hand-in-hand out to the closing formalities and their separate homeward journeys, destined never to meet again.
Departures
It was Monday morning, a sweet-sorrow time for the 12 departing co-eds and 12 departing guest coach tutors. The limousines were lined up in the circular driveway at the rear entrance of the Neighborhood. The chauffeurs stood by the rear doors, waiting to assist their patrons into luxurious backseats for the sad journeys that would return them to more commonplace worldly venues. The TWA cars had already disgorged their 12 new replacement co-ed passengers. Those arriving academy students were already inside the complex attending their first orientation session with the Neighborhood Housemother, Ms. Alice, and her 12 cognizant second-week charges.
The outside farewell get-together was a general mingling of the topless, thong-clad co-eds with the group of gentlemen guests who were decked out in casual traveling clothes. There were goodbye hugs and cheek buzzes all around. These lovely ladies had sucked, fucked and warmly enchanted the elite male members of this secretive society for the entire weekend.
Johnny worked his way impatiently through the farewells, seeking a particular co-ed. Full bodied Doreen saw his approach and gave him her brightest smile. Johnny took her hands and voiced his perfunctory thanks for a great weekend. Doreen's response was casual but deferential.
"So are you off for home and the wife for rejuvenation or straight back to the office for the continued slog?"
"I'll stop at home first but there is no wife. I haven't had the fortune of that institution yet."
"I'm sorry that a man of your stature hasn't found 'the one'."
Johnny tilted his head in sad acknowledgment and leaned in for the final goodbye. Doreen leaned in for the cheek buzzes. Johnny's hands moved to her ass, cupped her round cheeks and held her close, pulling her round curves into his equally thick-set body. He whispered his hopeful thoughts.
"When you graduate later this spring, I hope you'll remember me. I may have room for you in my organization, a position on top... or bottom... or sidesaddle... or all three and maybe more."
Doreen giggled at his off-the-cuff banter. He lingered the hug and she felt Johnny slip a small object inside the back of her pastel silk panties and pat it lovingly. He held her for a little bit longer, signaling his affection for his full-bodied favorite.



He broke free without further words and turned away. Doreen watched Johnny file to his waiting limousine, along with the assortment of other gentlemen alighting their transports. He glanced back once and she repressed a farewell wave.
She joined her classmates as they slipped into the backseats of the TWA town-cars prepared to return them to the various campus facilities. There were a few more weeks before they completed their senior practicums on beauty, poise, and intelligence.
Doreen ducked inside first and shuffled to the far door; the others clambered aboard behind her. The electrically heated leather seat felt warm against her exposed skin. She lay back, her full natural tits adjusting into broader shapes on her chest.
The thing that Johnny had slipped into her panties scuffed her ass cheek. She fished it out, discovering that it was his business card. One side had a row of 10-digits; the other side said 'My Private Number'. Doreen lovingly hugged the card to her generous cleavage.
The current graduate of the TWA Neighborhood Vocational Training Seminar and soon to be a graduate of the Total Woman Academy gave a wry smile. Her car-mates were babbling and giggling through stories of raucous sex and bizarre fetishes. Doreen serenely stared out the window at the passing scenery, not really seeing or hearing her interior surroundings.
Doreen was dreaming through the forthcoming months and years; of her plan for becoming the 'the one' for Johnny, his potential life-long companion and beloved spouse. Of course she would call his private number and accept his invitation to join his company. Her business administration skills would iron out his organization and free up his hectic schedule for other activities. She would give his life a balance between work and home, filling his nights with sensual pleasures. And eventually, he would succumb to her charms and ask her to marry.
She would make theirs a very happy marriage. She would assure his libido stayed strong and healthy and stem any marital wandering by allowing him frequent roster slots at TWA guest coach tutor events like Freewill and Neighborhood weekends. The TWA Alumni Fund would, in turn, receive generous donations from the elite couple's wealth.
They would have children: sons and daughters. In time, their virgin daughters would follow the family legacy and be enrolled in the Academy. The staff and guest coach tutors would perfect the young women's poise using the structured curriculum. Their rigorous sexual education would include unexpected, forced rendezvous with their father or uncles, much as Doreen had endured during her extensive carnal studies. The lessons would all combine to guarantee that their daughters received the same exclusive TWA tutelage that had brought Doreen to this moment of prospective fortune and happiness. Her inward smile bubbled forth as she rejoiced at her serendipitous chance for a life with Sheldon.
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Iggy - Fantasy Island
-----
Ned's flight touched down on a small island in the South Pacific. The corporate jet was just able to use the short runway. It was the closest airport to his destination.
A female skycap led him to the docks nearby. A motor launch was waiting to take him to the exclusive island just visible on the horizon. The coral atoll had been developed as a family style resort but its distance from civilization had rendered it economically untenable. Fortunately, it was the perfect secluded location for the South Pacific TWA campus and the owners were more than willing to sell, no questions asked when the cash came calling.
The fast boat skimmed the waves, reflecting Ned's own hurry to finally arrive at his goal. He couldn't help thinking of the fateful meeting. He had been in Eastern Europe on a transfer assignment. His transferee had been a lush brunette with non-stop curves and energy. But serendipity had led him to a chance encounter with a blonde surfer girl that he had later discovered was named Iggy.
He had been titillated by her sexual aura and arranged to journey all the way here. And the journey was nearing its end. The launch slowed its gallop across the stretch of inter-island water as they approached the passenger pier.
Ned's scanned the quay and spied a vaguely familiar buxom blonde wearing a barely-there string bikini. His heart skipped a beat before he realized she was clinging to the arm of an elderly Asian man. The old man looked exhausted; she was holding him up and steady.
Ned pretended not to notice, climbing onto the docks and moving away from the pair. But he continued to observe from a distance.
Iggy walked her charge to the boat ramp. She turned into him and said her farewells with a tight hug and long firm kiss. He weakly responded. Iggy handed him off to the boat crew who helped him wobble aboard and get seated. She blew him one last kiss and wave as the speed boat nosed out of the small harbor. Ned watched as the engines roared to life and the boat hydroplaned out to sea, headed for the airport island.
Ned was startled when arms wrapped his waist from behind. His head twisted around and found a curvaceous blonde smiling up at him.
"Hello, again. Remember me?" she giggled.
"Indeed I do, little lady."
"I was told to take you to the Housemother's Office when you arrived."
They strolled along manicured paths through the flowering landscaping. Iggy led the way and Ned was re-introduced to her pert swaying ass. He was curious about her departing gentleman.
"Who was the man on the docks?"
"Oh, that was Mr. Kim. He's a pledge contributor and regular guest coach tutor. I was the second co-ed on his assignment roster but he canceled the rest and kept me all weekend. I thought I was being easy on him but I think I may have overdone it."
"He did look tuckered out."
He walked the remaining distance in silent contemplation. The main building vestibule led to Ms. Smyth's office. After brief introductions, Iggy was dismissed. They engaged in small talk: was it a good flight? Yes, but long and lonely. The corporate jet needs a rotating roster of co-ed stewardess trainees. Maybe scheduled with inter-campus transfers and mile-high club initiations. The financials increased again this year; we can afford it. And so on and so on.
Ned spent the time silently admiring Ms. Smyth's mature grace and natural beauty. All of the Campus Housemothers were TWA Alumni but this one had aged remarkably well.
Ned finally steered the conversation to the purpose of his trip.
"I am establishing a new course module called 'straddled walking cock cuddle'. I was inspired by Iggy's ass waddle when she walked away after I first met her in Europe. I need her services for my technique investigations and lesson plan development. Can you make her available for my research?"
Ms. Smyth cracked a curious smile. Ned didn't quite get the humor. As the uncomfortable silence held, he looked around her office. There were pictures everywhere: a young Ms. Smyth holding a baby, playing with a girl on the swings, a teenage athlete holding up a fist full of medals, a prom couple portrait. The girl looked more familiar as the pictures got more recent. A light dawned in Ned's brain.
"I take it that Iggy is your daughter, right?"
"Yes."
"Well, she certainly has your good genes. The resemblance is clearer now. How do you feel about my proposal to use her?"
"Iggy is here to become a Total Woman. If she can help with your research, then all the better. We will record her assistance as part of her elective studies, subjects beyond the base curriculum."
"I see she rotates through the guest coach tutor roster. She was saying goodbye to an older gentleman as I arrived."
"Because we're remote, we don't get a lot of visiting males. When Iggy returned last week, she plunged right in, hardly waiting to get her feet back on the ground."
"She did seem eager to experiment when I first met her."
"It gets lonely here. As an alternative, we send groups of upper-class co-eds to act as special hostesses at a discrete mainland casino. It helps them get poise practice and explore fetish venues away from the isolation of the island campus."
Ms. Smyth went on to explain the difficulties of such a remote campus.
"Some of the casino patrons inquire about return engagements. If they pass a background check, we can bring them here to give our students some extra-curricular poise training. But there are never enough. After your research, can you fill in a few open roster slots before you leave?"
"I'll help you out any way I can. But later."
Ned stood to signal an end to their meeting and his eagerness to start his activities with Iggy.
"I'm going to find your daughter now and get started on my new training module."
Ms. Smyth absently nodded her agreement and returned to her paperwork. Her daughter was very capable of taking care of herself and her male sex-mates. She was confident Iggy would excel at Ned's assignment.
Ned departed, intent on making use of Iggy without delay. His balls had percolated for days on her memory and now bubbled with his renewed determination. He headed for his guest coach tutor suite to prepare his 'laboratory'.
Iggy was inside, waiting for him. He had not expected to find her there. She retained her thong and heels but had shed her top. Her big round boobs were a delight for Ned's eyes.
"Who sent you here?"
"No one, sir. I thought you might need some help: a tour of the campus, a massage maybe?"
Iggy cocked her head and evoked a half smile. Ned kept staring at her smooth, out-sized nipples. She noticed his gaze. She cupped the masses and elevated them, offering them to the new man in town, or at least, the new man on the island. Some of her classmates called her a cock-hound because she seemed to get more than her share. She preferred to think of it as taking the initiative to get fucked as often as possible. To her, cock worship was a competitive sport and she liked to win.
With Iggy already present, Ned abandoned his plan for a comprehensive room rearrangement. An ad hoc layout would suffice. He pulled an adjustable massage table to the center of the room. He started to remove his shirt, then paused as he changed his mind.
"Lose the thong and help me undress."
Iggy slithered off her thong before working on Ned. He stood stoically as she worked his clothes into a pile in the corner of the room. When nude, he sat naked on the cool leather covering the table.
"Let me see you walk around the room."
Iggy thought it a strange request but walked a few yards back and forth. Ned watched with a discerning eye as her hips rocked with her steps.
"Now try a more inline 'model stride', you know: heel to toe, short steps, slower pace."
Iggy followed his directives, evoking the classic fashion runway step. Ned observed her promenade intensely, mentally cataloging the individual muscle ripples in her legs, hips, back and abs.
Iggy wondered what was taking so long. Her experience was that men were quick to rev up from just looking at her sculpted nakedness and hastily hustled her into intercourse: seated, prone or doggy. Maybe Ned was more aloof and required escalated visual stimuli. She added a hard heeled tread that jiggled her tits. Ned noted her variation and intervened.
"No, Iggy. Just keep a smooth stride. I want you to detect each core muscle as it works. Sense your inner body movements."
Iggy slowed considerably and pushed her thoughts inward. She took one measured step and felt the way her glutes and hams pulsed, how her adductor hip stabilizers steadied each step, how the undulations of her hips balanced with her abdominals. A few steps later, she turned for a return lap of the carpet. The long march ended with another turn. She clenched her inner Kegels at the same time and considered their interplay with the outer body movement muscles. It was amazing what a little focus on your body could teach you.
Ned saw the look of awareness grow on her face and knew she had found something new and exciting. That was enough for now. He intended that she would gain a lot more with extensive practice but she had the basics for starters. Although he was watching the curvaceous co-ed clinically, the anticipation of her experimenting the movements while mounted on his dick put a swelling in his groin. He broke her concentration with a new directive.
"Let's put your new muscle mindfulness to the test."
He cranked the table to its lowest position, barely a foot off the floor, and lay out face up. Iggy came to his side, bending her knees as if to kneel. Ned stopped her.
"No, no... Stay standing... Just lean over and suck me to hardness. Heels together, please."
Iggy stiffened her knees and stood tall. She bent at the waist, necessarily bracing her hands on the far table edge. Her tongue extended and lapped the side of his prick. Her awkward stance made it difficult to perform her oral task but her fretfulness about performing poorly generated a strange tingle in her pussy. This was an odd tutorial.
Ned took this first opportunity to cup and bounce her pendulous boobs. They were pliant, heavy and soft all at once. Iggy found Ned's handling of her breasts pleasant and her nipples swelled and hardened. His manhood was becoming more rigid and she took him in, running her lips from tip to base in a steady bobbing. Her tingling labia warmed with an excited blood flow and her inner membranes moistened.
Ned took her areolae pop-ups as a sign of her readiness. He noted that his own hardness showed equal alacrity. He pinched her stiff nub and gave a playful slap to her dangling boob. She pulled her lips off his erection, held still and listened attentively for more instructions.
"Time to mount up. Then sit still and make the walking motions without any stroking. Caress my fully embedded cock only with the muscles movements you just discovered."
Iggy gave an affirmative nod, stood and stepped a heel across. She braced as best she could, then squatted over Ned's hips, just low enough to place his tip. After pausing to get set, she worked his rod fully inside her warm, wet cunt. Seated comfortably on his hips and packed with cock, she concentrated her thoughts, flexed her core and began the motions required for a 'straddled walking cock cuddle'.
She felt Ned's cock stir her insides, pushed this way and that by her inner ripples. Her pussy lips were caressed in an unusual way by his thick shaft base and her cervix was tickled by his rubbing tip. With the fundamentals established, she increased the tempo.
It felt good. Her pussy lips tingled, her tummy buzzed and her nipples ached with fullness. She raised her gaze to the horizon and closed her eyes, reveling in the good vibrations.
Ned saw her smiling swoon and was amazed by how quickly she had grasped the newly acquired technique. It was as good as or better than any other method he had experienced in a long while. When fully developed, this new module would be a fabulous winner, a coveted 'holy grail' to the exclusive world of elite alpha males.
But the near stationary nature of the female's tits during the method was a hindrance to its greater good. Ned intended to create a variation for male participation. During subsequent run-throughs, he intended to experiment with simultaneous breast play. After several sessions, even with different sex-mates, the male might find the basic combination of relaxed prone body and unique prick massage becoming mundane. The added visual and tactile stimulus of the tit handling would enhance the man's exhilaration. If it helped the mounted woman's excitement, all the better but totally irrelevant to the TWA male-pleasure-focused poise criteria.
On this first run, Ned played the role of the relaxed prone male. He played it well. Iggy raised his ardor steadily, working it higher and higher by her unrelenting exertions. She emerged from her revelry when she sensed Ned's approaching climax. Looking into his eyes, she saw his interest in her boobs and galvanized his stare by cupping and squeezing them. Releasing the masses, she flapped a shoulder shimmy, shaking the big rose tipped orbs.
That was the clincher. Ned's eyes widened, then squinted. His back arched. With a howl, he peaked, pouring out his essence. Iggy felt the shots and sustained her core muscle motions throughout his flowing orgasm. She ebbed the vaginal massage only when he finally lay prone and tranquil on the leather pads again.
The remaining evening and night hours were long and relaxing. They played, canoodled, fucked and even slept. In the morning, a refreshing shower started the day. Iggy found a fresh thong, an eye-catching blaze orange, and Ned donned tropical resort clothes: loose bathing trunks and a flowery Hawaiian shirt.
Iggy took Ned on the overdue tour of the grounds. They started with a poolside breakfast. Two other middle-aged men were lounging across from them, hemmed in by a dozen animated co-eds competing for their attention. Ned figured there really was a consistent dearth of male presence on campus.
Thereafter, Iggy walked Ned through the resort-like campus buildings. She pointing out the dorm rooms, dining and gathering rooms, the gymnasium with its associated indoor pool, and the dance and yoga studios. Classes were already underway in the dance studios and gym. Ned was intrigued by the partially clad sweaty bodies exercising or stretching. Whether leaning on the wall mounted balance bar or twisted into a yoga pose, each young woman exuded her personal brand of healthy eroticism in semi-nude spandex splendor.
The exterior grounds fronted an ocean cove. The sculpted path passed a children's playground, a remnant of the intended family style resort. On the beach, young ladies occupied the breezy sand, either sunbathing or watching the water sports. The inlet was calm today, barely lapping its wavelets on the shore.
A circle of co-eds sat near surfboards planted upright in the sand. They watched two topless surfers standing on their boards a few yards from shore. Each tried to perform a one-legged yoga stance but soon toppled into the water. A few more tries came to the same conclusion. They waded ashore and two others took their place.
Iggy led Ned to the half dozen shore-bound surfers. A quick round of introductions ensued. Ned and Iggy sat with them and watched the balancing practice. Ned had an idea.
"So... who has the best balance among you?"
The girls immediately pointed at one athletic looking brunette. She flushed at the attention and looked away. Ned liked her coyness. He also liked her obvious muscle tone. Her tits and ass seemed well proportioned. Her deep brown eyes returned to his gaze. He was pleased with their choice.
"Say, Iggy, maybe we've found our second test candidate. Why don't you give her a walk-through and see if she can pick up the feelings?"
"Yes, sir. Come along, Penny. Walk with me."
She led Penny away to a stretch of smooth, wet sand near the water. The others could see her talking, making step motions and patting Penny's legs, hips and ass. Penny nodded and stepped off down the firm strand. Iggy skipped alongside, giving pointers. Penny varied her style and pace with each added instruction.
The offshore balancing duo fell again, making big splashes. They saw Iggy and Penny and sat on their boards watching them march up and down the beach.
Ned let Iggy supervise her charge while he got to know the other seated co-eds. They were all juniors from sundry parts of the world. The redhead was Irish, the blonde Australian and the long haired Polynesian girl from Hawaii. The others were Asian and African. The redhead stayed under a beach umbrella, guarding against sunburn and deeper full body freckles.
Ned was fascinated by the variations in skin tones and English accents. He barely noticed their casual topless displays. It seemed so natural in this tropical paradise setting. The girls perked up when they realized that Iggy was not being her usual cock-hog self but seemed willing to share Ned with the others. The circle gradually got smaller as each beauty competed for his attention.
Iggy and Penny returned. Ned dropped his shirt and shorts, took Penny's hand and waded into the water. He borrowed one of the surfboards and shooed its owner ashore.
"I'm going to lay on the board. Sit on top and massage my dick with your best 'straddled walking cock cuddle'. Show me how well you can keep us balanced on the board while making me cum."
Penny slid off her lime green thong and overhand tossed the wadded bottom toward shore. It didn't make landfall but a cooperating classmate quickly retrieved it from the water and returned to her place in the audience.
Ned took the initiative in the knee deep water. He pulled Penny's wet body closer, planted a firm lingering kiss on her lips and fondled a handful of nubile boob. Penny's hand circled his prick, stroking it with practiced skill. Ned grew in her grasp. It didn't take long to get ready.
He released her and she held the board steady as he lay back on it. The water was shallow enough for her to one-hop atop and straddle his legs. The board wobbled but they stayed afloat. Penny inched higher until his knob poked her exposed pussy. She continued the slide, leaning backward, hands braced on his knees for stability, seeking suitable alignment. His slightly torqued rod wormed its way into her womb. It was a delicate operation but in the end a successful one. Penny righted her torso; she was mounted balls deep on Ned's erection.
She placed her hands on the edge of the board near his tummy. Her arms pressed the sides of her nubile tits. She focused on her core muscles and began the seated dick massage. Ned saw her toned muscles ripple beneath the tanned skin of her hips and abdomen. Penny was a very cooperative test subject. Unpracticed though she was, she still performed with great dexterity. Ned felt his cock nerves stirred by her inner pulsations.
The bright sun hurt his eyes; he closed them and, with less overall sensory inputs, really felt her energetic contractions fueling his libido. His last image had been Penny's nipples presented between her compressing biceps.
His hands sightlessly stole to her chest and fingered her rosy points. The unseen manipulation added even more to his sexual rush to the summit. Too soon, he peaked, unable to avoid pinching her tits. She held on through the pain, maintaining both balance and poise, a tribute to her training and dedication.
Ned heard the lapping of wavelets against the edges of the surfboard. He smelled the salty air. His erection was diminishing and when he opened his eyes, he found Penny upright, watching his face. Her hands were holding his palms to her tortured breasts. A graceful dismount was impractical. Ned twisted his hips and toppled them sideways. They splashed hard and, on regaining their footing, Ned clutched her ass cheeks and she straddled his waist.



He splashed them ashore and let her down on her feet. The waves had left their groins spunk-free but salty. A final kiss was their goodbye as they rejoined the circle. The sun was hot; the group gathered their things and trotted back to the main campus for cooler settings.
On the path, they passed a laughing gaggle of co-eds headed towards the beach. The rambunctious girls sported trim butts and thighs, bright smiles and firm breasts. One carried a volleyball. They invited Ned to come watch and be the reward for the winning duo. Ned declined; he was only one man and feeling the emptiness of his recent surfboard ball draining.
He gave his regrets and proceeded on his way. This was reinforcement for resolving the island's paucity of penis. Something must be done; he would report it to the upper levels of the TWA organization.
The rest of the morning and afternoon were spent poolside refracting. Many of the co-eds wandered by, chatting up the singular male. He was polite but declined their obvious interest in a furtive rendezvous. The sun was low when Iggy approached his umbrella shaded lounge.
"Are you feeling rested, sir? Ms. Smith sent me to accept your offer of assistance."
"Yes, much better. What does your mother's assignment roster have in store for me?"
"How about a sundown horseback ride on the beach?"
Ned thought that sounded good. Iggy led him back down the path to the shore. Waiting there was the Irish redhead, more willing to expose her sun-sensitive skin to the less intense early dusk sun rays. Ned took a good look at his latest host. She was lithe and fit. Her long straight hair fluttered in the sea breeze.
She held the bridle of a tall horse. A saddle blanket was thrown over its back but no saddle. The outcrop of coral rock next to the horse would serve to help mount up.
"Ned, this is Rosey, our resident co-ed equestrian. She was the one who suggested the sundown ride."
Ned extended his hand in formal greeting. Rosey used it to pull him in for Bijou cheek buzzes. It was her opportunity to press her nubile breasts to his chest. Ned took up her suggestion and lightly fondled one. Rosey didn't demur or flinch. Iggy saw the fond exchange and hurried the plan along. She jettisoned her thong and Rosey followed suit. They helped Ned with his trunks and top.
Iggy climbed the handy rock and hopped on the horse's back. It skittered in a circle and Rosey brought it back alongside. Ned was next and sat just forward of Iggy. She happily hugged her bare boobs into his back. A hand adjusted his prick and balls, resting them loosely comfortable on the saddle blanket between his thighs.
Rosey waited out the strategic positioning and then found her seat in front of Ned. Her ass pressed his groin. She held the reins and still waited. Iggy took Ned's hands and placed them over Rosey's boobs, encouraging him to hug her body tight to his chest. Rosey gave the reins a flick and the horse stepped off on its surfside stroll.
They rode in the canter-assisted jostling. Ned felt Iggy's breasts roll on his back; he held Rosey's boobs as they bounced gently in his hands to the horse's stride. Her ass rubbed his cock where it nestled in her ass crack. The sun was low and the surf washed around the horse's prancing hoofs, spraying the trio with droplets of seawater. The campus buildings were in the distance behind them when they reach a rock outcrop stretching into the water, blocking the shore path. Rosey circled the horse to head back. The multi-colored sunset was the backdrop to her impending plan for the homeward ride.
Iggy stroked Rosey's inner thighs; her finger rubbed her classmate's pussy. It was the signal to work the next step of their plan. Rosey scuttled forward, opening a space. Iggy's hands found Ned's prick. She gave it slow measured strokes, fingering the knob, alternately gripping tighter and looser. Rosey threw her leg over sidesaddle, then continued until she faced backward.
She handed the reins to Iggy and took over the stimulation tasks. Her face leaned in and engaged Ned in a full kiss. Ned's hands regained his handle on her breasts and continued his fondles. His cock stiffened in Rosey's expert stroking grip.
Ned lifted Rosey by the ass and pulled her closer and higher. Her arms hugged his neck as her lips caressed his neck, face, and ears. Ned positioned her vagina and she slid home on his erection. Iggy gave the reins a flick and the horse paced towards home. She left the reins hang slack, knowing what was to come. The girls collaborated in squashing their nipples against Ned, front and back. The rocking of the stallion moved Rosey and Ned into all the genital stimulus they needed.
As with any horse, it was aware that it was headed home to the stables for food and a rest. It had its own hungry agenda and stepped up the pace. Its back bounced snappier. Ned and Rosey got longer strokes without any added efforts on their parts. The closer they got to the main campus, the quicker the horse pranced. Ned felt the long quick strokes on his cock, the rubs of four boobs on his body and Rosey's continued oral caresses.
Iggy watched the carnal action and gauged that Ned and Rosey were nearing orgasm. At the ultimate moment, she reined in the steed. It whinnied and skittered in a circle as its occupants howled and clung together in a naked trio of happiness. How they stayed astride the animal was anyone's guess. Resuming a pseudo-calmness, the challenge was dismounting, both sexual and equestrian, and it would require some delicacy and a special trick.
Iggy waded the horse into the sea. When it was belly-deep, she leaned over and dragged her ride mates into the drink. It was an effort to hold the reins as the threesome thrashed to separation but she managed. The wet humans and impatient stallion waded ashore, ready to return home. Together, they hoofed it back to the path entrance.
Rosey gave Ned a full-bodied hug and kiss, thanking him passionately for the rare sexual encounter in her favorite position, mounted astride two powerful stallions: man and horse. She departed satisfied, riding her horse back to its stable.
Iggy led Ned back to his guest coach tutor suite. They needed to prepare for dinner. Ned dismissed her; he could get ready alone. Iggy skipped off to her dorm room to preen and dress for this evening's formal gala.
Ned arrived for dinner looking spiffy in his pressed tuxedo. The room was already filled with the senior co-eds. The competition for male attention was never ending. The gowns and cocktail dresses were more than fashionable; they were dangerously risqué. It was hard to look alluring to men who had seen you nude all day but somehow they managed the feat.
The hair, makeup, and jewelry were dazzling. Rich colors and shiny fabrics draped their bodies. The sexy styles were custom designed to show off each sexy female's best features. Strategic cutouts provided side and under boob peek-a-boos. The low cut bare backs hinted at the shadow of a crack between round ass cheeks. Long legs were almost completely exposed by short hems or waist high skirt slits, sometimes both. Arms and shoulders were universally bare, allowing greater cleavage displays.
Ned soon found himself surrounded by elegant interested ladies. It was difficult to make small talk about family, friends or current events with students who were totally immersed in beauty and poise studies. They pestered Ned about his views on their level of achievements. World affairs or their scholastic studies were extraneous topics.
Prompted by her repeated questions, he critiqued one brunette co-ed on her choice of eyeshadow tone. It was a good look for the dim lit banquet hall but had she coordinated the color with the nipple rouge she was wearing? She popped out her boob and asked Ned to judge. He judged it a good match.
A co-ed had most of her side boobs exposed by her thin silvery dress. Ned remembered her as the Polynesian girl from the surfer circle on the beach. She asked if there was something more she could do to look alluring. He had her lean back on his chest and slipped his hands through the arm openings. He rolled her nubs and showed her how the resulting pokies enhanced her look.
The other gentlemen, though few in number, were similarly pressed for verbal and tactile interpretations. One of the guest coach tutors was openly accessing a tall blonde's exposed breast. He cradled and turned the mass, scrutinizing it with a practiced eye. 'You pass' he judged.
The general mood was heating up and the announcement of dinner revved down the rush toward a premature orgy. The residents and guests took their assigned seats.
Ned sat between two talkative co-eds. Across from his plate sat the pretty Island girl that he had handled into side-boob flirty pokies. He was distracted from his side companions by her exuded sexuality. His curiosity was piqued. Pointing at her chest with his fork, he asked her for details.
"What size are those?"
"I wear a 34C, sir."
"Only a C? They felt larger."
"Yes, probably, but a C boosts my cleavage."
"How big are your areolae?"
"Five centimeters actual, sir. But I can make them wider to eight with suitable rouge and still look natural. Like tonight."
She slipped finger along her inner curve, nudging the silvery fabric aside until the edge of her darkened disk was just peeking out. Ned nodded his approval.
"Shave completely?"
"Not quite; a little strip to tickle the nose." She barely suppressed a grin.
"I'll have to check that out." He didn't suppress his smile.
Ned took an extra interest. She was curvy and buxom. Her dark almond eyes were set above high rounded cheeks. Her ruby lips were plush. Her black cut bangs touched her eyebrows. Gold hoop earrings peeked through her long straight hair.
His side seat dining companions noted the exchange. Ned felt their hands resting on his thighs and then fingering and sliding along his inseam. The blondes had acceded to Ned's interest in his cross table acquaintance and decided to lend a hand rather than compete. Ned's evening was destined to conclude elsewhere without them.
Dessert was served and the banquet dinner almost over.
"What's your name?" he inquired as he spooned the last of the sorbet.
"Maui" was her reply.
"Like the island?"
"Yes, my home."
Ned stood. He walked around the table and leaned into Maui's face. A modest kiss sealed the deal. He pulled back her chair and led her from the room. The other gentlemen made their selections and left with a co-ed or two in tow. The unclaimed females took a stoic attitude and set their minds to try harder at being more attractive next time.
Ensuite, a hurriedly undressed Ned reinitiated his use of the still clothed Maui, proceeding from where they had left off earlier in the dining room. He palmed her breasts from behind, kneading the pliant flesh inside her dress. She twisted her neck for a passionate kiss, encouraging his manhandling of her tits. Ned's fingers rolled her nipples to points.
With both hands occupied, he tunneled his face into her tresses and found the neck tie. He bit and pulled, undoing the spaghetti strap ties. He backhanded the loosened covers off her tits and they fell away. In the mirror, he spied her enhanced areolae, rouged to a good 8-centimeters as promised.
Maui undid the waist catch and pushed her hip-held bunched dress downward. Her fuzz strip was black and very narrow, just enough to remind the man that he was tasting her lower lips. Her thighs were proportional to her bosom figure and shorter stature, promising a warm soft cradle to the probing man's wedged hips.
He turned her in his arms and hugged her into a deep long kiss. Lifting her against him, he carried her to the mattress and lay between her welcoming wide legs. In missionary, she locked her heels behind his calves as he drove in. The rocking motions had her whole body shaking against his skin. He adjusted his grip several times during their intercourse: hand on ass, hand behind back, then her neck, braced up a little on one while the other squeezed her boob or pinched her nipple. Then a bear hug to crush her soft willing flesh tight against his. He ran up the heat until his pistoning dick pulsed his thick sperm into her warm moist pussy.
Later in the night, she rode him cowgirl, her tits flopping to his visual delight. With greater control, she joined his ecstasy and then dropped exhausted on his chest, nipping his ears and neck in the ebbing afterglow.
Morning found them lounging in a sudsy garden tub, face-to-face, legs interlaced, fingers dancing on each other's genitals. It was passionate play that relaxed them but did not culminate in an orgasm. Ned was a gentleman while helping Maui select and apply her resort suitable makeup: bluish eyeshadow, rose blush, rose lipstick, rose nipples rouge and rose labia tint. The brushes tickled her feminine areas, setting her in the mood to quickly find another mate among the men visiting the campus. He sent her on her way with a giddy smack to her mostly exposed ass.
Ned had experienced a lot of what the island campus had to offer. Now, as the Emeritus Coach Tutor, the TWA organization needed his expertise elsewhere among its many facilities. Ms. Smyth held a final debriefing interview with her VIP visitor.
"Was my daughter helpful?"
"She performed with stunning results, exceeding my expectations. She has your natural femininity and will go far in this world. I can tell you are very proud of her and by all rights, you should be."
Ms. Smyth smiled happily, as any parent would, but understood Ned's words were not just flattery, they were true.
"I know it's too late to fulfill any vacant roster slots but I was hoping you could help me with one more task as you travel back to the mainland. It will require a detour but not a lengthy one."
"I'll help out in any way I can."
"Good. My Assistant Housemother is away fulfilling your semi-annual TWA Fantasy Request venue; something with a dark Goth theme in Australia. That keeps me tied up here. We are sending a pair of co-eds on their tutoring junket at our casino in Macao. I don't like them traveling unchaperoned. Can you escort them, see that they arrive safely and get them properly settled in?"
"Of course. I am at your service, ma'am."
Ms. Smyth gave him a hug and Bijou kisses; she wished he could stay a little longer and spend time with her. She was not as young as her co-ed residents but she was still young enough. It got lonely on the island without suitable male companionship. And although she occasionally quelled her physical needs through personal service to the TWA Request venues, her regular duties kept her on the island far too long.
Ned sensed her hug was overly long and empathized with the island's isolation. Another reason to encourage the TWA Executive Board to address the paucity of penis here. Ned extracted himself before things happened that would make him miss his departing boat.
The launch was waiting, as were his two co-ed escort responsibilities. The two brunettes wore sensible traveling clothes, light sleeveless summer dresses, and mid-heeled sandals. They spent the inter-island run high in the bow, letting the cool sea spray wet their faces and blow freely through their flagging hair. Ned watched their flapping skirts flash their trim asses mounted on long toned legs.
The trio transferred to the corporate jet; Ned's one piece of luggage was loaded aboard. He carried his briefcase but the girls had no luggage. All their designated special fetish outfits and personal supplies would be supplied at the casino.
Ned spent the short flight in conversation. The co-eds were juniors. They chatted excitedly about their coming mysterious adventures. Ned supplied few details; they would be better served to be surprised by their discoveries.
They parted after the casino limousine delivered the trio to the private celebrity entrance. The arriving co-eds were led away by the coach tutor staff to prepare them for their fantasy fulfilling roles. A pretty hostess escorted Ned to the VIP reception room.
Ned found the room well appointed. Visiting co-eds acted as topless waitresses and tablemates, providing a worldwide sample of feminine genre diversity. All ethnicities were on display. Most of the men were Asian and they were openly enthralled by the colorful blondes and redheads, so sparingly available in the local population. The buxom Hispanics and blacks garnered similar carnal attraction.
He spied his travel mates escorted into the mix, redressed as French maids, though the uniforms offered open tit and ass exposures not normally found in the commercial variety.
The elite pledge contributors were unhesitant to draw a co-ed in for a brief conversation, some furtive fondling and an invitation to spend the evening with them. The man-starved co-eds were always eager to share an extended liaison. The newly arrived fantasy French maids seemed a particularly popular pair.
Ned, on the other hand, was enticed by the many petite Asian women. He was especially drawn to a pair of Japanese girls.
They may not have been biological twins, but they could have been: similar height, straight cut black bangs, dark almond eyes, modest chests with pointy pink nipples and trim body frames. They had coordinated their minimal outfits: pale thongs and heels. The coordinated satins collars they wore held the same cameo medallion.
Ned drew them into a conversation; their English was good but heavily accented. They were juniors at the Osaka regional TWA campus. They had been awarded this one week junket for getting straight A's in their academics and superior evaluation assessments in poise. They confessed to being unfamiliar with Western men since all their coach tutors were Japanese. Their bright eyed enthusiasm told Ned that they were as interested in exploring him as he was in exploring them. This rendezvous was mutually serendipitous.
Ned queried them about the casino facilities. They had not been there long but had heard the nightlife varied from family-friendly venues through the gambling games and into risqué adult entertainment. Ned's face revealed his interest in the latter one. With a keen sixth sense, they pleaded with him to take them to the fetish disco lounge this evening.
Ned agreed but wanted to handle the preparations. He took them to his suite.
He sat them side-by-side on the vanity countertop. The thongs came off and revealed two pretty pussies with black strips of hair. He shaved one but left the other alone. It would be his way of telling the near twins apart.
Ned found the aromatic versions of nether mascaras tucked in the cosmetic drawer. They were vegetable oil based and resistant to dilution by human genital secretions. Ned applied the colorants with a fine brush, holding the young women's cunt flaps aside with a thumb as he worked for a smooth finish. One side and then the other on one before moving to repeat the task on the other co-ed.
He stood back and the co-eds spread their thighs to let their temporary makeup artist examine his workmanship. It dawned on Ned that he had forgotten his manners.
"By the way, what are your names?" he asked.
The one with the bald cunt responded.
"I'm Sonata, sir. My friend is Tenuti." They leaned together and giggled shyly into each other's shoulders. The little ladies seemed unperturbed that a man they had just met had painted their most intimate feminine areas without the simple courtesy of an introduction.
Ned now had the identities he needed. He continued the preparation for Sonata and Tenuti: scalp-molding pulled-back ponytails, hoop earrings, satin choker necklaces and dancer heels. The facial and nipple makeup matched at dark red. The short party dresses, sans undergarments, were daringly loose, threatening boob and pussy flashes during normal movements. That inevitability certainly would happen during brisk disco dancing but it was meant to be an adult fantasy venue, so all the better.



Ned wore black slacks and a Lycra muscle shirt, capped off with sunglasses. He resembled a bouncer or a bodyguard. He liked the look and feel of his macho persona.
Feeling spry and playful, he followed his pair of co-eds to the darkened hall with its bouncing dance music and synchronous laser lights. Other couples had filled the room and the dance floor was crowded with mature smiling gentlemen hemmed in by be bopping half-dressed co-eds.
Ned and his companions joined the fray. His dates danced vigorously, holding his hands aloft as they twirled in rhythmic steps. If one was friskily shaking her unfettered boobs in his face, the other wrapped his waist from behind and rubbed her hands seductively on his tuxedoed groin. It was uninhibited foreplay in a crowded melee.
Nobody took note of the others, involved in their own stimulations. The room occupancy lessened as aroused couples departed for their guest coach tutor suites.
An older Asian gentleman asked if he could dance with one of Ned's dates. Sonata was granted the honor. Ned stood off the dance floor to watch with Tenuti, his arm hugging her back against him, his hand boldly furrowed under her dress, handling her nubile boob. Her stiffening nipple poked his palm; his grip squeezed and released in time with the music. He felt her hand squeeze between her butt and his groin, rubbing his cock to the beat.
Sonata was bouncing in front of her elder dance partner who was trying to hold her in a more traditional dance pose. She twisted away and circled him in her solo moves. As he wearied of the chase, she relented and allowed him a concluding hug. She pecked his cheek and whispered something in his ear before stepping away. He sadly nodded and moved toward a mingling gaggle of girls. Striking up a conversation, he got a better reaction. One tall young blonde in low-cut body-con spandex hugged his head, pressing her soft boob to his cheek. He gripped her ass two-handed and pressed his face into her upper exposed cleavage. She cooed her acquiescence, rubbing the back of his head. He came up for air with a wide smile. They departed the hall hand in hand.
"What did you say to him, Sonata?"
"I told him that I was not for him tonight; another man was waiting to fuck me silly. Maybe we would meet again, somewhere. Did I lie?"
Ned looked her in the eye, then scanned her from heels to hairdo. He returned to her eyes and shook his head in a slow animated 'No'. He couldn't wait to keep her promise; he wanted to fuck her silly as soon as possible.
He decided he had met his debutantes' plea for pre-bedtime gamboling. He took a girl in each hand and hustled them to the door, departing the dance party for a better place. In the hallway outside, they adjusted their hold and hugged his arms in boob pressing clutches as they moseyed him to his suite.
In the suite, the co-eds became a team, combining to strip off his formal attire. Naked, he swept off their minimalist club dresses. He stood watch as they scrambled onto the mattress. They dropped on their backs, laid side by side, smiling down across their bare bodies, legs spread in invitation. Ned was greeted by his contribution to their identifying characteristic.
They watched his face respectfully and expectantly, while sneakily eyeing his larger than life cock, still drooping between his legs. They were well versed in some of the ways of men. If the dance exhibition and groin pawing had not fully lit his fire, maybe an erotic visual was in order.
Quick minds think alike and without any sign from Ned, they turned in and kissed. Their hands joined the passion as they twisted their bodies closer and caressed each other's flanks. Legs intertwined and hands dipped between. The kissing was accompanied by fleeting giggles that elongated into louder moans. Instinctively, they twisted about and heads dived in to bring facial lips to nether lips. Suckling sounds interspersed the growing keener warbles. Their breathing deepened as they strived to give their mate's pussy the attention it deserved. As one they convulsed, heads vibrating between shaking legs.
Ned watched the show with admiration. His erection now stood strong, bold and ready for action. He climbed onto the bed and gently separated the sweaty, gasping pair onto their backs. They lay lethargic in a post-orgasmic stupor.
Sonata ended up in front of the kneeling Ned. They made eye contact, remembering the promise. He pulled her legs wide around his hips, pulled her to his groin and drove in. She was soaked with pussy dew and he slammed against her cervix when much, but not all, of his cock was embedded. He lay his weight upon her and jogged his hips rapidly. He spewed hard and flooded her womb. It was a quick silly fuck. She had come alive during his thrusts and clung to his neck, purring her rekindled delight, as he stretched her pierced core.
Later, Ned lay between his pair, one under each arm. His fingers alternated between the co-eds' nipples and cunts. They played their fingers on his cock and chest. His erection returned. He levered Tenuti up and slipped her down his shaft. She fearfully reared up when he found the far end of her womb. She recovered her courage, wiggled and adjusted before pushing hard again and popping his knob past her cervix. The tight ring cycled over and over on his corona until a dazzled Ned shot his spunk as deep as a man can get inside a woman.
He awoke in the morning to mattress shudders. At the foot of the bed, the girls were at it again, engaged in lesbian oral congress. Ned watched the action. When it ended with cries of delight, he let them settle before he shooed them into the shower. His night ended and his morning started with a wet dual blowjob.
He had delivered Ms. Smyth's co-eds as directed, enjoyed the night with two frisky disco dancers but now it was time to return to the mainland and his regular duties. He dreaded the long flight cooped up alone in the corporate jet. TWA did need to arrange for co-eds as special air hostesses to make the flight time less burdensome.
His flight to the mainland idled on the runway, an unscheduled delay. A limousine bolted to a stop and disgorged its passenger who scurried up the gangway. She popped through the hatch and shared a surprised look with Ned.
"I'm going back to America!" said an excited Maui. She buckled in and the jet taxied and took off. At altitude, the seatbelt light switched off and Ned surveyed his unexpected companion. The conversation began light but quickly diverged into details.
Maui's scholastic grades and superb evaluation assessments had garnered a transfer to an advanced TWA campus. It was a last minute decision and a lucky break to catch the departing TWA corporate flight.
Ned thought it was a lucky break for him as well. He had decided that some tangential research was in order for a South Pacific hula variation on 'straddled walking cock cuddle'. During the long flight, he and Maui had some very personal research to perform as they flew high above the broad Pacific Ocean.
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Annabelle: Presentation Soiree
-----
Annabelle sat in perfect posture: back straight, hands folded in her lap, feet together, knees bent and pressed together with her calves vertical. It was just the way her teachers at the expensive private finishing school had taught her was the lady-like thing to do. Her mother, a TWA alumnus, sat next to her, more relaxed, leaning back into the sofa.
Ms. Smith, the TWA Housemother, was at her desk, flipping through the pages of Annabelle's entrance and matriculation paperwork. Reaching the end, she closed the file and directed her business-like smile to the pair of women.
"It all seems to be in order. Annabelle, have your parents briefed you on the Total Woman Academy curriculum, rules and protocols?"
Ms. Smith glanced sideways at Annabelle's father, a warning not to repeat his just uttered chortle.
"Yes, ma'am. Beauty for my appearance, intelligence for my mind, and poise to bring it all together and attain a life worth living. I am to follow all the TWA curriculum rules, never hesitate to obey directions and always show deference to my teachers."
"Okay. Good summary; we will work in the details as we go. And here the instructors are called coach tutors, a mix of permanent staff and invited guests. You'll get to know them quite well; intimately, I might say."
Annabelle's father quickly evolved another of his insuppressible chortles into a cough. The three women turned to him, showing concern. He recovered handily. There was a knock on the door. Ms. Smith invited two nattily dressed co-eds to enter. They wore heels, abbreviated pleated skirts, white blouses and pig tails.
Ms. Smith motioned for Annabelle to stand.
"Annabelle, these two upper-classmates who will be your Undergraduate Advisors during your early months here at the Total Woman Academy. For now, they will give you a tour of the campus and get you settled in. Dinner is at six in the dining room and there will be a matriculation ceremony this evening. Let the UAs guide your selection of appropriate dress. I think your parents need a moment to say goodbye."
Annabelle's mother stood and hugged her daughter, her eyes teary with pride and joy. Her father chose to make it a group hug and kissed his daughter's cheek.
"Remember, sweetie, do as you're told and everything will get better and better."
The parents released their daughter into the tender care of the Total Woman Academy. The UAs each took a hand and led Annabelle from the room. The parents said their goodbyes to Ms. Smith, exited the office, hugged again and parted ways. The mother went to her waiting town car and a weekend of TWA Request Venue attendances. She was scheduled to provide personal fantasy fulfillment to an unsuspecting pledge contributor's friend in exchange for a substantial donation to the TWA Alumni Scholarship Fund. And the weather had turned out perfect for their rendezvous at the secluded topless beach resort.
The father strode purposefully down the hallway to the visitor wing for the start of his weekend as a guest coach tutor. It was coincidentally the first day of sophomore orientation and the middle aged gentleman was eager to assist as needed.
-----
The freshman welcoming soiree buzzed with conversation. The matriculating class of freshmen had been groomed, preened and dressed by their UAs. The fashions on all the young ladies in the room were suggestively elegant. Lots of cleavage, leg and sparkle; a new experience for the entering freshmen females, a chance for the junior and senior Undergraduate Advisors to practice masculine enticement.
Annabelle liked her party preparations. Her UA had been fastidious about her coming-out appearance. The bath was luxurious, the soaps and oils fragrant and lasting. She had carefully shaved her intimate areas and coiffed her hair in elegant falls about her shoulders and back. Her UA had selected a draped mid-thigh billowing dress. It was a halter catch behind her neck, completely bare in back, cut low in the bodice and displayed more than a hint of her inner boob creases. She was careful when she moved; the cut and fit of the garment eschewed any undergarments and she feared that the loose boob coverings would allow an embarrassing nip-slip.
She felt awed by the assembled tuxedoed gentlemen; they were all ruggedly handsome and exuded strong masculinity. She chatted with several and the conversations were pointed; some bordered on indecent from a non-acquaintance. They delved into her sexual and sensual preferences and experiences.
She endured their indelicate infringements on her private affairs but her spirit wilted into a submissive mood under their intimidating self-assuredness.
Brandy, another new co-ed, wore a dress that was barely that, more of a lacy chemise with just enough opaque lace to cover her intimate areas. She wondered if her UA had been misinformed about the setting this evening.
Acknowledging Brandy's protests that the short hem exposed the majority of her smooth bare thighs and threatened pussy flashes, her UA had relented and allowed skimpy panties. No such concession was allowed for her fulsome breasts cradled in the fitted bodice.
She seemed to have the attention of every man in the room. And why not? Her look was more suited to flirty bedroom than formal ballroom.
Each passing gentleman greeted her politely, smiling widely at her display. She responded graciously but needlessly; her dress and demeanor spoke volumes by themselves.
She moved on from each gentleman after he said his 'adieus' and there was always another waiting nearby to engage her in a brief chat. Anatomical inquiries were needless since she was displaying enough skin to answer any physical questions. The common refrain was whether she was enjoying the evening and if she was looking forward to her studies. Each grinning man assured her that he intended to be readily available to assist in her poise training over the coming years.
Cherie flipped her straight black hair over her shoulder as she spied over the rim and sipped from her champagne glass. The formally dressed man was staring at her cleavage as he asked her some rather intimate questions.
He looked vaguely familiar; probably one of her father's business associates that she had seen on one of her infrequent visits to his office. Those business setting introductions were always civil and polite. But sometimes when she exited she overheard excited whispers like 'Are you enrolling her soon? Yes, my friend, this year. Wow! I can't wait to get a slot on her roster.'
Cherie lowered her glass and pulled her hair fall forward, unconsciously shielding her décolletage from his gaze.
"So, what's your cup size?" he inquired.
Cherie hesitated, knowing she must answer but undecided as to what to say. She usually wore a comfortable D but her UA had insisted on a pushup underwire C. That had created the focus of attention for yet another gentleman guest, the third one tonight.
"I'm wearing a C" she admitted.
"That doesn't sound right," he said. "You look more like a D."
The self-styled brassiere expert continued his chest stare as he mused on the possibilities. As a freshman, she would only be available for manual play; no intercourse or oral sex. But that still allowed tit-jobs and he envisioned her slickened globes pressed around his slippery erection until he spilled himself into the hollow of her neck. He liked that idea and would certainly request a slot on her freshman year training roster. He nodded as he moved away to browse for other future delicacies on display this evening.
Denise smoothed her hands along her flanks as she slow stepped through the noisy conversant crowd. She couldn't move quickly; the strapless sheath dress clung like a second skin to her hourglass figure. Its below-knee length prevented anything but a short step.
Her proportional curves beneath the sheer fine knit were evident in the smooth roundness of chest orbs capped with prominent pokies. The sensuous ripple of her ass muscles as she walked was unmarred by panty lines because... she wore no panties.
In just the right backlighting, her vaginal wedge was visible in silhouette. The black heels and choker was a nice touch, placing margins to her bare arms, upper torso and lower legs.
Her father proudly observed Denise flow through the crowd, watching the other men admire her from a distance. She was an angelic apparition and a worldly greeting would have broken the spell of their carnal fantasies and bawdy dreams of vibrant intercourse.
Ms. Smith rang her glass to get the gathering's attention. The men left off their fleshy perusal and paid their social hostess due deference.
"Thank you all for coming this evening. It's now time for our newest co-eds to swear-in and begin their journey to a bright future. Young ladies, come forward, please..."
The UAs shepherded the dozen rookies into a line. Annabelle's hurried walk jostled her loose breasts and the even looser breast coverings, causing the inevitable nip slip. The exposure was observed by every watching male. As she formed a line with her classmates, she saw that most of the men were inexplicably staring at her. Looking down to find her left tit in full view, she quickly rectified her unveiling and blushed with embarrassment amidst the background snickers of the assembled males. They were sure they would see it again.
The quieted line of freshman raised their right hands and repeated the pledge, witnessed by their fathers, upper-classmates and staff coach tutors.
"I swear to uphold the values of the Total Woman Academy, to obey the established campus rules, to comply with the instructions and directives of my assigned or selected coach tutors, whomever the TWA leadership chooses from time to time for them to be, and to do my best to perfect my intelligence, beauty and poise. I make this oath willingly, witnessed here by my father, the assembled guest and staff coach tutors, my colleagues and my classmates."
As they completed, the crowd broke into applause and the fathers moved forward to congratulate their offspring. A few more minutes of family and friends' celebration passed before Ms. Smith again called for attention.
"Thank you, gentlemen and UAs for your assistance. Now it's time for our youngest co-eds to adjourn to their resident rooms and begin their studies. It's going to be a busy year."
The freshmen filed out behind Ms. Smith. The staff coach tutors made their courteous farewells and left the room in sporadic small groupings. They headed for their assignments as the freshman co-eds' first overnight male guests. They would commence the first year curriculum of erogenous zone anatomy and touch sensuality. Vaginal intercourse must await sophomore status and junior year was the start of oral training. Annabelle's father did not know which staff coach tutor was assigned to his daughter tonight but imagined the man would treat her nude body to a thorough inspection. Her pretty nipples would probably get extra attention in order to discover their sensitivity to rubbing and plucking.
There was a poignant pause after the last staff left and the door was closed. A general remixing of the party guests ensued. The remaining fathers, as guest coach tutors for the evening, moved nearer to their favored co-ed party hostesses. She would be his initial hookup for this annual gathering.
Some of the seductively dressed ladies were a familiar student that he had already tutored in the past while another could become his latest novel hankering. Either way, she was about to become the receptacle of his simmering lust that had percolated for these past two hours.
With minimal greetings, zippers and clasps were quickly undone as cocks, tits, pussies and loads of sensuous skin were exposed to the dimly lit gala room ambiance. The room descended into a panorama of wreathing flesh.
The protocols expected that after the first fever-reducing intercourse, a general orgy would arise as the men swapped, fondled and fucked the readily available female bodies. Carpets and couches were peppered with scattered bundles of discarded clothes and shoes. The cushions lay askew, dragged or canted to places where they were useful in bolstering odd contortions of male and female coupling.
Cherie's father was standing near a couch arm, a co-ed's inverted face receiving his stroking cock down her throat. Another guest coach tutor was driving into the same co-ed's wide open pussy, assisted by a cooperative junior lapping his sticky genitals as best she could amongst the vigorous thrusting. The thrusting lecherous dudes shared the duties of squeezing her tits and rolling and pinching her nipples. The connected trio was moaning with eyes shut, nearing orgasm. It was going to be a three-way simultaneous explosion. The fourth participant, the lapping co-ed, worked vigorously to fire the ignition.
Cherie's father's business associate had found a temporary substitute for his fantasy of her boobs. His hips straddled a naked, prone lass with good sized tits. His cock was shuttling between the soft masses, building to an ejaculation destined to fill the hollow in her lower neck as she struggled to kiss his cock head whenever it emerged to her lips.
The room was filled with a general cacophony of cries, moans, and groans. Occasionally, a few lucid words could be heard above the amorous din.
"Yes... ah, right there... quicker... harder... push deeper, sir..."
A gentleman spied a co-ed lying sweaty and flushed following her first fuck of the evening. He caught her eye.
"Crawl over here, my dear, you're my next."
Other rejiggering of matchups was occurring at random elsewhere in the room. One gentleman had a co-ed in hand but liked the idea of two. He motioned to a second temporarily unattached girl, hefting his sticky half-mast penis.
"Kneel here, sweetie... you can suck my cock while she sucks my tongue..."
The background noise swelled and subsided as ardors rose and fell.
"oh... Oh... OH, don't stop... OHH!!"
Eventually, the motions stopped, the sounds abated and the sweaty people rested from their wearying exertions. As the mood rekindled, a gentleman would rise, take the hand one of the naked ladies, or two if he felt he had the energy, and toddled through the exit, journeying to his guest coach tutor suite to continue the sex play in relative privacy. Morning always found a few stragglers still sweetly cuddling, possibly coupling, where they lay. No one minded. It was the same for freshman orientation weekend at TWA campuses worldwide.
-----
Eloise: Private Reception
-----
Eloise sat primly in the Housemother's office. She had dressed for travel: a comfortable white blouse, a gray mid-thigh pencil skirt, and low black heels.
Her mother was with her but her father was late again. He should have been here by now. They had traveled separately; he had journeyed ahead, claiming urgent business.
Sitting here was not Eloise's first choice. She was a fairly accomplished athlete, competing at state and regional levels in gymnastics. But she never took a top medal. Her best was fourth place and that peak had happened last year.
She had agreed that if she didn't win a medal this time, she would pause her championship pursuit and follow the family legacy of matriculation at the Total Woman Academy. So here she was, a sixth place state meet finisher yesterday and a budding freshman at TWA today.
Ms. Smith, the Housemother, leafed the papers a last time and shut the folder on her desk.
"Well, Eloise, everything seems to be in order. Welcome to the Total Woman Academy."
The middle-aged woman rose from her desk as the office door opened and Eloise's father shambled in, haphazardly dressed, baggy bloodshot eyes, shepherded by a skimpily-clad upper-class co-ed. He dropped exhausted onto the sofa and gave the ladies his cursory attention.
Eloise's mother bristled her thoughts. 'So this was the urgent business. Orgy dalliances with blondes, brunettes, and redheads.' She knew of the previous evening's scheduled freshmen soiree. She reminisced on her own entrance party decades ago with her father in attendance. And her subsequent more robust attendance with classmates' fathers in the following years. Her husband was simply nurturing the institutional curriculum and she calmed as she accepted that as a good thing. Eloise's enrollment process continued, now that the enrollee's significant male was present.
"Eloise, this is Emily, your Undergraduate Advisor. Your UA will help guide you through your freshman orientation to the Academy. But first, let's have the traditional swearing in."
Ms. Smith led Eloise through the standard oath of adherence to the TWA curriculum and campus rules which was witnessed by her parents and her UA.
"Very good, my dear. Your UA will take you on a tour of the grounds and dormitories. Take a moment to say goodbye to your parents."
Her mother was teary when they hugged. Eloise thought her mother was sad but really they were tears of joy. Her father was more circumspect. He hugged her and affectionately patted her toned ass through the tight skirt. He thought about a day a few years hence when he would pat that ass while embracing her naked body. Incest was another TWA tradition to be honored in her senior year. He would bide his time in the company of other pledge contributors' daughters until the inevitable event, just as they would bide their time in the company of his daughter until theirs likewise came of age.
Eloise's UA took charge and led her through the facilities: the dining room, the pool area, the gym, the class rooms, down the hallway of guest coach tutor suites and fetish rooms. The UA let her peek inside a few: a pink themed honeymoon suite, a dark Victorian motif with heavy wooden furniture and a four poster bed. Another suite was arranged to look like a 4-star penthouse suite. The UA by-passed the locked door of the dungeon den, recalling the chillingly intense orgasms she had enjoyed there. It was too soon for Eloise to see that advanced training venue. They finally arrived at Eloise's dorm room.
The pair explored Eloise's assigned resident space for the coming year. Its private bath was luxurious, the king size bed unusual for a single dorm room. Her UA skipped the explanation that it was sized to accommodate Eloise's scheduled roster of coach tutors, sometimes more than one at a time. The large closet held a wide array of skimpy fashions; lots of the outfits had strategic cutouts. A large selection of colorful thongs and fashionable heels completed the inventory. It was the perfect wardrobe to comply with the always-topless rules of freshman year at TWA campuses.
The UA lost no time in commencing Eloise's freshman curriculum with a hands-on demonstration of proper preening. She stripped her subject and assisted the newcomer to bathe completely. That was followed by intimate close shaving and a foundation of whole body skin moisturizer. Modest face makeup and a simple draping hairdo were followed by experimental coloring of her feminine erogenous areas. After a few tests, a dark flesh tone seemed to be most appropriate.
It was almost a shame to cover Eloise's prepared body with the sheer chemise but it staged her with an aura of virginal innocence. The UA guided her to the center of the bedroom.
"I think you're ready for your first examination by one of the coach tutors. Be respectful and cooperative. We need a base line for curriculum progress and evaluation assessments."
As if on cue, the door opened and Ned entered her dorm room. The UA stepped aside and left Eloise standing demurely in the center of the Persian carpeted space.
Eloise stood attentively as Ned wordlessly paced several slow circles around her, looking closely at her from top to toe as he scrutinized her inaugural presentation. Stepping behind her, he plucked at the chemise shoulder straps and they drooped on her arms. The slip was still held aloft by its stretch across her firm nubile boobs. Ned reached around and rolled its top hem over her nipples and it fell to a torus around her hips. Another assist from Ned moved it over her ass and it dropped to the floor.



Ned saw the girl's full frontal image in the mirrored far wall. She was magnificent. He looked at her backside and admired her high tight ass cheeks. She was athletically fit and trim. He patted the toned ass cheeks and she skittled from foot to foot, drawing his attention to the attenuated jiggle of her firm tits in the mirror view.
Her eyes looked down, shyly mindful of this authoritative man's scrutiny of her naked body. Her lowered gaze saw his hands appear beneath her breasts and cup the globes. He squeezed gently, smoothed his palms around their circumference and fingered circles on her nipples. He rolled the nubs with thumb and index finger. They stiffened.
Seemingly satisfied with her ass and tits, his arm hugged her chest below her breasts, pulling her firmly to his bare chest. She watched him watch her in the mirror as his hand cupped her vulva. He slowly slid up and down, one finger sliding within the cunt folds in a sawing action. He stopped and the finger tunneled shallowly into her vaginal opening, twiddling the warm, moist membranes. She couldn't help herself from getting wet; the intimate touching from a strange man had aroused her sexually and his hand was inflaming her genital nerves.
With a final cuddle, Ned stopped and released his examinee. Letting her stand as she was, he pulled a comfortable chair in front of her and sat. The UA moved quickly, adjusting Eloise's stature, linking her fingers together behind her back, lifting her chin, whispering a reminder to keep her eyes demurely lowered.
Ned stared at the nubile vision before him: a naked young female, pussy and tits exhibiting cosmetic enhancement, waiting patiently for the male's directives. It was a great start and Ned began his lecture.
He reiterated the three parts of the TWA curriculum: intelligence, beauty, and poise. The first two were quite obvious and needed little explanation. But he spent some time expressing the goals and expectations for a student of poise. As a freshman, she would learn male and female anatomy, particularly the erogenous zones, and gain expertise in sensuous touch and massage. Intercourse was a sophomore skill and juniors became adept at oral sex. Senior year brought it all together as each young woman perfected her body and mind into a style that exploited her best talents and features.
"Eloise, I can see that you are a good candidate and will become an excellent student. Your initial sessions will begin soon but not now. We have several steps before you handle a male organ. Still, you have excited me with your beauty and attitude and it would be unhealthy for me to leave here aroused and unrelieved. Stand there and catch a glimpse of your looming lessons."
Ned looked to the UA and motioned to his groin. The UA purposefully strode to his chair and knelt down. She unfastened his shorts and exposed his hard erection. Her hands stroked the thickening meat and when it was less flaccid, her lips smoothed over his crown and slid down the total distance of his shaft. She held there, swallowing around the knob in her throat. A few bobs of her head stimulated his cock to further hardness; at which point, he held her tightly at deep throat with a fistful of hair. He waited until she struggled for air before letting her rise and gulp several breathes.
Standing but still holding her hair, he dragged her to the bed and threw her torso on the mattress. Her ass and legs hung off the edge and he ordered her to plant her heels and spread her legs. She scampered her feet into position, raising her hips higher for a neat and easy doggy penetration.
Ned flipped up her skirt, finding her panty-free pussy ready and waiting for his cock to bury itself in her womb. And that was what he did, plunging his saliva lubricated cock fiercely into her cunt. She grunted as the hard bangs bumped against her resilient ass.
Ned braced himself, feet planted shoulder width, hands holding her hips. He built the pace at his leisure, puffing out the cadence until he felt ready to pump out his essence. He finally halted balls deep, arched his back and cried reverent tribute to the gods of love. His rigid cock, entombed in her core, spewed forth its offering into her warm fleshy altar.
He rested in place but the UA was not satisfied. She bounced her hips on his erection, trying to gain her own orgasm. He forced her to stop her movements, standing unsteadily behind her, watching in the far mirror as she fisted handfuls of the sheets and tears of frustration stained her cheeks. He waited and breathed deeply while his cock deflated and fell out. His expended cum dribbled from her enflamed pussy lips, drawing wet paths down her inner thighs.
The UA hung her head and whined about her lost opportunity to cum. Her pleas were barely audible.
"Please, sir. Fuck me a little longer... please, I'm almost..."
He smacked her ass as a warning to hold her complaints. For Eloise's benefit, he articulated to the UA that this episode was for his relief, not hers. She would honor the male's prerogative. The upper classmate whimpered her acknowledgment.
Ned turned to Eloise who beheld his sticky man meat dangling half-hard at his groin.
"Eloise, as a freshman co-ed, you will not be fucked during your first year. Although you will play sex games and the man may satisfy his needs, it will be a long dry spell for you. We find the abstinence and anticipation make you a better sophomore student, eager to make up for lost time."
It was a simple and matter-of-fact statement; Ned expected no response and didn't wait for one. He tucked himself in, fastened his shorts and departed the room. Eloise sidled to the recumbent UA. She tentatively touched her back to get the UA's attention and the girl moaned. At last, the UA gathered her composure and rose from the bed.
In the bathroom suite, the UA demonstrated to Eloise how to preen post-coitus. She cleaned her spunk-tainted pussy lips and douched away Ned's residue. A makeup touchup and a hair fix preceded donning her thong again.
She briefed Eloise on her forthcoming schedule: gym times, meal times, class times and practical lessons at the hands of the coach tutors. She helped Eloise select a pair of strappy heels and a blazing hot-pink thong panty, appropriate attire for supper in the dining room. Eloise retrieved her sheer chemise but the UA took it away.
"Freshmen co-eds maintain a topless regimen throughout their first year. You'll see that when you look closer at the only selections provided in your wardrobe closet."
Meanwhile, Ned strode down the hallway to one of the fetish suites where a waiting junior co-ed was scheduled for submissive deep throat exercises. He had already turned his attention to his other upcoming responsibilities now that he had professionally executed his orientation duties for Eloise, a freshman enrolled in the elite scholastic program of the Total Woman Academy.
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Fujiko: Sophomore Orientation
-----
Ned paced the deck as his little protégée swam laps in the pool. Fujiko was a master swimmer, competition grade if she had chosen that route. But here on campus, it was just exercise and conditioning of her lithe body. Each circuit of Ned's trace passed the lounge chair of Fujiko's father, an Oriental casino tycoon. Ned had met him a year ago when he had enrolled Fujiko in TWA as a freshman.
Her story was atypical. She was the product of her father's dalliance with a casino staff employee. At first, the tycoon, a confirmed bachelor, denied her heritage as his offspring. He kept her mother employed on the casino floor but took no other measures for her welfare.
However, as Fujiko grew and hung around the fringes of the casino when her mother worked her shift, her father saw an intelligence beyond her years. And as her beauty bloomed, the man's heart was taken and he chose to take responsibility as her father. When she passed puberty, Fujiko's hormonal driven curiosity was aroused and she dallied with boys her father found inferior to his plans for her. He intervened.
Now here she was at TWA, destined for a future where she would be surrounded by alpha males worthy of her beauty and eventually her inheritance when her father passed on the family business.
Fujiko had become Ned's favorite at the touch and tickle games during freshman year. She was light footed and always crept close enough to touch his uncovered cock as he sat blindfolded and naked trying to distinguish her approach with his other senses.
Her massages were legendary, walking her full body weight on his back, crinkling her toes to knead away muscle knots. She had mastered male masturbation, using hands and feet in bathtubs, hot tubs, saunas and bedrooms to produce volcanic sperm eruptions. It had been a stellar freshman year and she would have aced her poise evaluation assessments but for her modest breasts and her inability to perform adequate tit-jobs.
All year long, Fujiko had hinted that she wanted Ned to be her sophomore orientation coach tutor. He had demurred and prevaricated, citing the randomness of the assignment roster. But at the last moment, he had secretly pulled rank and swapped places to get assigned to her orientation.
Fujiko was on her twentieth and final lap when Ned rounded the end of the pool and sat on the shallow steps, butt submerged but groin above the water. He looked over at Fujiko's father who unmistakably nodded his approval to proceed.
Fujiko ended her swim and lifted her torso above the rippling water, pitching her body, tossing her wet hair rearward and clearing her sodden face. She saw Ned seated on the steps and stood attentive to his next directives.
Ned called her gently to him. She waded through the gradually shallowing water, exposing more of her body clad in only a sheer maillot style polyester swimsuit. Her nipples were evident through the nearly transparent wet white film.
Ned let her stop inches from his knees. He reached to her shoulder straps and rolled them down her arms and chest, peeling the wet fabric lower, exposing her nipples to the air. They puckered in the coolness of the early autumn afternoon. More rolling brought the bunched wet film over her hips and down. Fujiko took the initiative, pulling the suit off her legs and feet. Tossing it behind her, it floated away towards center pool.
"Take out my cock, little one. You have a duty to perform."
Assuming he wanted a hand-job as recompense for monitoring her swim exercise, she leaned in and worked his snap and fly open. Her little hands brought his cock out and she opened his fly wider to expose his balls for added finger play. She cupped his scrotum and stood his penis upright. Attaining unhindered access without the tight shorts constricting his movements or circulation, she clasped her fingers together in a two-handed choker. She stroked up and down his shaft, palming over his knob before descending to compress tightly at the base. It was the technique that her coach tutors, Ned included, had liked best. The duration varied but inevitably she would see the geyser of sperm shoot tall and drop back again on her reciprocating hands.
This time Ned stopped her in mid-session. His hands covered hers as he halted her strokes. He lifted her hands away from his crotch and pulled her closer, inviting her to straddle his lap. She was perplexed by his change of routine. Then a light flashed in her mind and she knew it was her time. Ned was going to perform her sophomore orientation, here in the presence of her classmates and her father.
Fujiko glowed with fuller excitement. She scooted forward to straddle his thighs. It was all she could do to widen her stance and bring their genitals closer. Ned placed her hands on his shoulders so she could maintain a balance. His hands cupped her ass and he lifted her to hover over his erection. She peered down and watched but Ned was in control. He maneuvered her vaginal lips to his cock tip and touched them together.
Fujiko was not a virgin. Her father's loving efforts to protect her future prospects had proven futile compared to the irresistible urges of youthful exuberance. Nature had taken hold and she had sometimes coupled with her furtive dates. But none of them matched the length and girth of Ned. She had wondered about the size difference during freshman year but put off the worries until later. It was now later.
She closed her eyes and felt the large male organ press into her feminine recess. The insertion was slow and proved to be surprisingly gentle. Ned went slowly, granting her vaginal tissues time to stretch and expand to accommodate his oversized intruder. She was very tight but seemed to be taking it without noticeable discomfort. He had done this before with other small women and knew how to go slow.
At last fully seated, he could feel his knob squashed against her cervix, again a common event in his experience. He lifted her slight weight and slid her smoothly up and down his shaft, varying the length, seeking the tell-tale sound when his corona would find her G spot. Suddenly, she squeaked a faint cry and wiggled in his arms. There it was.
He held her there and diddled a few short strokes. She hugged his neck and bucked her hips, squirreling in his arms as Ned gave her more stimulation on that erogenous nerve cluster. Ned explained as he explored her inner anatomy.
"That's your G spot. Do you like it?"
Fujiko was breathless but croaked out a response.
"Yes, sir... I like it... Oh, my God... Is it always like this?"
"It can be if you learn its function and lead your sex-mates to its location. Will you practice a lot this year and master its use?"
She strained out the words.
"Oh, yes, sir... I'll try my best... Oh, God, that feels really good!"
Ned had done his duty, giving the emerging sophomore her first reason to study hard and practice well. Now he would give her another motive to crave heterosexual intercourse.
Ned was feeling good but needed to increase the frictional stimulation along his dick. He sped up the pace, feeling Fujiko's inner membranes messaging his cock and fueling his rise. She was making 'ugh' sounds as he banged her clitoris and smashed her cervix. That added to his macho verve. He rose to his peak and felt the end nearing.
Ned granted her the second reason to crave fucking. Fujiko heard Ned's roar and felt the special sensation of his spunk jetting into and flooding her womb. The warmth spread out as the gooey liquid diffused. She hugged Ned's neck, just letting the feeling wash over her core. Ned's ejaculate pulsed several more times before dwindling off. He hugged her body as his blanked-out mind slowly recovered.
Fujiko stirred first, nibbling his earlobe. That brought Ned to his present senses and he hugged her tighter to his body.
"Welcome to sophomore year, Fujiko. Vaginal training is a key skill and you must enthusiastically embrace the curriculum. You can and will become a fine fuck-mate for the elite alpha males you'll encounter. Enjoy your studies."
Ned eased her off his deflating erection. She unsaddled and stood a bit unsteadily beside him. Moments later, two upper-class co-eds waded in to collect her. One introduced herself as Fujiko's short term upper-class advisor. The UA led her away towards the sophomore resident hall. There she would show Fujiko her new room, its sauna bath and its closet of clothes, complete with tops since sophomores graduated out of the constant topless dress codes. She would begin her training regime immediately; no time to waste.
Ned watched them walk away, admiring the little Oriental's bobbing toned ass. His thoughts wandered to future scenarios where he would be part of Fujiko's advanced poise training. He smiled inwardly at the happy dreams.
Ned saw the second co-ed approach a guest coach tutor seated at a poolside table. The older man was a new freshman's father, lingering about after last night's freshman orientation orgy.
"Excuse me, sir. Ms. Smith requests your help filling in a vacant roster slot. We need a guest coach tutor to be hosted by an incoming sophomore. Would you be available?"
"Of course, young lady. I'll help out any way I can."
"Excellent, sir. Please follow me."
The man dutifully followed his pretty guide.
"Who is she? What's she look like? What's her story?" he asked.
"Her name is Fujiko. But let's not spoil your surprise. Anything else you want to know about her you can ask her in person or discover for yourself all through tonight."
"That sounds fine to me. I can't wait."
Arriving at Fujiko's dorm room, the gentleman's guide opened the dorm room door and ushered him inside. Fujiko stood in the center of the room wearing a brief black bikini. The UA whispered a brief chat with Fujiko, assuring herself that the little minx had what she needed and understood her looming role. She gave a knowing look towards the gentleman as she plucked at Fujiko's shoulder tie, dropping a cup to expose her left tit. Fujiko stood stoically under the admiring gaze of her gentleman suitor. Fujiko was his for the night.
The satisfied UA pecked her cheek farewell and walked past the grinning guest coach tutor as she exited the room. Before the door closed shut, the UA saw the portly middle-aged man spread his arms wide in welcome and summon his assigned roster slot to come closer.
"Hello, Fujiko. Come give your Poppa Bear a big hug. I promise you we're going to have some fun tonight."
-----
Gloria: Sophomore Protocols
-----
Gloria basked in the glow of attention on her first evening of residence at her current TWA campus. She had attended two others as a freshman but there had been difficulties.
It wasn't that she didn't want to learn; she just didn't like the brusque tone of the coach tutors' orders and directives. She was a person of status and stature, raised in her family's exclusive neighborhood. She had been treated to private schools and expensive pastimes. She had chosen pliable boyfriends and on the occasions when she let them bed her, she had been in charge.
But not at the Total Woman Academy. There had been incidents and troublesome willfulness in her attitude towards the coach tutors assigned to train her. Her parents intervened twice at her threatened expulsion. The proffered alumni donations had soothed the troubled waters for a while but they weren't intended as a recurrent solution.
This sophomore transfer was her final chance at continuing the program. Gloria was outwardly remorseful and promised compliance. But inwardly, she presumed she could continue her willful ways with little consequence.
New to the campus, she had been assigned a UA for her probationary sophomore term. The older co-ed escorted her to the fete and circulated Gloria through the throng of bright-eyed freshman, respectful classmates and the more stoic staff and fathers in attendance. Her own father was present but kept his distance, browsing the field for his own later amusement and allowing the other gentlemen to freely peruse his daughter.
Several of the gentlemen asked Gloria intimate questions. She laughed them off as jokes. The men were taken aback. It was against protocol for a co-ed to be so glib with a staff or guest coach tutor.
After the freshman pledge ceremonies, Gloria looked to the door but her UA held her back. She was a sophomore now and not to be dismissed with the freshmen debutantes. The door was closed and latched securely for the privacy of the coming events.
A pledge contributor, her father's friend that she had known for years, approached her. She received him cordially with a chaste hug. He accepted the warm greeting but didn't respond to her verbal greetings. During the embrace, his hand smoothed across her luscious ass. She stepped back at his insolence. Her father's friend clasped her boob and fondled it through her dress. She pushed his hand away indignantly. He smiled, thinking she was playing assertive to build his interest.
He reacted as such, pulling her into a bear hug, one hand gripping her ass, the other a handful of hair. He took a deep kiss, lashing her lips with tongue swipes. She struggled to release herself from his embrace. He relented to play along. Standing tall, Gloria swung her arm broadly and slapped the gentleman's face.
The crack of the impact halted all movement and conversation in the room. Everyone stared at the incredible scene. The shocked gentleman seemed to remain composed; his hand rubbed his cheek where Gloria had struck him.
Gloria shook with outrage.
"How dare you handle me? Don't you understand the campus protocols?"
She searched about the crowd until she found her father, watching her from across the room.
"Daddy, why don't you DO something?"
The offended gentleman looked sideways across the room and also made eye contact with his friend. He cocked an eyebrow, a simple gesture seeking leave to continue. Gloria's father lowered his head, shaking it slightly in the universal 'I can't believe it' motion. His gaze rose again to the friend and colleague that his daughter had just offended. He gave a singular firm-jawed nod of acquiescence.
Gloria's victim took on his own determined look and grabbed her bare bi-cep. He swung her around as she snatched at his hand-hold on her arm. His grip was strong and determined. He threw her face down over a couch arm. Two nearby co-eds jumped into action and held her down. Gloria was thrashing to get free and protesting her detention. Their restraint of the offender was doable but difficult.
The man stepped between her flailing legs and flipped her dress hem up past her waist. Her bare bottom was exposed to his view. He spanked her ass twice, hard ones built with full arm swings. That brought greater howls but less flailing. Then an anticipatory pause when the expected follow-on smacks did not occur.
Two other co-eds knew what was coming and moved to assist. One lowered his fly zipper while the other carefully rummaged in and extracted his tumescent cock. The excitement of the forceful manhandling had aroused him; no so much in Gloria. The assisting co-eds added a dollop of lotion to lubricate his prick. Their slick hand strokes brought more fullness and the time for protocol reminders was due.
"Protocols, huh? I'm going to tell you about protocols in a way you will certainly remember."
The redhead handmaiden holding his cock aligned his slickened knob at Gloria's pussy opening. The sophomore's head reared up in surprise at the contact. The man at her pussy braced for penetration.
"First Protocol: always ask permission to touch a male."
He pushed hard, all the way in. It was not a smooth entrance. Slick though he was, Gloria was only a bit moist. It would have been brutal without the lotion. Her wail complemented his grunt. He used his follow-up strokes to punctuate his words, speaking only on the inward thrusts, waiting for the next stroke to emphasize the next word. It was a drawn out lecture.
"And never... ever... strike... a male... in anger."
"Second... Protocol... respond politely... never raise... your voice... to a male... and never... curse to... one"
"Third... Protocol... never... resist... a male's... advances."
The man fell silent for a minute and concentrated on sliding in and out of Gloria's mushy cunt. He rooted around inside her at angles that stimulated his corona and knob nerves. A few quick punches were followed by long, even strokes. Then he settled into timed plunges as he continued the lesson.
"Fourth... Protocol... always... be ready... for whatever... sexual... games... the male... decides... to play."
His staccato words were accompanied by Gloria's growing protests of discomfort. He ignored her peals of pain.
"And fifth... and the... last one... tonight... control... your orgasm... to make... the most... of the male's... pleasure... Like NOW!"
His anger and exertions had worked his heat up until the sought after elation overwhelmed him. He emptied his balls in her womb, accompanied by his masculine howls and her reflective captive wails. He collapsed over her trembling body and came back to his senses still pegged in her pussy but shrinking rapidly. He smacked her ass a final time after backing out. He stood and celebrated his contribution to her sophomore orientation.
"Welcome to sophomore year, cunt. Let's hope you remember THOSE protocols."
Gloria's earlier wails and protests had descended into pitiful sobs as she lay doggy fucked and humiliated amongst her peers. Seeing the gentleman standing after his ordeal, the redhead handmaiden moved to render assistance again. She asked leave to handle his cock and he granted it.
Her care and concern for his welfare moved his spirit. He was intrigued by her freckles and her straight red ponytail. He noted her flushed face and her prominent pokies pushing against her green shiny top. They were evidence that she was aroused from watching her schoolmate get force-fucked in such a manly manner.
He drew her hand away from his penis and leaned to her face for a friendly peck on her cherry lips.
"Come, my dear. I don't fancy a big orgy right now. I need a more private setting to placate my smoldering lust. Come, you will join me."
Her bright blue eyes and cheery smile matched her nob of agreement. She was eager to get a night of robust fucking like the one she had just witnessed. She followed him to the door in his flourish of haste. Her quick stepped high heel strut set her loose nubile titties bouncing inside her dress, eliciting admiration from the other watching gentlemen.
Gloria was still sobbing softly when the restraining co-eds let her stand. They led her a few steps from the couch but retained their grip on her arms. A small group of fathers and coach tutors surrounded her. Two of them loosened her clothes and cooperated in stripping her, freely fondling, patting, fingering and pinching her expanses of bare skin and feminine areas. She was completely docile now, beyond resistance.
The attending co-eds lowered her to the floor and held her spread eagle as the first man mounted her and thrust vigorously until he spent himself in her womb. More men followed, ordering her to assume their favorite positions. She performed another doggy but, this time braced on her hands and knees against the man's forceful bumps without the bolster of the couch. Two sidesaddles, one from in front, one from the rear. A tit-job while leaning over a prone man's groin. The pace of rotating lovers slowed as other co-eds were fed into the sexual melee and joined Gloria in sharing the orgy roles and obligations for the assembled men.
By morning, Gloria was fully inaugurated into her sophomore year poise lessons. Thereafter, she became a model student, faithfully obeying the established rules, rites and protocols of the Total Woman Academy.
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Holly: Arabian Nights
-----
Ned was preparing interim reports on the TWA website. He took longer than usual, stopping occasionally to stare longingly at his travel mate in the corporate jet cabin. Holly was a tall platinum blonde, flexible and athletic. Ned was escorting her on a transfer to a Middle Eastern potentate. She had volunteered for a semester of intensified belly-dance sensuality and associated cross-cultural exchanges.
She wore her most regal belly dance outfit. It was flowing fine fabrics, light and comfortable for the long flight. To pass the time, Ned had directed her to demonstrate her dance moves and she had given a complete performance. Her strip dancing built his temperature visually, then her body vanquished his fever carnally. It was a prescription she hoped to perfect during her resident semester as a guest of the Great Khan and his harem school.
The travelers were met at the tarmac by the rotund Grand Vizier. He extended the Great Khan's apologies for not welcoming them personally to his Kingdom. He was on his 'Haj'. Ned had been pre-briefed about the royal family and knew this perverted term was a euphemism for the sovereign's periodic tour of Oriental sexpots. The Grand Wife tolerated his fetishes and played along, using his absences to take her own 'Haj': luxury shopping sprees in Europe and America. The petro-kingdom's oil money seemed endless.
The Grand Vizier stepped close to Holly as she stood demurely by Ned. He took both her hands in his and she looked directly into his eyes.
"And what is your name, my lovely?"
"Holly, sir, like the bush."
"I thought Holly was a tree."
"Some types are, but like me, the holly bush is more flexible, more fragrant and much prettier."
The Grand Vizier took her double meanings and was immediately smitten by her cheeky response.
"I am Hassan, the Grand Vizier of the Kingdom."
He gave her his arm and Ned followed the pair as they strolled along the red carpet between the twin lines of the honor guard. Ned watched Holly's stride sway her ass and sashay the costume skirts. He entered the Grand Vizier's armored limousine. Holly sat lovely as ever between the mesmerized men in the rear compartment.
The palace guard's vehicles convoyed the VIPs through the dusty streets of the ancient capital until they arrived at a fortress-like compound on a cliff overlooking the sea. The servant staff waited as a reception line in the marbled and mirrored vestibule. The introductions were brief, commanding the staff to treat the visitors as if they were members of the royal family. Hassan reluctantly disengaged from Holly and the Harem Mother assumed charge of the lovely maiden, whisking her away to get settled in. Hassan's longing look followed her every step until she disappeared from the entrance hall.
Hassan guided Ned on a tour of the palace. The Throne Room was mostly ceremonial. The British colonials had relinquished local control to the royal family long ago. But they held on to the oil leases and safeguarded those with the credible threat posed by the Her Majesty's Britannic Royal Navy base nearby.
At the Harem entrance, Hassan announced their presence to the Harem Mother and she granted them leave to quickly inspect Holly's future accommodations. Her private bedroom suite was luxurious with silk bed furnishings and a spa-like bathroom. Ned frowned cagily at the extravagance and sarcastically allowed that the rooms were tolerable. The tour ended with a walk through the manicured gardens where Ned spotted a few half naked virgins cavorting on the paths. These girls would join the official Harem upon coming of age.
The Grand Vizier shared some of the politics of the Kingdom, the 'Grand Compromise' that the Council of Sheiks invoked at independence to keep the peace. As the heir and successor to the Crown, the Great Khan received half of the oil revenues. The remainder was distributed equally to the Sheiks. The Great Khan would have frivoled it all away except for the astute Grand Vizier who managed the day-to-day functions of the Kingdom and, particularly, its finances. The Grand Wife was Hassan's sister and together, they were the real power in the land.
"My sister and I have plans to modernize the Kingdom and prepare it for when the oil runs out. We are grooming the Crown Prince to promulgate that transformation."
Ned praised him for his wisdom. Hassan continued.
"We want to encourage our women to fully participate but old attitudes die hard in our traditional society. We will do what we can; which is why we treasure our budding association with the Total Woman Academy. We will be sending our first enrolled student with you when you leave. We hope many more will follow."
Ned assured him that he could arrange all the travel and scholastic logistics. He was also authorized to negotiate the amount of the Kingdom's pledge contribution for financial support to help maintain TWA's high standards. He would communicate his figure before his flight out tomorrow.
"Thank you, my friend. Now some traditions die harder than others. As a busy man and widower, my sister has graciously allowed me discrete access to the Harem to ease my grief. I have a regular rotation of young Harem concubines sharing my bed through the lonely nights. As a temporary member of the Harem during her stay, Holly will enter my rotation as part of her cross cultural exchange."
Hassan gave a lecherous grin as he awaited Ned's reaction. Ned was very understanding.
"Your Excellency, Holly is here as a foreign exchange student to fully experience your culture. We hope you will find her an unrivaled ambassador for the benefits gained by sending your country's daughters through the TWA program."
The Grand Vizier chortled at the 'ambassador' turn of phrase.
"I look forward to her presenting her 'credentials'. Soon I hope..."
Ned was aware of the innuendo but Holly was more up for the tasks and challenges than Hassan presently understood.
"And you know there is an ancient rivalry among the regional khans for prominence. Everyone is wealthy; making field combat unnecessary. Instead, they flaunt the primacy of their harems. Once the Great Khan has sampled Holly's exotic endowments, she can expect to be sent on 'peace missions' to the other khanates."
Ned knew Holly would be grateful for any exotic cultural experience that came her way. He entrusted her fully into the Grand Vizier's political schemes.
"You must treat her as you would any other female of the household, in whatever role you assign. She will submit to the traditional palace rules and customs."
A firm handshake confirmed the Grand Vizier's free reign over Holly for the duration of her cross cultural excursion.
"Now, please forgive me but I have to attend to pressing matters of state."
He assured Ned that he would see him again at the special welcoming dinner this evening. He called upon a lounging young woman nearby to escort Ned to his guest quarters.
Inside his suite, the harem clad cutie showed Ned the fixtures and fittings, especially pointing out the traditional robes laid out that he should wear to dinner this evening. 'And nothing else' she emphasized.
She asked if she could provide anything further to assure his comfort. Ned's mind churned. It had been hours and hours since Holly had soothed his ardor. Was this one available to him now for sexual relief? Hassan had not indicated her status vis-à-vis Ned. Wary of the severe consequences if he violated some unknown palace rule, Ned sent her on her way.
-----
At the formal reception dinner, Ned was seated cross legged amongst floor cushions, near but not next to, the Grand Vizier. It was not a pose he was accustomed to and a small pillow beneath his butt helped ease some of the cramps forming in his back and thighs. Hassan had sat like this often and the large man seemed to be quite relaxed. The meal was served in courses and Ned found the food to his liking. A cavalcade of dancers, magicians and jugglers entertained the gathered guests.
The Vizier was continuously approached and lobbied by wealthy nobles, seeking his favor for a petition. He whispered aside, consulting with his counselors before responding and dismissing the solicitor with a wave.
As the meal and entertainment closed, everyone except Ned and Hassan was dismissed. The heavily armed guards shooed the multitude out, exited the room and locked the doors behind them. Looking around and confirming their privacy, Hassan clapped twice.
A door slid open on the far wall and the Harem Mother emerged. She had barely crossed the threshold when three giggling little figures scooted around her and bounded across the room, falling headlong into the Grand Vizier's broad lap. He broke into laughter as he tickled them and they competed to kiss his face and cheeks.
"Hah, hah... my little ones are excited tonight! Ned, meet my sweet triplets, the product of my loins. They are the spitting images of their late mother." He continued to wrestle and tickle his daughters.
A modicum of decorum returned when the Harem Mother scolded her charges. Two took a seat on both sides but the third refused to relinquish his lap. He was completely useless in enforcing the Harem Mother's rules on his daughters and he didn't care. He spoke to Ned.
"My sister and the Harem Mother have raised my sweeties ever since my late wife died in childbirth. The daughters know the story, of course, but she and my sister have been their virtual mothers their whole lives. Last year, they came of age."
Ned frowned, wondering if the Grand Vizier had them participating in his 'rotation'. The man caught the look and laughed it off.
"Even in our misogynistic culture, there remain certain boundaries. But I can't forbid the Great Khan's fetishes so I can assure you that he has introduced them to the ways of Eros. Thus the urgency; I must get them off to TWA before local politics makes them prize brides for some sheik's spoiled son. I have bigger plans for them."
Ned's face softened as he relaxed his worries. Hassan gave Ned his request for the evening.
"I can't bear to part with all three at once and my heart can't play favorites by choosing only one. They are all my favorites. So you will choose one for me. Sweeties, this is Ned. Go to him now and show him which one of you deserves to leave with him tomorrow to attend an academy in Europe."
There was a pause as their Daddy's instructions sank in. Then another mad scramble ensued as they dashed to Ned. They crowded him for kisses and he gamely struggled until he eventually calmed them enough to sit. But before they would comply, the minxes stretched out his legs and braced him up on pillows in a half sitting comfortable sprawl.
Two of them lounged close to his sides and the third sat on the floor and leaned back against his groin. He studied his pillow-mates. They did look like triplets. They had dressed alike in silky transparent harem pants and equally transparent peasant style tops. Their unhidden pert breasts carried puckered pink nipples and they had shaved landing strips above their narrow slotted pussies.
Their black hair reached their lower backs. Their makeup was alike: dark eyeshadow, long eyelashes, ruby-red lips, and lightly blushed high cheekbones under dark almond shaped eyes.
Ned could not have told them apart except for the color of their silky pastel shaded outfits: red, blue and saffron. They snuggled in against their man.
The Harem Mother waited until the rearrangements were complete before seeking their attention.
"Gentlemen, I am pleased to present this evening's featured entertainment. I give you... Holly!"
Low flute music swelled the room. A garlanded foot emerged from the open sliding doorway and shook its bangled anklet. The other appeared and following it was Holly's statuesque form.
She stood a moment to attract the men's attention. She had it; all eyes stared at the beautiful apparition. The Harem Mother withdrew unnoticed and closed the sliding door, allowing the men to partake of their amusements.
Holly was an exotic platinum blonde. Her rich costume was layers of silk veils overlying her jeweled headband, snug tube top and scalloped waist wrap, each of which was festooned with bells and bangles. Her hands held finger cymbals. With a dramatic flourish, she commenced her solo dance.
Her arms swept upward, emphasizing the completion with a single peal of her finger cymbals. She spun on her toes and the translucent veils billowed out to flash some skin. They settled when she stopped, again with the cymbal stop signal.
Another slower turn ended with a veil fluttering magically to the floor. The men had not seen her disconnect it, a bit of mystique that was key to her show. She took a quicker beat, rolling her hips as she rotated, twerking her ass before Hassan. He watched mesmerized, as did Ned.
The triplets noted Ned's stare. Red tunneled a hand between his robes' folds and found his naked dick. Her touch broke his concentration. He mentally thanked his afternoon room guide for telling him 'nothing else'. He looked at Red who was looking at his face for direction. He gave her none, returning his gaze to Holly in motion.
And Holly's motion was fantastic. Another veil had been lost during his interlude with Red. She popped her hips, alternately cycling Figure 8's. Her muscles were warming up and her flexibility increasing. Her bangles tinkled and twinkled to the beat of the music. A waist veil floated away.
Blue felt Red's hand on Ned's prick beneath her back. She sat up and spun around, keen to show Ned her own eagerness for the promised escape to Europe. She snuck her hand in to join her sister's and they collaborated in stroking his dick. Saffron saw the action and, figuring three sets of hands were too much, climbed up to open Ned's lapels and planted kisses on his hairy chested nipples. She climbed higher and kissed his lips, his earlobes, his neck, anywhere that would give Ned an extra boost to his libido.
Ned lost track of Holly as his playmates hogged his attention. Not so the Grand Vizier. He watched every move, heard every bell and bangle, felt every twitch in his energized groin. Holly had a few veils left. The one at her headband fell off, leaving the last one coyly covering the front gap in her waist wrap. Her cunt was vaguely in view but not showing distinctly.
Holly slowed and side stepped close to her main one-man audience. Standing sideways, she swayed and reached behind to unfasten the boob tube clips. She played with the ends, sawing the stretchy fabric across her loosened breasts. A complete motion stop added theatrical timing and then she swept away her top. In profile, her nipples were erect, a sign that this work was not necessarily all work.
She quarter spun away and shimmied, flaunting sidewinder wobbles under level extended arms. The cymbals tingling a metallic drum roll for emphasis.
She turned again to face her man. Her round boobs settled their jostle but only until she reactivated them with an extended shimmy. She leaned them almost into Hassan's face and did it again. A lesser man would have pounced but he let her finish her dance. The night was young.
Holly plucked at the last veil and tossed it away to fully expose her pussy. She squatted and crawled into the large man's lap. He welcomed her with open arms and then a hug as she found his lips and they took their first kiss. Her hands pulled his lapels apart and lower down she loosed his belt. A few more spreads laid his swollen cock bare.
From her waist wrap, she retrieved a corrugated hollow finger plug and cocked a querying eye.
Hassan knew of this trick. He had used it with a lot of his rotation mates, though with varying degrees of cooperation. He used small ones on the younger ones. They needed to get used to the feeling. The older, more experienced ones had learned to accommodate his fetish, even welcoming the positive effects on their own bouts of pleasure. He nodded his answer to Holly's querying eye.
Taking his hand, she slipped the firm plastic plug down the length of his fat middle finger. The device was a size he might use on a doyen harem female, not this fit young dancer. Holly sucked deeply on the rubbery ridged cylinder to wet it. With a coy smile, she turned in his lap and presented her ass.
Hassan poked and pushed the severely crenelated toy deep into her anus, a tight but manageable fit. Each rubbery ridge had to be forced past her sphincter; he paused to let her recover before pressing in the next large rib. When the efforts were complete and the anal plug was fully embedded in place, he smacked her ass cheek to signal his finish.
Holly turned to again straddle his groin. Her tits touched his face and he suckled her boobs. She arched her back and looked up, eyes closed, mouth open at the scratchy tickle of his beard and lips.
Her upturned face emitted little peeps, signaling her joy at the tongue lashes on her sensitized nipples. She rubbed her breasts harder against his mouth. Her platinum blonde hair swayed against her bowed bare back.
After enough of the boob kissing melee, she clenched her ass to hold the toy inside and placed her pussy lips on the head of his erection. The insertion hip moves were familiar to them both: mini hip pops, slow figure-8s and nimble pussy slides. They cooperated to prod his fat shaft down her toy enhanced tunnel. Hassan felt his corona rippled by its passage along the thin membrane, the orifice separation contorted by the ribbed ass probe. Holly took in all of the great bulk of the Grand Vizier.
With depth achieved, she shifted to combinations of the dance moves. The strokes were moderate and smooth. She paused occasionally to adjust her position laying on his lounging body. She rubbed his fat chest with her tingling erect nipples, capturing furtive kisses, feeling Hassan clutch her ass cheeks. The wet conjunction emitted slushing noises as the slick flesh pistoned away. Her hip rolls during his lusty strokes strummed his coronal under-vee hard against the prominent plastic ribs, setting fire to his penile nerves.
Ned managed to spy glimpses of Holly's sensual coitus. His trio of bed pets was actively distracting his view, wanting his focus on them and their desire to leave with him tomorrow. He was enjoying the competition. Watching the sex unfold nearby and feeling his own tension demanding release, he finally let go of his control and sprayed forth his spunk into the jittering hands of the little Harem daughters. They squealed with delight at their accomplishment.
Other sounds filled the room. Hassan was puffing like a freight train and Holly had upped the tempo. At his roar of triumph, she bore down and crushed her sensitized clitoris to his pubic bone. She felt his jets of sperm fill her innermost cavity and she wailed her orgasmic relief. She had worked hard and felt blessed to share the ecstatic pleasure with the important man who was packed in her cunt. They lay weary and mesmerized through the afterglow.
Ned rested after that. His pillow mates were cuddled up next to him. In the night, he awoke to guttural sounds and saw Hassan atop Holly drilling his cock into her missionary posed body. Her legs were straight, folded back to avoid splitting her hips and groin, unable to accommodate his large body between her legs in any other pose.
Despite his bulk, Holly endeavored to match his thrusts with hip moves to heighten his pleasure.
Ned was proud of her initiative and dedication. Hassan was in for a dazzling six-month tenure of Holly's unique charms. Ned suspected Holly would be more frequent in the 'rotation' than the other concubines in Hassan's nocturnal lineup. And she would become the most sought after 'peace ambassador' in the cluster of adjacent khanates. His cock stiffened with jealousy.



One of the daughters was stirred by her father's rumpus and noticed Ned's reawakened vigor. He couldn't tell which one since they had jettisoned their color-coded harem garb and were sleeping stark naked. She wedged atop of him and straddled his cock. Wiggling about, she half sat, half squatted and placed his cock at her cunt. She wormed him in and moved her ass to assist his answering thrusts, laying over his bulk, her pert tits flattened against his torso. She held his biceps as handles to brace her whole body moves.
Ned had not initiated this coupling but he needed it. His balls were bloated by all the evening's stimulations. He lay still, letting his caregiver give him immensely enjoyable care. He reared up and ejaculated into his loving cutie's little cunt. It was an easy spend and his groan was low, ending quietly, heard only by his hugging little honey.
The same decorum could not be said for the other couple. Two loud shouts rang out, one cadenced into a series of staccato grunts, the other into a piercing, then diminishing wail of joy. The Grand Vizier noisily groaned out another load of cum to the delight of the Kingdom's newest harem concubine.
When the sounds of kissing and post coitus canoodling came from the other pile of cushions, Ned's fuck-mate slid off his softened meat and rolled to cuddle against him again. Ned did two things.
He fumbled about until he recovered his robe waist belt and tied it around his latest mate's toned tummy. That would mark her in the morning as his choice of the daughter to depart with tomorrow.
The second thing he did was double in his mind the amount he would communicate to Hassan for the Kingdom's annual pledge contribution. He expected no refusal even if there may be reluctance at such a princely sum. Holly had earned the Total Woman Academy a well-deserved bonus for the Scholarship Fund.
In the morning, he said his farewells at the airport and escorted the Grand Vizier's daughter onto the corporate jet for the hop to Europe. Her travel documents stated her name as 'Hannah'.
-----
Isabella: Transit Handoff
-----
Ned was irritated as he waited impatiently in the hotel lobby. It was one thing for his counterpart to be a day late but now he was even late for the postponed afternoon rendezvous. It was not the professionalism he expected from a TWA coach tutor. But then, this was Bucharest and it still suffered from the lackadaisical attitudes of its former communist culture.
Even the extra time to play with his travel mate, Hannah, though amusing, wasn't much recompense. He was escorting her to an eastern European TWA campus for proper enrollment. She had fucked Ned a few nights ago in her home country but she was now technically a freshman and he was obliged to forego any more vaginal or oral penetration.
He was bored by the prospect of another hand or tit job. His upcoming transfer assignment was a junior and he could enjoy her full repertoire of manual, vaginal and oral sex during the journey to America.
The elevator dinged and a couple emerged. The man was familiar to Ned: the swarthy Greek colleague he was meeting. He was a bit haggard in dress; his fly was closed across but half zipped and one shoe was untied. He had probably hurried to make even this delayed meeting.
Ned could well imagine why he was late and somewhat disheveled: an impetuous final tryst before parting from the luscious female at his side. He was empathetic to the man's inability to let her go. The young woman was not familiar... as yet... but on first impressions alone, Ned was eager to become her much closer acquaintance.
She was well put together: makeup, dress, accessories... but also showed a hint of hurry. It was the small details perceivable to the likes of an experienced coach tutor: a lingering lover's bite mark on her neck, a minuscule lipstick smear on her right side, the left high heel strap buckled looser than the right, the necklace pendant shifted askew from its proper perfect alignment at center cleavage.
The traveling duos approached each other in the lobby. Simple introductions shared their identities and they moved the meeting to the hotel off-lobby bar. Ned's exchange transfer had greeted him politely in English but she still held, or possibly had reverted to, a mild Slavic accent.
Ned and his colleague traded the young women's travel papers and manifests. Ned had previously read through his new transferee's preliminary dossier and would study this more elaborate version later.
Her name was Isabella.
Her mother was a TWA graduate who had successfully sought out and enticed a handsome young Hapsburg noble. As the Communists lost sway in the old empire territories, the former royal families re-invigorated their standing claims to confiscated properties. Strategically placed bribes, accompanied by non-monetary intimate inducements, generated favorable verdicts and the dormant wealth reattached to the family fortunes.
Isabella's mother had used her specially acquired skills and her enigmatic connections to TWA. Key bureaucrats were clandestinely whisked to secluded weekend venues where dozens of accomplished co-eds willingly delivered Shangri-La quality sensuality to the VIP guests. Those government officials became compliant to any subsequent Hapsburg family request merely on the promise of a return visit to the veritable sexual paradises.
Now their daughter, Isabella, was following in her mother's footsteps. She had been enrolled abroad, in America, in the TWA system. She had prospered in the program, passing all her evaluation assessments with high marks. That had earned her the option of completing a semester abroad during junior year. She had chosen an exotic location in Eastern Europe, near her family homeland. Excelling there as well, she was returning to America for her senior year. She would polish and perfect her beauty, intelligence and poise before graduating and pursuing a path to wealth and happiness, just as her mother had done before her.
Travel exchange formalities concluded, Ned took charge of Isabella as he relinquished custody of Hannah. With handshakes and hugs, the re-aligned couples went their separate ways. Hannah and her latest assigned coach tutor exited the hotel for their train ride to her new home at a secluded TWA campus in an adjoining country. Their private compartment would be filled with delights during the two-day journey. Ned and Isabella had only tonight before their flight to America. They retired to Ned's luxury suite to get better acquainted.
On the slow elevator ride to the 26th floor, Ned took a closer look at his current travel assignment. He stood across the mirrored cabin and stared intently, sweeping her from top to bottom and leaving no doubt that he was checking her out. She posed undistracted, acknowledging his prerogatives, accepting his preliminary perusal.
She was a wavy dark brunette with a well-proportioned buxom figure standing mid-height in tall heels. She wore her hair up, the lustrous curls bunched with a jeweled clasp. Her lips were fire-engine red, the eye shadow medium dark and eyelashes combed long with filler and liner. Gold hoop earrings matched her simple gold chain necklace with its subtle TWA crest bauble.
Her outfit was a blue wool skirt and business blazer over a white blouse. The blouse collar was laid open to flaunt her generous breasts and the blazer's large buttons struggled to hold it together across her midsection below. The cleavage and bulges held the promise of some very fine chest meat underneath. The blazer hems overlaid her rounded hips; the skirt material was smooth across her curvaceous ass. Her calf muscles looked toned, hinting at physical fitness and sexual stamina.
Ned made a circle motion with his finger. Isabella turned a 360 to let him see her clothed figure from all angles. He thought she must be wearing an unseen bra; no woman's physique could hold those honeys high and full against the persistence of gravity, even a woman as young as Isabella. Just then, the elevator door dinged open and Ned offered her his hand and led her to his suite.
In the room, Ned lost no time in getting a closer examination of Isabella. They shared the preparation tasks. Ned removed her blazer. Isabella removed his. He stooped to unbuckle and remove her unevenly fastened heels. She did likewise with his Oxfords. The turn-for-turn disrobing continued: skirt for pants, pantyhose for sox, and blouse for shirt. Ned was smug in his previous assumption: her ivory lace push-up brassiere was half cup style, peeking the top of her areolae, and matching the color of her high cut camel-toed panties.
Ned removed her panties. He watched from above as her boobs jiggled inside their confinements while she carefully stretched the waistband and worked his boxers down over his partially tumescent cock. She paused nose to knob with his manhood and peered upward for guidance. He postponed the obvious oral invitation for later. He was enthralled with the coming unveiling of her tits. He motioned her to stand.
Naked Ned circled his mate. He stood behind and plucked open the wide band bra clasps. Her boobs sagged slightly from the partial loss of support. He pushed the thin straps over her shoulders and the piece of lingerie dropped to the floor.
Ned took a step back and asked Isabella to raise her arms. He got a great sidewinder boob display. He let her lower her arms. His arms turned her by the shoulders. Even the gentle spin caused her boobs to sway and then settle into ovoid orbs capped with big umber disks.
The visual was magnificent but he would follow standard practices in his evaluation assessment of his transfer charge. He would benchmark her oral skills first and in a comfortable layout.
Ned crawled onto the bed, propping himself up on several pillows. He pointed to the space between his wide spread legs.
"Come, Isabella, kneel here and show me how well you can suck a man's cock."
Isabella moved with a self-assured glide, certain of her ability to please. Climbing onto the mattress, her breasts shifted and rolled. She perched herself on folded legs where directed. She looked at Ned for permission to touch his groin. He nodded his approval.
Isabella took his shaft in hand. Elevating the rod, she leaned in and kissed the tip, lingering for a time, flicking the slit with her tongue tip. Her lips slid half over the cap, her tongue curling out to tip-tickle the under-vee. That caused a throb and jump in her man's penis and it swelled to a grander erection. She continued down slowly, lashing the shaft with her tongue inside her vacuuming mouth. His meat touched her tonsils and taking a deep breath she continued. Her lips circled the base, her palm cradled his scrotum and his unshaved curly crop tickled her nose. She swallowed, massaging his corona.
Ned was impressed; she could take his full length without trouble. That was a fitting benchmark that he would explore in more detail soon. But he was dying to get inside her cunt and feel her big tits rub his chest.
"Very impressive, girl. Come give me a kiss."
In order to do that, she broke off her blowjob. Isabella gave Ned a demonstration of her facial oral stimuli. Holding her eyes on his, she crawled up his torso. Her nipples drug against his groin, tummy and came to rest on his chest. She moved her face to his and puckered up. The smooch was tender and sweet. A few open mouth tongue tussles added heat. Their eyes stayed open, a competition of wills.
So far, Ned was quite pleased with her body, attitude, and skills.
"You have good sexual instincts, my girl. That bodes well for my report. Now I want you to ride me in collapsed cowgirl. Make me cum hard in your cunt."
Isabella stayed close to his face. She shuffled her hips to position her cunt astride his hips. Ned accommodated her maneuvers by shifting his spread legs together between her soft thighs. She locked her heels behind his calves.
Ned hugged her body, squeezing her chest puppies against his torso. She squiggled her groin and found his cock, pressing him into her entrance. Ned and his transferee co-ed curled their bodies and slid his manhood into her womanhood. The cavern was moist, warm, squishy and wonderful.
Position assumed, Isabella took the lead. She slid her cunt on his cock, compressing her vaginal rings in time to further stimulate his nerves. Her body rocked to the rhythm and Ned was entranced by her cunt slipping on his prick and her boobs rolling on his chest. He gave a few hip jogs at the beginning but then relaxed back and let the sensations flow.
All-in-all, she did the work. It was a surprisingly slow build considering all the anticipation and foreplay. But the wonderful all body orgasm tingled his toes, his scalp and everything in between in a way he hadn't felt for some time. He jetted his first of many intended ejaculations into her womb.
The rest of the night was filled with follow-on delights: missionary, tit-job and sidesaddle. He was determined to save the requisite full blowjob for the long flight home the next day.
The morning preening gave Ned an opportunity to play with her tits in the garden tub. They were splendid globes of pliant flesh. He burnished her nipples with a rough sponge, watching the engorging blood darken the disks and pop-up the prominent nubs. Then he guided her travel selections of body prep and clothes.
He selected dark makeup: black eyeshadow, deep maroon lipstick, similar shades for nipples and nether lips, blood red nail polish for hands and feet. He liked her hair up, giving more prominence to her almond shaped eyes, gulf wing eyebrows and high cheekbones.
A black shelving corset was substituted for lingerie. Ned chose a laced-in-back style and worked to draw the laces extra tight, constricting her midsection better than the blazer ever could. Her breasts were pushed up, nipples held high, making her boobs look even fuller than before. He tied the corset laces off with a double overhand knot so that they wouldn't slip loose.
Dark hose and black heels were added and spritzes of musky perfume were applied to her neck, cleavage, and nether regions. With the carnal foundation complete, the underlying voluptuous assembly was covered over by a bright yellow body-conforming knit summer dress. The skirt was daringly short and lay smooth over her toned ass cheeks; no marring panty lines.
The spaghetti shoulder straps framed her molded mounds of cleavage. Her areolae and pokies were shadowy disks that the stretched thin fabric could not entirely obscure.
The young woman symbolized fetish-clad man-bait masquerading as mischievous flirty fashion. Ned found the effect irresistibly alluring and an allegory for the self-confident but frustrated females scattered everywhere in normal daily life. They wanted to be wanton, craving the thrills of being sexually conquered by elite alpha males, but irritably constrained by silly social mores that stymied their languishing careers among lesser men.
His juxtaposed musings were interrupted by the telephone. His pilot called with fateful news. The corporate jet was undergoing scheduled maintenance before the 12-hour trans-Atlantic flight to America. There were problems getting a critical part delivered on time. The pilot apologized profusely but the flight would be delayed for at least another day.
'Damn! Another delay?' he thought.
Then Ned looked over at Isabella, arrayed in erotic spectacle. His heart and dick both gave a jump and his mind reeled with the euphoria of spending another day with her. His mood softened and he maintained a business-like tone in his response to the pilot.
"Thank you for being careful. Better safe than sorry. Let me know the revised departure time and arrange for a limousine to take us to the airport accordingly."
"Yes, sir. Thank you for your understanding. We will be as quick as possible."
Ned held his lecherous stare at Isabella as he said to the pilot: "Take whatever time is necessary. No particular hurry. I'm sure I will find useful ways to fill in the time."
Ned slowly settled the phone back into its receiver and took a moment to control his inner excitement. Then he turned his full attention to his fetish trussed travel-mate.
"It seems there is a delay. So I have more time to explore your skill set. The hotel serves an excellent brunch at the roof-top pool. We'll try that soon. But first, I have a particular use for you. You can start by undressing me."
Ned stood in place, hands on hips, as Isabella approached. She loosed his tie, removed his shirt, his pants, his shoes and sox and underwear. She expected he would don a swimsuit and pick a sexy one out for her. But Ned found the house music feed, picked a slow instrumental rhythm to fill the room and settled naked into a plain wooden chair. He motioned for her to stand in front of him. His voice was quiet but commanding and stern.
"Do a striptease for me. Make it a really sexy dance."
Isabella cocked a half smile at her directive from the elite alpha male. She listened to the background music, catching the beat with small head bobs. She slithered her lithe arms aloft, and turned a revolution, her hips swinging with an exaggerated be-bop. A side step and a repeated slow rotation and then another, building the anticipation.
She floated her hands down to the knit dress hem and rolled it up her thighs, still rocking her hips to the music. She faced away from Ned but peeked back coyly over her shoulder as the dress slid up and over her swishing bare ass.
She let it bundle at her waist, gyrating around in a half turn to expose her painted pussy to Ned's gaze. Her hips took on a figure eight move, reminding Ned of her flexibility, strength, and stamina when his cock had been piercing those pink folds of her feminine flesh. She saw his cock rise and grow in his lap and knew he was recalling the prior events as well.
Her hands hoisted the bunched knit higher. She pulled it over her head and tossed it off. Her boobs were held aloft by the shelving supports. Yet they quivered as her mammary tissues undulated to the beat. Her stiffened nipples carved circles in the air.
She could have continued by shedding her stockings and shoes but the corset was so constricting that she had trouble bending over. It must come off next.
Isabella continued her dance facing Ned while trying to smoothly pull the lace knot open. It seemed stuck; she was unaware that Ned had double knotted it. She struggled but to no avail. The problem broke her concentration and she stopped her sensuous body motions in frustration.
Ned gave a chuckle at her distress and called her over to let him help. He turned her with her back to him; she looked over her shoulder with a pleading expression. He could easily have solved the problem but chose to tease her a little.
"Hum, what seems to be the trouble. Are the laces too tight? No, I think not; they make your tits and ass look lusciously fuck-worthy."
His erection was standing tall and it seemed a shame to waste this opportunity. He held her hips and guided her in a backward shuffle, straddling his thighs. He pressed his erection down and pulled her ass inward until it touched his tummy and his shaft sprang up to lodge against her cunt. Letting go of her hips, he squeezed her tits instead, drawing her back against his body. His nose filled with the smell of her musky perfume, echoing the natural vaginal scents spawned by her sexual readiness.
"Ah... reverse sitting cowgirl. One of my favorites. A fine chance to show me your dexterity. Go ahead, my dear."
Isabella positioned her body to comply. She planted her heels as best she could, testing their foothold on the carpeted floor. Her ass pressed less firmly on Ned and that gave her hips some leeway to oscillate front and back. Her right arm twisted back to hug behind his neck. She rested her coiffed head on his left shoulder and turned her face to his. She planted a firm kiss on his lips to be sure she could manage that contortion later.



Laying back against his body, she adjusted his prick and tented her pussy over the shaft. She moved her hips and ass, sliding to and fro, slicking his shaft with her vaginal dew. Her clitoris grazed across his coronal ridge. It was not the more sensitive under-vee side but Ned moaned at the sensation nonetheless.
The intimate rub on her clitoris felt good and she tantalized a few extra flicks on each cycle of her pussy massage along his manhood. This was a new discovery for her and she was always amazed how impromptu moments, like this contorted connection, showed her novel routes to mutual pleasure.
Her cunt lips had become soaked, almost sloppy, from the thrill of the genital friction. Apparently, Ned was also enjoying the contact. He had lain quiescent throughout save for his fingers kneading her plump tits, his thumbs rubbing her nipples, his lips suckling her neck. She would have another blush mark from that but it actually felt good. Her hugging right arm's hand fingered his left earlobe.
Isabella rose up, pulled her ass back and pressed his knob into her hole. The alignment was crooked but the upper half of his dick stayed inserted. She made small moves, adding vaginal contractions to the mix. She feared a deeper penetration would bend his dick too much and cause discomfort, even pain.
Ned also sensed the fallacy of a deeper stroke. He was happy with the current situation; his knob and corona were pleasantly burnished by Isabella's fleshy inner membranes. He saw no need to alter her current scheme and relaxed in her reverse embrace.
Ned's cognizance descended into a near dream state, lullabied by the sensual talents of the woman in his arms and the faint background music. Concentrating on the subdued sounds, he realized that Isabella's moves, though not as dynamic as her striptease, were still following the beat. She was using it as a metronome to keep her strokes steady and strong.
She was good, very good. Her efforts were driving Ned's nerves to that special place. He let the heat build. Isabella heard his breathing change to shorter and deeper pants. She became aware of her own rising ardor. She timidly requested his permission.
"Please, sir. May I cum when you do?"
He croaked out a struggled 'Yes'.
She slyly used her free hand to finger strum her still prickly clitoris. She listened to Ned's signs and timed her finale to meet his. When he opened his mouth to catch his ultimate breath, she contorted her neck to capture his lips and lashed his tongue with hers. His fondling fingers pinched her nubs; her strumming fingers pinched her clitoris and both of their bodies went rigid with orgasmic ecstasy.
Their cries fused in the abyss of their oral spaces. Ned had just enough consciousness to feel her cunt clamping methodically on his knob as he sprayed volumes of milky spunk in the shallow recesses of her vagina. Isabella felt the liquid spill from his prick and coat her insides. She revved down the movements and finally rested in his arms. Ned's firmness weakened and the juice leaked out around his diminishing plug.
Eventually, Ned pushed her to sit up and she carefully dismounted, spilling out more spunk. Ned gathered his strength and stood. Isabella cleaned up the lingering mess with towels from the bath.
Ned, ever the gentleman, unknotted her laces but left it to Isabella to struggle them loose and jettison the constraining contraption. An invigorating shower cleansed away the fuck smell and residue. Isabella refreshed her makeup and perfume.
"What's next?" she brightly inquired.
"Brunch" he confirmed.
Ned found some board shorts for himself and the perfect poolside brunch swimsuit for Isabella. The sky-blue bikini employed tie closures. Two of the three triangles covered and even cradled her breasts. The neck and back ties strained but did not break. The third triangle of fabric bounded the sides of her deep camel-toe. The thong ties wrapped her hips and tunneled up her ass crack to meet at low back.
He was conflicted on footwear but chose to allow her pool-appropriate sandals rather than heels. He offered a sheer pool wrap for the hallway journeys which she accepted. They set off to enjoy brunch.
There were a few other patrons lounging about tanning in the late summer sun. Ned preferred a shaded area. They sat at an umbrella table and picked at bits of the offered delicacies. Isabella took a dip, wading and paddling about in leisurely circuits. Dripping a trail, she returned to their table.
Another couple strolled by. Ned knew the man, a fellow coach tutor, and they exchanged hearty handshakes. They introduced their companions. The other man was intrigued by Isabella, the soaking wet sex kitten. He openly suggested a quickie swap; two hours he suggested. He referred to it as an informal peer review, a quality check on the other coach tutor's evaluation assessment.
Ned briefly considered the surfer blonde bombshell he would fuck. She was a tempting morsel and he even contemplated a double date in his suite. The girls might enjoy a little bit of variety during their journeys. Not that they would be given a choice; the men would decide their schedule and mates.
But Ned declined the offer.
"I want to save energy for my remaining activities with Isabella."
"Right so, mate! She looks to be a real ball drainer, that one. Best to pace yourself, old boy."
The Aussie couple departed hand-in-hand and Ned admired the pert wiggle in the blonde's athletic butt. She seemed to feel his stare and peeked over her shoulder to check his reaction. He was watching and she winked a saucy open invitation for 'maybe next time'. She added a hard step stride and ratcheted up the ass wiggle, hoping the temptation would change his mind.
Ned wondered if she could repeat that man rousing oscillation while mounted balls deep on his cock. A little research would discover which campus she was going to. A little more would determine when her roster needed a visiting coach tutor to evaluate what he considered her 'straddled walking cock cuddle'. He could use his seniority to make it happen. His fertile curiosity would be assuaged in her fertile pussy. He made a mental note to follow-up.
The chaste encounter had Ned worked up. Brunch was over; time to move it along. He led Isabella back to the suite and spent the afternoon atop her in missionary pose. He rummaged his erection around inside her for a while, then dozed. Between catnaps, he fortified his erection and probed her pussy some more, but saved himself for the conclusive ejaculation just before dinner. It was ultra-strong and a fulfilling out-pouring of his pent-up passions.
Room service was delivered by the bellhop. Isabella greeted him naked and directed him to arrange the setting on the suite's balcony café table. Showing him to the door, she tiptoed up, pressed her bare boobs to his body and kissed his cheek as a tip for his courteous service. He left in a feverish state and headed back to his post, plotting how to extract a closet quickie from the new cocktail hostess that had been flirting with him recently.
The amorous travelers dined naked in the moonlight. It was a nice break from the frenetic sex that had consumed their previous week of voyages betwixt partners, campuses, and meetings. They returned to bed and made gentle foreplay, cuddled side-saddle, smooching and touching tender places. Later, Ned brought her to ecstasy multiple times with fingers and tongue. Isabella reciprocated with a slow, knob-kissing tit-job, tasting the globules of spunk he sprayed on her face. She collected and swallowed his splattered pearly tributes to her talents and abilities.
Ned whispered his admiration in her ear as they cuddled in post orgasmic glow.
"You are going to give so much pleasure to the fortunate men selected to fuck you."
She gave a joyful little squirm in his embrace, showing her pride at his compliment. They dozed the remaining night.
At dawn, Ned recreated the previous day's travel prep, again packing her into the laced and knotted corset and the risqué outer attire. The limo arrived on schedule and they petted some during the ride but were too exhausted for real sex.
During the long flight to America, in the private corporate jet high above the clouds over the Atlantic Ocean, Ned renewed his habitual membership in the mile high club as he initiated Isabella as its newest member through the long anticipated blowjob. Isabella proved to be as sexually effective with her mouth as she was with her pussy. He came in her mouth and the goo tasted the same as what she had swallowed after the tit job back at the hotel.
Thereafter, she lounged in the cabin while Ned logged on to the TWA website and worked on his reports. He awarded Isabella her usual high marks and saw that she was on track to achieve 'best in class' awards and recognitions at her senior graduation.
Ned began to think forward to his next assignments. He checked his schedule and saw a two-week gap after delivering Isabella to her campus. What to do with the free time? His thoughts wandered back to the retreating ass of the Aussie surfer girl. A few clicks brought up the current travel manifests. There she was, headed for a South Pacific campus destination. Her name was Iggy.
Iggy had recently been promoted and would arrive at her destination as a senior. Ned scanned her file; she had completed all of her foundational coursework and was now available for elective material to secure her final polish. She had several open roster slots that coincided with Ned's free time. He called the captain on the intercom and told him to file an onward flight plan after they delivered Isabella to her new mainland campus.
Ned scrolled through the elective courses and lessons seeking guidelines for a 'straddled walking cock cuddle' that was the essence of his fantasy when he watched Iggy walk away at the pool. 'Standing wall braced hula hips' was the closest thing he could find. Taking his customary initiative to improve the curriculum, he started a new lesson design.
The first part of the lesson paperwork was the title, author, and other tracking parameters. That was easy. It was the detailed description, essential female attributes, recommended muscle conditioning and stimulus achievement standards that needed more data development.
Ned was obliged to gather more research prior to engaging Iggy in a hands-on evaluation assessment, after which he could recommend additional focused coach tutoring. Time would fly by before then and he needed to get busy.
"Isabella, come here. I have a particular use for you."
She rose from her seat and stood by his.
"Walk down the aisle and back,"
Isabella strolled the aisle as directed. Ned commanded her to remove the yellow dress and repeat the promenade. Still not satisfied, he helped her remove her heels and hose. He watched again and noted the oscillation in her hips and ass as she strode back and forth several times.
"That's IT" he exclaimed. "Do that again and pay attention to the core and hips muscles you use while walking."
Isabella walked slower, concentrating on her movements. It was a strange request but Ned was the experienced coach tutor; she assumed he had a good reason. After several circuits, he asked her if she had found the muscles she used. She thought so.
"Good. I want you to make those same motions while mounted on my cock astride my prone body."
She agreed to give it a try, with the reservations that she was new at this. Ned waved away her qualms.
Ned laid a flight seat back to form a flat bed. He lay naked as Isabella performed more oral to get him hard. Sufficiently ready, he told her to mount up. She straddled Ned and carefully worked him in, resting at the bottom. Ned reveled in the 'cock cuddle' part of the routine.
"Yeah... that's good... now, move your ass... just like you did when walking."
Isabella 'walked' her ass. His cock was wagged side to side in her cunt tunnel. The sideways bending motions were unusual, to say the least. His buried knob was massaged by her innermost membranes and the shaft was torqued along its length.
His rocking base thumped her labia on either side giving Isabella unexpected sensations. This was yet another amazing discovery. Impromptu moments like this complex seated activity showed her novel routes to mutual pleasure. Ned was a genius. She was a lucky girl that he took the time to be her traveling coach tutor for a portion of her exchange transfer.
Having found the fundamental pattern, she upped the intensity and gave extra mini-jogs and hops to add stimulus. It was hard work but she stayed the course. Ned's face turned flush with a grimace and despite the distraction of her multiple genital movements, she felt his cock swell thicker. Her soul warmed at the pride of success; she saw, heard and felt his eruption inside her as his orgasm washed through his body. She did not cum this time; merely satisfied that she had satisfied him.
When his body shudders passed, he murmured unintelligible sounds. She took those as direction and tranquilly dismounted. Ned gave no sign of rising. She heard his low breathing and realized he had descended into a deep sleep. She belted him in where he lay and took a seat across the aisle, ready to attend his needs if he so desired upon waking.
Isabella, the contented female that an elite coach tutor had finally sucked and fucked into a trance-like daze, nestled naked, save for the tightly laced corset, in the leather window seat. She watched the passing puffy clouds. There was a calmness in the cabin as Ned snored away his exhaustion on the laid back seat that served as his bed. Her hose, heels and body-conforming dress were piled in a nearby seat, a gesture to the pretense of modesty she must feign when she strolled through the destination's airport terminal. But for now, serenity reigned at 35,000 feet and 700 mph.
She meditated on her incredible Total Woman Academy experience. She hungered to continue on this marvelous path to a fantastic future where she could give so much pleasure to the fortunate men selected to fuck her.
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Father Daughter Weekend
-----
Jocelyn, Lyndsey and Keiko were different. Different heritages, different shapes, different sizes, different college majors. But they were also similar. They were all seniors. They liked wearing their hair long. They liked math and numbers although they applied them differently in their individual career studies. And they looked forward to graduation and their leap into the world of business and its celebrated assortment of elite alpha males.
Not that they were totally unfamiliar with powerful men. The staff coach tutors had taught them well through the years. During junior and senior years, they had hosted a medley from the multitude of guest coach tutors that were assigned to enhance their poise. They had absorbed all the generous outpourings offered by those pillars of wisdom.
The trio had coalesced into a clique of sorts. Whenever a scenario dictated group variety, the Oceanic brunette, Nordic blonde and Dutch redhead were called upon to fulfill the motley request. The men might number one, two, three or more but the girls shared the load equally no matter what. The requests multiplied as word of the sensual tag team spread through the grapevine. Some were planned roster assignments; others were just a guest coach tutor's wish to confirm the rumors. No man complained about an encounter afterwards. The co-eds became fast friends and were fastidiously planning their ultimate poise evaluation assessment: Father-Daughter Weekend.
It was a capstone event. Their fathers had witnessed their matriculation at the freshman welcoming soiree where they had pledged to do their best to learn the beauty, intelligence and poise curriculum. Now almost four years later, their Daddies could verify the benefits of their substantial financial investment. It would also justify their many long hours of guest coach tutor service to the Total Woman Academy.
The three daughters connived the arrangements. It would be a three way round robin of pairings. Fate, the random roster and a few of the guest coach tutor encounters had gotten each co-ed intimately familiar with the two others' fathers. A sharing of particulars and details had each of the three well versed in the penchants of each man.
The eagerly anticipated Friday afternoon finally arrived and the trio of daughters waited anxiously at the poolside umbrella table for their trio of parents to appear. The long wait ended when the three casually dressed men exited the main building and, pausing briefly to scan the nubile flesh speckling the landscape. They feigned indifference as they ambled a slow beeline to the familiar group of young ladies in waiting. The bikini clad girls flashed welcoming smiles as they saw their weekend mates approach.
James hugged his daughter Jocelyn and they exchanged chaste cheek buzzes. Luke and Kurt echoed the move with their offspring: Lyndsey and Keiko. They sat around the table, nibbling on tapas and engaging in small talk.
The co-eds shared their pride at achieving graduation and thanked their parents for their support. Then they eyed each other with sly grins. Lyndsey cued the scene.
"It's gotten so warm this month. I'm feeling hot."
Together, the girls loosed their bikinis and laid the bright colored tops on the table. Then they waited.
James plucked curiously at the orange one. Keiko moved seductively and plopped her orange-bottomed ass in James's lap. Learning quickly, Luke grabbed Jocelyn's red one and Kurt was left with Lyndsey's yellow cups. The girls sidled into their laps and the men caught the mood, cupping and copping a feel of the color corresponding tits as they took playful kisses. The co-eds showed zero reluctance. The men took up their first weekend Daddy duties.
Brawny James cradled the petite little Keiko in his arms as he carried her back to his guest coach tutor suite. Kurt led Lyndsey hand-in-hand back to his suite. Luke pulled Jocelyn to the hot tub in the secluded corner of the pool area. The weekend was off to a rousing start.
-----
In the morning, the pool area double-functioned as the guest brunch space. Couples sporadically emerged in various states of dress and energy from their overnight toils. Some senior co-eds still wore bikini thongs; others just a translucent beach cover-up. The men had universally chosen terry cloth waist wraps. Easier to jettison when the moment required.
The mingling was subdued at first. Selected junior co-eds, heeled, mini-skirted and topless, of course, functioned as waitresses and bar tenders. There were no assigned matchups for the day and, with the rush of pent-up passions temporarily assuaged, a more relaxed atmosphere prevailed. The day was open for rest, relaxation, and recreation at their whims.
The gentlemen and senior co-eds renewed or initiated new acquaintances. As the mood strengthened, an amorous pair might cuddle together apart from the others. Any sign of modesty disappeared.
Soon the whole pool area was a sexual playground. The co-eds moved about, helping men mustering refraction to get ready for more. He might call one over, coaxing her to use her hands or mouth to get him restarted. He might fuck her, or another that had caught his eye while the first was rebuilding his verve. At any one time, there was always at least one co-ed giving a hand-job, a blowjob, a tit-job or getting fucked missionary or doggy. Moans, groans and little cries of elation filled the air. Couples peaked, rested, swapped partners and took up the game again.
The pace slowed as the sunshine hued into a sunset. The evening's festivities necessitated a cleanup and preening by all. The playmates sadly parted, temporarily they hoped, to their individual resident quarters. The debris of towels, loin cloths, and discarded bikinis was left for the juniors to tidy up.
-----
They assembled again after dinner in the house theater. The evening banquet had been waitressed by semi-dressed juniors who were re-purposed as cocktail attendants at this post-dinner festivity about to begin. The fathers wore formal tuxedoes; their senior co-ed daughters were dressed in elegant fashions: revealing dresses, bold makeup, fancy hairdos, glittering jewelry and sensuous perfumes. The junior co-ed attendants were even more scantily clad, adding spice to the sexy ambiance.
The audience floor held an array of oversized reclining loungers. Each was occupied by a father and his cuddling daughter. They lay at ease, sharing thoughts as the stage was set for the coming audience participation show.
"Did you find the day enjoyable, Daddy?" asked Lyndsey. Her fingers drew lazy lines on his chest, tracing the dress shirt pleats from bowtie to belt buckle and back again. He pecked her cheek before replying.
"Immensely, my dear."
She squiggled a pert all body spasm as his thumb rubbed lazy circles on her stretched top, circumnavigating her sensitized areola underneath.
She peered around to see her friends enjoying similar quality time with their Daddies. The low house lights dimmed to dark and Ms. Smith, the TWA Housemother, took center stage in the glow of an overhead spotlight.
"Welcome, Fathers and Daughters to the TWA Father Daughter Weekend. Our senior students have been very busy this semester planning and practicing for our most popular annual family event. That said, let's not delay any longer and get on with the Saturday Night Assisted Striptease Raffle!"
There was brisk applause aplenty but it died quickly so that the legendary acts could begin. Ms. Smith mixed each of the two bins containing the names of the co-eds and their fathers. She plucked a female name and read out 'Jocelyn'.
Jocelyn gave a triumphant clap and a parting smooch to her father and then scurried to ascend the stage. She wore a strap back, body hugging blue knit mini-dress. Her elegant display captured every man's attention with the hope that she would pick his name. Her hand plunged into the Daddy-names bin and retrieved a father's name; she handed it to Ms. Smith who read out 'Kurt'. Kurt gave a celebratory clap and kissed his sweet Keiko adieu. He bounded to the stage to claim his prize.
Ms. Smith and Jocelyn motioned for him to slow down his hurry; he gained his composure as he skidded to a stop, joining them at center stage. Ms. Smith stood aside as Jocelyn faced stage front. Kurt stood behind her and, after a bit of searching, found the dress catches. His fingers did the honors and loosened the fasteners. She wiggled the dress looser and let him assist its fall down her body.
Her breasts were near perfect orbs, freckled like her face and arms, capped with rosy crinkled nipples. Their glossed tone matched her lipstick. She smirked when she overheard the whispered compliments from the watching fathers to their daughter cuddle-mates.
"Wow... nice tits, huh... utterly suck-able, don't you think, honey... lucky dude up there."
As the low noise quieted down, Jocelyn leaned back and twisted her neck. Kurt took the proffered open mouth kiss as his hands reached around to cup her boobs. His fingers played with her nipples as her tongue played with his mouth. The background comments rose up again, even bawdier. But the stage performers couldn't wait for them to die down this time. She resumed her statuesque stance for the audience, hands at sides and high heels pressed together.
She felt rather than saw his hands sweep down her sides and push the clogged dress lower, over her hips, before gravity weighed it to the floor. Its absence revealed her hip-hugging teal panties. She kicked aside the pooled dress; her hip wiggles drew attention to the bright color molding her camel-toed pussy. One more detail to go and then she would lead Kurt to his suite for their fate-driven rendezvous.
Kurt's thumbs hooked the waistband of her panties. He playfully yanked it up, forcing a wedgie and a deeper camel-toe all in one. Briefly startled but playing along, she placed her hands on her hips, rocked them twice and looked back at him, smirking again, this time at his boyish humor. He grinned right back and squatted, dragging down the last garment she wore. She braced a hand back on his shoulder as she pranced out of the teal silk that was hobbling her ankles.
Kurt rose, they joined hands and exited stage left. It was a short trek to his guest coach tutor suite and a night of looming ecstasy and rapture.
Having watched Kurt strip his redheaded daughter and lead her off to what he assumed would be a long vigorous fuck-fest, the temporarily unpaired James was next in line. He took the stage and selected a co-ed's name from the bin. Ms. Smith called out 'Lyndsey'. The blonde extracted her lithe body from her daddy's petting hands, smooched goodbye and pranced on stage.
Lyndsey had chosen a little black cocktail dress, a smooth knit with a zipper running from neck to hem down the back. An easy strip-off for her raffle winner. She stepped to James, took both his hands and tiptoed higher to plant a girlish peck on his puckered lips.
She held his hands as she executed a swing dance pirouette ending with his arms crossing her body as she stopped. There were a few applauds at her fun-loving spirit and she smiled brightly at the mannerly salute. Releasing his hands, she stood in beauty pageant pose, one knee cocked forward on the toe of her heel and her enduring smile fixed at maximum volume.
James impatiently took the zipper tab and raced it down to the hem. The dress folded forward over Lyndsey's shoulders and fluttered to the floor. At first, the watching men gasped in delight, thinking she was nude but she was wearing flesh toned lingerie: a smooth Wonderbra and nylon panties. A few chuckles broke the silence.
James was in a hurry; he resented this onstage holdup. He would rather be filling in his time by filling in her cunt with his cock. This cavorting was delaying the action. Rather than unfastening the bra, he gripped the body band in front and yanked upward. Lyndsey was at first startled but threw her arms up and cooperated as he swept it over her head. Her large boobs popped up and settled wide on her chest. Her makeup was color coordinated between her face and broad nipples. She fluffed her disheveled hair back into a reasonable state. A few comments were sympathetic to her plight.
"Hey, man, take it easy... a little rough, don't you think... save it for later when you have her alone... be a gentleman, why don't 'cha..."
Lyndsey shook her smiling head 'no' at the concerned calls; she was hoping for some rough stuff. James was holding the wadded bra in his fist; he was staring at the audience, annoyed by his colleagues' rebukes. Lyndsey sensed his anger and also wanted to get to their room so she could feel the power of his raw emotions. She took some initiative and stripped down her silky undies by herself. She offered them to James, holding them out on a suspending finger. He angrily hurled the bra across the stage and snatched at the panties. He missed as she pulled them back and danced away.
He took chase and they cavorted briefly about the small stage until he finally snagged her arm. He wrapped her up and tackled her to the deck. More murmurs of concern drifted from the audience.
Holding her down, he motioned to Ms. Smith who scurried to the tumbled pair. James whispered his request. Ms. Smith hurried off stage and returned with a basket of black leather bands and silver buckles. James held the squirming Lyndsey by each limb as Ms. Smith buckled on its cuff or anklet. A leather collar was last. James hauled the restraint ready Lyndsey to her feet.
Hoisting her shoes-only nakedness with his arm circling her waist, he carried her underarm off-stage, her legs theatrically flailing behind him. He marched down the hallway towards his guest coach tutor suite. Lyndsey heard the dwindling audience entreaties for gentleman-like chivalry as James strode to his lair. She wiggled a little, keeping up the pretense of struggle. She wanted to keep an edge on his anger.
Lyndsey's father Luke was a rather concerned by the preceding scene; however, he trusted TWA to keep things edgy but safe. Now, it was his turn. He walked pensively on stage and drew a name. Ms. Smith took on a puzzled look and then read the name aloud: 'Keiko'. It was highly unusual that a three-way circle would close in a truly random raffle. She suspected some kind of collusion but, for now, the show must go on. She would cross-examine the co-ed trio later.
Keiko wore a shiny silver crop top and skirt set. Her tummy was exposed and the outfit evoked her hula heritage. The skirt was really countless delicate chains suspended from a wide waist band. When she walked, the fine falls sashayed on her hips, swinging aside to create daringly high leg flashes. It resembled a metallic hula skirt.
The crop top had a more sequined texture. It hugged her round chest curves and even with her slow movements so far, her tits bounced to her stride.
She walked to Luke and gave him a waist hug as she smiled up at his tall face. She was too short even on tiptoe to kiss him at his full height. Luke pecked a fond welcome on the top of her head. Later in his suite, prone and seated positions would negate the height difference.
Faint drum rolls swelled from the house music system. Keiko tested the beat with a few head nods and toe taps. Her hips jostled and, finding the rhythm, she broke into her traditional island dance. Luke took a step back to give her wild gyrations more room and to get a better view.
The view was excellent. Keiko was a cacophony of movement. Her breasts had moved noticeably inside their encasement when she walked. They shuddered dynamically on her chest when she danced. Her hip pops and ass wiggles showcased the warm cock cuddle awaiting the fortunate man selected to be her fuck-mate. Luke was ready and able as that fortunate man tonight. It was the island way of seducing the male and Luke was completely willing to be that seduced male at the moment.
Keiko danced in rotation, giving every man present a full circle view of her athletic body in motion. Luke was close enough to spy between the wavering gaps in the chains as they swayed and jumped. She wore no panties and her plump pussy lips were nestled seductively between well-toned thighs. A sheen of perspiration dotted her forehead and chest. She was winding up for the show finale. Her arms had been snaking level at her sides, occasionally sweeping in to draw attention to her strapped-in boobs. She reached back, unfastened her top and unstrapped them, tossing her top aside.
Freed from their fetters, her tits emulated her hips, popping and jumping to the beat. Luke wondered how this much body motion could happen all at once. Another rotation to show everyone her developed talent and then the drums petered out and so did Keiko's dance. She ended facing forward.
A brief dead silence erupted into boisterous applause. She smiled and bowed, giving her dangling tits a saucy shimmy for the enthusiastic male audience. Her pose let the chains slide aside and she exposed her pert little ass to Luke's admiring view. It was enough for him and he lifted her over his shoulder in a fireman's carry, spanking her ass playfully as he hauled her off to his guest coach tutor suite.
-----
Jocelyn and Kurt lay in bed, TV glowing, as they lolled through the post-orgasmic warmth of a fine first fuck. They petted with gentle genital fingering. Jocelyn lay in the crook of his near arm, her auburn hair bunched on his shoulder, his hand threaded beneath her far arm, rhythmically fondling her wonderful boob.
Kurt was surfing through the porn selections. He stopped at a line titled 'Jocelyn and Jackie'.
"What a coincidence" he glibly muttered.
Jocelyn stiffened at his interest. He noted her twitch and, intrigued, picked the video.
The scene opened with an empty white-sheeted bed. A slender naked girl walked in and mounted the mattress. The back view of a nude redhead filled the lens and her pert behind receded away to join the first co-ed. The pair smooched affectionately and settled in next to each other. With small kisses planted on their partner's available skin, they slowly repositioned into a comfortable 69 position, wrapping their thighs around the other's ears in an inverted sidesaddle.
The redhead figure was obviously Jocelyn and Kurt paused the film and caressing to question her.
"Is that you?'
"Yes," she murmured.
"Who's the other bitch?"
"A freshman; I was assigned as her UA."
"Neat. Did you know you were being filmed?"
"Yes..."
"Willingly?"
"I was hesitant at first. The freshman, Jackie, was a digital arts major and her coach tutor that day thought it would be great to combine her coursework and poise training into one event. I was ordered to lend a hand but my tongue proved more useful."
Kurt pushed the button and resumed watching. His hand resumed fondling her tit.
The camera was jostled from its tripod and moved toward and around the bed. Jackie's face and tongue came into view and the camera zoomed in. Her lingual digit tickled the edges of her bedmate's very pink folds. The landing strip of reddish fuzz identified Jocelyn as the owner of the pussy. The microphone picked up a background moan and Jocelyn's hips jolted away from the oral stimulus and then resettled.
"Didn't you like it?' he asked.
"I like all kinds of oral but as a junior, I was rather new to lesbian love at that time. I thought Jackie was too young but the coach tutor insisted. He got transferred after this for breaking the 'no oral until junior' rule."
The camera moved around to find Jocelyn's freckled face posed close to Jackie's pussy. Her tongue fluttered on the other co-ed's pussy lips, situated below Jackie's similar but black haired landing strip. Jocelyn looked at the camera as she swiped her tongue on her lips and tasted her mate's vaginal musk.



"What did it taste like?"
"I had sucked men's cocks after they'd fucked me and I knew my own taste, although it had his spunk mixed in. I found hers different than mine, as with every other girl since. She was extruding pure vaginal oil, so it was a distinctly feminine flavor. Licking up after another man has fucked a girl is almost like when I get my own male-female mixture."
Jocelyn's narrative was more detailed than Kurt had expected but then he was becoming less surprised at the co-eds' inclinations towards full and complete disclosure. The mental visual had its effect and there was a noticeable revived stiffness to his dick. He paid less attention to his in-bed Jocelyn as he watched the onscreen camera view move back and forth between the two lapping faces and lapped cunts.
Knowing men were often mesmerized by lesbian love play, Jocelyn took her cue and quietly slid down to lay her head on his lower abs. His hand followed the move, continuing its cyclic clenching on her breast.
Her tongue peeked out and tickled the tip of his dick. When he didn't make an objection to that, she vacuumed and suckled the knob. With no complaint, she worked her way down, taking all of his half hardness into her oral cavity.
Kurt eyes and body were conflicted by the different timings. He handled the difference by laying his free hand on his little cock-sucker's head and lovingly directing the tempo, matching scalp presses to boob compresses. Visually stimulated by the film and orally stimulated by her mouth, Kurt relaxed in for the ride.
The camera switched back and forth. The brunette lapped Jocelyn's cunt as she reciprocated on the brunette's. Each pussy was throbbing with sensations. The background sounds were more animated as both girls competed to bring the other off first. The brunette won as Jocelyn wailed and clamped her thighs tightly around the brunette's head. She grimaced, thrashed a few body contortions and then collapsed back into the mattress.
Kurt watched it all. He was feeling his own thrills from Jocelyn's lips stroking his shaft. On screen, Jocelyn recovered and rolled her playmate on her back, folded her legs over her head and attacked the brunette's labia with a fierce lapping, kissing and suckling.
Watching the fast action continued Kurt's climb. His hips jittered, a sign to Jocelyn that he was closing on the finish line. Her hands got involved: one tunneled under his ass, the middle finger touching and rimming his anus. The other palm cupped his scrotum. She took a deep breath and plunged him past her tonsils. At the same moment, the brunette on screen grabbed her own knees, rounded her back into a ball and sang out.
Kurt joined the chorus; his orgasm wail was accompanied by a slug of sperm shot straight down Jocelyn's throat. She took the first rope neat and then backed off, catching the following jets in her mouth. Her hollowed cheeks achieved a hard suction that drew the last dregs of the milky liquid up and out of his penile duct. Kurt let his groin do the ecstatic work autonomously, feeling the warm tingles from knees to chest.
Onscreen, Jocelyn looked up at the camera from her kneeling position above the slowly unrolling brunette. Her dew drenched cheeks and chin had a cute sheen. She smiled wide and sat back, licking her lips, caressing her love-mate's legs and feet, soothing her through the descent from ecstasy. Kurt felt the same caresses on his limbs and saw the same face peering up from his groin as the one in the film shining the same loving smile. He closed his eyes and let the feelings flow as he entered a twilight sleep of satisfaction.
-----
Lyndsey was more cowed as James carried her nakedness down the guest coach tutor suite hallway. They passed his suite and kept going... to the dungeon suite. He kicked open the door and tossed Lyndsey inside like a sack of potatoes. The carpet broke the worst of her fall. He took a moment to lock the heavy oak door securely. She saw that she couldn't escape; which was okay: she didn't want to escape.
She watched from the floor while James stripped off his tuxedo. His eyes were glued to her, his anger on fire as he prepared their coming sexual spree. He tossed the clothing parts and pieces wherever they landed. He stood facing her now, wearing only his boxer briefs.
Lyndsey had gossiped with Keiko earlier and her description was now confirmed. James' body was hardened by exercise and diet; his muscle tone was impressive. His dominant gaze held her attention. He rolled his briefs down and off. Lyndsey caught her breath. Even half hard with his agitation, the manly meat was impressive. The large knob was pronounced. She licked her lips in anticipation, an unconscious sign that he noticed and welcomed. He strode the short distance and grabbed a wrist, hauling her to the center of the room.
He fastened the wristband to a hanging chain. He attached the other to another. A flipped switch caused a whirring sound as the chains wound onto ceiling mounted electric spools. Her arms were stretched wide over her head by the time he stopped the mechanisms. She was pulled just high enough to lessen the strain on her spread arms by kneeling up on the floor.
He stopped in front of her and swung his hips, battering her cheeks with his erection. Lyndsey tried to capture the knob with her mouth but he was being irritably wicked, withholding her tasty treat.
Sympathizing with her plight, he let her succeed and she vacuumed him in. James consented to her desires, thrusting gently in time with her bobbing head. She sucked hard, submerged in her role as James' dutiful cock worshipper. As his prick attained its rigid maximum, he gripped her hair and forced himself deep, holding the pose, stifling her breath. She was now feeling a bit of anxiety, hoping for a quick spend to ease the edge off his fever. But to her dismay, he stopped short of cumming down her throat. He withdrew brusquely. She gasped for air and raised her eyes to judge his mood. She was not comforted by his scowl.
He broke the action and used the motors to coil more chain onto the spools. She was standing now. He had improved her stance to accommodate his preferred access. He stretched her ankles wide and fastened them to hooks on the floor. A purposeful finger probe found her split pussy moist, attesting to her affirmation of his abusive treatment. He stepped close.
Clasping her ass cheeks, James filled her mouth with his tongue. She was unresisting. A sudden hip thrust pierced her wet cunt. Her startled cry gave way to a series of moans as he force-fucked her standing up. Cooperatively embedded, he clutched her body as he sporadically rammed himself inside her. The slippery warm friction on his cock brought on the needed relief and his bloated prostate unloaded its viscous flood into her vacuous womb. She did not cum. His first use of her femininity had ended well but he wanted more, much more. He released her bonds, intending to be served more willingly.
Unfastened and lying in bed, Lyndsey curled her body into a ball. James forcefully uncoiled her, making her lay against his equally naked body. He rested on his back, looking up at the ceiling, contemplating his next steps on the road to pure ecstasy. Her fingertips were touching his cock and balls, a coy teasing move inviting him to further penetrations. He made his decision.
"Saddle up, wench" he commanded.
Those were his only words, no salutation, no courtesy, just an order. Lyndsey momentarily processed the sudden words and then immediately complied. She rose quickly and swung a thigh across. Up-righted into a squat above his hips, she fumbled his cock head against her pussy. A spry adjustment and plunge completed her mount.
James' hands held her hips and guided the pace. He started her slow to get the feel, re-lubricating his length with her vaginal dew. He upped the speed until she was riding him energetically, her tits flopping to the beat. James displaced his grasp from bouncing hips to bouncing boobs and played with the offered man-toys. He crushed her mammary globes in a fierce grip, watching her look of angst at the pain. But Lyndsey bore the abuse and never broke stride until James cried out and shot his load.
She collapsed forward, trapping his tit-tormenting hands between their chests. She sought empathetic relief of his boob clutch by tentatively kissing his lips. He found a modicum of gallantry and lightened his dominating grip.
They lay like that as he shrank and fell out, followed by extruded dribbles of his manly essence.
"You've made a mess; clean it up" he growled.
Lyndsey moved to the task. She knelt between his legs, licking his cock clean and pecking around and under his scrotum for errant dregs of the pearly goo. She looked up, seeking his verdict on her endeavors. He almost smiled at her desire for his approval. He viewed her as a very eager-to-please bitch in heat. He wasn't ready to satisfy her yet.
"Hold me in your mouth while I rest. Be very still. It might soak away the bit of soreness I feel from all my prolonged cock-work."
Lyndsey cuddled his penis on her tongue. Her lips closed on the shaft and she lay her head on the shelf of his left hip, a slight deference to her own comfort that would keep her from disturbing his respite.
James daydreamed, comparing Lyndsey to other co-eds he had encountered in previous visits. She was quite good, he allowed. Cooperative, willing and a dynamo of energy packaged inside a woman's body of exquisite beauty. His prick twitched, a physical reflection of his mental admiration.
His thoughts were interrupted by a familiar caress on his cock. He looked down to see Lyndsey softly sucking his renewed erection, thinking the twitch was his subtle signal to restart the sexual festivities. Her eyes were open and steadily watching his face for clues to his wishes. He was non-committal as he lay back and let her suck him to sufficient hardness.
He needed one more fuck to settle his nerves before slumbering. He sat up, drug her lips off his cock and rolled her on her back. It was an easy insertion, aided by her eagerness to please him. She gleefully writhed in his arms, rubbing her clitoris and nipples against his galloping body, kissing his neck and ears. The gentle smoothness of the raw sex brought on her ardor and when they came, they came together.
Lyndsey cuddled against his weary form as he fell into a deep slumber. She had tamed the angry beast in James, employing the ways and means that every Total Woman Academy senior co-ed could and should master in order to gratify the elite alpha males destined to enter their bodies and their lives.
-----
The pictures rattled. Luke was a bit perturbed at the TWA's lack of foresight for this type of event. The pictures were heavy near-museum-quality pieces rather than commercial replicas meant to break up the flatness of the enclosing walls. They should have been fastened securely, not just hung on wires.
He was standing butt naked with his ass firmly braced on an open area across from the bed. Keiko had used a pair of yoga step blocks to get her hips elevated to where he could comfortably insert his cock in her cunt. Properly mounted, she performed her signature 'standing hula cock cuddle' with the same vigor she had displayed on stage. Luke's ass was banged against the wall and thus, it rattled the pictures.
It was a small inconvenience for a fantastic experience. Keiko's hips moved in rapid gyrations, like a can of paint mixed at the local hardware store. She used two wall sconce lights as handholds. Her tits shimmied on her chest, the nipples dancing wildly, swinging a counterbalance to her rocking hips. Luke wondered again how this much body motion could happen all at once. And he didn't care as long as her wet pussy was vibrantly massaging his embedded prick. He wanted to close his eyes and just feel the cock strokes but he was mesmerized by her tits in motion.
She slowed down to a less violent cadence and the cock cuddle became more sensual as he felt her membranes sliding on his hyper-activated knob. Held tight to the wall by the press of her hips, he was able to cup and fondle her jittering boobs.
Keiko knew her routine well. She always started with the rapid moves, giving her man her most exotic and tantalizing show. When she had the man fully engaged in the fantasy, she slowed and used the more stable motions to take them both to a higher level. She pressed her hips hard as if to keep him stable but the position doubly rubbed her clitoris on his groin and gave her equitable stimulus. She expected the boob grab and Luke followed that natural sequence like every other man that she had fucked in this pose.
Keiko watched her cock-mate finally grimace and she changed the oscillations to a plunging move, burnishing her clitoris up and down rather than side-to-side. The change peaked Luke's heat and he opened his mouth to bellow, moving his hands to her back and hugging her soft round breasts hard against his body.
She felt his warm jets erupt. She let her own ecstasy envelop her body and soul. Luke slumped in place, supported by Keiko's holds to the wall. She was breathing hard but recovering herself as she laid her ear on his chest, listening to his heartbeat. They clung together through their sweet post orgasmic downward soar.
The decoupling was less than smooth but they managed the task. They staggered to the bed and plopped down. Luke pulled her into a spoon, his tingling cock laid in the crack of her warm soft ass. His hand was filled with tit and his nose and face were pampered by her perfumed hair. They dozed.
More fucking and sucking filled the nighttime hours but it was vanilla sex compared to the erotic 'standing hula cock cuddle' that Luke would never forget.
-----
Jocelyn slipped quietly away from Kurt's body and exited the bed. She fixed the sheets so that he would stay warm and cozy for a while. She took a few moments to douche and preen in the suite's bathroom darkness. She had to be thorough but quick. The time had come and she needed to stay on schedule.
Sneaking to the hallway, she saw her two co-conspirators emerging from their coach tutors' suites at the same time. They gathered for a quick high-five of triumph and shared the brief 'see-you-later' and 'good luck' giggles as they headed to their last rendezvous of the weekend, the one that would make all the secret planning worthwhile.
Jocelyn stole quietly into her father's suite. He was fast asleep, snoring, pretty much tuckered out by all the robust sex. She pulled up the sheet and crawled in next to her daddy. He was talking in his sleep. She thought she heard 'Jennifer', her mother's name. He gave a snort and opened his eyes, still half dreaming.
"Jamie?" he murmured.
Jocelyn smiled unseen in the dark. He had spoken her older sister's name. She was not Jamie but she had spritzed herself with Jamie's signature perfume. Her hands flitted on his bulky chest, smoothed along his tummy and touched his flaccid but substantial penis. A finger rubbed a spot just below the knob, the sensitive notch at the apex of the coronal ridge.
"No, Daddy. I'm Jocelyn."
Her father rousted his body and turned towards her. His big hand smoothed her flank and cupped her ass. He drew her nearer. His face was close to her; he loved the look of her freckles. His whisper was strong but gentle.
"Ah, my favorite little girl. I was dreaming of your late mother and thought your sister had come to comfort my loneliness again."
Jocelyn's fingers danced on his swelling genital organ. Her hand had circled around his prick and she was stroking the length of his large shaft. In the dim room glow, she saw him close his eyes and his face relaxed into a look of contentment as he let her tease him to a new fullness. His hand moved up her back, brushing against her long red hair.
He hugged her closer and squeezed her excited pointy nipples to his hairy chest. She puckered and they kissed with passion. They held the contact, the warm press of bodies and lips.
Her father lifted up on an elbow; he held her in both hands as he rolled her on her back beneath him. She scissored her legs open, presenting him with full willing access. He maneuvered into position, touched his tip to her pussy but paused dramatically in order to make this a moment to remember. He thought of his fateful path to this heralded event.
Jocelyn's older sister had been the essential crutch in his life after her mother Jennifer had passed away.
After her TWA graduation, Jamie had looked after him, traveled with him on his long business trips. She had accompanied him to the many social obligations he was still obliged to attend. She had encouraged his continued involvement in TWA as a financial supporter of the family alma mater and, especially, as a generous donor of his personal time. He maintained his status as a recurring guest coach tutor, honoring his late wife's legacy.
And Jamie comforted him through his bouts of grief and loneliness as only a TWA daughter would know how to do, personally stoking and quenching his sexual fires. When she was absent at her TWA Tune-up Weekends or similar commitments, Jamie ensured that her father was attended by one of the special executive assistants employed at the corporate headquarters. A suitably vetted pussy was always available to his carnal whims.
Now poised above Jocelyn, James felt a Deja vu. He had been here before, hovering over Jamie just weeks prior to her graduation a few years ago. She had embraced the incestuous plunge, just as her little sister was about to do.
Jocelyn felt calmly nervy, butterflies fluttering in her stomach, feeling the gravitas of the moment. Her father had watched her freshman pledge, had watched her sophomore promotion at the hands of a staff coach tutor and had been on campus many times when she had undertaken her random roster appointments during junior and senior Free Will Weekends.
She had persisted through her grueling scholastic studies and learned the unique tips and seductive tricks imparted at beauty school.
She had endured hundreds of hours of poise lessons, delivered endlessly over the years by the staff and guest coach tutors, some of which had been, decadently, her uncles and cousins. Through it all, she had strived to perfect the image and persona worthy of a Total Woman Academy alumnus.
And, in a few weeks, she would receive her prestigious official diploma validating her attainment of the incredible form and function that the institution demanded of its graduates' bodies and souls.
But all of that paled against the elation and esteem she felt at this moment when her daddy's cock knob punched through her outer lips, distended her core, plunged down her vagina and pressed hard against her cervix. Her eyes wetted from the discomfort of the stretch but they were really tears of joy as she hugged her father's frame in her clinging arms and thighs. She locked her ankles behind his knees and wiggled her body against his. Her gyrations worked her cunt on his erection, stimulated her nipples on his chest. She was physically begging him to continue the patronal family coitus. She obliged their common interest in making this a truly memorable life passage.
James made his strokes long and slow, reveling in the knowledge that Jocelyn had now joined her sister in sharing his time and energies. He wanted her to feel his power and yearn to be forevermore his special little girl. He flaunted his sexual talent and expertise, exposing his corona outside her fleshy folds before sliding fully in again to press tight on her inner most womanhood. His ardor rose; the strokes changed pace and shortened in length as he breathed deeper.
Jocelyn felt her heat build, matching his pace with hip rolls that assisted in scouring her insides as his knob reverberated back and forth. The long years of longing came to an end. Her father, her Daddy, her most precious elite alpha male arched his back and shot the first jets from his cock. She felt the warmth splatter deep inside and pressed her clitoris hard on his pressing groin. That locus of contact was the point of ignition and the flash of orgasm swept through her body. She vocalized her ecstasy.



"Daadddyy!" she wailed.
James heard her summons. He gripped her body in a tighter hug. He emptied his balls; rope after rope of cum filled the packed space around the head of his buried dick. As he slowly wound down, he settled on her body. He jiggered his prick in short shoves as his orgasmic glow seeped through his soul.
"Ohh... Jocelyn..." he moaned.
They instinctively sought the other's lips, lashing tongues in opened mouths during the dwindling of the sharp ecstasy. They lay content. She was filled with a penultimate euphoria now that her Daddy had transformed her from a sexually curious co-ed into a full-fledged Total Woman.
-----
Meghan: Emergence
-----
Meghan felt a shiver of trepidation travel her spine. Her co-worker, Jamie, a budding best friend, and daughter of the corporate owner, had expounded at length about the benefits of this resolute course of action. Meghan trusted her friend's judgment; Jamie certainly handled the executive men around the corporate office with ease. The bosses treated Meghan's friend with a respect and deference that they never showed towards Meghan or the other female staff.
Last month, Meghan had been shocked to inadvertently enter one executive's office and find his special executive assistant on her knees, her blouse ripped open, her bare tits bobbing, with his hard cock thrust in her mouth. Meghan retreated in horror and her friend, sensing her distress, had let her vent her anxieties about the men's behavior in the office. Jamie called them elite alpha males and said they were easily controlled if a woman just learned how.
That began the discussion that had led to this luxurious bedroom in an exclusive school for select young women. Her friend had shepherded her through the scholarship application, the interviews, added her fervent recommendation and finally conducted her to the campus on the appointed date. Meghan was greeted warmly by the matronly housemother, signed some forms and then was ushered to her assigned bedroom suite by a pair of fashionably, though scantily, clad co-eds. They told her to wait for her next meeting, wished her luck and buzzed her cheeks in farewell.
Meghan didn't wait long. There was no knock; the door just suddenly swung open and a man in gym shorts and tee shirt marched into the room. He closed the door behind him.
"Hello. I believe you are Meghan, my student. I'm Ned, your supervising coach tutor. You will call me 'Sir' in public and private settings."
Meghan was not sure which setting they were in but she assumed it didn't matter. She nodded her ascent.
"Speak your responses, girl!"
Meghan stiffened at the mild rebuke.
"Yes, sir. My name is Meghan."
Ned stared at her, posed in command stance with his hands on hips, and slowly looked Meghan up and down.
She wore a belted brown cotton calf length skirt and Oxford brown laced leather shoes. Her long sleeved loose fitted blouse hung from her shoulders and was tucked in at the waist. Her hair was pulled into an unkempt ponytail and clinched with a standard office green rubber band. Her face was mostly unmade but she had put on some light pink lipstick barely discernable from her natural lip color. In summary, she was dowdily dressed and lacking in any fashion sense or style. She looked away from Ned's steady stare.
"Meghan, has your friend explained the nature of our training program and curriculum?"
"Yes, she says it involves lessons in beauty, intelligence, and poise. I get the beauty and intelligence: makeup, clothes, fashions. I have a Master's degree in Astrophysical Molecular Spectrometry. I think that covers intelligence. But she was a bit vague about poise."
Ned nodded. It was usually like this; left to him to relate the specific particulars.
"Okay, Meghan, let me explain. Poise is the search for excellence in human gratification. You will learn to perfect your posture, your appearance, your attractiveness, and self-confidence around men, particularly elite alpha males. Does that interest you?"
Meghan nodded again. Ned wasn't having it. He cocked a stern eye. Meghan flashed a quick look of cognizance and remembered his instructions.
"Yes, sir. That interests me."
"Good. Because once you have attracted the dominant male, you must follow through with fulfilling his expectations. Tell me about your sexual experiences up until now."
Meghan looked at the floor, gathering her courage to discuss such an intimate narrative so soon with this virtual stranger.
"I gave my virginity to a boy I liked in college. We fooled around, his penis got bigger, it pierced me and it hurt. I stopped seeing him or anyone else. After college, I got drunk once with a co-worker. I don't remember the sex, didn't seem like much fun so I wasn't inclined to repeat it."
She stood silently as Ned waited for more. There wasn't anything else to tell.
"So, twice, and neither one much good?"
"Yes, sir."
"Well, we need to change that right away; get you moving down a higher road to happiness."
He reached for her blouse and plucked at the buttons. She flinched but settled, letting Ned take the lead.
"I'm going to undress you, check your physical features and then run you through some sexual exercises."
Ned didn't wait for her agreement. He tossed off his own shirt, dropped his shorts and stood before her naked. He stepped closer and she didn't retreat. He took it for consent.
He finished unbuttoning and opening her blouse. Her bra was white, full cups covering all of her mammary flesh, and held with wide sturdy straps, very utilitarian. He saw that Meghan was watching his dangling cock.
"You may touch it, Meghan. Be gentle and respectful."
Her fingers touched the knob, her other hand curling around the shaft from underneath, testing its resilience. She felt Ned's heartbeat.
Ned pushed her blouse off her shoulders and she left off his dick momentarily to let the sleeves slide down and off her arms. She returned to touching his prick.
Ned pulled her belt buckle open, loosened its clinch and the skirt and blouse fell to her ankles. Her panties were full cut and thick cotton, matching the style of the bra.
Ned circled his subject, admiring the exposed smooth skin. He took off her oversized prescription glasses. He loosed the ponytail and fanned out the mid-length tresses that just skimmed her shoulders. Her face was symmetrical with brown eyes and high pronounced cheekbones. She had lots of natural beauty. He was eager to view her more intimate feminine charms.
From behind, he unsnapped her bra clasps, sweeping the straps off her shoulders. She caught the cups and held them on her tits. Ned let the shyness play out. He hooked his fingers in her panty waist and squatted as he drew them down. Her lower back was double dimpled at the base of her spine. Her derriere was fleshy and round. Ned patted the rear globes; they would be useful handles to keep her close during vigorous intercourse. He helped her doff her shoes and sox.
Ned rose and stood at her front. He took the screening bra from her and gently moved her hands to her sides. He looked at the size tag: 36C. He dropped the oversized brassiere to the floor. She would learn to wear a half-size smaller, flaunting her fulsome pushed up cleavage.
Her breasts were full, soft and mounted youthfully high. The nipples were smooth, moderate sized, with proportional nubs. Ned tested one with a pointed finger, pressing it like a door buzzer, feeling the boob's pliant resilience. He cupped and cuddled the masses.
"Very nice" he intoned.
"Thank you, sir"
Meghan was okay so far with his examination. It didn't hurt and she accepted it as part of Ned's expert scrutiny. Ned smoothed his hands along her sides, resting his palms on her hips, squaring her tummy to his gaze as he squatted.
Ned surveyed her full brown bush of pubic hair. Meghan had never shaved. That would change as her poise expertise developed. But he would perform his initial evaluation assessment in her present state.
He stood and contemplated his waiting subject. Her face would require modest makeup. Her nipples might need tincture and he would reserve judgment on her cunt lips until she shaved. Her brown wavy hair and light brown eyes complemented her creamy skin tone.
Ned moved the scene forward.
"Play with my cock, wrap your fingers around it. Stroke it to fullness. Get me ready so we can practice some sensual coupling techniques."
Her touch was tentative, flickering on his flesh, unsure of the best way to handle and stimulate his cock. She searched his face for guidance; his stoic expression was unhelpful. She cuddled his shaft and stroked her loose fist along his stiffening length. She figured she must be doing something right; he was getting bigger and harder.
Ned was strangely stirred by her inexperienced strokes. He was gaining a grand erection. It was time to move things along.
Ned took Meghan's hand and ushered her nakedness the few steps to the mattress. He supported her hand as she gingerly climbed onto the white satiny sheets.
She paused on hand and knees, looking back over her shoulder, unsure of how he wanted her posed. He smoothed a hand across her bare hip and ass, down her beautiful inner thighs. He held her leg and gently rotated her body onto her back, retaining his grip as he lifted her knees higher and wider, settling her into missionary pose. She obliged his wishes, yet her forced smile and darting eyes betrayed her residual trepidation.
Ned decided to short-circuit any last-minute reversal of her commitment. He moved to knee stand between her spread legs, bending over to brace his hands beside her torso. His erection was long and strong. He lowered his waist, drawing down and back, dragging his knob through her curly crop of genital pubes. A strategic hip wiggle placed his tip at her pink pussy portal.
"Are you ready?" he whispered.
She nodded, her eyes flitting with anxiety. He let the non-verbal response pass. He figured she was choked up, unused to being fucked. That worry could be cured by the program's extensive practice regimen.
"Steady, then... brace your heels and take a deep breath. Trust me... I'll set a careful pace and depth."
She closed her eyes tight. Ned cracked a smile, amused at her coy innocence. He pressed, letting her folds cover half his knob, then drew back.
He waited; she softly exhaled. He pressed again, a signal to prepare. She took a full breath and held. Her previous moistness on his knob helped ease the entry as he pushed past the corona. Again, he retreated and she expelled the lungful.
He shortened the delay, pushing half his shaft inside her. She had not had time to hold a breath but found that the vaginally lubricated cock was not hurting her. A few added thrusts brought Ned fully inside and he rested tightly against her pubic bone, his pubic hair entwined with hers.
"How are you feeling?" he quietly queried.
Her responses were measured, thoughtful as she lay beneath his bulk.
"Filled... stretched... relieved... edgy..."
"Why 'edgy'..."
"I feel a buzzing at my pussy, a fluttering in my tummy..."
"That's good, my dear. Let your mind concentrate on those sensations as I move inside you."
Ned drummed his pubic mound a few beats against her clitoris before drawing half out. She murmured. He shuttled short slow strokes, rubbing his corona mid-tunnel, seeking her G spot. He didn't find it but she purred anyway. He paused.
"How was that?"
Ned's words drew Meghan from her twilight trance; her response was slow and mumbled.
"Yes... good... "
She twisted her face into his neck.
"Please..."
She made small hip jogs, skating her moist membranes along his embedded firm meat. Ned pressed hard and deep to hold her ass still against the mattress.
"None of that, Meghan. That's my job. Relax now, lay still and see how a real man makes a real woman feel."
Meghan let her body slump, wrapping her arms loosely around Ned's neck, her legs spreading wider, her knees higher, her heels hooking behind his calves. She felt more womanly than ever before in her life.
Ned re-animated the mating, setting a progressively faster tempo. His cock slid and slipped all about, up and down her wet tube.
Meghan wanted to indulge in each localized sensation but her nerves were lit up everywhere at once. Her entire core throbbed with electric pulses. She wanted to twist and writhe in Ned's arms. It was as if she wanted to scratch some interior itch but couldn't find a way.
Suddenly, the elusive prickles coalesced into one massive convulsion that coursed from her knees to her nipples. She seized up in a full-body cramp, vibrating in a rigid mass. She hollered a long drawn out screech. Her mind blanked out.
Ned had seen this often and knew to nurture her through her first solid orgasm. He cradled her lovingly, holding his fat cock deep, feeling her autonomic vaginal ripples dance on his erection.
Soon, Meghan collapsed, glistening with sweat, held by and pinioned by Ned. She breathed gutturally. Ned asked her condition.
"Are you okay? Did you find it pleasant?"
Her response was material. She hugged his neck and rubbed his back, her face buried in his shoulder, silent sobs of joy quivering her body.
Ned let her rest for a moment. Then he lightened his hug and began to move inside her again. Her post-coital excitement was still strong. She moaned and after a series of brisk power strokes, she came a second time. Ned paused again until her repeated spasms settled down.
"Are you ready for more? Do you want another one?"
She whimpered "Yes... please... more... more..."
Ned obliged her pleas. His one hand slipped down and grasped a handful of soft ass cheek. His other circled behind her head and clasped her neck. Holding her firmly, he stroked long and fast, short and quick, paused and repeated, ratcheting her moans higher and higher. His ardor grew apace as he fucked the sex mesmerized woman. He neared his peak along with hers this time, the tension building in his core. Ned's undeterred groin muscles rammed down hard on his prostate gland and his semen rushed up his cunt-entombed erection.
Their concurrent cries of joy rattled the room; their limbs engaged in a bone crushing grapple. The couple held on through the flood of pearly masculine seed and hormone sodden female emotions, loathe to extinguish the fiery ecstasy. But the sensual fires slowly flamed out, winding down from their explosive flash into a post-coital warmth of sweaty skin-on-skin contentment.
They gently disengaged but remained in a convivial embrace. Ned lay on his back with Meghan snuggled on her side under his arm. Her lower, hidden tit pressed his rib-cage; he fondled the exposed one, occasionally fingering and tweaking the nipple. Her neck was craned; her bright eyes contemplated the face of the man who had demonstrated that he could propel her into a tantalizing world of total womanhood.
Ned felt her contentment and took the opening to layout his proposal for Meghan's training regimen.
Her beauty and intelligence were unquestioned. He offered her a multi-week intensive poise seminar. She must follow the program precisely for maximum advantage. Any hesitation or reluctance to implement an assigned activity would be grounds for termination of her scholarship and expulsion from the campus.
She would learn to preen herself to be dazzling in all states of dress and undress, interchangeably. She would be sculpted and conditioned for stature and stamina, not only whole body physical fitness but also oral and vaginal dexterity for penis stimulation. She would master orgasm control, endeavor to maximize her partner's pleasure first before deriving her own.
Upon completion of the two-week rapid seminar, she must return to the campus bi-monthly for a weekend of tune-up sessions where she would demonstrate her intervening creative discoveries and embellishments and be given tips and tricks for even finer cock-baiting strategies.
Ned demanded her immediate and complete commitment to the total package. Meghan's endorphin-soaked brain agreed without hesitation. She squirmed up his body to kiss his lips.
Ned took her excited gratitude in stride. She chattered girlishly in her enthusiasm. Her hand brushed his chest and furtively touched his flaccid penis lolling at his groin.
"Can we get started right away? Can we fuck again right now?"
Ned used a measured voice to make his next point.
"Yes, Meghan. You will get started right away but not with me. Your training program begins with two days of non-stop sex. One man cannot accomplish that on his own. It will be a team effort. Another coach tutor will arrive shortly and when you have exhausted him, he will be replaced by another, and then another. Two straight days of sex for you, a tag team for the resident staff."
Meghan's face looked bewildered. A series of different men? Strangers?
There was a knock on the door and Ned untangled himself from her lovely embrace. She watched from where she lay in the rumpled sheets as he opened it.
A large muscular black man entered the room. Ned shook his hand and gestured towards the naked young woman lying befuddled on the bed. The man's deep baritone voice filled the room.
"Nice looking piece of ass you got there, Ned."
Meghan gathered a handful of the satin sheet to her chest, trying to shyly cover her tits and cunt. Ned yanked the sheets away for the glib introduction marking the carnal handoff. He swept an ushering hand over startled Meghan's exposed body.
"Meghan, this is Otto. Otto, this is Meghan. You two can take it from here."
Otto strode to the mattress and climbed on. His exposed tumescent cock swayed as he moved. He rolled Meghan back into a missionary position, pushing aside the ineffective sheet folds. He maneuvered himself on top, situated to mount her. He worked quickly, getting her past the notion of choice in selecting the 'who, when and how' of sex-mates. The coach tutors would make those decisions during her training program.
Ned surreptitiously settled into a plush chair along the far wall, watching discretely from the shadows.
Meghan lay tense but unresisting as Otto placed his ready erection at her cum stained cunt and drove his engorged muscle inside. She whimpered loudly. He thrust three rapid long strokes and she cried out, not from pain but pleasure. A few more strokes and she peaked, going rigid. Otto didn't stop, thrusting through her orgasm until he groaned out his own bliss, flooding her throbbing womb with his milky volume.
When the sex addled duo panted down to a coherent calmness, Otto braced up on his arms. He surveyed her flushed face and tits as his cock shrank and retreated. He gloated over her impetuous submission to his carnal advances.
"Wow! You are one hot piece of fuck meat. I'm really going to enjoy our next few hours."
Meghan could only nod weakly; her voice would return when she was more accustomed to these sudden and surprising situations. The door chimed and Ned opened it to let a junior level blonde co-ed enter the room. She wore heels, thong and a sheer button-less half top. Her nubile breasts jiggled, revealing her dancing dark nipples through the translucent silk. Otto sat on the edge of the mattress, admiring the new arrival. But her duties were not to him or Ned.
"Meghan, this is your Undergraduate Advisor who will assist you to stay prepared for your assignments."
Turning to the co-ed, Ned gave her the expected command.
"Please show Meghan how to freshen up between each program module."
The girl motioned for Meghan to alight the bed and she led her inside the ensuite bath. Behind the closed door, the UA gave Meghan a quick tour of the available cosmetics and supplies. There were several types of douches: regular bath style and some with fruit infusions. They worked together to rinse away the manly residue from within Meghan.



The cosmetics were a full range of colors: umbers, reds, and pinks. The UA picked a bright fire engine red to accentuate her plush lips. A spritz of musk added an earthy scent. Eyeliner and shadow gave her a seductive look. The UA judged her adequate under the rushed circumstances. Genital shaving must wait until a later time.
From the bedroom, the men heard mumbled words and whispers accompanied by the muffled rattle of cabinet doors and drawers. While the UA hurried to get Meghan fuck-ready, Otto used their relative privacy to share with Ned his next planned steps.
"I'm going to give her some cunt lapping next and see how many times she can cum on my tongue. Then I'll let her suck my cock and taste my spunk. When that's over, it should be time for her next coach tutor who can try something else."
"That's a good plan, Otto. But be careful with the oral; she's new to it. Her gag reflex might bite you. Ouch!"
"Good advice; I'll keep it at half shaft. What a pity."
"Patience, my friend. Great deep throat takes time and practice. But soon, very soon..."
The bath door opened and the UA guided the freshly tidied Meghan into the main bedroom. Otto was awed by her tantalizing presentation and extended an inviting hand. The co-ed attendant pushed her charge's ass forward, prompting Meghan's slow walk towards her second of the many coach tutors she would meet this day. He pulled her closer by her hand and she climbed on the mattress. Otto turned her on her back and raised her knees as he knelt between her spread legs. He watched her eyes for a moment, finding no reluctance or hesitation. Meghan was discovering her better nature.
Otto leaned down and kissed her ruby lips, then each puckered nipple, then moved his face lower and tongue probed her belly button. He kissed all around her soft fluffy cunt bush. His nose sniffed her vaginal aroma before his tongue slipped between her engorged nether flaps and lapped upward. Meghan moaned. Otto paused to lick his lips.
"Uhmm... mango! My favorite... very exotic..."
The UA covered her mouth to stifle a snicker. She had coerced the naïve Meghan into using the flavored douche. 'Why', she asked, 'you'll see' was the reply; no time to explain right now.
Otto kissed, then sucked on Meghan's tasty clitoris. Ned saw her lift her chin, arch her back, bow her neck and widen her lips for open mouthed breathing, working up to another bout of rapture. He liked her instinctive reactions; dexterous supple lips were a requisite part of the orifice conditioning curriculum. Before the end of this session, Otto's thick ejaculate would baptize that fine feminine receptacle, re-christening her pouty 'bee-stung' lips into alluring 'cum-stung' lips.
Meghan was in Otto's good hands for now with many more coach tutors lined up for their turn with her. Her next two days would be a mind boggling continuum of sex.
Thereafter, Ned would return to the initiated Meghan and be her first full day cock-mate of the next two weeks. He would initiate her into the formal coursework and intensive training: gym exercises, beautician classes, orifice conditioning and orgasm control.
On successive days, she would be trained by a different coach tutor, who by then would no longer be a stranger after the inaugural fuck marathon.
Meghan would learn how to fuck in the gym before, during and after her exercise drills, developing stamina and shedding pointless inhibitions. In the yoga and stretching sessions, she would discover her innate abilities to please a man while posing in near impossible body contortions.
Expert beauticians would help her discover ways to perfect her already stupendous looks, further cock-baiting the male with her subliminal wiles.
Anatomical conditioning would be accomplished with instrumented vaginal probes. Through biofeedback, she would learn how to control individual muscle groups, how to squeeze and massage the different nerve sectors on a fully lodged male erection.
She would learn to be the perfect private dinner hostess, tantalizing her man with a course-by-course striptease, trading a piece of her costume with the waiter for the next dinner course. Seductively exposed, having aroused her evening's mate, she would garner her creamy after-dinner treat by an under the table blowjob while her alpha male guest received his just desserts.
Her nights would be filled with passion as each coach tutor used her body and taught her their favorite variations on seated, prone and doggy positions. These long sessions would develop her vaginal and oral muscle control and teach her to time her orgasms to maximize the man's satisfaction. The staff would critique her advancement towards superior male gratification.
Ned's musings on Meghan's training ordeal spurred thoughts for immediate plans of his own. He took the co-ed by the hand and slipped to the door; they silently exited the room. He led her to another nearby coach tutor suite. Before entering, he stripped off her day-wear thong and flimsy top, leaving them in the hallway. He hauled the naked UA inside, slamming the door shut. He had a few hours to kill before his next scheduled appointment. The UA would be a useful amusement to help him pass the time.
Ned spent a couple hours fucking his unplanned co-ed encounter. She was a junior, rather new to oral training and asked Ned if he would allow her to practice some deep throat exercises. As she sucked him down, Ned pondered poor Otto's fate and his depth restriction.
'Too bad for him' thought Ned as his cock gained its ultimate swell. He grabbed his cock lapper's head and rammed deep as he rocketed his sperm down her throat.
Ned left his depleted playmate to rest in bed when he departed for his next assignment. Otto was exiting Meghan's suite just then and they exchanged smiles.
"How was she?" asked Ned.
"Three orgasms on my tongue and not a bad dick licker for a beginner. She took my knob in her mouth and tasted my sperm. But I didn't force her to deep-throat. Karl, her next coach tutor, arrived while she was in the bathroom freshening up. I imagine she'll be surprised to find another anonymous man waiting for her."
Ned imagined she would. And she would get a firm lesson in cock sucking. Karl was the expert resident coach tutor for extreme oral training. Meghan would inevitably feel his knob jammed past her tonsils, learning exotic ways to overcome her girlish gag reflex.
Similar intrepid feats would fill Meghan's hours over the next two days, and even more intense workouts during the next two weeks. When she finished this initial program, she would return for bi-monthly weekend tune-ups. Ned planned to make time to be one of her regular tune-up coach tutors. She would demonstrate her newly acquired skills, learned on campus and practiced off-campus in her elite worldly surroundings.
Meghan was destined to become a stellar alumnus of the Total Woman Academy Graduate Scholarship Program. In her growing career, she would rise quickly up the corporate ladder, becoming the special scientific advisor to the senior executive staff. In frequent private consultations, she could expect to endure intrusive probing until the executives smugly satisfied their curiosities about her superior poise skills and abilities.
The men had long ago acceded to her superior intellect and had callously exploited it to advance their own careers. Now Meghan would gain even footing and exact equal credit from her male peers and supervisors for her business contributions.
But only those men that Meghan prudently selected would experience the full range and effects of her constantly developing poise expertise. Meghan would reclaim her career as she discovered how to hold sway over a world supposedly ruled by elite alpha males.
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Whitney was hot. The run down the slopes had been slow with numerous cross trail sluices to the side wooded areas, looking for the lost skier. He was an older man who had gotten separated from his family group.
The younger teens had sped ahead in an impromptu but predictable need for adolescent exhilarations. He had lingered behind and was now presumed missing. A blotch of color near a snow encrusted tree trunk caught her eye.
There he was, seated comfortably, leaning against the tree, his removed skis and poles spiked in a shallow drift at arm's reach. He looked up at her as she slid slowly to his side. He took a small swig from his leather bound metal flask and gestured to the panorama below.
The mountain valley lay before them, split by the shiny creek and the snow cleared road ascending from lower down the range. A large bird, possibly an eagle, soared on the winter winds in the clear blue sky. The platinum mines had played out decades ago, the raw ores sent to smelters further down the mountains. Any shiny metals left in these mountain valleys were the jingling coins in the purses of winter playground tourists.
"Beautiful, isn't it?" the old man opined.
Whitney took his cue and surveyed the scene below. During these busy weeks of snow patrol days and snow bunny nights, she rarely took the time to admire her idyllic surroundings. The brown rustic village far below was splayed out at the bottom of the surrounding white ski slopes, its window lights beginning to twinkle as evening settled in, fluffy chimney smoke floating on the breeze.
"It certainly is" she softly concurred, taking another calm survey, a moment of true appreciation for the natural splendor. She breathed deep before being drawn back to the task at hand.
"I take it you're Willie, the grandpop I'm searching for?"
Willie nodded his lazy concurrence as he looked over his lovely rescuer. Her molded breasts and hips nicely filled the stretchy fitted ski suit.
"Are you hurt or need any help?"
The old man shook his head, sprouting a mischievous grin as he imbibed another nip from his hip flask.
"Just a little bushed and stopped for a rest. My late wife Sally and I used to come here almost every year. It was our getaway from the long days of building the company and our gilded lives."
Whitney knew of Willie, the scion of Williams Global, the premiere construction mega-conglomerate. His worldwide firm worked across the seven continents and more. Its name was everywhere.
Willie continued, talking quietly, almost to himself.
"I had hoped to bring the kids and grandkids here and rekindle some of my fond memories. I longed to feel the joy of our lifelong romance again. But the kids are too busy wrangling the grandkids whose eyes are glued to their little pixel devices. I took a break from all the commotion to sit here and reminisce one last time before we leave tomorrow."
He extended his flask towards her. "Would you join me in a toast?"
Whitney took the offered drink and paused before her swig.
"What are we toasting?"
Willie swept his arm weakly toward the broad horizon; its saw-tooth tops were already beginning to shadow in the setting sun.
"To love and beauty and a life worth living."
"I'll drink to that" said Whitney as she tipped a small swig of the brandy. She handed the liquor back to Willie. She softened her voice, sad to be the initiator of the end to Willie's musings.
"It's getting late and I can't leave you here. This is not a lighted night trail so we have to go down to the lodge now before it gets too dark."
Willie took a deep breath of the clean mountain air and slowly exhaled his disappointment. He took another admiring look at his bodacious rescuer and moved to arise. Whitney helped him up, got his skis on his feet and guided him back to the groomed slope. He was still an agile skier and followed her in smooth slaloms towards the lodge, where its bright lights and hectic hubbub beckoned the forlorn Willie.
-----
After dinner, Whitney spied Willie across the large lodge room. He was surrounded by his rambunctious family and trying to not look too annoyed as his questions about their day were either one-word answered or simply ignored. Whitney decided to intervene in her own unique way. She looked up the hotel manager and contrived her plot to enliven Willie's mood.
Soon, a waitress approached Willie with an envelope on a silver serving tray. Willie opened and read the note:
'As an honored frequent guest, the management wishes to offer you, free of charge, the unparalleled hospitality of our Presidential Suite for this evening. If you accept, please follow the bearer of this note, Ms. Jones, who will usher you to our most cozy of amenities.'
Willie whispered a short query to the obliging messenger and then gave a nod of agreement. He hoisted himself to his feet, pointlessly bade his inattentive family goodnight and followed Ms. Jones.
-----
Ms. Jones opened the Presidential Suite's door and motioned Willie inside. Stepping through, he moved to clear the entrance to allow her to enter but she demurred, ready to close the door.
"Please enjoy all that the Presidential Suite has to offer. I will come back in the morning to escort you to your departure. Good night, sir."
Ms. Jones gave a saucy wink as she closed the door and Willie was left alone in the vestibule. He heard a crackling fire in the living room and meandered there to explore his cozy accommodations. He discovered he was not alone after all.
A white bearskin rug covered the space before the fire. A young woman graced the bearskin rug. She was propped on one elbow, posed on her side, and completely naked.
"Good evening, sir."
Willie was a bit surprised but not shocked. He was a man of the world. In fact, he was a man of a very elite world.
His TWA graduate wife, Sally, had been instrumental to his successful business and enchanted life. She was uniquely supportive of Willie's comfort during his frequent business trips. She had interviewed and recruited his Special Executive Assistants who graced his headquarters' offices and travelled with him on business, organizing his itineraries and attending personally to his salubrious requirements.
Willie's nights away from home, and random interims during the travelling days, had been a surfeit of fresh nubile pussy. But he always tired of the overabundant shallow amours and gleefully returned with renewed vigor to Sally, the true love of his life. Theirs was a happy and healthy marriage.
Willie drew his whimsy back to the present and surveyed his assigned suite mate and cozy comforter.
"Good evening, my dear. And what would your name be?"
She coyly giggled. "Why... Marilyn... of course. Who else would be waiting naked for her man in the Presidential Suite?"
"Yes... yes...of course..." murmured Willie as he caught the historical jest. He unzipped his ski sweater.
Marilyn quickly stood before her guest and assumed her vivacious hostess role.
"May I assist you to undress, sir?"
"Please..." replied smiling Willie.
She stepped gracefully to his front, her large teardrop breasts grazing his bare skin as she removed his sweater. She knelt to unfasten his belt, unzipping and lowering his pants, working his soft fur-lined evening boots from his feet.
Willie admired his naked handler. She was shorter and fleshier than his lithe muscular frame. She obviously had poise training and experience, going slowly, working gently and purposefully at her duties. She compared favorably with his Special Executive Assistants.
The Denver office was nearby and stocked with SEA's, the on-call talent pool for his western USA forays. He had pondered having three of those carefully chosen employees take two-day turns attending to his needs during this week at the resort, pampering him through the cold, dark nights.
He remembered the buxom black girl, a contract lawyer with large breasts and plump lips; her tit massages and orals were magnificent. And the petite Asian CPA; he especially enjoyed the ego rush of packing his bulging cock inside her tight vaginal tunnel. She would balance her stretched discomfort with the thrill of partial success as he managed to press up to half his bulk inside her.
There were other female staff, recent TWA graduates that he had recruited blind and had yet to sample. He could have made the easy call for their services but held back. He had wanted this week to be family orientated. It had not gone as he had hoped.
But the week-long sexual dry spell was about to end. He watched as naked Marilyn completed his disrobing by lowering his boxers, carefully distending the elastic waistband to slide easily over his tumescent prick. He pawed them over his ankles.
The fireplace warmed the room and the glowing embers warmed his naked skin. Marilyn's blue eyes looked up through her eyebrow covering bangs. She licked and pursed her cherry painted lips, a sign she was ready to worship this evening's appointed man-meat. Willie fingered her straight platinum blond hair behind her ears. He lightly palmed her exposed ears and guided her face towards his groin.
She dipped her face to his cock knob, kissed the slotted tip and earned Willie's moan of approval. Emboldened and holding the touch, she suctioned the bullet shaped knob through her lips. Her tongue-tip tickled the sensitive underside. He gasped a lungful of air and gripped her hair hard to halt the tingling. It was too soon to lose his load. He drew her face to his belly, burying his shaft in her hospitable warmth, easing the intensity.
Marilyn hollowed her cheeks and simultaneously swiped her tongue on her mouthful of cock. Her movements got another physical reaction from Willie; she felt a throb and sensed him swelling to a fuller intensity. She took the lead and bobbed her head in a series of long strokes, scraping his corona through her oral membranes from tonsils to lips and back again.
Willie let her demonstrate her flairs but wanted more than a blowjob for this evening's overture. He drew her off his erection and bade her lay on the furry rug. She obliged his wishes, but not before a wink, then peering up with smiling lips, playfully licking them to shininess and holding the tip of her talented tongue between lightly split teeth in a coy look of naughty innocence. She rolled gracefully on her back, maintaining her teasing expression, beckoning him with spread thighs and open welcoming arms.
Willie accepted her invitation. Kneeling between her legs, he surveyed her soft body and dewy pussy folds. She rolled her hips higher and nudged closer to accommodate his stance. He leaned down, pressing his slick knob against the entrance to her womb. He kissed her puffy pink nipples, the pale coloring consistent with her platinum blonde coif and smooth ivory skin. He laid on her chest, compressing the mammary flesh in pillowing cushions for his body. Her clutching arms and legs encircled his slender frame.
Holding his breath for fortitude, he sank with one smooth thrust to the root. Marilyn gave a noticeable wince as her core was stretched by his unitary move. Her face changed to opened eyed wonder and her mouth formed a breath-taking O as she clutched his body, waiting for her own body to adapt to the manly intruder. Willie rested a moment at the bottom, letting her settle her feelings. It was a moment for him to reminisce on past similarities. Images of his many naked conquests shot through his mind like a fast forward movie.
Willie had enjoyed his worldwide appointments, negotiating and securing lucrative contracts in foreign lands. Commercial customs varied among the continents but a recurring theme was the consummation of the deal with an exchange of gifts. In certain sophisticated situations, the deal makers swapped their exotic bedmates.
Willie soon learned to bring a beauty of non-native ethnicity to the culminating meet: buxom blondes to Africa and the Orient, dusky skinned Hispanics to Nordic countries, and mind melting South Asians to the Americas. The exotic potential swap enticed his lust smitten opponent to hurriedly concede terms in Willie's favor. And Willie enjoyed partaking of the wide variety of indigenous pussy availed to him by his hosts. Platinum blonde Marilyn emulated the numerous Nordic deal swaps he had accepted and savored during his career.
His Special Executive Assistants were counseled to further these business building expectations. They readily entertained Willie's newest business partner. Sometimes, Willie felt as though the reciprocal female-in-trade had not received the same thorough instructions. Elegantly dressed for the glamorous business meeting, feeling an equal standing with her executive colleagues, she would patronizingly escort Willie to his guest suite as directed.
When Willie presumed his manly prerogatives, plucking her dress fasteners without any semblance of an invitation, his soon-to-be fuck-toy might skitter away, even trying to escape out the locked door. Willie simply persisted and conquered her willfulness, even if the dark activities might be considered rape. He left it to his host to handle the aftermath; after all, it was his host's failure to completely inform his stunned employee of her actual status in the transaction that was the root-cause the scene.
The fire's warm glow on his back, the warm snuggle of Marilyn's nubile womb on his hardened prick and her sweet-scented bedtime whispers in his ear brought back Willie's tranquil cognizance. Indeed, Marilyn was the perfect willing receptacle awaiting his love. His bloated balls surged with week-old boiling sperm and ached to release their pressure. Willie's libido got the internal memo that it was time to get to work.
He slipped his hands beneath her hips and gripped two handfuls of Marilyn's luscious ass. His unsupported torso pressed harder on her boobs. He raised his hips, drawing his cock knob back to just inside her nether lips. The following strokes were purposefully irregular. Her tits rolled under his full body lunges.
Willie liked to maintain control through unpredictability and the erratic plunges kept his fuck-mate off guard. Two quick long dunks, a couple of shallow shuffles and a clitoris jarring deep ram built Willie's macho ego and his sensual delight. Marilyn stoically withstood the unforeseen vigor of her elder guest. Unable to follow the varied tempo, she simply hugged him tight with arm, leg and vaginal muscles and acceded to his dominance.
Willie felt her clenches on his cock and reveled in his supremacy over her body and soul. His cock throbbed with sensations. His self-imposed dry spell limited his orgasmic restraint and he finally arched his back into a classic up-dog pose and howled his voluminous cum into Marilyn's cuddling cunt.
Attentive to extending her man's pleasure as much as possible, she smoothed her palms around his trembling taut back and crossed her ankles behind his juddering legs. Her soft thighs twitched on his waist as she cooed him down from passion's zenith. He collapsed to crush her breasts again and panted back to reality in her arms.
With his stress relieved and his verve revived, Marilyn shuffled weary Willie to the suite's large bed. She tenderly tucked him into the blanket folds and nestled her soft naked loveliness against his recovering body until he dozed off into slumber. Later in the night, she was fondled awake to accommodate his masculine demands. She saddled up and straddled his hips, tenderly tucking him into her vaginal folds. She nestled her succulence around his re-engorged cock until he dribbled into her womb from his shrinking stash of spunk.
Snoozing and cuddling until dawn, she recognized that Willie was just barely good for one more round. She reinitiated her practiced oral skills as he lounged relaxed on his back. This time, he didn't stop her when she intermittently tongue tip tickled the spot under his knob. He wasn't as full of energy as when they had first met. He welcomed the extra special stimulation, letting Marilyn control her selection of stimuli on his manhood. As his passion rose, he kept his hands tightly gripped on his pillow, squeezing his eyes shut, huffing his way upward to the peak. He arched his back and howled out as her caressing mouth extracted his final reserve of cum. Sliding the goo down her throat, Marilyn was satisfied that she had drained Willie of the last bits of his waning ardor.
-----
Whitney had not been idle during Marilyn's night of providing cozy comforts. She had fulfilled her own snow bunny responsibilities to the ski resort's favored elite clientele.
The athletic young man had been waiting for her in Bondage Suite A when she arrived in her customary costume. She wore her red leather cup-less corset with suspender-fastened dark hose and elbow length black velvet opera gloves. Her spiked heels and scalp hugging hair, clenched in a swinging ponytail, gave her a serious look of menace. Her smoky eye makeup complimented exposed nipples with disk enlarging dark mascara. Tonight's playmate was wide-eyed at her theatrical entrance. Wide eyed was all he could manage under the circumstances.
The lucky college senior had announced his engagement to the school's most eligible bachelorette and accepted his fraternity brothers' invitation to a celebratory bachelor weekend. The boisterous buddies had slalomed the slopes all that day. He was good natured at dinner during the toasts and roasts. The drugged liquor hit him harder than usual and his next clear thoughts found him here in the bondage suite: naked, trussed and shackled spread-eagle in a wooden box frame.
Whitney stood just inside the door, letting her BSDM guest get a surprise eye-full of wonder and angst. She waited until he performed the usual reaction; he shook his fastenings at wrist and ankle, testing their resilience, confirming that he was her captive, open and vulnerable to her whims.
Whitney closed the door, activating the overly loud locking device, the booming sound adding to the frat boy's feeling of vulnerability. She slowly walked the side wall, curiously perusing and fingering the assortment of flogging devices hanging on their hooks. She tossed a few on a bench beside the box frame. The man saw her chosen subset of punishers and jerked on his bonds with renewed but unsuccessful vigor.
She belittled his fruitless efforts with a calm confident voice. "It won't do you any good."
She took a flexible switch from the selected pile on the bench and snapped it against her gloved palm, testing its cracking noise. She winced and shook her hand to ease the sting. She extended the slender rod and used the tool to elevate the man's tumescent penis.
Whitney had been told by the previous captives that, at this point, the male experienced an accompanying buzz in his scrotum. Her current captive's eyes widened as he looked fearfully at his groin, a reaction similar to his predecessors. She knew he was tensing up in fear, expecting her to flog his exposed cock and balls. She was amused to be considered that cruel; a TWA graduate like Whitney would never harm an alpha male like the one currently in her control.
However, she understood that a threat of pain could intensify the overwrought male's looming orgasm. She quickly palm smacked the man's ass once to keep his fear on edge. Then she used the rod to gently elevate his balls, less available now that the sack was contracted with fear. The touch worked; his cock got fuller and was standing almost level in front of him. He pleaded for understanding.
"Please... What do you want? What did I do to deserve this?"
Whitney pressed a finger to his lips, a sign for silence. She took his prick in her velveteen fist and slowly stroked the meat to greater life. She squatted on her heels, looking squarely at the fleshy rod oscillating in her gloved palm. She halted the strokes and kissed the penile tip. It jerked in her hand.



Turning her body aside, she increased the cyclical pace. The man watched as she cupped his scrotum with one palm and masturbated his erection with the fabric-covered other. Her ponytail swayed to the rhythm; reflective fluid jiggles vibrated her boobs. Despite his condition and situation, he felt his core heating up and the familiar convulsing in his legs and hips and abdomen. His backbone arched and his remaining body jerked in the restraints as he autonomously shot his load.
Whitney slowed her moves and angled his ejaculations up to reach as far away as his fortitude allowed. His sperm jetted forth in pulsating arcs to splatter upon the polished wood floor. He collapsed in his bonds and his erection shriveled.
Whitney recovered the switch and moved behind him. She tapped his ass with her toy and whispered an intimation in his ear.
"Bad Boy! You made a mess! That can't go unpunished."
She wrapped a blindfold around his head, stealing his sight and dashing away his remaining confidence. The scenario was nearing its culmination. He was in tears and nearly crying.
She counted loudly as she tapped his ass three times with light playful smacks.
"One... Two... Three!"
At that signal, the captive's playfully drunk fraternity pals swept into the room. They were clearly taken by the presentation; not only by the trussing of their comrade but by Whitney's erotic portrayal of a dominatrix. Before leaving the boys to razz their bachelor party stooge, she gave them each a farewell cheek buzz, tolerating their inebriated urges for ass grabs, nipple tweaks and boob fondles. It was expected and really no bother. She was soon to experience manhandling on a much more professional scale. Her final sight through the closing door was the inevitable clamor of 'Surprise!' when the foil's blindfold was whipped away.
Whitney marched down the short hallway and entered Bondage Suite B. A pair of resort staff helped bind her into a similar box frame. A blindfold completed the preparations. She waited patiently for her second client.
In the hallway, Ms. Jones guided her second resort VIP guest of the evening to his unique scenario. He had booked the bondage suite, complete with a captive for his scene. His escort left him at the door, voicing her hope that he would enjoy the resort's arrangements for his particular fetish request.
He found his fetish obsession staged as promised: trussed, blindfolded and semi-naked in the box frame. The effect was stupendous. He quickly shed his own clothes, pausing only to roughly rip off Whitney's impertinent panties.
They spent the next few hours getting very much acquainted. Whitney was fondled, flogged and fucked by the anonymous man. She heard and felt the unseen man clamp and pluck her nipples and pussy lips. His hands roughly kneaded her tits; he dog-switched her ass and nipples. Swats on her labia triggered multiple mini-gasms for her.
Her client did not deny his own pleasure, pouring forth his seemingly bottomless reserve of thick spunky essence on her skin and inside her oral and nether orifices. Twice, she shared his bold grand orgasms. They briefly paused the action until her full body spasms ebbed and she recovered her lust for more.
The resort security staff monitored the action remotely and would have intervened if the man escalated beyond acceptable rough sex. No permanent damage would ever be allowed. But they knew Whitney's limits from her prior encounters and cooperated with her request to let the man push the envelope of her growing proclivity for maltreatment. They let her wail, weep and orgasm repeatedly to her heart's content, attentive for but never hearing her safe word: 'Platinum'
After many long hours, the man had drained his balls and exhausted his decadent night urges. He left her hanging in the frame, skin blotched and physically worn out but not permanently marked or damaged. In the early morning hours, the staff released her from her bondage to preen and ready herself for her Snow Patrol days.
--------------
Willie was in a chipper mood as he loaded his family aboard the pair of SUV's for their journey back to more ordinary lives. Whitney and Marilyn, dressed in the stretch-fitted Snow Patrol day suits, watched the departure activities from their perch on the lodge's upstairs balcony. Willie gave a subtle wave to his overnight snow bunny. Marilyn blew him a dramatic two handed, wide armed air kiss, tempting the VIP guest to return soon for the Presidential Suite's unparalleled hospitality and its ultimate cozy amenities.
Willie's oldest son stood beside the car and stared across the hood at the Snow Patrol pair on the balcony. He saw his father's subtle sign to one of the pair that he did not recognize. But he knew the other; she knew him too and tipped her sunshades up to peer at him seductively beneath the frames. He met her stare and in his mind's eye, he pictured her naked, trussed, beaten, and submissive, just as he had seen her a few hours ago in Bondage Suite B enduring the force of his brutal lust. His cock tingled at the memory and he mirrored her smirking smile.
He loaded up in the waiting transport that would carry him back to his mundane world as the heir apparent to his father's mega-empire.
'I'll be back someday' he promised himself... soon...
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Victor sipped his drink as he waited for the show to start. His fawning hostess chattered endlessly about the song and dance group set to perform. The young woman vying for his approval of her discovery had been one of Victor's former protégés and she knew first hand of his uncanny proclivity for spying green talent and turning it into red-hot stage idols. His record of success with beauty contestants, such as herself, was unparalleled. She hoped he would see some innate value in her discovery and revamp these performers' entertainment careers.
Victor just hoped he could stay awake during this promised favor. Then he could collect on his hostess's promised night of intimate gratitude.
The group for tonight's audition was a has-been KPop group called "The Cuties". Years before, they had achieved some success as a four-girl pop-singing group, wearing daring schoolgirl and cheerleader outfits on stage, dancing, singing and twerking their butts to flash their panties at the teenage boys that made up the bulk of their fans. For a while they even had a hit number titled "Under the Bleachers".
But as they aged past their teens and their college studies became more demanding, they continued performing, but only part-time, with diminishing success. An attempted recommencement after graduation was a non-starter. The bookings were scant and their finances dwindled. They reluctantly took employment as ordinary office girls, with all of the misogynous baggage that accompanied that career path. The iniquitous atmosphere was worsened when their coworkers discovered the suggestive onstage exhibitions, living forever as internet videos.
Then the former lead singer followed up on a rumor of a pageant coach with huge success in the beauty contest arena. Taking a shot, with nothing to lose, she tracked down a beauty contestant acquaintance, who upon hearing her story, agreed to make the introductions.
Now Victor was attending this small venue performance, enticed by the prospect of the quickie reunion with his unforgettable beauty contestant alumni. He was anxious for the show to begin, and then quickly end, so he could get on with her pledged hookup.
But as the show unfolded, he was intrigued and inspired by what he saw. The 'Cuties' had potential, but not in the mass public arena. Their costumes were dowdy and outdated for their ages; the flashy and flirtatious gestures absurdly overdone. Victor envisioned the potential for the 'Cuties' to pursue the more lucrative venue of elite adult entertainment.
He let his hostess arrange an after-show meet and greet that evolved into a scheduled interview style meeting for the next day. Favor fulfilled, Victor led the beauty queen hostess back to his hotel suite so she could deliver her 'royal' quittance.
At the interview meeting, Victor inquired of their history and current circumstances. He asked if they were primed to abandon their trifling business careers and do whatever it took to thrive in the exciting world of live entertainment. Without hesitation, they all said 'Yes'.
He offered them a one month crash course in special audience satisfaction. As was his usual terms, he demanded complete obedience to his signature hands-on training regimen. He assured their safety and welfare.
Their mutual beauty queen acquaintance, noticeably more worn and weary since yesterday, endorsed and vouched for Victor's assurances. The girls again agreed to his terms and prepared for travel to his exclusive training center. The private jet deposited them at a secluded compound outside an innocuous city.
Victor started out the rebranding by renaming the group "The Reds". He gave them new stage names: Scarlett, Rose, Ruby and Cherry.
They continued the schoolgirl and cheerleader outfits, but modified for a more adult seductive look: shorter skirts with long legs mounted on strappy heels replacing the sox and sneakers, form fitted tops with pushup cleavage and belly exposing tied blouses.
They incorporated new makeup and accessories: brilliant red lipstick and nail polish with rosier tones for feminine areas exposed by inevitable costume malfunctions. Hanging red earbobs, red beaded wrist and ankle bracelets, red velvet chokers and red book bags or pompoms, whichever the routine required.
Dressed for success, the next step was motion and notion. Victor rendered on-stage coaching and direction, physically man-handling them during rehearsals to get them quickly past any inhibitions.
The exaggerated skirt flips were replaced with slow motion poses. Sassy ass waggles and pelvic thrusts exposed bare ass cheeks and red thong encased camel-toes that were interposed with bent forward down blouse vistas. Coy but intentional nip slips and tit shimmies were destined to wildly arouse their forthcoming older male audiences. The stage sights and sounds were only a preamble and, with only a mere month to complete the 'Reds' rebirth, Victor jumped right into the other essential training regimen.
Scarlett, as the group's leader, was his first 'one-on-one' trainee; she graced his bed on the second night of training. He took his time undressing her, letting her get accustomed to his touch and gentlemanliness. She was shed of her sexy schoolgirl outfit; everything removed until she stood stark naked in his suite.
She took a coy stance, hands folded in front, shielding her shaved little pussy with its pink toned highlights. Victor found her shyness alluring. He mentally quieted his lust and tamped down his erotic notions as he removed his own clothes. He took her hand and led her to straddle his thighs as he sat in a plain wooden chair.
He gripped her ass loosely, tilting his face to hers, gently kissing her soft cherry lips. One hand rose to pick at a rosy tinted nipple. Its response was a wrinkled stiffness. He treated the other until it matched its twin's form.
Scarlett's arms rested lightly on his shoulders but she closed the inter-body space and moved to touch her moist folds to his swollen upright cock. Victor lifted her ass over the pinion and let her settle on the tip. He felt the warm moisture of her arousal.
She held herself up, hesitant, braced on her short legs. And then she relaxed and slid down his pole. It was a smooth oiled glide to the bottom, accompanied by mutual moans of pleasure. They paused to enjoy the cozy contact.
Scarlett tested her control, slipping up an inch and sinking back. She wiggled her hips in a flat circle, rubbing his corona against her feminine inner membranes. Victor smiled through a low moan of encouragement. She responded with wider moves, gaining brassier growls of masculine appreciation.
He hugged her well-endowed tits to his chest. It anchored her upper body. She worked her hips and ass, a cacophony of motion that stimulated his cock nerves in all the right places. Victor's breathing quickened and deepened, matching her increasing rhythm. Their bodies rocked and rolled in their growing delight.
Scarlett slowed and paused the carnal stimulation. Victor whined softly, bumping her clitoris with his pubic bone. She murmured her protest, willing him to cede control. He ceased his agitation.
She started again, slowly, letting him feel each move, every brush of her wet womb against his embedded flesh. In the veritable silence, they heard only the squishy nether kisses, juicy pussy moistness slathering rock hard cock muscle.
Victor's arousal rose to greater heights than the previous truncated ascent. Scarlett felt the male shaft grow thicker, the knob fuller. She stroked longer, faster, clinging ever tighter to his neck. He crushed her body to his, squeezing her lovely tits into his chest.
At last, he bellowed and spewed his sperm into her cavity. She pressed her clitoris hard against him, stopped the strokes and held his flesh deep within throughout the sequential discharges.
They rested in seated pose. Victor heaved a cleansing breath and, before he completely shrank and fell out, rose connected and held her in straddle as he carried her to the bed. They lay together, engaged in fond little kisses. Before dawn, Victor took her again, rolling her into missionary. The love-making was strong but tender. She blended his orgasm with one of her own. Victor lay on his back, naked, while he coached Scarlett in orally cleaning his groin of their sexual residue. She was becoming a fine student of upscale performance arts.
After the first days of fucking three of them in turn, he staged an overnight four way in his suite. The four naked girls took positions around him: one sat on folded legs at his head, thumbs massaging his temples, fingering his ears and scalp. Two more knelt outside his legs, fingering toes and knee hollows. The experienced and talented fourth was folded forward between his legs, sucking his cock while cupping his balls.
Victor had his face tilted forward to watch the action, his head cradled in the soft upper thighs and warm pussy crevice of his head girl. His cock sucker lapped and swallowed his rod, watching his eyes, gauging her strokes and suckles to raise, plateau and moderate his verve. Her pointy nipples got attention from her two side-borne bedmates. The combined eroticism worked. Victor arched his back and his cock handler aimed his jets to splatter his tummy, accompanied by sweet girlish giggles of admiration for the volume and power of his spend.
The head girl leaned over, planting inverted kisses on his forehead, lips and nipples. She compressed her tits against his face, feeling him suckle whichever easier available nipple crossed his lips as she twisted to vacuum up all the spunk splattered on his stomach.
Victor's consciousness drifted in ejaculatory afterglow. His mind sobered to find three of his playmates seated beside and between his knees. He tilted up to find his head girl had righted herself after her cleanup duties and continued to fondle his ears with his scalp pressed and cradled by her warm soft pussy.
He reached out his right hand and clasped the left of the smallest member of the troupe. He had yet to fuck her and tonight it was her time to feel his masculine vigor. He dismissed the other three and drew his chosen naked bedmate to lay beside him crooked under his arm. He dozed and dreamed.
Her bleary image sat outside his right knee holding his hand. Her straight black hair, with its eyebrow hiding bangs, partially draped her front and back. Her little nipples peeked through. Her black eyes dwelled contentedly on his sturdy muscular frame. Her free hand snuck forward and touched his cock, long slow strokes but with a light loving hold. His cock stirred awake as did Victor's mind. Her portrayal faded and she wasn't there at his knees. Out of his dream, she lay beside him, her soft hand stroking his growing erection.
Victor cradled her petite body in an arm hug and rolled her into missionary. He moved her legs apart and squared his body above hers, placing his erection against her pussy. A moderate push split her nether lips, gaining an inch and a whimpered cry; then she calmed and settled. He pushed again; another inch and a dodging wiggle accompanied her fearful sound. She was very tight.
Victor worked his cock in, inch by toiling inch. She gasped, wiggled, rebounded, moaned, wailed, bracing against the mattress at each step of the carnal invasion. In time, he was buried completely, packing her core. They waited patiently in deep connection, allowing her elasticity to gradually absorb the uncomfortable distending.
Victor feared to withdraw and then have to work himself in all over again. He lightly bumped her clitoris and cervix with his cock and groin. She moaned. It took some more time to get the sensations right. The strokes were small, short and slow. Her inner membranes rubbed and massaged his corona until he fired up and finally spilled himself inside. Their clutching bodies were slippery with sweat. He softened and rolled off. They cuddled again and rested.
They performed the challenge twice more before dawn. The second time was less problematic; she was gradually adjusting to his size. The final time was much easier and relaxing since the accumulated juices lubricated her acclimating elasticity and allowed longer pleasing strokes. She asked and was granted permission to clean his genitals orally, lapping up the flavor laden fluids.
The month was progressing and Victor used their remaining weeks together to condition the quartet to their expected roles. He directed them through onstage misbehavior that would titillate their future male audiences. They rehearsed stripping singularly or ripping off each other's costumes. They practiced realistic catfights: a tug and rip by a pair or two holding a third as the fourth scissored off her garments. Spanking and paddling added spice to the mix.
The intensity grew and, as the month neared its close, Victor was obliged on occasion to alight the stage and breakup real conflicts before they became damaging. Order restored, they continued the show, albeit playfully, the punished and innocent aiding and abetting disrobing him and playing friskily with his genitals. Fired up for a full cycle of fun, he would throw a selected playmate over his shoulder and lug her off to a night time tryst in his master suite.
Victor decided that, even with only a month of training, the 'Reds' had been quick and willing protégées who were now ready for the elite entertainment circuit. He became their Interim Business Manager until another suitable male could be recruited to fill the permanent position.
But before billing the quartet on the adult entertainment network, he had to recover the title and royalties for their one hit wonder: "Under the Bleachers". Negotiations stymied until a rendezvous was arranged between the girls and the current music royalties' owner, a sleazy and perverted studio executive. The ensuing wild orgy was secretly filmed; an insurance policy against any attempts by the selling party to renege or claw back on the deal.
The 'Reds' were finally ready. A debut performance was booked in Macau. The private invitation show was spectacularly successful. Word spread about a rumored burlesque show where the sexy schoolgirls mingled during and afterwards with the elite male audience.
Smaller more exclusive venues followed where ticket holders hoped to be the door raffle winners; knowing that the girls were the door raffle prizes. After singing and stripping, the naked nubile performers took numbered tags from a jar, clipped them to their velvet cameo chokers and descended to their besotted audience. They found the feverish man who clutched the matching number and were led, or as often hastily carried, to a prepared fantasy suite for flirting, fondling, fellatio and fucking.
Victor recruited the perfect successor for his manager duties: a retired TWA Coach Tutor Emeritus. The 'Reds' were introduced and encouraged to interview the candidate at length. Two days and nights later, the 'Reds' emerged from their sensual caucus, delightfully concurring with Victor's recommended choice.
They found their new manager to be a master love-maker, skilled in sexual etiquette, and gentle as a father-figure sugar-daddy. They vowed to continue taking very good care of the elder distinguished gentleman's needs in their own intimate ways. He, in turn, pledged to assure their safety and welfare, but reserved the right to be the stern disciplinarian, either at his hedonistic whim or when their behavior truly warranted that role.
The future looked bright and secure for everyone involved. The girls were delighted to be famous and desired, tickling the schoolgirl fetishes of powerful men. Their elder new manager could look forward to living out his twilight years with nubile comfort and companionship. And Victor could return to his primary career duties elsewhere, fostering opportunities for young women to achieve their best and highest meaning in the extraordinary realm of elite alpha males.
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The group chuckled at their colleague's ribald joke. The youngest man had nervously opined about mustering the energy and stamina to 'ride out' the long weekend ahead.
One middle-aged man chided the 30-ish judge's doubts.
"If the riding gets to be too much, switch to being ridden!"
Ned added his 2-cents: 'He and his friend were two decades older; how should they feel?'
The three giddy men ebbed off the good natured exchange as their hostess joined them in the small reception parlor attached to the vestibule of the elite and exclusive Caribbean island resort.
Caroline welcomed her alpha-male panel of judges. The three were a bit older than the usual group that worked these monthly contests; their refraction times might probably be longer. 'I may need to stretch out the schedule a bit' she thought.
She greeted each formally dressed judge with a smile and a chaste bijou cheek buzz.
"Ned, good to see you again... Syd, always a pleasure... And you must be Matt, our rookie this weekend... The staff has moved your things into the three guest tutor suites. Any questions? No? Good. So, if you're ready, follow me. Let's meet this weekend's bevy of beauties."
Ned, Syd and Matt followed Caroline across the vestibule to the ballroom. Her hips swished the long orange sequined gown, its bare back cut low, a hint of ass crack showing. She pulled the French doors open and they complied when she gestured them into the presence of this weekend's competitors.
The low bubbly banter trailed off quickly as the 25 young ladies gave their polite attention to the newly arrived men. They parted like still water and regathered as the alpha males moved to the room's center. Judges and contestants took this initial opportunity to quietly scan each other, both forming a favorable first impression.
The tuxedoed judges were all tall, sturdy men; an air of rugged worldliness. The older two were primped to country club debonair; the younger one was scruffy bearded, a bad-boy look.
The men admired the medley of contestants. Their first impressions noted the variety of hair: blonde, brunette, redhead, shoulder length or full back, a couple of boyish bobs, all neat and elegantly presented. The ladies intuitively rearranged, a subtle shifting, cooperating to place the shorter women closer to their alpha male guests, allowing both sexes to see and readily be seen.
Caroline joined the men at the center of the group which got everyone's attention. She pointed out each man who raised a hand of acknowledgement and hello as she introduced them.
"Ladies, these are this weekend's judges: Ned... Syd... and Matt. By Monday morning, they will have selected only three of you to be the international spokesmodels for our weekend's anonymous sponsor's new product launch.
"Gentlemen, we have a schedule of formal competition lineups but also occasions for one-on-one evaluation assessments. Such as this initial mixer right now. Please meet the contestants who will jointly be your special weekend hostesses."
Matt, the rookie, just stood and grinned, feeling corralled by the elegant females, unable to decide which way to turn. The smiling women wore expensive party dresses: long gowns and cocktail dresses, all chosen to enhance and display long toned legs and pushed up cleavage. He was frozen by indecision.
This was not Ned or Syd's first time at the island. The older pair split up and nigh on plunged into the gathering, addressing the first vivacious female whose particularly buxom dress or sparkling jewelry attracted their attention. At the beginning of past weekends, Friday night through Monday morning seemed a long time. But three days hence, they had lamented having wasted any time on civil prattle.
Matt got the drift and greeted a shorter buxom lass in the front circle who was thrilled to catch the attention of a selecting judge right off the bat. Ned and Syd idled thoughtfully with a bit of patient pursuing. But impetuous Matt had made his choice for the first one-on-one evaluation assessment. A little banter was all the get-to-know-you either one wanted. They strolled off merrily chattering, arm in arm, to Matt's guest suite. Later he was informed her name was Emily.
Ned and Syd browsed more sedately. There were 24 beautiful coeds still present but, even so, there was a perceivable hierarchy of temptation. They moved from one eager girl to the next, inquiring names, class level and career plans.
Ned stood over a lithe coed in a short cocktail dress displaying modest cleavage and a bright face framed in blond waves.
"And you are...?"
"Miki, a senior studying Astrophysics" came the breathless reply.
"Nice to meet you, Miki. Have you attended many off campus soirees like this?"
"Only once before, a fund raiser. I adored mingling without a prearranged assignment roster. The thrill of the chase gave me tingles."
"Only tingles? Maybe at first but I'll bet it got better than that later."
Miki covered her mouth as she quietly giggled, keeping eye contact with her potential beau. But Ned moved on, sampling the mood of others that caught his fancy.
As the hour stretched to a close and with a discerning eye for sexual tenacity, the two men each selected a delectable beauty and invited the potential runner-up to accompany him to his suite.
Caroline ushered the two pairs to the door. Ned and Syd each whispered a request to the housemother which she acknowledged with a nod.
The lingering females said friendly farewells to their classmates and adjoined to their own dormitory style rooms. Tomorrow was another day and they were determined to try harder for a shot at convincing a judge that they deserved the spokesmodel prize.
------
The mattress rebounded as Matt drove his hard cock deep into Emily's sweet cunt. She yipped at each pounding; an audible sign of her delight for the power laden fucking. She accepted his full weight and length as a tribute to her curvy body's sexual resilience. Her fleshy thighs rubbed his legs with each thrust and her squashed boobs squirmed between their sweaty chests.
Matt was huffing away as he pushed and pulled with a fury that surprised even him. Her shy demeanor and surprising full body shapeliness had thrilled him at first naked sight. He simply hurried her into the bed and climbed aboard. He wanted a quick fuck to blow off his initial bout of excitement. She was completely obliging to his advances. No questions; no qualms.
Matt reared up and poured out his pent-up cum. He juddered through the trailing shots and collapsed atop his soft fuck-mate, hazily riding out the afterglow. Emily cuddled and cooed her admiration for such a virile man. Matt dreamily mused on the remaining weekend. Emily would make a perfect sex companion for those days and nights and he perceived her getting his vote for one of the final three.
He shrank, fell out and rolled aside, wearily mumbling her praises as he drifted off to sleep.
In the middle of the night, the suite door opened quietly and Emily was escorted out. A shapely coed climbed under the covers and carefully took Emily's place at Matt's side. Morning would bring him a disappointing but necessary revelation.
-----
Matt followed Emily's bikini-clad replacement when she escorted him to the poolside breakfast. Ned and Syd were already eating, refueling their bodies after their own rambunctious night. Matt took the empty seat at their table and felt his hunger awaken despite his lingering angst over the missing Emily.
Syd wrapped his arm around Matt's hostess and pulled her close. She wrapped her arm around his head and pressed the side of her boob to his cheek. Syd snuggled the teal spandex encased mass.
Ned smiled slyly and chided his fellow judge.
"Did you sleep well, Matt?" Syd guffawed at Ned's joke. He added his own ribbing.
"Or at all?"
Matt sprouted a sheepish grin.
"I guess I must have slept well enough. I didn't wake up until I felt a wet stroking on my dick. When I looked down to watch, it wasn't Emily. It was this one, Gertrude. She settled me down when I baulked and finished my wake-up blowjob."
Ned glanced at Gertrude, who spritely licked and smacked her lips. Syd turned his face in and nipped her stretchy covered nipple. Gertrude jumped at the prickle but stayed pressed to Syd, hip and tit, adverse to disassociate from the judge that might be her ticket to spokesmodel.
Syd unwound his arm, looked up and let her peck his lips before he smacked her half exposed ass in farewell. Matt watched her stroll away to join her observant friends elsewhere on the pool deck. He searched the collection of females but didn't find Emily among them. Shrugging it off, he looked over his breakfast. Ned and Syd leaned in as Matt laid into his eggs.
"Matt, we need to fill you in on how things are supposed to work this weekend. You see..."
The sentence was broken by the roar of the speedboat leaving the resort dock for the airport on the main island across the channel.
"You see... Emily and nine other candidates are on that boat heading to another venue. She won't be back."
The older two waited for that fact to sink in before continuing. Matt paused his eating to listen more closely.
"Emily is going to join a sales performance reward convention in South Beach Miami. The booking firm's top salesmen are in for a week of arm candy showing-off, mate swapping, bed-sharing and, most assuredly, fondling and fucking the attending beauties on beaches, promenades, nightclubs and fantasy suites. Emily will enjoy her time there and surely be enjoyed by the firm's salesmen to no end. She may even get the reward of a corporate job offer based on her own salesmen rewarding achievements.
"As for us, we have learned to select the lesser contestants for the earlier evaluation assessments. We let them suck and fuck us to exhaustion before eliminating them from this primary competition and sending them onward. We left instructions with Caroline last night for our midnight swaps and asked her to pick one for you. I think she chose well, don't you?"
Matt thought about it as he stirred his eggs, idly nodding his agreement, hoping his feigned dispassion was acceptable to the perplexing new circumstances.
"Sunday night is the grand finale. Pick another girl that you want to win, but don't take her as your companion until the final voting. Then let your anxious favorite winner demonstrate her gratitude in a very personal and energetic way. Even with the great preceding sex, the wait will be worth your forbearance."
Matt asked a few procedural questions and was told to follow Ned's and Matt's lead. They finished breakfast and walked inside to the ballroom for the next competitive episode: the swimsuit lineup. Taking seats before the low stage, they had barely settled in before Caroline paced onto the low platform. She wore heels and a well-filled maillot one-piece, evidencing the well-maintained body that had earned herself a generous share of past pageant crowns.
"Good morning, gentlemen. Did you sleep well?" she chuckled.
"A little bit" was the mumbled general reply.
"Well then, let's begin our next event."
She gestured off stage and the first young lady strutted out and crossed the width of the stage. Her waist-borne name medallion said 'Pamela'. Pamela had shoulder length straight blonde hair with a mid-height stature and a Wonderbra-style bikini top cradling a grand pair of mammaries. Her high-heeled model stride jostled the buttressed chest meat. A returning spin at the far side and a slow pirouette at mid-stage gave the men a good overall view of her presentation: toned legs, molded ass and a tight tummy.
'Wow, what a body...' thought Syd, 'just fucking perfect for fucking'.
Pamela retired to the rear of the platform as the second contestant appeared stage right.
A brunette named Quinta strutted her stuff along the same path. Her center stage twirl exhibited her muscled ass and legs, reminding Ned of bedroom encounters with like women who had nearly crushed his embedded erection with their powerful vaginal muscles. He felt a shudder down his spine at the memory. She joined Pamela at the back of the platform.
The parade continued in sequence until all fifteen remaining coeds stepped forward in a line and stood respectfully before the three man audience. Ned led the way as Syd and Matt followed him onstage. The models faced forward, heads up, smiles bright, hands on hips, stoic for whatever inspection, visual or tactile, that they were about to receive.
The judges paced behind the line, stopping to fluff the longer hair and flicking the shorter cuts. Butts were patted and squeezed. Matt was captivated by the freely offered, and freely accepted, macho licentiousness. He wondered about the limits of behavior but kept to the measured pace of his older mentors. The men leaned in to whisper quiet questions, getting honest responses, however risqué the query. They were informed of shaved cunts, ease of orgasms, and affection for fellatio.
With a look between them and a nod, the men's hands rooted under the splayed arms of their nearest subject and cupped her bikinied boobs. The bouncing and kneading proceeded down the line, each man liberally fondling each of the fifteen women. With the superficial tits and asses analysis completed, the judges returned to their seats and filled out their scorecards. Caroline collected their expert written opinions and hustled the thoroughly inspected contestants offstage.
Ned, Syd and Matt lounged around the pool for the rest of the day. Their revelry was only slightly interrupted by the noisy speedboat heading across the channel, carrying the five eliminated young ladies elsewhere. Ned informed Syd and Matt that the quintet was being sent to a convention of Hollywood producers and financiers negotiating for upcoming screen projects. With any luck, the five young ladies might garner minor starlet roles, depending on their 'acting' abilities.
The men lazed away the afternoon, engaged in splashing, nude sunbathing, swapping ribald stories and receiving too frequent sunscreen reapplications, slathered on by the lotion slickened boobs of the remaining ten contestants. The older men reserved their energies, saving their verve for the remaining day and a half of looming events. Their protégée indulged himself with a slippery boob job, splashing a geyser of cum on his belly to the girlish giggles of the delighted onlookers.
After dinner, a tuxedo and elegant ball gown soiree, the men reconvened at the ballroom stage. A few furniture and fixture props were scattered about and, as the lights dimmed, Caroline entered the spotlighted center and greeted her three elite guest judges.
"Hello, boys!" she playfully called out. "Saturday night is our inventive costume burlesque show. Our contestants have prepared their best performances, singles and multiple players. So without further ado, let's begin the show."
As expected, the first act was a cheeky warmup. A pigtailed redhead wearing a schoolgirl outfit shuffled from the wing. She looked around shyly and moved slowly to the upholstered chair set at center stage front.
Her plaid pleated skirt rode up as she leaned over to fluff the cushion, poking her white cotton panties towards the men. Sitting on the chair with opened legs, she looked around, side to side and over her shoulder, on the lookout for spying eyes. Finding none, she picked at her blouse buttons, spreading the lapels to reveal a matching white cotton bra. She shrugged off the blouse, tossing it haphazardly toward Ned without acknowledging his presence. She elevated her butt and slid the skirt off her legs. The tossed item arced, seemingly casual but certainly well aimed, into Syd's lap. The jettisoned saddle shoes and socks stayed on stage, being too heavy and a danger to an unready recipient. Not so the bra and then the panties which Ned had to stretch to snag as they sailed high over his head. The naked coed then romped on the chair, somersaulted off the arms and generally cavorted to flash her pussy. She ended her show athletically by cartwheeling off stage left.
The next acts included a business woman strip tease, complete with garter belt, stockings and outsized boobs barely contained in an undersized pushup bra. Another act was a disco dancer, starting her act in gold spandex booty shorts and tube top but ending it nude, clinging upside down to a shiny stripper pole.
On it went for several performances until a particularly zesty act renewed the judges waning attention.
A small coed in bib overalls entered from the right. She carried a hinged-top red metal toolbox, familiar to carpenters, mechanics and electricians worldwide.
Setting it down, she rummaged at the rear of the stage and pushed a low saddle-like pedestal forward. Arranging it at center stage, she checked that the electrical lead was connected to the wall socket. Lastly, she flipped a switch and was rewarded with a faint hum of an electric motor. Everything seemed in order; she shut it off.
Unclipping the large metal bib buttons, she dropped her overall's top and displayed her modest pointy breasts, the shallow cones tipped with small areolae and very prominent stiff nubs. She opened the tool box and picked out two alligator spring clips; the kind used by electricians for test leads. She circled each nipple with a wetted finger, stiffening the nubs even more. She carefully fastened the clips to her boob tips, her face giving a mild winze as the serrated teeth took hold. She checked and adjusted the fit.
The brass buttons at her hips dropped the remaining overall pants. She kicked them aside. Returning to the toolbox, she extracted a flesh-like plastic dildo. It was a full six inches long, ribbed and capped with a realistic male penis knob. Even the tip slit was rendered in corporal detail. Leaning her head back to straighten her throat, she slid the faux male appendage between her lips and inched it downward like a carnival sword-swallower. She circled the base with her lips and held the toy firmly embedded. The extraction was as slow and easy as the entrance. She righted her stature and contemplated the dildo in her hand. She looked at the men and slowly shook her head 'No' as her lips mouthed the silent word.
She put the man-rod in the toolbox and took up another, larger plastic cock. This one was at least eight-inches long and greater in circumference. Posing with her head back, she repeated the sword swallower routine, more slowly this time and apparently with some discomfort.
Slowly removing it, she waggled it in her hand and smiled brightly, nodding, silently expressing that this was the one she wanted. Stooping, she mounted it in the center of the pedestal, assembling the Symbian as the stage prop for her act. A flip of the switch set the dildo rotating and waggling, moving the cock tip several inches out of plumb.
It was time for the main part of the show.
The men fidgeted in their seats from their growing arousal. Ever attentive to her visiting judges, Caroline strode to the rescue behind them. She leaned over each man in turn, and pressing her soft boobs to the back of his neck and shoulders, helped him unzip and loosen his crotch, allowing more room for comfort.
By now, the petite performer had balanced in a squat over the revolving rod, using a hand to steady its waggle down to a struggling tickler. She placed her pussy lips against the tip, pushed just enough to capture it and removed her hand. The fat plastic cock vibrated fiercely on her labia, but was tamed as she worked her hips lower and inserted the probe deeper. She was already moaning out her pleasure with only the wide corona flicking the visible edge of her pussy lips. She lowered herself deeper while her fingers flicked and pulled on the tightly clamped nipple nubs.



Caroline had stayed to watch and assist her men if more was needed. She was duty bound to remain objective during the weekend and not sway the judges' decisions. But this was too good to pass up. She leaned in behind them, whispering suggestive notions in their ears.
"Wouldn't that tight juicy cunt feel good sliding around on your cock?" and "I wonder if she likes the real thing as much?"
The stage performer had worked the shuddering probe completely inside her womb and the rod was torqueing her vaginal membranes to a tingling tenderness. She gripped her hair in handfuls as she looked skyward and gulped mouthfuls of air. Still in back arched upright pose, her fingers moved down and twisted and flicked alligator clips pinching her tits. She careened out her emotions; the vocals singing higher and higher in her pleading little girl voice.
"yes... Yes... YES... Oh GOD... Now, oh YES... please, NOW..."
And then her lips and throat were moving but no sound emerged. Her body stiffened and her breath puffed and huffed as her whole body surrendered its being to the wonderful sensations, cumming hard as she fiddled with her nipples.
It took some time for her protracted orgasm to work through the convulsions. The young woman finally doubled over to capture her breath, supported on hands, knees and her pinioned pussy. The mechanism continued audibly buzzing her core until she faintly recovered, sat upright and carefully eased off the machine. The slickened rod fluttered freely, as it had before the performance, now casting off beads of pussy juice. It ceased wobbling when she cut the power.
She was solaced by the loud applause after she bowed to her three man audience and waddled off the stage. The end of the show was near. The next to last performer was due.
A brunette with her long hair piled high, fastened in a bunch with fashionable silver clips, sashayed out from stage right. Her sleeveless sequined burnt orange gown hugged her body. The dress shimmered in the lights as it molded her rounded hips and breasts. Her red painted toenails peeked from the floor-skimming bottom hem as she walked. She held her head tall, understandably proud of her rich elegant aura. A few skirt-hobbled promenades about the stage delivered her voluptuousness full face to her audience. She winked a saucy smile to the judges. With dramatic flair, her bare arms slithered behind to work open the full back zipper. The move arched her back, pressing her full boobs forward, stretching the sequined knit fabric.
Her coy allure degenerated as she awkwardly pulled, yanked and then openly struggled with the stubborn clasp. Annoyance, more likely embarrassment, lilted her smile. Her pretend frustration mounted with each failed trial until she shrugged a surrender to fate and waved an animated 'come here' to her friend offstage. A second young lady, also a brunette, entered the stage dressed and coiffed almost identically to her fellow coed. They might have been twins.
The second girl examined the uncooperative clasp and snapped it open. She nuzzled her stage mate from behind, rubbing cheek to cheek. They turned faces inward and passionately kissed each other's cherry lips. The men sat up straighter in their seats.
Breaking off, the helper smoothly lowered the zipper; her hands then tunneling in to cup and hug her sister actress's boobs. Another lingering kiss as the helper's fingers rippled beneath the partially loosened bodice, reflecting her fondling of her friend's nipples. Disengaging her hands from the open dress, the second coed stood with her back to their audience. It was fair turn-about as the first coed lowered her helper's zipper all the way to her shapely ass. She nuzzled her partner's exposed neck, shared a head tilted kiss and turned them both to stand face to face in profile.
The dresses were shrugged off in unison. With lingering hand caresses, it was back and forth, piece by piece, as they removed the other's attire. Hose, heels, demi-bras and panties gathered on the stage floor. Eventually the two statuesque brunettes, displaying elegant cosmetology on face, groin and nipples stood facing Caroline and her three very spellbound men.
The turn-by-turn disrobing had muddled who was who on stage. It didn't matter. One turned to stand profiled in front of the other and squatted. Her leveled face pressed her friend's pussy and suckled her labia. The standing performer shifted her legs wider, granting easier access, her hands holding the pleasuring head tight against her groin as she looked skyward and moaned her blissful murmurs.
It was unfair that one was giving while the other was receiving. They amended the situation by tumbling to a 69 cuddle on the floor. Side-by-side at first, a graceful roll put one atop. Another roll reversed the pose and all the while their tongues remained dedicated to lapping their partner's cunt. The mutual explosion was magnificent and, afterwards, they kept on playing, drawing out the mutual ecstasy.
Caroline asked the mesmerized men for their selections and then quietly invited them to adjoin to their suites. There, their Saturday evening bedmates would find them, ready to ease their sexual angst, boiled up by this evening's sensational performances.
They left the lesbian pair lingering on stage, embracing, cooing and resting, working to build up another round. Caroline left them to cycle through as many more as they could muster until dawn's early light would call them to their next day's duties.
--------
Syd found the Symbian girl already in his suite. She was naked, bereft of clothes or mechanical props, tits erect from their earlier clamping. He told her to use him as her stand-in for the abandoned Symbian. She followed his directive and posed him face up in bed; his cock substituting for the mechanical pole.
She stood naked beside him; her hand stroked him quickly to life. His balls percolated with a full load built up during the multiple stage performances. She leaned in and kissed his lips, his nose, and his forehead. Her perky nipples touched his lips; he suckled and nipped the rosy pips. She wiggled at the sensation. His arm wrapped her bare ass and he lifted her onto his body. She straddled his hips and sat higher, letting him survey her body from scalp to pussy.
Then she shuffled back and mounted up. Slow and steady she pushed, guiding the entry. She squirmed and adjusted her stance, burying his cock. Settled in, she built her stimulations, replicating the wild penile gyrations in her vaginal tube. This time, she did the work, using her toned ab and hip muscles instead of relying on the absent machine's cyclic motions. Syd's cock rubbed every known and unknown crest and crevice in her warm juicy tube.
She took his hands and taught him to pinch her nipples as her body wobbled above him. He gripped tighter as her sweat and wildness tested his slippery hold.
They became enflamed by her performance, growing from a curious spark into a roaring lust. Syd doused her sexual fires with his manly essence in a smashing mutual orgasm. Affirming the answer to Caroline's rhetorical question in the ballroom, her fierce orgasm showed that she DID like the real thing inside her pussy, certainly as much if not more than the plastic substitute.
Several more fucks followed through the night as he drilled her in missionary and doggy, nearly smothering her with his post-orgasmic collapsed bulk. She loved every minute.
She departed his room pre-dawn, quietly summoned at Caroline's direction, purportedly to prepare for the contest performances that day. However, she was detoured to the resort quay, where in tears of frustration, she joined the three others being dispatched from the contest for lusty appointments elsewhere.
-----
Syd awoke to an empty bed. The faint roar of the launch carting off the discontinuing contestants, including his missing bedmate, had disturbed his sleep. Just as well that he was alone; he needed a few hours of snooze to regain his energy.
He arrived to breakfast late, joining the chattering group of judges and the remaining six contestants mingling beneath a poolside pavilion. The topic of the missing four disqualified co-eds was deflected, hinting that they had been 'promoted' to a function at a nearby island. In fact, but undisclosed to the contestants, they would rendezvous with a cadre of elite pledge contributors and break-in a new adults-only secluded facility. Beach, boats, pavilions and cabins needed a final run-through to ensure they were sturdy and comfortable enough for risqué, rough and raunchy exotic and erotic use.
The judges turned to openly discussing other important matters such as divvying up the final six for final contest action. The mood was way beyond gentlemanly talk. They crudely evaluated the tits, asses, lips and looks of the girls, noting special instances from past preferences. The discussion hinted at who was favored by whom. Each judge pointed out his preferred female anatomy.
"I like the ass on the redhead."
"Which one? The tall one? Yeah, but that blonde next to her has a better camel-toe... very plump and promising!"
"I'd rather have the little sweetie with the bulging boobs. Good size for tit fucking."
"Then you'll want to add the brunette with the cherry plush lips for cleanup. And a blowjob to get you ready again."
The bikinied girls smiled and subtly altered their stances to promote their judges preferences. The men noticed the females heightened eagerness, and with common thought, decided to play it out.
Matt, the youngest, was granted first pick. His choice happened to be Syd's favorite. Matt hauled her into his lap, taking a kiss and fluffing her boobs. He grinned across at Syd, gloating his coup.
Shrugging off his disappointment with ribald comments on what Matt should do with her, he was trumped by Ned who snatched Syd's second favorite while he was distracted by his own banter with Matt. Learning quickly, he grabbed the twin brunette strippers.
Syd and Matt could not agree on picking the last two so they tossed a coin for first shift with a scheduled midnight swap. It was a fair decision and comprise. The six young women had no say in the matter; the men and coin tosses had decided. That was that.
"I think an all hands strip tease in the studio would help get the last phase of our contest rolling toward a decision. Girls, go get your favorite costumes on and we will meet you at the studio in half an hour."
The final group of ladies kissed their selecting judges farewell and scooted off. The judges continued their saucy banter, pledging to keep their shared choices firm after the show and into the night. But agreed that their non-selections were fair game for fondling during the participation strip tease. They shook hands on the deal.
As the time approached, they meandered to the studio for the show. The audience seating was ignored as they stood waiting for the opening promenade. The girls were ready and the extravaganza began.
The six strip artistes stepped out from stage left at three step intervals. The stage was long but not long enough for them to stand comfortably in line. They formed two staggered lines, leaving plenty of performance space.
The available fantasies were rich with variety: a Playboy bunny in the classic pushup corset maillot, a ballerina in white tights and pink tutu, a teacher with pencil stayed hair bun and voluptuous cleavage holding hands with a schoolgirl in plaid miniskirt and knee sox, a ball gown draped prom queen and a sporty blonde in spandex bra and booty shorts. They all took the same pose, one knee bent forward, hands on hips, and bright pageant smiles.
The judges hesitated only a moment before jumping eagerly onto the stage. They each forsook their own selections and bee-lined to the other judges' four as foreplay to later events.
Being youngest and with the most recent school memories, Matt found the teacher-schoolgirl combination irresistible. It took them aside to effect a three-way strip tease.
Ned watched Syd pull the least dressed pair together. The sporty blonde and lithe ballerina flexed and folded, pushing taut booties upward for his fondling.
Ned found the last two an odd pair. The prom queen was coy and innocent, the cocktail hostess adult-like and bawdy. He gave up thinking of an appropriate scenario and simply took turns hugging them in deep kisses. While he was engaged as such with the brunette lounge hostess, the prom queen pressed her boobs into his back as she reached around and undid his fly. Her hand was warm and gentle as she held and fondled his scrotum and knob.
Ned broke off his interest in the one and turned to engage the other. Ned found the gown zipper and slowly lowered the tab to her ass as his tongue continued to lash hers. The waitress took over the reach around cock handling. His hands smoothed across the prom queen's bare back as he brushed the sleeveless dress over her shoulders, where it bridged across boobs pressed against his chest. He broke off his kissing with her and returned his attention to the Bunny.
She leaned in for more smooching but he held her away. The hip ties that tightened the corset at her middle came loose when he pulled the side-bows open. Discerning his intent, she reach behind to open the back herself. The bosom bloomed open and her nipples peaked above the black satin bust. She tried a wiggle, attempting to shake off the tight costume. It had the effect of a mini-shimmy, jiggling her breasts in the loosened top but not dropping the cups away.
Ned and she cooperated to push it down and off her frame. When she leaned over to perform the final removal off her feet, Ned took the unintended invitation to cup and fondle her dangling boobs. She complaisantly held in her bent over position, letting him play with her pendulous masses, awaiting his leave to stand upright again. She obeyed stoically when he slapped one tit and said 'up', like he was commanding a trained house pet.
She obediently rose to full stature. Her side and top boob flesh was slightly blotched from the constricting bodice. Ned rubbed the blemishes, helping return the blood flow. She had hastily rouged her large broad nipples during her hurried pre-show preparations. There was a chance that she had missed some areas on the pinkish disks. But Ned found her efforts had been well-done; her areolas were perfect crinkled circles. He picked at her points, perceiving a budding reaction.
His own reaction was budding. He turned again to face the now exposed tits on his semi-dressed elegant ballroom honey. He pushed the gathered gown over her wiggle-assisting hips, squatting down for the final sweep as she pedaled the gown over her high heeled feet. Ned's nose bumped her bare shaven pussy and his nostrils filled with her sensual aroma.
He stood. Bracing his hands on her hips, he suckled one, and then the other nipple. She giggled and waggled, either to rub her tit in his face or escape the caress. He calmed her with another bout of tongue lashed kissing.
Taking each in hand, he knelt and sat cross-legged on the floor, like a Hindu yogi. He drew his mates into similar lotus poses facing him at either arm. A hand on each back of neck guided them to his crotch. They instinctively knew what to do. Their heads blocked his sight but he felt the two wet tongues caressing his erection. The girls were unknown to each other prior to this gathering and hadn't practiced together for this dual female blowjob. But their poise training kicked in and led them to develop joint and singular access to his sensitive nerve endings. They shared time cupping his scrotum, staying continually active elsewhere when the other took her turn swallowing his knob.
Ned closed his eyes and drifted in their care. They worked their magic without pause. Opening his eyes, he saw the ceiling lights but couldn't remember laying back on the floor, such was the distraction of his paramours' penile stimulations. He closed his eyes again as they continued their labors but peeked around occasionally at the other trios similarly engaged in man gratification.
A busty brunette was riding Syd's cock. She fully stroked three times and held at half-mast to let him hip thrust upwards three times in response. His second girl was straddling his knees, peering over her pierced colleague's shoulder, kneading the brunette's tits. Syd's cock worked one cunt as he watched two faces bewitchingly watching his.
Matt's face was buried under the schoolgirls skirt as she wreathed on the floor. The teacher was whispering in the student's ear, coaching and encouraging her to hold off her orgasm until Matt's liveliness ebbed and he came up for air. The teacher wanted to be Matt's receptacle of love. She fingered her cunt, stimulating herself, holding to a warm, wet condition. She aimed to be immediately available when Matt surfaced, ready to take his plunging cock.
Ned was fully stimulated and ready to pop. His playmates watched his expression and breathing reach for the stars. He popped his load in the cunt he occupied, jiggered to the end and relaxed on the floor. The dismounted girls smooched in celebration and lapped his cock clean. Sitting aside, they watched the ecstatic conclusions of the other two trios. When all the masculine libidos were appeased and the preliminaries over, they retook their lineup as the three judges struggled to their feet on wobbly legs.
Ned took the hand of one of his selections and led her to where he could take the other's hand. Ignoring the other men's efforts at sorting out their selected ladies, he took his girls to his suite for a night-time of sex. At the moment, he was unsure who he would pick to win. After a few fucks and sucks, he would make his choice with a fresh mind tomorrow morning.
-----------
Ned found Caroline coming out of the ballroom where she had just directed her staff on the preparations for next weekend's troupe of coeds and guest judges. She was dressed casually, a sleeveless half blouse and booty shorts. The worldly adults stood close, like dear acquaintances would. Caroline held his hips for support as she puckered up and stretched up for a friendly kiss. Ned's hands automatically cupped and squeezed her breasts as he met her lips. She let him play with his handfuls before hugging his torso, smoothing his cheek with hers. He dropped his hands to her hips.
Ned felt her warm soft boobs press his chest; he took up two handfuls of ass for his hug hold.
"What was the product this time?" he asked.
A little giggle as she hugged him tighter.
"Nothing" she whispered. "It was all a ruse to give you and your friends a sex-filled holiday. Happy 56th Birthday, Ned!"
He warmed to the notion that TWA had made such elaborate and expensive arrangements in his honor.
"So where are our finalists?"
"They are headed back to their separate home campuses. They were each told they were not the winner. That should give them a reason to try harder during their next Freewill Weekend."
Ned laughed as he considered the dynamism awaiting the group of elite pledge contributors who would be attending those events.
"Then I guess that's it for me. Time to move on to my next assignment."
"Can you stay another day?" she asked. "I'll make it worth your while. It gets lonely here, especially watching all the action and getting none of my own."
Her groin pressed his in a physical hint and invitation.
Ned had a schedule to keep; his TWA obligations were his career and his life. 'But everyone needs a break' he thought. Without further hesitation, he took her hand and led her outside to the poolside hot tub. He stripped off her shirt and pants and carried her into the bubbly water.
An hour later, she was collapsed in his lap, both lovers partially but not totally satiated. And for the next 24-hours, they moved from place to place and room to room, trying different poses, positions and penetrations until dawn found them exhausted in Ned's guest judge suite. He judged Caroline to be his selection for this year's ultimate contest winner.
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Assistant Military Liaison Lt Colonel Robert Amherst, 'Bob' to his secretary Amber, was very good at his job. It was Tuesday morning and the weekly updates had arrived for his review before the afternoon intelligence staff meeting. The material was bland, full of pedantic statistics and graphs: arms shipments, troop readiness, fighting equipment availability, and on and on. After a hasty review, he had summoned his secretary to bring him his coffee and his mid-morning treat.
She had delivered the coffee just way he liked it: a little milk, no sugar. She was presently delivering his treat: legs spread, leaning over his desk, braced on her palms, skirt flipped up, no panties, tits out while Bob's cock enjoyed the treat of her warm pussy.
He had gone straight to the bent-over high heel rear entry today. Other times he sat pants down in his office chair as she rode his cock and he sucked her tits. Or in the same chair with her kneeling at his feet, deep-throating his spongy knob. Any way it happened, he was calm, cool and collected during the potentially nervous meeting.
Bob was fingering her nipples and cupping her breasts. She was unsure whether her boss better liked the seated tit sucking or the dangling manhandling; he never let on his preference. Amber just followed along with his whim of the day. Today it was boob kneading as he pounded her from behind. She mind drifted as he drilled her cunt.
Amber reminisced on the path that had brought her to be Bob's able subordinate. Her childhood in Estonia was typical of the Cold War era. Her father had been a government functionary: central planning for harvests and food processing. The Baltic republic was a sham of independence firmly under Russian control. Because of her father's nominal influence, she had been accepted for post-secondary education and graduated with a public administration degree. After the graduation day family celebrations, her father had taken her aside to a small café in Tallinn.
He inquired of her plans for her future. She assumed she would find a low level bureaucracy job, probably working for a meager paycheck, and share a small apartment with another girl. Her father cocked an eyebrow at her urge to move out of the family residence. She blushed, confessing that she had thoughts of a little privacy and maybe finding a playful boy-toy, a bit of liberation after the tedium of the university.
Her father affirmed her desires, said he might be able to help her realize them and divulged his secret; he confessed his actual position with the government. For years, he had been a mid-level security officer with the secret police and, as such, could possibly arrange for an alternate path to her self-sufficiency. It would be more lucrative than her minimalist government administrator plans.
Amber could follow his lead and become an intelligence agent for the government, undergoing special training in information gathering. Subsequently, she would be secretly placed in a western government embassy and perform patriotic duties for her country. Upon successful completion of her initial assignments, promotions were almost guaranteed. If she agreed to enlist, the months of special training would begin right away.
Amber's mind swirled with the perplexity of her father's revelations but she trusted this man who had always wanted nothing more than her happiness. She agreed to follow his advice. Her father made a quick phone call and they finished their coffee and desserts while waiting for her mentor to arrive. Amber saw her uncle enter the café and join them at the table. She had just seen him earlier, mingling with the other family members at her graduation party.
"Amber, you know Uncle Dimitri. He is one of my colleagues in the service, a member of the special training cadre. Go with him now; your special training begins today."
She looked at her uncle whom she had seen and briefly spoken with during occasional family events, though more rarely in recent years. They said his job kept him quite occupied. He was burly and severe looking but had always treated her with courtesy. She was being told to accompany this man to some unknown destiny. But he was family and a government official, so she figured it would be safe.
"How long will I be gone?" she asked to no one in particular. Her father and uncle looked at each other before Uncle Dimitri took the lead.
"That depends on how quickly and well you learn. Will you trust in yourself and accept this chance for a better future?"
She hesitated but quietly agreed.
"Okay, I guess. I will have to pack my things."
Her uncle reached across the café table and clasped her hand firmly.
"There's no need for that. Anything required will be provided. Come along; we are leaving now."
Amber looked pensively at her father as Dimitri pulled her to her feet. His face was brimming with pride and encouragement. He offered a final reassurance.
"Don't worry; be strong. You have a glorious future awaiting you."
Her uncle guided her out of the café with a firm grip on her arm. He placed her in the front seat of his car. They drove for hours through the dark countryside. There were a few words but no real conversation. Dimitri was his usual reticent self and Amber's thoughts were swirling with curiosity and a bit of growing apprehension.
They arrived around midnight at a lonely rustic farmhouse. The remoteness meant that Amber was completely dependent on Uncle Dimitri for her safety and welfare. He showed her around the surprisingly well furnished interior. There were adequate living quarters and training facilities.
Her unease was moderated by the separate bedrooms and bathrooms; the arrangements were suitably professional. After a shortened night's sleep, the training began the next day.
For several days, Amber studied political and historical briefings. She learned simple tradecraft and practiced memory games under Uncle Dimitri's tutelage. He cooked healthy meals and led her through twice daily body sculpting workouts. He constantly critiqued her efforts, gently advising her on subtle changes to her appearance: close fitted clothing during her classroom lessons, two piece bra and booty shorts for aerobics and yoga, and fashion accessories like heels, jewelry and makeup. She took it as part of the training; alone together, he was the sole judge of her trial alterations.
Amber slept soundly after the all-day mental and physical exercises; her 'earned beauty sleep' he snickered. She gained self-confidence, instilled by his approving gazes at her flirtatious dress and attitude. She instinctively grew into an ever more fulsome and beautiful female.
Then about a week into the training, her bedroom door opened at midnight. Naked Uncle Dimitri was briefly silhouetted in the dim light, in profile, dick erect, until the door closed to reinstate the darkness. As she sensed his approach, she recalled his actions over the past few days: some hands-on adjustments to her poses during yoga, his watchful gazes as she read her lessons. Remembering now those longing looks, she could just imagine his lust filled ogling of her present near nakedness, even in the midnight darkness.
It had been his idea that she sleep tonight wearing only a sheer slip, no panties. She had complied instinctively, growing accustomed with adhering to any of his wardrobe suggestions. She felt him pull back the sheets and the silky top she wore did nothing to shield her body from Uncle Dimitri's roving hands as he rolled her onto her back.
The mattress dipped as he climbed on and her bare legs were wedged apart by his knees. His hands straddled her torso as he leaned over her, angling his shaft, the tip touching her labia. She tensed at the contact, uncertain. Uncle Dimitri tensed in response, prepared to match her recalcitrance with force.
Amber was not a virgin and, besides, there was no one she could call for help in this faraway place. She remembered her father's parting words: 'don't worry; be strong'. She eased back onto the mattress, becoming unhesitant, conceding the inescapable situation.
Uncle Dimitri settled his swarthy body on top of her. She surrendered control as he pressed firmly against her pussy. Her teeth clenched when he pushed his knob in but her trepidation ebbed as she felt his corona glide inch by inch into her enlivened womb. He settled deep and paused to feel her heat.
His hands passed under her back, pulling her close, squashing her breasts to his chest. She followed his lead, enfolding her arms and legs around his body, crossing her ankles, bracing herself for their incestuous copulation.
He was skilled at his trade and the sex was silky smooth; his behavior displayed his concern for her comfort and elation. The strokes were gentle and regular, gaining volume as he built his pleasure in her cock-hugging femininity. Her innocence dissolved and her trust in her uncle built. No words were exchanged; intimate touching and passionate breathing communicated their intents and desires. With a manly growl and obvious satisfaction, burly Uncle Dimitri spewed inside his lovely niece, Amber. Thereafter, he courteously stayed with her through the night. Her pussy throbbed with unrequited need, keeping her on edge and restless.
He fucked her again in the early morning. She was more willing this time, eager to staunch the buzzing in her core. She enjoyed her first orgasm under the dedicated care of her uncle. It was marvelous.
Braced on elbows, with his stiff cock still embedded, Uncle Dimitri's gaze greeted her slowly uncloaking eyes with a whispered 'good morning'. He kissed her lips and assured her she would experience many more bouts of bliss over the coming days and weeks. Those were his first spoken words since she had retired to her room last evening when he had wished her 'good night'.
From then on, she didn't think of him as Uncle Dimitri. He was just Dimitri now, her alpha male, a dexterous and knowledgeable man, one of the select group of men who would be her transcendental agents, gradually morphing her from innocent girl to gifted female, a cunning tool of the state.
Dimitri lay still with his cock deep in his niece and his mind deep in contemplation.
In a normal program sequence, as had been the case with his previous trainees, this carnal step would have inevitably occurred a week or more later. And he had meant to follow the planned schedule. But Amber's competitive nature had quickened her progress.
It had become tortuous days of foreplay for Dimitri, watching her, touching her, smelling her. Then while lying alone last night, stiff cock in hand, with visions of her running through his brain, he rebelled against another night of masturbation. He went to her room and, ready for some real action, prematurely carried out the assignment.
His musings were interrupted when his embedded cock twitched, reminding him that it was time to finish his salubrious ejaculation. Seeking the culmination of his own pleasure, Dimitri rekindled his long, slow strokes, once more balancing power with passion. Captive beneath his masculine bulk, Amber was his inescapable lust receptacle, absorbing his warm flow when he leisurely finished off inside her.
The following days went like the ones before: memory exercises, physical trainings, aerobics, after-dinner yoga. At bedtime, Dimitri led her by the hand to her bedroom, undressed her from her skimpy sports bra and shorts and fucked her before sleeping entangled in her cuddling warmth. Sometimes she was able to cum along with him.
In the mornings, he directed her to straddle and ride his cock in cowgirl. Her gentle body motions wavered her hair in the dim dawn light, adding to his sensual delight. She worked his corona in slow stimuli deep inside her vaginal membranes. She felt his warm discharge accompanied by his guttural vocal release. If she hurried, she could generate her own orgasm just before or after Dimitri.
The training regimen turned to 24/7. They shared her bedroom every night; it became just another training studio. Amber mastered all the basic positions and invented a few animated ones even Dimitri hadn't thought of. Hip slides and rolls, bodily writhes and twists, and yoga contortions added zest to the mix.
He taught her male erogenous anatomy: ears, neck, scrotum, and especially the penile nerve centers such as the swollen knob and the corona with its cleft. He taught her less practiced methods for male gratification: rhythmic vaginal clenching, proffered nipple play, slippery tit-jobs, flickered tongue lapping, shallow cock sucking and the gulping stimulations during deep-throat. They explored and refined her nipple and clitoral sensitivities; he was patient in teaching her orgasm timing and control.
Her sexual repertoire grew spectacularly, much to Dimitri's surprise and satisfaction. This was more than he had intended, certainly beyond his hopes and dreams when he had initiated this trek.
Dimitri had watched Amber grow and mature over the years from little cutie to budding teen to an eye catching nubile blonde. His thoughts progressed from amusement to admiration to obsession. He had daydreamed about her for days after a beach picnic; masturbating while replaying the memory of her long blonde hair being wind fluffed as she ran, her ass and boobs bouncing within the skimpy bikini. He had lusted more and more for her.
He hatched this faux training stratagem to his gullible brother, the ruse was intended as only a ploy to thoroughly fuck his sexy niece. He had expected, at most, a week or so of amateur quickies and shame riddled kinkiness before he discarded her back to her home, ignoring her disillusionment at not being recruited.
But to his surprise, Amber had plunged body and soul into the disingenuous training program. Dimitri had never imagined she would be so compliant and willing. He regretted the squandered years and lost possibilities during her college life.
He lamented that he could have seduced her sooner through vague promises of recruitment, setting her up to live off campus, available for spontaneous night or weekend 'dates' with his targets, or better yet, with himself. But the 'here and now' reality made up for the unwitting wait.
Dimitri eagerly contacted his superiors to herald his unexpected and exceptional discovery. His superiors demanded proof of his claims and agreed that, after several months of Dimitri's special training, Amber could be put through their succession of examinations: written, verbal and carnal.
In the last week before Amber's scheduled interviews, Dimitri instituted daytime sex outside the bedroom. He insisted on expediency; therefore her constant nudity was the rule throughout the day and night.
Amber sensed a shadow of underlying melancholy in Dimitri. She continued her routines, albeit naked, reading her studies, performing her memory and physical exercises and helping with the daily household chores under his watchful eye. Unannounced and unhindered, he would snatch her up and fuck her on the kitchen table; he demanded sudden blowjobs and hauled her unexpectedly onto his lap for seated cowgirls. His mood leading up to and during sex was ferocious; the acts feverish and demanding. He purposely used painful pinches, slaps and tight grasps on her nipples, cunt and ass. Her protesting cries and tears seemed only to boost his masculine ego and quicken his peak. He was merciless to her distress.
After jetting inside her and pushing her away, he returned to his dull sentiments until his frustration at the looming end of their time together wound him up and he took her again. She was completely servile to his insatiable need for stress relief.
He was disconsolate after delivering her to his handlers. He waited grudgingly for days, imaging his superiors performing group sessions in testing her mentally all day and then taking turns individually, testing her carnally at night. She would be indomitable at showing off her newfound sexual tour de force. A final exam, a group session, seated blowjobs for each of the circled men, would confirmed her prowess.
Dimitri eventually received word that she had passed every test the alpha males threw at her; the stunned 'interviewers' had granted their hearty recommendations.
She was enrolled in the Estonian secret service and Dimitri assigned as her handler. "Finders, keepers" the leaders quipped to the overjoyed training agent. Dimitri could look forward to intimate reunions when he collected her data packets. She was ordered to apply for work at the American Embassy. She was hired and began working there full time in the secretarial pool.
Within months, she was transferred to the Military Liaison office. Her family was proud of their sister and daughter; her handlers were thrilled at her ability to gain access to confidential information so quickly. Dimitri's growing status matched the trajectory of Amber's rising reputation.
Amber took her patriotic responsibilities seriously, endeavoring to provide the important American officer with mind numbing orgasms. The middle aged man became all but comatose for several minutes post-coitus. It was her opportunity to give the briefing documents a more thorough reading than Bob apparently did. Today should be the same.
As Bob drilled her pussy from behind that morning, she had extra time to study the materials spread out on the desk below her man-mauled dangling tits. She took in the details by using her photographic memory training. The older battle tanks were short of spare parts and the new ones stuck at sea on storm bound ships, the ammunition and supply ships were likewise late, and the medical staff reported an outbreak of a very virulent flu bug. But the radar and electronic signal gathering was working far better than had been predicted. Her handlers would be pleased with her findings.
Bob tensed behind her and she sensed his cock slow and expand, readying to pump out its essence. Time was almost up so Amber multi-tasked, squeezing her womb to hold his attention on her pussy while she memorized the last bits of data. Her American boss accompanied his jets of sperm with a throat-clenched roar. She felt the warmth wash her inner membranes as he clutched hard on her battered boobs.
Amber held off her own satisfaction this time. She favored the tit suckling pleasure of the seated fucks when Bob chose to do so; she could join his orgasmic crescendo without haste. Dismounted post-coitus, she could then peruse the news as Bob slumped in his chair, passed out in euphoric refraction.
Dimitri scheduled her gathered report transfers for weekends. But Bob had become amorous beyond the office trysts and invited her to weekend outings. She demurred for weeks but he persisted. The solution evolved into double dating: one man, two women. Amber brought along her 'friend' Yuliana, a sister agent also trained by Dimitri.
Bob escorted both luxurious blondes to weekend overnight outings. The cover-story sightseeing events got shorter and the in-room stopovers got longer. At appropriate times, Yuliana distracted Bob one-on-one with her exceptional sexual talents. Amber used the interludes to discretely slip away for intelligence handoffs and quickie hookups with Dimitri.
The rest of the time, Bob's cock wallowed in their swappable pussies and mouths. He even convinced Amber and Yuliana to stimulate each other orally while he watched the action as foreplay, and then joined in and emptied his pent-up spunk into an unoccupied feminine orifice.
Bob's constant fear was being transferred to another post. Thus his anxiety peaked when he was summoned to headquarters for an unscheduled meeting.
Bob reported to NATO Headquarters in Brussels as ordered by his military boss, Brigadier John Sullivan, a Deputy NATO Commander. He arrived on schedule but the boss's secretary was absent from her post in the outer office. Exhibiting a respectful military attitude of punctuality, he rapped lightly on the inner office door. He heard an indistinct male voice from within and took it for his permission to enter.



The scene before him was familiar but different. The topless buxom lass braced over the desk was not a blonde but a brunette. It wasn't himself but his commander mauling her boobs and pounding her pussy from behind. A half-filled coffee cup rattled on its saucer. There weren't loose papers scattered across the desk but the woman's fist clutched a folder of documents.
As a courtesy, Bob stood at ease near the door and allowed his superior officer the time and attention needed to finish enjoying his mid-morning treat. It wasn't until after the older man stiffened his spine and grunted his cum into his secretary that the two men acknowledged each other's presence. Bob saluted but John waved it off as he pulled out and slapped the brunette's bottom before returning a half-hearted one.
"Nice job as always, Agnieszka. Don't forget to copy and file those reports."
The brunette looked away in embarrassment at her unanticipated audience. She pulled her skirt up from her ankles and adjusted her loosened bra back in place. She left the room with her folder of documents so the two military men could discuss military affairs in private. John plopped in his office chair, making no move to tuck his exposed cock into his disheveled uniform.
"Thanks for coming down, Bob. How's it going up there in Tallinn?"
"Can't complain. Not much work to do and I'm getting laid more than I should. Amber has been double teaming me on weekends with her friend. It's almost too much... almost! How's your gal doing?"
"I can't get enough of her. And our Russian double agents report that all my false reports are being read at the highest levels in Moscow. Is your Amber as good as I have been led to believe?"
"She's absorbing as much of my fake reports as she can handle by memory. I have to be 'out of it' long enough for her to see the stuff but not tarry so long as to raise her suspicions. How did you find her, by the way?"
"Agnieszka was very persuasive in her recommendation for Amber to get the job."
"I can see how she could be 'persuasive', as you say. Well, I'm glad she was. Amber is a fantastic piece of ass with tits I could only have dreamed of. And her friend is equally impressive. I hope you haven't called me here to announce a transfer. Please, sir, no new orders for me."
"Nah, just keep it up. The good work, I mean. I'm sure Amber will take care of keeping your little guy up. Besides, you could bring her with you if and when you do get promoted. Perks of the rank."
"No rush, sir. As you know, I have important duties in Tallinn!"
The two counter-intelligence agents shared a good laugh. Life was quite gratifying for the alpha males of every country's clandestine services.
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Esmerelda was not quite the typical village girl that worked the ecological treks and archeological excavations. She was slightly taller, slimmer but still busty, fuller brown tresses, lighter than the straight black strands of the others,
And, on her knees in the grassy clearing beside the jungle track, she was trying extra hard to please her latest jungle adventure client. These expensive fantasy request venues were surreptitiously arranged by TWA's elite pledge contributors for their best friends, clients and associates. This young man, presently probing her throat with his hardy erection, must be an extra special VIP. The customized venue's protocols, forwarded from the Total Woman Requests coordinator, removed all limits on meeting this man's expectations. And if successful, her compensation and bonus would be triple her already substantial standard fee.
Her green eyes were fixed on her client's face. Her client, Foster, had his eyes squeezed shut, his face twisted in a grimace. His mind reimaged over and over its last vision of Esmerelda's rose lips sliding up and down his rigid shaft. His body's other senses were in full connection with the velvety touch, verdant scent and slushing sound of oral sex with this native woman.
He peaked, crying out as she deep-throated his knob at the ultimate moment and swallowed his sequential spurts of ejaculation. His knees nearly buckled from the energy draining orgasm but he maintained his balance by gripping a convenient branch near his head and resting his other hand on her bobbing head at his groin. Esmerelda had accomplished another delightful blowjob on Foster with untold more to come.
After she tidied him up and resumed their trek, Foster simply stared at Esmerelda's booty-shorts clad butt rocking a few yards ahead on the path. His eyes and mind dwelled on the toned ass muscles rippling beneath the tight khaki. He fantasized about his planned carnal conquests, his cock punched deep in her intimate recesses, his reward for sustaining this rigorous march onward and upward to their first overnight stop.
Esmerelda is also deep in thought. Her mother had been one of the poor villagers who worked her ancestors' ruin restorations, earning cash assisting American student archeologists. The college boys were wealthy, pampered and spoiled. Her mother, a teenaged exotic beauty, had been jealous of their easy lifestyle and flirted with them, hoping for the passionate miracle that would take her away from the unremittent poverty.
Months later, the visitors were gone and her mother was pregnant. She raised her unclaimed daughter in the same village, now unable to escape. The girl's striking green eyes were unusual, a source of mean childish taunting in her early school years: 'Gringa' they laughed at her. As her body blossomed curvaceously post-puberty, her green eyes transformed into an erotic source of male allure. She was popular with her boy classmates and that caused a new source of taunting by her jealous female schoolmates: 'Punta'.
She dated around, curious about sex play but avoiding vaginal penetration; hands and mouth were her sexual tools. She was prudently distant and aloof in light of her mother's sage warnings. The boys came and went, seeking elsewhere the fuller intercourse which she denied them. Then, at the end of high school, came a life changing event that fulfilled her mother's dreams for her: a serendipitous sponsorship by an unknown benefactor to an enigmatic institution, the Total Woman Academy.
The campus borne curriculum was expansive and unleashed her curiosity about all types of eroticism. Her studies embraced the full range of manual and penetrative intercourse. She was conditioned, physically and emotionally, striving to be carnal sensuality's greatest female participant. Her energy and enthusiasm were boundless. Sexual gratification was to become her life's sole obsession.
Then, in her junior year, when guest coach tutors were added to her training regimen, a tall, green-eyed alpha male spent two unforgettable days fiercely fucking her into a debauched stupor. At his parting, he had stood at the door, smugly ogling her disheveled body, lying tousled, limp, and soul-shattered in the rumpled bedding.
The insatiable man's concluding ejaculations seeped from her enflamed sopping cunt. Dried spunk crusted her face and body where she had been unable to cope with his inveterate volumes. He threw his latest transient sexual trinket a mordant complement before closing the door.
"You've turned out better than I expected, my little daughter. You should flourish well in our elite brotherhood of dominant men."
She never saw him again. But a TWA graduation pre-requisite had been met; any incestuous hesitations had been ripped from her sentiments by her parental male.
Esmeralda slogged upward on the unpaved hilly trail. A rolling sound of thunder and a spattering of rain broke her walking revelry. They hustled but failed to beat the late afternoon cloud burst, arriving soaked at the wilderness cabin just at sundown. Famished stomachs were refilled with freeze dried rations. They ate naked, lying on blankets before the warm fire with their clothes hung for drying around the fireplace. Snuggling led to cunnilingus. Foster rolled her on her back, kneeling between her knees, kissing her inner thighs as he moved his lips to her vaginal folds. He was familiar but not practiced with this form of sex. His tongue swipes were furtive while he tested her texture and flavor. She knew he was an amateur and took it in stride. She consciously relaxed her body and let him discover his own techniques.
While being cunt lapped, Esmerelda reminisced more about her TWA years, especially special events: Free Will weekends and similar on-campus events interspersed with other TWA-programmed off-campus male rendezvous. At first, she was lucky to get her share of the infrequently scheduled encounters. When word got around, she was selected almost non-stop by interested pledge contributors. She withstood nearly continuous sequences of thick cocks and cum in her throat and cunt, achieving her own orgasms at will, when allowed.
She goaded harsh reactions from her partners' by staging real and feigned inhibitions. The ruses never stopped them, more often enthusing their carnal use of her sexual charms. Their responses ranged from the male ego-boosting sense of conquest all the way to anger-requiting bouts of corporal punishment, whether before or after successful coitus. She found their macho reactions stimulating and fulfilling, every one building her to intensive orgasms, whether or not allowed.
But now her thoughts went to junior year oral training, particularly the extended months of special lesbian lessons with her sister coeds, intentional times devoid of penile equipped sex companions. She explored the talents of likeminded curious females. Those lingual memories, added to Foster's fumbling tongue work, brought on the ecstatic spasms needed to boost Foster's sense of sexual bravado.
She swooned deep. In a daze, she felt herself lifted and carried in her post-orgasmic stupor to the cabin's rustic bed. She laid quiescent, slowly recovering awareness as Foster spread her out prone for his hasty missionary mount and initial cock embedment. After a short flurry of Foster's amateurish stroking, Esmerelda recovered her mindfulness and took command of the intercourse. She rolled their connected bodies into cowgirl position and settled into a more stimulating rhythm. She invoked her athletic muscular hip jogs and flat circles on the buried masculine pillar. Her expertise generated the sought for culmination and he pumped his pent-up load deep into her cunt.
Leaving no time for rest, she curled his body inward, pulling his face to her sweaty breasts. Gentle holds and hints guided his licks and bites on her nipples, bringing on her second orgasm even as his manly tool withered and slid from her cum-sullied pussy.
They laid in a cuddle on the rough mattress, admiring the campfire glow on walls and ceiling as they spooned and caressed in the coital afterglows.
In the morning, she sidestepped his frisky advances, subtly intending to fuel his libido. Foster's semi-erection was a tempting treat that she struggled mentally to forgo. She reminded him of their to-be-recurring daily schedule, with similar carnal occurrences on the trail and cabins at the next two waystations. Foster curbed his advances and Esmerelda inwardly disdained his lack of self-confidence, even his virility; an alpha male coach tutor or dominant pledge contributor would not have been put off. He would have manhandled her into forced sex, essentially raping her, rather than being stymied from his sexual satisfaction by an obstinate female.
The mutually disillusioned trekkers dressed and took off. To Foster's ultimate delight, Esmerelda delivered on all her promises, each trail or cabin borne session better than the last. After the additional two full days, the trail terminated at pseudo civilization and the fantasy request venue was over.
Esmerelda delivered Foster to his homebound flight. As she hugged and smooched her post-adventure doleful, but satiated, guest farewell, she handed over the handwritten letter that would reveal Foster's Total Woman Request fantasy sponsor. Foster dashed last minute to catch his flight and opened the envelope high over the Caribbean. It read:
'My wayward Son,
Congratulations on your university graduation. You wasted a pile of my money and six years of your life on a totally useless liberal arts degree. You have barely earned enough qualifications to be an under-employed coffee barista somewhere.
But I have now completed the final terms of my divorce from your worthless money-grubbing mother.
Oh, and Surprise! I hope you enjoyed the graduation gift: a fun-filled jungle adventure trek combined with an incestuous family reunion: meet your salacious half-sister. Was she an insatiable sex-crazed animal in bed? She certainly was when I fucked her brains out a few years ago.
So now, GET LOST LOSER! Don't try to contact me. You are out of my life.
Gladly, your dear old Dad.'
Foster sat stunned. He squeezed his green eyes shut and nearly cried. His free ride through life was over. Now what would he do? So he did what he always did when he felt stressed: self-medicated. He ordered two double vodkas from the stewardess.
As Esmerelda drove away from the airport, she spied a familiar two engine plane parked near the private hangers. Sam was back! Her heart rate and road speed both accelerated. Hurrying through the impoverished streets of the old city, she parked quickly and burst into her elegant apartment to find her live-in lover, the mysterious illicit-cargo pilot, waiting in the luxury suite's bathroom. She slipped off her mud splattered hiking duds and climbed into the dual sized garden tub.
Blond haired, green eyed Samantha welcomed her lesbian roommate with a broad smile and a deep tongue probing kiss as their fidgeting fingers found each other's pussies. The other's hands smoothed bubbly suds over each young woman's exposed skin. Samantha leaned in and suckled Esmerelda's sensitive nipples just the way she liked it, adding quick little bites on her aroused solid cylinders. It was a perfected technique, learned from innumerable practice times between these lovers. Esmerelda exposed Sam's ear under the long blond tresses and her stiffened tongue probed her lover's ear canal. Their fingers and mouths ignited the simultaneous ecstatic explosions.
The pair collapsed into a bubbly snuggle, slowly reviving her partner with kisses and wet caresses, lingering in the warm water to finish their cleansing and soaking. Still dripping wet with matted long hair, they traced wet footprints to the master suite's large bed and continued the elongated reunion long into a sex romping night.
Pausing at midnight, temporarily satiated, they softly cuddled, continuing the slow caresses. They giggled their gratitude for discovering their strange relationship only a few years ago at an arranged meeting. They stared contented into each other's green eyes.
They were one of many half-siblings spawned from their father's unfettered libido and his impetuous quixotic coquetries. The oblivious off-spring were steadily emerging and coalescing into an incestuous brood, facilitated by an eccentric parent's mischievous intrigues.
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Ned sipped his drink as the house lights dimmed to signal the start of the featured performance. Easing back in his lounge chair, he heard the intercom announce a change in the show. The featured striptease performer, Annie, had taken sick. In her place, a substitute named Tory was offered. However, following the show, if any patron felt the show was lessened by the alternate artiste, his ticket price would be refunded.
Ned settled in to see if the exorbitant fees collected from the elite pledge contributors attending this exclusive gentlemen's club were in jeopardy. This Total Woman Academy affiliated venue was lucrative but any refunds were more a matter of reputation than finances. The warm up acts had been the popular variation on the strip and fuck principle and those strippers were now either mounted up in their winning bidder's lap or kneeling between the patron's knees gobbling his prick.
But the featured presentation was a pure classic striptease in the burlesque tradition. So it was that the spotlight marked a bright spot on stage as Tory slipped apart the curtains and extended her well-formed calf into view. The rhinestones on her heels sparkled, drawing very man's attention. And then, her exposed leg up to her waist appeared. She cocked it in half-bend then replanted her high heel. The curtain slot peeled further apart and Tory stepped sideways onto the main stage. The curtains flapped closed behind her.
Tory's straight black hair, ass length, fell lustrously behind her back like a cape. Large hoop earrings graced the side of her head. The beauty of her face, enhanced by high cheekbones and dark blue eye makeup, was set off by her glossy cherry red lips. The cropped leather breast piece and short loincloth were in keeping with her Native American heritage and the multitude of small turquoise stones spoke of desert Southwest origins.
Turning front, she looked slowly around her audience from right to left. She locked eyes briefly with Ned, a subtle sign of recognition. Her performance continued as her smile spread to expose crisp white teeth. She winked at a gentleman in the close right corner; the other men watched as he shyly waved back. Their attention returned to the stripper onstage but Ned spied the denoted gentleman adjusting his crotch. Tory was obviously making an entrance and it was being well received.
She raised her arms high in a sun prayer pose. The blue-beaded leather bands at wrist and bicep were the only decoration, the bits of fringe dangling against her skin. The leather body pieces rose up as she stretched but still managed to barely cover her groin and boobs. Her feet, spread to shoulder width, tapered her legs to join as a narrow vee at the top; the soft fleshy rift perfect for warmly cuddling a man's engorged cock-knob as it would seethe to press further. Her under boobs were smooth, firm and round.
Tory stood tall and majestic, a women accustomed to the ogling stares of formidable males. The faint background music carried a rhythm, evoking a new age sound of flutes and drums. One toe tapped perceptively to the beat. It animated to an ankle twist. Her leg muscles rippled, displaying her athletic mien. She was a very healthy female and every man in the room grieved that this was not a strip and fuck session.
She rippled her stomach muscles and her body initiated a slow undulation. Her hips swayed and her elevated arms waggled as if windblown. She slowly pirouetted, letting her audience observe the fluid motions of her alluring body parts. Sensuous boob shimmies, hip rolls, the fluttering of her draping tresses educed sensual memories in some of the luckier men who were sponsors of TWA.
Tory was a TWA graduate and any of these men could well have been one of her guest coach tutors, strengthening her poise abilities. Other than Ned, she hadn't recognized any of them during her earlier room scan but they would certainly have remembered her. By senior year, she had become very adept at male gratification and was requested often by the visiting guest tutors. But Ned had been her favorite sex partner, the resident coach tutor who had spent time, energy and unwavering patience in tuning her poise to perfection.
Now, she commanded their attention on stage; her movements in full performance mode. Her body shook enticingly. Her hands snaked behind her back as she faced away from the audience. The neck tie slipped its knot and the breast cover hit the floor. A slight twist teased a sidewinder boob as she looked down to hands making dramatic moves at the loincloth hip ties. It joined its partner costume piece in a heap at her feet.
Tory magnificent toned ass pulsed as she stepped her feet sideways from the pile. Still facing away from the room, her right arm reached across her back and pulled her hair to center. She peeked again over her free left shoulder, pausing in that pose, assuring she had her audience's full attention. Every male eye was glued to her bare ass and mischievously smile. She let the hair fall back into place.
With arms held wide and level to the sides, she worked her chest shimmies, hips rolls and arm flutters as she dance stepped in rotation, turning full front. The turning stopped but the jostles continued. Her smile invited the men to watch her tits wiggle and her shaved fleshy pussy region rub skin-on-skin, even as it would when caressing a captive pre-coitus cock.
She looked upward at the ceiling, body wavering, letting her hair swing freely from her scalp in counter measure. She bent forward to let her tits dangle and waggle, suspended beneath her chest. After a short interval, she righted. Hands on hips and smile bright, she turned and walked off stage right, giving full arm beauty contestant waves, intermingled with a few blown kisses. She blew a kiss and gave a last wink to her shy gentleman as she passed in front of his table.
Ned looked around the audience and felt secure that there would be no requests for refunds from the awe struck men. The next act, a regular strip and fuck act, bounced onstage to the delight of the sexually charged men. A topless young waitress attended Ned's table, refreshing his drink and delivering a folded note.
It read: 'Sir, can you make time for me in your busy schedule? I want to show you some unique places of interest in my native land. Warmest affections, XOOX, Tory.'
Ned had taken these few days off, intending to rest and relax, but Tory's invitation for local sightseeing was more attractive than hanging around a smoky Nevada casino. He pocketed the note and rose from his chair. Wrapping an arm around his young attendant's shoulders, he palmed her far nubile breast and drew her close for a whispered request.
"Can you take me to Tory?"
She giggled at his boob clutch and sweetly nodded. After he released her boob and uncoiled his arm, she led him through a side door, guiding him to Tory's backstage dressing room. The girl tentatively knocked on Tory's door. Ned gave a laugh at her politeness, turned the handle and marched in but not before dismissing his guide with a smart slap on her almost bare ass. She hopped, yipped and giggled again before scampering away.
Ned stood in the open door. The girl's outcry had drawn Tory's attention. Her joy was evident; Ned had apparently accepted her offer. Still naked, she skipped to him and hugged his neck, then eagerly kissed his lips, physically expressing her glee at this fond reunion.
Ned kicked the door closed behind him. Tory settled a bit and took a step back, letting Ned get a better look at her body, better than he had been able from his audience table. He liked what he saw, then and now. Her sexy dance and strip show had mesmerized all the men in the room, himself included. It was not meant as a strip and fuck act but Ned's status as a coach tutor emeritus gave him leave to break some rules.
Tory watched delighted as Ned unbuttoned his shirt and let it drop down his arms. She leapt to kneel at his feet, furiously unfastening his belt. Despite her eagerness, she used care in pulling his pants down. Ned had been enraptured by her strip tease and was still tumescent. Tory impatiently removed his shoes and sox. With Ned actionably naked, she looked up as he looked down. He smiled and nodded. She reflected his smile and her mouth, displaying a quick flash of cherry lips and white teeth, engulfed his half hard erection. She closed her eyes, savoring the familiar texture, taste and feel of this too long absent man-meat. It was soon poking softly at the entrance to her throat.
Ned watched his Indian maiden sustain the exuberance she had invoked onstage. She was energetic and her body weaved to the beat of the blowjob. Her physique was tight from outdoor sports and dance rehearsals and he looked forward to any unique places she intended to take him. At the moment, however, he saw that she intended to take him to heavenly bliss. He hardened to the max at her efforts. His hands rested on her head and he slowed her strokes. Plunging deep, she swallow-caressed his knob and corona. It was a real effort for Ned to hold back his cum. He wanted to caress and hold the body that had teased him, and everyone else, from the stage.
He pulled her face off and up, gathering a kiss before lifting her luscious body against his, carrying her to lay back on a convenient couch. He wiggled into position, took a deep breath and drove his wetted shaft deep into her cunt.
It was a divine feeling and he struggled against the unbearable urge to cum right then. He held still, practicing patience for them both. She defied his wishes and rolled her hips in the tiny circles she had exhibited onstage, carnally begging him to move within her excited vagina.
Ned closed his eyes, hugged her tight and fought for greater control. But he couldn't hold out against her somatic demands. His unruly libido took over and he made the strokes long and stimulating. As he reached the end, he insisted that she cum when he did. She happily complied and they clutched each other through the orgasm.
Tory took Ned upstairs to her apartment and kept him busy through the night, rejuvenating their long lost corporal relationship. This time, she was as much the trainer as he was, revealing exotic talents and techniques that even Ned didn't use in the TWA undergraduate curriculum.
The next morning, Tory drove them in her Jeep on the back roads, entering the restricted tribal areas reserved for individual vision quests and soul searching rituals. They parked near another vehicle and walked a short trail to a small rustic wigwam. Tory lifted an animal skin flap and motioned for him to crawl inside the smoky interior. Ned eyes adjusted to the dark haze. He found himself in the presence of two of Tory's soul mates: blue neon bikini clad casino friends who regularly joined her in these peyote fueled mind expansions.
The girls sat patiently cross legged, quietly waiting for the last arrivals and ready to begin. Tory shed her khaki shorts and shirt, exposing her own neon blue bikini. Ned felt out of place, overdressed, but his typical tourist wear for the Southwest desert climate, baggy nylon shorts and tee-shirt, were all he wore. He was commando and unsure of the ceremonial protocols. He sat down facing the others, squaring the circle around the central smoke pot.
"Ned, this is Robin and Raven, my partners in these spirit visions."
Ned nodded, uncertain of what to do next. The four sat on soft animal furs at opposite corners around the smoking bronze brazier in the middle. The young women quietly hummed a chant, relaxed faces level, eyes closed, and shoulders wavering to the rhythm.
Ned's mind was getting fuzzy from the peyote smoke. In his deepening twilight consciousness, he saw the other figures shift, crawling closer, stalking him like hunters, skulking their prey. The tightness of cramped sitting dissipated and his body seemed liberated from his hampering clothing.
His focus wavered from almost conscious to almost sleeping, floating in a loose dream state. His back was pressing on soft furs. A human shape hovered above him, two others close beside. The neon colors were gone, replaced by bronze toned breasts and hips. His cock felt immersed in warm wetness. His body was encased between soft skin above and soft fur below. His mind recalled the familiar feeling and he dreamed of similar happenings.
His memories scrolled through past encounters. A naked young woman would float into focus, give of herself and then drift away, replaced by another. The apparitions varied: blondes, brunettes, redheads, short and tall, buxom and athletic, each one a prime beauty that he vaguely recalled but couldn't fully remember. With several, there was a flicker of recognition, favored young females that had once spiked his transient interest. They abided a little longer than the others and his body tensed and relaxed before their images moved into the fuzzy void. His soul was at peace and then his dreams ebbed away. He descended into slumber state.
Ned opened his eyes to a dim light. The hut flap was open and the air clear and cooler. Soft sunlight glowed in the interior space. The girls were still there, naked like in his visions, seated cross legged at their posts while he lay prone. He felt rested and reenergized. Tory leaned over to lay her head next to his. She whispered to him, her breath tickling his ear.
"Can you hear me?"
"...yes..." he murmured.
"Are you rested? Do you want more?"
"...more...?"
"You came three times during your mind trance. We always get one, sometimes two, but never three. You are quite a man, my darling."
"...three...?"
"Yes, my darling... three. Robin was the first to ride your manhood to ecstasy, and then Raven went next. You were still hard, so Robin went again."
Ned raised his head to look at the naked young women sitting nearby. One had a coy smile of contentment on her face; Ned figured that was Robin, his twofold mate.
He lay back, closed his eyes and let his mind clear further. The girls broke pose and helped him sit up. It was a sluggish process for everyone to put on the scattered clothes.
Ned trailed Tory to the Jeep. He started to load into the front passenger side but Tory shooed him to the back seat. They watched Robin and Raven at the other vehicle say goodbye with chaste cheek kisses. Raven walked to the Jeep and climbed in beside Ned. They all waved as Robin departed alone, returning to the resort lodge for her scheduled work shift. Tory fired up their Jeep and took another trail towards the nearby hot springs.
Raven cuddled close to Ned as Tory explained over the roar of engine and wind that Raven would accompany them to the hot spring mud baths. Ned was due for an external cleansing now that his inner self had been purged and purified in the peyote hut.
They arrived at a low bluff perched beside a small watercourse. There were several muddy wallows on the high ground where warm mineral waters percolated upwards through the volcanic earth. Other spots ran clear water; the rivulets trickling down to swell the slow headwaters of the sacred stream. This was hallowed land set apart from daily human habitation.
Ned sensed his native guides' solemnness and followed suit. Clothes were quietly removed and left in the Jeep. The trio walked slowly, reverently, to the nearest muddy hollow. They waded in naked, hand in hand. The females coated Ned and then each other with a reddish thin layer of the sodden earth.
Ned felt a weak tingle. The mineral rich soils contained something that stimulated his skin. Tory and Robin had experienced this before and lazily caressed Ned with additional handfuls. They were generous with his genital areas and helped each other to keep fresh coatings on their own feminine erogenous zones: nipples, pussy and ass. Ned fell in with their routine and freely caressed the women with added handfuls of mud.
Ned's erection swelled. The girls stroked his cock. He turned Raven to his front and gripped her ass to press their groins together. He kissed her lips, the only part of her face not smeared with the invigorating mud. His tingling dick slid between her thighs; she cradled his erection in the warm cleft near the apex of her legs, moving her thighs to softly fondle his knob. Ned twerked his hips, dying to get inside her but she resisted his attempts to penetrate her pussy. He growled a warning frustration, alerting Tory to his needs.
The feminine pair calmly maneuvered him to the edge of the pit and kept him moving towards the tiny river. They fell together into the cooler spring waters, sluicing off the excess mud. A different play style ensued, a cooperative effort to remove the muddy skin refresher. Ned did his part, getting and giving lots of attention with soft massages and erogenous caresses. His erection had softened with the bathing plunge but was finding its stiffness again with the renewed consideration. The water spurred the muddy residues invigorating effect. His cock was clean but retained its tingle.
Tory stroked his shaft as Raven kissed his lips. Ned's hands squeezed and fluffed the dual pair of available breasts. Raven was more open to a cleaner Ned's advances now; she wanted her unrequited second coitus. She rubbed her groin on Ned's swelled erection, encouraging his prior attempts to penetrate her pussy. He took the carnal clue and readied to ease their mutual fevers.
Ned lifted her against him as she straddled his hips. The entry was hurried but smooth; both lovers were anxious to succumb to their common desires. Tory steadied the upright fuck-mates as they bumped and bounced in the waist deep pool. The unbalanced nature of the stance added uncontrolled zest to the sex. They laughed and giggled at the near stumbles. All the time, their genitals were experiencing stupendous sensations as the trace stimulants were rekindled by the moist warm confines.
At last, Ned's stressed knees buckled and the three players tumbled into the water. Tory drew them to the shallows and cradled their heads to her bare bosom, keeping their faces above water. A few more power strokes brought him to orgasm. Raven careened her delight as her throbbing pussy quivered on the spewing man meat filling her womb. They hugged through the hormone fueled high and held tight through the descent.
The lovers shuddered in Tory's lap, riding out the intense thrills without fear of drowning in their more than mere passionate stupor. The couple finally stopped vibrating and lay peacefully in the cool waters.
Untangling, everyone crawled ashore. All three were sluggish in waddling to the Jeep. Clothes were carelessly donned. Ned and Raven leaned wearily on each other in the back. The return ride to the lodge was mostly exhausted silence.
The resort parking valet took the Jeep and the purified dream questers moseyed across the lobby. Robin was in the midst of making her farewells to two satisfied, though weary looking, elder gentlemen. She pecked each flushed face as they listlessly reflected her graces. She guided them to the expansive front entrance where their special executive assistants waited with the corporate limousine for the trip to the airport. She cupped a palm wave as the town car rolled away.
"How'd it go?" Tory asked Robin.
"Easy-peasy. I was the third and last player in a 24-hour tag team. The first two had them pretty tuckered out when I arrived. Hand jobs and oral was the only way I could keep them hard. They seemed to like it though."
"Well, they did look like happy customers. So, if you're free, you can come along with us. The day's not over yet."
Tory gathered Robin to her entourage and led everyone to her in-house suite for Ned's promised night of farewell frolicking. By mid-morning, it was Ned's turn to portray the role of the languid departing gentleman guest. His three vibrant hostesses escorted their gratified alpha male, this one whom they truly adored, to the corporate limousine. It was all smiles, kisses and waves as Ned was spirited on his way to the next stop on the Total Women Academy gemstone tour.
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Ned lounged in the comfy over-stuffed chair, sipping his drink, watching the waitress, topless in her custom banquet service uniform, making her rounds. Her presence was appreciated by the other members of the select group of gentlemen in the entrance parlor of this secluded elite venue in London.
Her uniform was a classic rendition of black heels and panties, her brunette curls done up in a clasped bunch, leaving her shoulders, arms and boobs bare, on full display to the fascinated men. Her tanned body was highlighted by expensive jewelry, sparkling in the mood-setting low lighting. The twinkling shimmers were complemented by strategically applied rosy rouge, highlighting her attractive face and feminine zones. She was the first display of the elegance that these elite males expected in exchange for the expensive fees they had paid to attend tonight's performances.
Tonight she was the perfect welcoming hostess, greeting and assuring their comfort and well-being. But the men knew that on other evenings, she might well be one of the sexual artistes, the purpose of their excited attendance. They hadn't even begun tonight's personal participation events and they already looked forward to a next visit. They just hoped that tonight's hostess didn't rotate out to another elite venue before they could return and savor her more intimate charms.
The hostess took one last look around, satisfying herself that the men were ready for the show to begin. She signaled her matron that all was ready. A purple gowned woman entered the room and launched the night's festivities.
"Welcome to you all. Thank you for coming. I do see a few familiar faces, thank you for your continued patronage. For our new younger member, a special welcome. We hope you enjoy your first visit and come again real soon. Now... please direct your attention to our first young lady who has prepared herself to delight one of tonight's group with his requested fetish fantasy."
A pretty brunette lass entered the room. She sported a violet silk nightie, a two piece set consisting of tap pants and a low cut top. The lights skittered off her sequined mule sandals. Her step was light but practiced, subtly flaunting her loosely veiled round boobs. The top covered her tits but her pokies danced alluringly underneath. She smiled shyly, fingering her tresses, looking briefly at each seated man, wondering which one had requested the college coed sugar daddy scenario.
Taking his cue, the man who had booked this scene rose from his chair and approached. It was her first indication of her evening's mate. He was fit and trim, middle aged with dark wiry hair, wearing a tailored business suit. His look and manners exuded wealth and confidence.
She maintained her fixed smile as her face rolled upward, following his austere look as he stepped very close and hovered over her. She actually warmed to his manly presence, accepting her fate to be his fetish selection. The establishment's safety protocols assured her safety.
He didn't smile or greet her, simply took her hand, leading her back towards the exit door. Her step was bouncy glib as he stoically led her off to her staged college dorm room. She hoped this pseudo sugar daddy would be as good as some of her past partners and grant her full body orgasms as she enflamed him to experience the same.
The college date couple's exit signaled the next entrance for the evolving evening's show. This young lady wore a sleeveless body-hugging party dress, her honey blonde hair flowing over her shoulders and back. The lavender dress was low cut, exposing cleavage and skin down past her bellybutton. The matching lilac strappy heels were stiletto style, making her stride careful and slow. She stood solemn, not fearful but quiet, gathering attention to her presence.
Suddenly, she swiveled her hips to loosen her posture. Then she hinged forward fully at the waist, dunking down until her head almost touched the floor. Flipping back up with her long blonde hair whipping behind, her fingers combed back the strands behind her ears. The stance pushed her chest forward, a prominent display of barely contained tit flesh.
She regained her balance with a slow hip cycle and looked about for the man who had requested his favorite fuck-the-pole-dancing-stripper fantasy.
The youngest man, the newbie with a bad boy scruffy beard, stood quickly and seized her hand. He towed her off to their waiting scenario room, a replica of the typical strip club stage and the obligatory couch lounge. The older gentlemen snickered knowingly at his enthusiastic display, remembering the unruly lust of their own youth.
A darkly staged performer followed the young pair's exit. She was Goth attired: heavy eye makeup, purple lipstick, a tall metal studded leather collar with multiple restraint rings, a cup-less clenched-waist corset, shiny black pasties capping her nipples. Sheer purple stockings covered her legs from her stiletto heels to high on her thighs. She was nude from the top of the stockings to the hem of her corset, exposing her pierced shaved pussy. A large amethyst bauble hung from one of her labia rings, skittering the light, drawing attention to her pleasure center. Her strapped wrists were connected with a long silver chain, a handy accessory for deferred tighter binding.
The only other man in the room with Ned drew himself up to his feet. He was tall and athletic and also wore black: wool slacks, a Spandex tee-shirt stretched over rippling muscles. His unsmiling face drew the Goth girl into an eye-locked stare. She knew upon her entry that he was her mate; Ned was too sedate and vanilla to fulfill her looming role as the bound dungeon wench. The man took hold of her cuff connecting chain and led her out of the room.
Ned sat alone for more than a moment. It was quiet enough to hear the small sounds: the ticking pendulum clock, the air flow through the ventilation, his own breathing and faint background sounds from nearby rooms. The long pause ended with the opening of the door and the emergence of his date for the evening. The earlier waitress led the woman into the room.
Despite her costume, Ned recognized Lady Amy. He had not known her always as Lady Amy; in a prior life she had been Mrs. Smith, the Housemother of a TWA Senior facility in the Scottish highlands. Eventually, she had wowed and wed a minor Royal peer. But dark habits die hard in a TWA graduate and the British lord was not trained or experienced enough to fully satisfy her ingrained sexual cravings.
Thus, here she was. It was she who had requested and funded this fantasy. And Ned had been selected as the assigned TWA staff coach tutor to fulfill her fetish cravings.
Lady Amy was outfitted for submission. Her garb was the classic plum colored Story of O costume: tit-baring corset top that severely clenched her waist, her pussy flashing above mid-thigh dark hose when the long skirt, with its full length central slit, fluttered open when she walked. Her bare shoulders were covered by a translucent shawl, coyly shrouding her matron-sized boobs, scuffing against her shadowy areolas. Elbow length satin Opera gloves covered her forearms and hands.
She wore velvet wrist cuffs over the gloves. Her eyes were blindfolded with a deep purple satin sash that also banded her hair, exposing the ring embedded leather collar. Her bright purple lipstick, sturdy hooped earrings and amethyst jewelry gave her the look of noble wealth, stolen from her palace by force and soon to be ravaged by the conqueror.
The topless attendant snapped a long silver leash to Lady Amy's collar ring and handed the other end to seated Ned before bowing and exiting the room. Ned was alone with his captive.
Ned waited, watching Lady Amy breathe deeply, considering his next steps. He slowly pulled on the leash, signaling his prize to step closer. He continued to pull as she stopped when her knees touched his, leaning her face in for a kiss. He pressed her shoulders down and she kneeled between his legs. He put her hands on his groin.
She dutifully unfastened his belt, unzipped the fly and helped him remove his pants and shoes. She found him commando and smirked her liking. She stroked his soft penis with her satin gloved fingers, gaining masculine size for her efforts. She parted her full lips and leaned in but Ned stopped her. Tonight would be an extended session; there was no need to hurry.
Rising, he seized her wrists and spun her body, brusquely clipping her restraints behind her back. He took the leash and pulled her from the room through the same door used by the preceding fetish players. It placed them in the central corridor flanked with the fetish scenario rooms.
He stopped Lady Amy in front of the first one-way window. Ned could see the amorous couple in the room and, when he clicked on the small speaker, he could hear the unfolding action as could his blindfolded captive.
The man and his college coed date were seated on a stool. They were kissing and necking like school kids. His pants were around his ankles and her tap pants lay on the floor. While they playfully tongue wrestled, his hands were underneath her loose top, kneading her boobs. She jogged her hips, caressing his erection with her juicy labia.
His hands came from under her clothes and he gripped her bare ass. Standing, he pressed her back against the wall. Kneeling, he pressed his face to her slick pussy lips. The artiste model arched back with open mouth, writhing in his grasp, her girlish squeaky voice directing the action, begging for more.
"Yes... push your tongue harder... run it up the crevice... inside... more to the left...
He rolled his tongue and pushed past the outer lips, tickling the inner rim.
YES... inside... Inside... YES, INSIDE!"
His fingers gripped her ass, digging into her soft flesh, pulling her groin tighter. Her hands held his head as she gazed at the ceiling tiles. Then she saw nothing; her eyes clenched shut and her back arched severely. She was so close.
He stopped, withdrew and stood. An evil grin, wet with pussy juice, was her recovering sight.
"No... Please, don't stop..." she groaned.
But he had his own plans. He ripped off her teddy top, threw her down on the floor, and dropped himself atop her. He charged ahead, neatly spearing her sopping pussy in one masterful stroke.
During the in-room seated action, Ned had reflectively fondled both of Lady Amy's tits beneath her immodest shroud. Then, when the kneeling cunnilingus was at full steam, he dropped one hand to rub the edges of her pussy with his finger pads. Lady Amy heard the girl's pleas, the increasing foreplay within the room, and savored her guide's touch as a tactile compliment to the perceived action.
Ned watched her reflection in the glass window as he held her by boob and cunt from behind. She licked her lips and breathed huffier through her slack open mouth. He gave her erogenous membranes a furious stirring until the interior paramours dropped to the floor. He calmly switched off the speaker and removed his hands. Lady Amy had moaned her pleasure at the quickened activity and now whimpered her discontent, disappointed by the retreat of his fondling fingers. Ned took up her leash and led his aroused captive to the next scene.
They stopped before the second room's viewing window. The stripper model was dancing before her couch borne man. Her moves were slow and sexy, her outfit loosened but not removed. The stripper's guest had his cock out, self-stroking his tumescence.
Ned took up his nipple fondles beneath Lady Amy's cape shroud. He moved behind her and laid his cock knob into her satin covered hands. She took the cue and her long fingers rubbed his crown, tickled his corona, and leisurely stroked his half hard shaft. Ned liked the gentle handling; it felt good.
He watched as the model inside the room worked her lap dance moves, letting the loose costume slide lower and then off her shapely body. She danced closer and her seated man drew her into his lap. She sensuously gyrated into position, twisting her body, flipping her hair and keeping the jaunty dance beat.
The man grabbed her hips and slowed her movements. Carefully, they effected the coupling, despite her writhing boobs and soft thighs rubbing against his expensive clothes. Her moves matched the continued dance beat and her smile never faded. His hands pressed her hips down against his legs but she was not to be tamed.
She rose up and flaunted her boobs in his face; he devoured her bare bouncy tits and bit her nipples when he could capture the jittering points. Those toothy nips fueled her lust. A wet patch was forming in the man's crotch; the suit dampened by her teeming vaginal flow. He looked the type who could afford the dry cleaning bill; and being so wrought up in the moment, he probably didn't care.
He stopped trying to control her bouncing body and simply grabbed her jittering tits. He looked at her face and she planted a hard kiss on his open panting mouth.
Ned still palmed and kneaded Lady Amy's tits as her velvet opera gloves stroked his exposed cock. She winced unseen when his unwitting nipple pinches were a bit too severe. She refrained from audible complaint, playing her role. He was aware of a small fever blushing his face and scalp and the tingling itch in his balls. 'Too soon', he mentally acknowledged. He closed the viewport and led his companion on to the third window.
He opened the blinds and saw that the action was well underway. The Goth model was trussed to a short half frame which held her arms wide as she knelt on her knees. She was tilted forward, weights tied to her nipple rings. She was not blindfolded and her face tracked her tormentor as he walked circles around her bound body, swishing a thin black whip. He had his zipper open; his stiff cock bobbing. She jumped when he flicked her with the light snap. She jumped again when he found a different place to hit. Light or not, she felt the stings as he placed whip licks everywhere on her kneeling form. Her tits jiggled and the nipple weights danced.
He found pleasure in surprise, laughing as he found unexpected spots to tweak. She twisted as best she could to avoid the unavoidable. Her stoic deportment was reduced to crying and cursing, her makeup smudged from the free flowing tears. Her tortured nipples ached.
The man threw away his pain giving toy. He stood at her hanging head, adjusting the frame higher to place her face in a comfortable, at least comfortable for him, position.
Ned anticipated the next move and quickly put Lady Amy on her knees in front of him. He cupped her cheeks, fingers splayed over her ears. He watched and waited. The man inside spoke to his bound slave. She opened her mouth wide as he placed his cock knob on her extended tongue.
Ned matched the man's timing and just as the punishing male pressed inward, Ned plunged deep inside Lady Amy's gullet. She was surprised by its suddenness, hearing both men grunt at the concurrent cock thrust. But she recovered quickly, as she ought. Ned watched the scene in the room as Lady Amy sucked his pistoning shaft.
Ned let the sensations grow but again knew it was still too soon for him to ejaculate. He pulled back from Lady Amy and helped her to her feet. He tarried for a last look inside.
The inside tormenter was not as composed as Ned and, when he pulled out, he sprayed his cum over his Goth victim's face and shoulders. He leaned on the frame to regain his composure. Standing upright, he retrieved the whip and began circling his captive anew. Their first episode of dungeon torment was finished but there were many more to come.
Ned led Lady Amy to the final room, pushed her through the door and guided her to the place prepared for their ultimate intimacy. She was unresisting as he spread her limbs wide on the waiting roughhewn wooden table. He was gentle as he snuggly fastened her down, the wrist and ankle cuffs conveniently repurposed.
He adjusted her face backward on the lowered headrest, aligning her mouth and throat horizontal. His cock pressed her lips and she resumed an inverted version of her earlier oral caresses along his erection. Unable to move in her bound position, Ned took up the beat, stroking well into her throat, dragging his corona completely from tonsils to glossed lips and back again, and again and again. Her exposed breasts were magnets for his hands where he leaned in and braced his body. His hips cycled steadily. He kneaded handfuls of her chest meat. Ned quickly neared his point of no return. He stopped once again, one last time, before reaching it.
Withdrawing his raging hard-on, he adjusted her head to a more typical prone pose. Her mauled tits were blotched from his abuse but their usefulness was not ended yet.
He walked to her aroused lady parts and stood between her legs. His raging cockhead now teased her nether lips. He needed to brace for his impending strokes; he folded forward and captured her breasts once again. He started slowly with a shallow insertion in her juicy flesh, just the knob. He pinched her nipples tightly and felt the reflexive throb in her pussy.
'Nice' he thought.
But this wasn't where he wanted to be right now. He was overwrought by all the foreplay and needed to finish full intercourse with this responsive woman. One more pinch and throb, then a steady press sent him deep into her femininity.
He had to pause. He was already nearly there but needed to get Lady Amy promptly to her peak. One hand remained on a sensitive nipple; the other pinched her clitoris. She careened and jerked in her restraints, emotions and hormones rushing her to the ecstatic crest. They came together, mingling the mutual cries of passion and lust. Ned cycled furiously as he emptied his swollen balls.
Thereafter, a relative silence filled the room. Ned slid out, his penis less stiff and dripping wet from her flowing pussy juices. He removed Lady Amy's blindfold and received her flushed-face smile of recognition.
"Oh, Ned! How wonderful! I didn't know you were town."
She smiled brightly, feeling nostalgia for past liaisons.
"How long has it been? Ten years since my TWA resignation? You were my best coach tutor; the girls raved about your power and knowledge."
Ned accepted her high praise. He remembered the vivacious younger Amy when she was a curious TWA co-ed. He had performed her final evaluation assessment before senior graduation. She had received his only perfect 100 score... ever. She was the youngest woman ever assigned as a Housemother, a singular honor for a stunning example of achievement.
He lovingly released her restraints. She swung her high heeled legs over the side of the table and bounded up into his arms, embracing her fetish fantasy paramour in a boob-crushing kiss.
"Can you stay with me at my country estate? Sir Stephen is on travel again. The place is private; I'll dismiss the staff and we can explore more fantasies."
Ned mused that it would be good to see how much she had blossomed even beyond the excellence she had shown back in school, as a student and then as a Housemother.
"I think I can manage that" he said to a clearly excited Lady Amy.
He would take some time and call it follow-up research to monitor the outcomes of a privileged Total Woman Academy education. His cock was already starting to swell anew at the contemplations of the week that lay ahead.
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The Total Woman Academy corporate jet had been unavailable for this assignment and Otto had flown commercial, albeit First Class. The stewardesses treated him well but only as a well-paying passenger. They didn't treat him as well as the special executive stewardesses on the TWA private jet would have. In flight, the Coach Tutor's sexual serenity was their paramount concern. But not on this commercial flight. His balls boiled with pent up cum, unrelieved during this public transport travesty.
'How can anyone stand to travel like this' he thought.
As the lights flickered on and the cabin door was opened, he gathered his carry-on and strolled to the front of the plane. Glancing into the open cockpit door, he did a double take.
There she was, the memorable Nordic blonde, which by destiny or design, was this long haul flight's co-pilot. She was the TWA graduate that Otto had coached and tutored during her Total Woman Academy junior year. That stint had reached its zenith when he had driven and ridden the nubile bombshell through the semester's crowning evaluation assessment. He had signed off on her promotion to senior year, recalling that she had ultimately graduated with a major in Aeronautical Engineering. And now, here she was, following her dream career path.
"Smooth flight, Lieutenant Marita" he said with a smile.
She looked up at the unsolicited complement and caught Otto's eye. Her face openly shone as she recognized her favorite poise proctor. Marita acknowledged his greeting with a smile of her own and followed up with her request.
"I'll be done here shortly. Meet me inside?"
She winked without waiting his acknowledgement, returning to the aircraft's shutdown checklist. Otto exited the jet-way and lingered at the gate, wondering how he could exploit this serendipitous meeting. The other vacationing passengers trudged past him towards baggage claim and their follow-on ground transportation treks to a waiting week of tropical paradise.
Otto's co-pilot acquaintance prattled with her crewmates as they entered the gate area. She turned away from the group, much to the consternation of the Crew Captain. He had thought Marita's in-flight flirting was a signal of her desire for more intimate interaction.
Instead, Marita's final wave and goodbye sent them on their way as she bee-lined straight to her old coach tutor. A cheek buzzing hello hug, a little light chatter and the TWA cronies were an inseparable pair. Marita's clicking high heels and clacking wheeled roll-along echoed within the gateway walls as they jaunted off to their unexpected special reunion.
The elite beach resort's staff were extraordinarily accommodating when slated Otto arrived with his unscheduled guest. Most flight crews laid over for three days at lesser ranked hotels. Otto was a discriminating client and his guest, particularly this one, the luscious piece of eye-candy still wearing her form fitted pilot's uniform, would also be oh-so welcome.
Otto and his blonde freshened up as they started their extended stay. They showered away their travel grubbiness. Marita understood the temperament of men like her old coach tutor; he would give more consideration towards the female's sexual pleasure after his fervent libido was moderated.
She provided Otto a deep throat shower blowjob, swallowing his salutary ejaculation. The subsequent room service dinner gave Otto time to relax and refract as they gossiped and giggled over Marita's ribald flight school escapades.
Just as the TWA curriculum had immersed her in hands-on beauty and poise training, the future pilot had craved the intimate details of commercial aviation. Thus her first post-graduate pursuit had been Flight School. She had quickly earned her wings, deftly applying her intelligence and engineering skills.
During the regular classroom and simulator sessions, most of her instructors and inspectors had readily respected her superb cockpit skills. A few male sceptics had retracted their objections after they experienced Marita's superb cock playing skills during unofficial homework exercises afterhours.
Otto daydreamed the scenes as she casually described the intimate specifics: cocks of all sizes and shapes, plentiful liquid discharges, howling crests of pleasure. He was ready for this looming long haul leg of his own carnal journey. He hoisted her naked body from her seat and took her to bed.
Marita was no longer the curious coed who was being molded into a Total Woman; she was already that. Thus, foreplay was unnecessary for either partner and they scuttled into a missionary position. The only molding that took place was Marita's cunt tightly molded around Otto's form filling cock. He stuffed his knob and shaft inside her, running the distance to her cervix. His strokes were powerful.
Marita's over-wrought emotions soared beneath Otto's bulky frame as her sex-fueled mind lifted off the ground, cruised aloft in prolonged ecstasy and glided back to consciousness as he piloted her through several skyrocketing orgasms. She whimpered and wailed out his name in joy.
"Otto... yes... harder... HARDER... more, Otto, oh Yes, more... More...MORE... OTTOOO... oh GODDDD!"
He waited patiently on top of her as her orgasmic fever abated, until he judged the time right and ran her through a second time.
For her third one, Otto simply packed his engorged cock deep in her wet warm core and pressed his pubic bone in burnishing circles on her clitoris. When her third round of convulsive screaming ebbed and she finally lay again quiescence under him, she panted through her tears of joy.
"No more, sir... Please... If I cum that hard again, I'll burst apart, body and soul."
Otto chuckled at her qualms and misgivings. He twitched his cock inside of her.
"Nonsense, you greedy cum slut. My cock senses the depth of your sexual passion; clearly yearning to burst forth yet again and cry out my name."
She pushed against his chest, a futile attempt to curb his intention to start anew, shaking her head 'No'. Her look of worry was real. He felt for her fatigue but, though getting ball-tingling close, he had yet to gain his own release of emotion and cum. Otto kissed her wet cheeks, overpowering her feeble arm presses by hugging her full tits to his chest. Braced for action, he bowed up his hips for a power plunge.
"You ready, girl? I'll try to cum before you burst" he mocked her with a growl.
She sighed her pointless assent and relaxed her body in surrender. She had no effective control over the actions of the big black man straddling her groin.
Otto punched in, stroking himself boldly along her moist engorged channel. She clung tightly to his galloping body, fighting her fear-riddled feelings of sexual overload. He panted and quickened the pace until, as promised, he peaked and poured his manly essence deep in her womb. She felt the warm flood; the culmination of the extended intercourse somewhat placated her angst. They clung together for a long time after that, Otto resting in her saddle.
Eventually, the restless ocean surf was the only sound, except for their soft breathing, as they drifted off to sleep.
Otto awoke from his dreams with a solid morning woody. He sensed the mattress shift as Marita tried to sneak out of bed. He hauled her back in, ignoring her scuffling protests, and wrestled her beneath his bulk. She wriggled throughout the fucking. Otto grunted his satisfaction when he finished off his purgative wakeup ejaculation.
They breakfasted on the resort patio. Marita's thong bikini swimsuit was daring but not illicit for the resort grounds. They retired to beach lounges for further morning relaxation. Otto sat in half repose, sipping his fruity drink underneath an umbrella, watching the sun shimmer off the rolling sea swells.
The tropical weather was mild and the view of the French tourists, especially the young women scattered about and sunbathing topless, was a pleasant scene on this exclusive beach. Other areas of the island sported full nudity but Otto preferred the pretend coyness of these vacationing young mothers and trophy wives, serendipitously encroaching on the extravagant resort's private beach.
Marita lay prone, face up in the adjacent lounge. She wore bug-shield sunglasses and the skimpy black thong, but her body was otherwise uncovered. Her full chest mounds were bared to the solar rays. Otto had admired those buxom fun-bags during their naked in-room meal last evening. He had forgone his customary tit manhandling, satisfied with mashing Marita's quivering largess to his chest as he powerfully fucked the curvy blonde to her multiple orgasms and beyond.
But on this private beach, Otto had acted the ultimate gentleman, generously swathing her exposed skin with suntan lotion. During the seaside buttering up, he had indulged his whim for tit mauling, amusing himself to his heart's content, induced by her acquiescent cooperation, both acting unmindful of the furtive beach-going audience.
Nearing noon, a bikini clad beach attendant arrived to see to their comfort. He bade her adjust the umbrella, keeping his skin shaded against sunburn. Then, with all arranged to his approval, she handed over an envelope.
The message contained Otto's assignment instructions and an invitation to meet his TWA venue hostess for dinner and revelations as to the true purpose of his journey to this South Seas Island. The tanned little beach bunny lingered for any response from Otto. He pondered his options.
He could stay with Marita and even get a noon quickie out of her. But he liked the way the squat Tahitian gal filled out her suit. It had been several hours since Otto had fucked long tall Marita this morning before breakfast and the recent balm laden boob massage had reawakened his libido. A little afternoon delight with the rounded island girl might idle away the coming hours of anticipation prior to this evening's mysteries.
Intrigued by the fateful circumstances awaiting elsewhere, he leaned over and clutched a last robust handful of Marita's slickened wondrous boobs, while he pecked her lips in farewell. Since he would be not be back, he invited her to use the room at her leisure until she flew out in a few days. Unspoken but understood was his blessing to continue her erotic excursion, finding eager staff or suitable beefcake beach ramblers for her poise skills maintenance drills. Marita flinched when he pinched her rosy nipple a last goodbye; it swelled from the sting.
Otto held hands with his newest island companion as they trudged away. His abandoned companion sadly watched Otto depart, but sensibly perked up, loathe to waste any of her remaining layover time on melancholy. She considered rejoining her crewmates for some raucous fun. One stewardess had let slip the size and power of the Captain's cock which the rookie air hostess had come to know quite well during a recent lay-over. The other stewardesses had conspired to take turns with him over the coming days, but more especially, the coming nights. They would scorn Marita if she showed up now, played the cock hog, and wrecked their machinations.
She sat up in the lounge, letting her enticing mammary treasures sway and settle, explicitly proclaiming her penchant for another sex mate. She pinched the other nipple so that their stiffness was balanced and conspicuous. She scanned the beach for skulking male walkers.
A middle aged muscular man was strolling by alone. His budging speedo trumpeted his grand packet of manliness. He was exploring the smorgasbord of delectable female flesh, looking for an easy hookup. Marita lowered her bug shield shades, peering over the tops to coyly attract his attention.
He saw her gazing his way; they made eye contact and he turned in her direction. Marita casually stood and let the man follow at a safe distance, her blond hair windblown. He ogled her toned and tanned ass as she strode back across the soft sand.
Marita raised her arms to capture her hair in a handheld ponytail; her boobs swayed in time with her steps, giving sidewinder peek-a-boos that would surely maintain his interest. She hazarded a peek over her shoulder, glad to see her quarry continued to follow.
She lingered at the resort's beach entrance, where her prospective paramour caught up and, in a French accent, politely introduced himself as Francois. She simply hugged his bicep into her soft bare boob and led him inside and onward to her lusty lair.
Meanwhile, in route elsewhere, Otto asked his guide's name, learning she was called Kanai. She led the muscular black man to an outlying area of the resort where a separate grand building was secluded in its own fenced compound. She took him through the broad central atrium to the enclosed swimming pool opposite the beach entrance. She silently motioned him on, turned and left him there alone. But he was not alone.
Seated at a poolside table was a fashionably dressed Japanese woman, picking at small black spheres in a tray. She would examine each, holding them up to the sunlight, peering closely, as if trying to see through them. Then she placed the stone in one of several cups. Otto walked to her table.
"Beautiful, aren't they?" she queried, acknowledging his presence without looking his way and continuing her size and clarity sorting.
Otto picked one up in his giant fingers and held it against the sunlight. It was opaque but the black surface shimmered with iridescence, just like his jet black skin did when he perspired. The prim Oriental woman continued her monologue.
"These black pearls can only be grown in these waters. It's a magical art that we inherited from our ancestors and we excel in its practice. TWA has licensed several protected farm beds where we grow them."
Otto admired the black gems but wondered why he was called to this remote revenue venue. What did they expect him to do? He was not a gemologist or an aqua-farmer. She sensed his confusion.
"Please, have a seat, Otto. I'm Mistress Pearl, the housemother of this TWA remote campus. We have called you here to inspect our facilities and critique our curriculum. We host a series of seminars where TWA coeds from other continents receive specialized training in fellatio. We want to perfect that syllabus."
Otto nodded knowingly. He was especially well equipped for that activity and willing to help in any way he could.
"Tomorrow, we will take a tour of the oyster pearl beds. Our students free dive to work the beds and retrieve the gems. Their vocational proficiency is governed by their breath holding ability. Does that sound like a skill useful in the poise curriculum? Dual purpose training for resource harvestings and poise enhancement?"
Ms. Pearl smiled broadly as Otto fathomed her meaning. He imagined his intended masculine role and was eager to get started with examining the training regimen.
His thoughts were interrupted by a ruckus at the building exit. Half a dozen junior and senior coeds scampered onto the pool deck, plunging headlong towards Ms. Pearl's table. Unexpectedly finding Otto there, the group bumped together, braking to a semi-stately walk as they lined abreast for the introductions.
Ms. Pearl took over.
"Young ladies, meet your guest coach tutor for the next week. Otto, these are this month's resident coeds. They will be yours to mentor during your stay. I am sure they will show you their deepest respect as they accept your penetrating pearls of savoir-faire."
Ms. Pearl couldn't suppress her double entendre smile as Otto grinned at his newest charges. They stood attentively as Otto slid off the stool and inspected the coeds. They wore flower printed loincloths around their middles and twisted knit tube-tops thinly covering their delightful boobs. The young women varied by ethnicity and size, a balanced feminine cross section from the world wide TWA campuses.
Each girl kept friendly eyes on the inspecting black male, hoping he would see how impatiently they longed for his training sessions and evaluation assessments during the coming week. The aquaculture technique schooling was unparalleled but the relevant skills application to alpha male gratification had been, at best, sporadic.
Ms. Pearl clapped her hands and dismissed the coeds. They slowly turned away from the interim guest coach tutor, peering and smirking over their shoulders as they sidled to the main building.
"We divide them into teams of three for classes and field trips. After dinner, I will introduce you to one of the trios and let them demonstrate some breathing techniques. I'll ask your guide, Kanai, to get you comfortably settled into your special quarters while I take care of some duties elsewhere. Until dinner, then?"
Kanai magically arrived and led Otto to his guest coach tutor suite. She pointed out the luxurious suite's amenities, walking him through its spacious areas. She stood deferentially in front of him; her big brown eyes watching for his reaction as she asked him courteously if he required anything else. She waited silently, hoping he would shamelessly misconstrue Mistress Pearl's suggestion at the pool. Otto was of like mind. Since their first meeting on the beach, he had yearned to explore and use her body.
With no further hesitation, he plucked at the string ties and stripped away her bikini. He lifted and practically threw her on the giant bed, climbing between her floundering legs before she could maneuver into a proper copulating pose. Kanai found Otto's reaction impulsive but not unwelcomed. She helped Otto "settle into" her pussy, his big black cock fully occupying the "special quarters" reserved for this latest guest coach tutor.
Fucking the plump little sex kitten was a joy. Otto found handles and handfuls of nubile flesh that caressed his body and massaged his entombed erection. Once was not enough; he lay atop her after his first ejaculation, kissing and nipping her tits and nipples. Then he used her again, flooding her womb a second time with his lust.
Assuaged of his island-girl fever, he eventually let her go after more post-coital fondling. He watched her body jiggle out of his grasp and out of his bed. She found her bikini and sandals on the floor, clutching them to her breasts as she exited the room to romp naked to her quarters. Laughing at her uneasy exodus, he rousted himself to prepare for the planned dinner and later evening activities.
Kanai jostled down the hallways. She reveled in the sensual tingling lingering in her labia. Mistress Pearl often took Kanai to her own bed, ordering her to practice her gifted oral talents. The senior madam was kind, giving her younger assistant mirrored sensuality. But a man's cock thrusting in her cunt was a sensation like no other. Kanai would have fantasies for months of Otto's cock pounding her pussy.
Otto was greeted for dinner by Ms. Pearl alone. They were served by three of the coeds; disappointingly for Otto, they were clothed in formal banquet maid outfits. The meal was a healthy mix of fish and fruits. They relaxed over coffee until one of the waitresses tiptoed in and whispered a message in Ms. Pearl's ear. The housemother relayed that the evening's venue was ready for Otto.
The adjacent small classroom held three nubile apprentices: Shelly, Coral and Sandy. They bracketed a padded table. Ms. Pearl invited them to undress Otto. They jumped to their task. When the black male was naked, they helped him onto the table and adjusted his repose.
They fingered and touched Otto's slack manhood, cupping his balls and sliding slickened palms on his shaft. The penile massages further prepped Otto for his role as demonstration model. Ms. Pearl took charge, handling the massive black probe, giving critiques of Otto's proud erection: the size of the knob, the length and girth of the shaft and its growing rigidity.



The housemother was this evening's first participant and she commanded one of the coed students to time her practice with a stopwatch. Her mouth dropped on the manly training prop and she pushed the knob into her throat. Two minutes later, Ms. Pearl came up for air. She repeated the procedure, bobbing gently during the second 2-minute repetition. Her palm gently cradled Otto's scrotum-covered black manly pearls. Otto was hard pressed but managed, barely, to keep his prostate from discharging its load.
The trio of coeds took turns with the experiment. Two minutes were too many but one girl held for one-and-a-half. Her head was motionless for the last 30 seconds as she concentrated on breath control. Otto was ready to explode.
Shelly had barely swallowed the knob when Otto erupted. She pulled back, surprised by the first jet unexpectedly filling her mouth. The following pulses spurted high and free as she held the shaft vertical, eliciting whoops, claps and giggles from her classmates. Otto lay quiescent as he shrank in her grasp. Ms. Pearl was pleased with the exercises' results and closed the session for the evening.
Otto was offered his choice of overnight companion. He reached out and clasped Coral's little hand. The others curtsied and departed. Coral escorted the visiting coach tutor to his quarters.
Otto stretched out on the bed. Coral sponge bathed his crotch where he lay. He welcomed his sex-mate into bed. There was more touching and petting as he explored his latest assignee. He was ready for a deeper exploration.
Otto favored a sidesaddle mount, not wanting to crush the little minx under his weight. She was very tight. He was forced to go slow, stretching her cunt inch by inch until he was able to work himself in. Coral reveled in his movements, her hands caressing his back, her hips in active rotation as she adjusted to his bulk. Her staccato moans made him pause a few times but she uttered pleas for him to keep going.
With Otto fully encased, he could only jitter inside her. She was too sore to cum herself but Otto obviously prized the coupling. She swooned when he finally spewed in her pussy, loading her cavern with volumes of his essence. He repeated his physical outpouring of praise later when she rode him cowgirl and received more of his manly tribute. She rushed the pace after his last spew, working to get her own pleasure. Even half hard, there was enough of Otto's firm flesh to set her off.
The next day involved a field trip to the oyster farms. The wind and weather cooperated. Mild shore wavelets gently rocked the skiffs as the trio of topless pearl divers held their breath while they culled the valuable black pearls from the seeded beds. The harvest was consummated and the skiffs returned in the afternoon with their precious gems. The loads were stored, the skiffs scraped and hauled to storage until the next trip.
That evening, this same trio of coeds were scheduled for their performances. They dressed as schoolgirls. A mixed group of French and Japanese businessmen clients would be arriving shortly to be entertained by the coeds. Otto was given the honor of final inspection before the group was presented to their fetish clients.
Otto checked and adjusted their outfits, pulling silky panties tighter to tiny pussies and spreading collars wider to expose the modest cleavages to best advantage. A peek inside blouses confirmed proper nipple makeup that matched the rouge and lipstick tones. Satisfied with the fit and fashion, Otto dismissed each with an ass smack and sent them to their middle aged customers.
Ms. Pearl promised Otto due compensation for his attention to detail. Sandy led him back to his suite. She was just as talented in male gratification as was her classmate and Otto played with her endlessly.
Meanwhile, the schoolgirl-dressed coeds entertained their assigned business clients. The men selected the groupings by double elimination coin toss. Two men took two of the girls for sharing and swapping; the other pair took the third for double penetration. All in all, the coeds would get plenty of opportunities to practice their special oral talents, along with other sexual connectivity.
That same evening, Otto's favorite Coral had been pre-booked for an offsite fantasy fulfillment, aided by two beefy 'goons', really just moonlighting resort staff. An elite pledge contributor had arranged an orgy for his special business clients.
Coral was delivered in a skiff to his offshore anchored yacht. The goons hauled her roughly aboard the yacht as Coral played along. They tossed her on deck at the feet of the yacht owners assembled friends. She was gagged, with mascara running down her cheeks aided by eye-drop fake tears, acted frightened, dressed in her disheveled schoolgirl uniform.
The subsequent clothes shredding and rough sex by the wealthy, fetish-crazed male guests left her cum soaked body fatigued and listless. Hours later, drained and battered, she was retrieved by the goons who had waited with the skiff at a safe distance.
Out of range of the yacht, Coral suddenly bounced back to life. She chattered excitedly with her protectors on the run to shore, claiming to have achieved three orgasms during her staged ordeal. Her clothes and skin sported the drying male discharges that also leaked from her vagina. The host of the extraordinary spectacle should be pleased with the results of his extravagant expenditure.
Past midnight, Ms. Pearl found Otto encased in Sandy's arms. She gently extracted him and led him to the moonlit beach. They lay on a beach blanket and talked shop and schedule. Each was unable to suppress impulsively caressing the other's exposed genitals.
At dawn's first glow, the bi-sexual Ms. Pearl climbed into Otto's lap. She captured his erection in her cunt and rode him gently, hugging his neck for bracing and support. Otto let her play as he watched the glorious sunrise and its ocean view, his tranquil mood sustained by the soothing surf sounds.
As the red solar orb tipped just above the horizon, Ms. Pearl hugged and chugged away on the muscled black man's body. She found her joy as she harvested a string of his ivory pearly essence. She prized them as much if not more than her black pearly beads.
For hardworking Otto, another busy day dawned on the multinational consortium of the Total Women Academy, an elite institution that he was proud and privileged to serve with professional dedication.
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Prologue
Caroline gestured off stage and the first young lady strutted out and crossed the width of the stage. Her waist-borne name medallion said 'Pamela'. Pamela had shoulder length straight blonde hair with a mid-height stature and a Wonderbra-style bikini top cradling a grand pair of mammaries. Her high-heeled model stride jostled the buttressed chest meat. A returning spin at the far side and a slow pirouette at mid-stage gave the men a good overall view of her presentation: toned legs, molded ass and a tight tummy.
'Wow, what a body...' thought Syd, 'just fucking perfect for fucking'.
Pamela retired to the rear of the platform as the second contestant appeared stage right.
A brunette named Kiara strutted her stuff along the same path. Her center stage twirl exhibited her muscled ass and legs, reminding Ned of bedroom encounters with like women who had nearly crushed his embedded erection with their powerful vaginal muscles. He felt a shudder down his spine at the memory. She joined Pamela at the back of the platform.
The parade continued in sequence until all fifteen remaining coeds stepped forward in a line and stood respectfully before the three man audience. Ned led the way as Syd and Matt followed him onstage. The models faced forward, heads up, smiles bright, hands on hips, stoic for whatever inspection, visual or tactile, that they were about to receive.
The judges paced behind the line, stopping to fluff the longer hair and flicking the shorter cuts. Butts were patted and squeezed. Matt was captivated by the freely offered, and freely accepted, macho licentiousness. He wondered about the limits of behavior but kept to the measured pace of his older mentors. The men leaned in to whisper quiet questions, getting honest responses, however risqué the query. They were informed of shaved cunts, ease of orgasms, and affection for fellatio.
With a look between them and a nod, the men's hands rooted under the splayed arms of their nearest subject and cupped her bikinied boobs. The bouncing and kneading proceeded down the line, each man liberally fondling each of the fifteen women. With the superficial tits and asses analysis completed, the judges returned to their seats and filled out their scorecards. Caroline collected their expert written opinions and hustled the thoroughly inspected contestants offstage.
Ned, Syd and Matt lounged around the pool for the rest of the day. Their revelry was only slightly interrupted by the noisy speedboat heading across the channel, carrying the five eliminated young ladies elsewhere. Ned informed Syd and Matt that the quintet was being sent to a convention of Hollywood producers and financiers negotiating for upcoming screen projects. With any luck, the five young ladies might garner minor starlet roles, depending on their 'acting' abilities.
---
Present Day
Pamela's eyes teared up as she left the boat launch and was escorted by the TWA Security team across the dock to the waiting limousine. Her four companions were in similar melancholy at being among the second set of contestants eliminated from the Product Spokesmodel Competition. Even the explanation that they were being given another chance at success couldn't suppress their disappointment. No one wanted to be left out of the lucrative spokesmodel campaign. After their approaching adventure with Hollywood executives, they would return to senior year at their respective TWA campuses and complete their studies. Maybe then, any gains they garnered with the movie moguls could be actuated.
The stretch town car was big enough for more than their party of five plus two. The female security chaperons looked and acted with professional self-confidence. They were there to accompany the young coeds to the convention and prevent any harm to their charges. Some film studio bosses had a nasty reputation for abusing budding young starlets.
---
Pamela, Kiara, Brenda, Demona, and Vicki still wore their skimpy stage costumes, or remnants thereof, from their last presentation at the island. The two uniformed security women took command and distributed small tidy-up kits to use in refreshing facial makeup, fixing hair and, as to the lucky ones, post coital tissues for cleanup. With some twisting and turning in the commodious cabin, the coeds doffed their skimpy travel duds and performed their ablutions.
The coeds collegially assisted each other to perfect their individual appearances. Despite the underlying rivalry, their first duty, as ingrained by the TWA poise curriculum, was the pleasure of the elite alpha males, even those who selected one of the other coeds for his mate. The quick preening was just enough to give a positive first impression upon arrival at the film-makers' convention center. They would be professional enhanced thereafter for the formal presentations.
Arrival clothing was distributed: identical neon orange thong bikinis. They donned the fashionable two piece swimwear, again assisting each other with fit and feature. Pushed up cleavage and camel toes were the fashion mode of the day. Last, but never least, came the black strappy high heels.
The limo glided to a halt before the front entrance. The hotel's front doors whooshed open automatically just before they entered the hotel tower atrium. There were a number of men, and a few women, lounging about on the lobby furniture. Some could have been their studio hosts, or maybe not; just some wealthy vacationers spending leisure time and excess money at this swanky resort. But as potentially their first flirtatious opportunity, the bikini clad ladies showed the possible Hollywood moguls their best model bounce walk. Every man's eyes followed their progress as they were guided to the elevators.
The elevators whisked them to the fourth floor where a central gathering area was bounded by six doors. Each door held an elaborate calligraphic name plate, one for each coed plus the sixth door designated for 'Security'. The security squad distributed key cards and the girls entered their identical accommodations for the next week.
Each suite was furnished with a large luxurious bed, mirrors everywhere, a closet already stocked with outfits and a grand bathroom. A folded tent card on the bed held instructions for tomorrow's first formal events. This evening's meal would be room service, alone, and a chance to rest up and revitalize before the competition's rigors launched into full swing.
---
Pamela was blow drying her hair when the doorbell rang. Wrapped in a short bath towel, she opened the door to let the bellhop deliver her room service meal. After he had set it up, she realized she had no money for a tip. Clutching the towel, she palmed one cheek as she buzz kissed his other. He was a true gentleman that kept his hands to himself, shrugged his satisfaction and wished her a pleasant goodnight as he closed the door behind him. He rubbed his cheek in the hallway. Her warmhearted 'thank you' was more than he usually got from the resort's typical bawdy conventioneers.
Pamela checked her closet for any sleepwear and was almost surprised that there was a good selection of such. Teddies and tap-pants, men's boxer shorts, silky slips , and even flannel PJs were hung neatly on hangers. Other resort attire filled the rows: sportswear, summer dresses, swimsuits, ball gowns, corsets, nylon hose and a shoe tree filled with sandals, sneakers, heels and mules. She searched the closet and cabinets to no avail; there were no bras, panties or undergarments. Of course not, she thought; this was an offsite TWA venue and she conceded her provocative purpose and presence.
Pamela ate lightly of the meal, rolled the remains on the cart into the hallway and slept in the nude. She liked it; she felt free and natural, her last respite before assuming her sensual role and rigors on the morrow.
-----
It was the kickoff brunch time. Kiara and her sister coeds entered the dining patio where their hosts were already assembled. The instruction cards had simply directed casual wear. The girls sported an assortment of tennis dresses, shorts with stretchy tees and sleeveless summer dresses. The others, like her, had discovered the lack of provided undergarments but accepted the indication with TWA instilled decorum. The waiting gentlemen fancied their unconcern. The men had been promised the willing cooperation of their young female guests and this boded well for the week. So far; so good...
Kiara, the brown Hispanic, was dressed in a tennis outfit. The pleated bottom was short and the stretchy top fit snug. The white cotton knit molded around her shorter but athletic body. She walked slowly and carefully; it was too soon to let her stride or a breeze lift the skirt and expose a wardrobe malfunction. Let the men percolate their imaginations for a while. She was escorted to her seat by one of the security women, dressed in resort wear, sans uniform, in order to blend in with the casual atmosphere. Kiara sat carefully, letting her skirt cover her lap, barely.
Brenda, the brunette, was draped in a light green summer dress, mid-thigh and sleeveless. The small flower patterns mottled her silhouette just enough to subtly mask her fulsome body shape. But the verdant colors highlighted her bluish-green eyes. Her fine smile and effervescent cheerfulness caught the attention of every man in the room. She almost danced to her waiting seat.
Vicki, the Amazon-sized blonde, wore booty shorts and tee, generously filling the outfit. She was brash, almost brazen, as she greeted the others with flamboyant confidence. She moved from man to man, shaking hands vigorously before she was shown to her placarded place at the table.
Demona, a tall brunette, dressed in the entry bikini, its orange dayglow countering the rich bronze of her natural skin tone. The scraps of cloth were minimally legal in the semi-public venue. Her body oozed healthy vitality, toned muscles subtly rippling her limbs and tummy as she strode about the seaside patio.
Pamela had chosen to wear a maillot one piece swimsuit with a filmy beach waist wrap. Sandals seemed appropriate and she sensed her premier presentation was well received. She took her named seat, completing the feminine circle with an empty numbered seat between each of the five females.
The selected kickoff group of five midlevel studio executives dipped into a fish bowl and retrieved number chits. They found their places between the seated ladies. The food and drink was light and refreshing. The security gals coordinated the waitresses while a whiff of sea breeze cooled the shaded portico.
The banter was easy and friendly. Names were exchanged, careers embellished and egos stoked by amazed expressions and girlish fawning. It was routine for the coeds, where bolstering dominant male libidos was integral to TWA's poise curriculum. The men steered the conversations to the particulars of their young guests. What academic subjects were they studying? What were their plans after graduation? Had they done other offsite venues like this one? No? This was their first? That got some increased attention.
The questions became more tantalizing; the men leaning in for almost whispered queries. The coeds' answers were unhesitant, aware of but undeterred by silly societal prohibitions. Were the rumors true about Freewill and Father-Daughter Weekends leading up to the end of senior year? Really? Who attended? Uncles, cousins, daddies? VIP associates of the coeds' family males? Did they like satiating the incestuous older men? Of course; how else would a girl learn the best techniques and fetishes if not by absorbing the long and deep experience of elite alpha males?
The sea breeze was not keeping up with the growing temperature of the gathered men. There was a sigh of disappointment when the security women summoned their charges to their next group session. The lusty men were left to fantasize and perk their libidos alone on the ocean view patio.
-----
The studio executives were accustomed to movie sets where the players were prepared by expert makeup artists and costumers. Thus, the five naked coeds were settled into their next group session, a make-over salon fitted out with several beauty chair stations and makeup tables with bright lighted mirrors. Studio makeup professionals took turns at the stations, working their magic on the attractive coeds.
It was decided not to cut any tresses but rather work with the colors and lengths au natural. Curls, waves, buns and bunches were styled to each female's best look. However, for otherwise consistency, each girl was trimmed to a landing strip of public hair. Appropriate cosmetics were applied to eyebrows, lashes and lids. Cheeks, lips, nails, nipples, and pussies received tints and tones to magnify their attraction. It took several hours but the naked bodies finally glowed with sexual aura.
The costume organizer gazed upon his models. Although the hair and makeup had been customized to each female, his instructions required the exact same costume each of the five. He rummaged through an adjacent closet and emerged with the perfect outfits. While the costume maestro looked for matching jewelry, the models donned their matching ensembles. The translucent pink baby dolls were cup-less, fully exposing the wearers' breasts, framed between the narrow shoulder straps. The elastic garter straps held the white hose tops just inches below their mostly shaved pussies. The sequined dancer heels gave an element of lift to their bare asses. The last touches were large gold hoop earrings with a single threaded gem, almost touching their shoulders, and a matching gem ankle bracelet on the left leg. For distinction, the girls were allowed to choose their own style of same gem decoration for pierced nipples and labia.
The costume manager handed them off to the choreographer. The muscled dance instructor herded them down a hallway to a small theatre. For several hours he walked them through a short dance skit, step by step, until they had memorized and synchronized the moves.
It would be a shortened program since they only had the afternoon to practice the performance before its debut to the Hollywood executives. The show would repeat the same dozen steps in repetitious cycles.
An evening meal was brought to the theatre. The practice had been strenuous and some smearing and slipping had occurred during the rehearsals. While the erotically dressed dancers rested and munched, the cosmeticians touched up their looks. Show time was approaching; the players took their places in a line behind the closed curtain. On the other side, they heard the gabbling male audience shuffle in. The overhead speaker directed the giddy men to any unfilled seat.
"The performance will begin shortly. Please take any seat, gentlemen, one through five, it's your choice. Thank you."
The noise settled down as the men settled in, impatient for their promised nubile entertainment. With a drum roll and a cymbal crash, the curtain rose. The coeds were blinded by the bright stage lights but with the start of the music, they launched their exotic dance routine.
It began with full frontal, arms slithering straight up to high clasped hands. A full rotation in dance beat, hips and asses wiggling. Facing front again, they leveled their arms off to the sides and, with a flourish, they shimmied their tits. Though unable to see the men through the bright lights, they still heard the hoots of praise and encouragement.
"Shake 'em, baby... Wow, what a pair... Now this is a real show..."
Hands moved to hips as breasts settled. A turn to the right cued the standard Figure-8-hips belly dancer move. Hips oscillated, glittering the ankle bracelets. An about-turn gave a show of the other side.
"I wonder if she can do that with my cock up her cunt... I suppose so but I sure hope I get to find out..."
Facing away, a sudden explosion of motion simulated a hula dancer's ass gyrations.
"Now, that's what I want to feel..."
Slowing, with ankles spread wider, the girls folded forward and exposed their pussies, framed between their ass cheeks. The labia piercing gems gave a colorful offset to the rosy exposed lips.
A graceful upright and twist brought them face front. Another forward bend, faces high and smiling, and a gentler shimmy wobbled the gem pierced dangling masses. Standing again, heels together, they raised their arms high again, clasped their hands and repeated the sequence.
Their unseen audience continued its vocal encouragement, growing steadily more vulgar. After five repetitions of the routine, the stage manager finally wound down the music and lessened the stage lights as he lifted the house lights. The sweaty dance troupe stood facing the men.
It had been a cheesy routine, enlivening the mood by spoofing the coeds in silly girlish innocence. The older men delighted in the mock coy pantomimes while knowing better. These were TWA coeds, their innocence supplanted by extraordinary sexual expertise.
As previously instructed, the coeds stepped gingerly forward down the stage steps. The pairing of male and female was accomplished when the girls knelt next to their pre-assigned numbered chair, waiting for the arbitrarily fated male to take his macho prerogatives. Tits and asses were fondled freely; the emboldened men had waited long enough since their patio introductions.
Each man took his half-dressed young lady, some led by the hand and some scooped up in arm carries. The pairs walked out of the theatre to the tower elevators, waiting patiently for an available lift. They were mindless of the passersby wandering about the lobby and stopping to gawk. The TWA reserved private entrances led to secluded topless beaches for security and anonymity. Fetish clad half-naked girls accompanying well-dressed gentlemen in the public lobby areas was, to say the least, unusual.
The random pairings exited at the fourth floor and the security escorts helped each couple enter the girl's assigned quarters. The night was young and full of promise.
----
Pamela
Pamela lay on her back, legs spread, her man's cock thrusting heartily into her core. She still wore her pink baby doll, hose and heels. She was sweating even more now, coping with his hormone-fueled assault, which she had compliantly facilitated with the earlier erotic stage show.
Even before the bedroom door closed, he had tossed her on the bed, ripped off his own clothes and hastily climbed between her legs. He was overweight and grunting, bouncing the mattress as his rod plowed her pussy. He grabbed a handful of her blonde curls, wrenching her head back as he braced up and looked at her pained expression.
"Come on, honey babe. Shake your ass like you did on stage. Rub my knob inside" he huffed.
It was a type of fucking she had learned to endure from TWA Freewill Weekends. Her paternal uncle, a random roster assignment, had been of similar build and similarly lacked patience and empathy. Now, like she had learned then, she held on to the sheets as the vulgar male pleased himself, oblivious to any consideration of her pleasure during their coupling.
Reflecting her TWA training, Pamela worked her hips in cycles as he bucked on top of her. His bulk was stymieing her efforts; she tried harder. The sheets were soaked with their combined perspiration. Her baby doll was soaked; her whole being was soaked. But it was her duty to provide the utmost pleasure to her fuck-mate, regardless of his behaviors or attitudes toward her. The male had made his demands.
She redoubled her efforts and heard the encouraging response. He was breathing harder, his pace quickened and he howled as she felt his essence warm her womb. She smiled in relief as the ordeal wound down. He lay still for long time on top of her. She smoothed his hairy back with her hands, cooing obligatory sweet whispers in his ear.



When she heard his snores, she gently rolled him aside and eased out of bed to freshen up before he awoke. She must be ready to attend whatever was his need for more. She might even generate an orgasm for herself if she could cajole him into cowgirl or doggy. The night was young and full of promise.
----
Kiara
Kiara stood before her man. She was attuned to treating any male as precious and worthy of her best attentions. But what a lucky night this was where her random consort was handsome, well built and had treated her with good manners as they made their way here to her room.
He reached out and gently fluffed her blushing boobs. She didn't react to his initial touch. He grew bolder, stepped closer and weighed her substantial masses in both hands. She looked in his eyes; he moved his gaze from her tits to her face. He squeezed as he leaned in for a kiss. She obliged his act, holding onto his hips to remain steady under his handling. They broke off the lip lock and he increased his mellow massages of her mammaries.
His thumbs brushed her areolas as his fingers held her orbs from underneath. The aroused buds hardened, giving him stems to flick. He looked in her eyes before leaning in and planting a kiss on one nipple.
"I'm sweaty" she objected.
"You're salty" he countered.
Men had always been drawn to her tits. The TWA freshman curriculum did not allow penetration; the rules only permitted touching and caressing. She had learned all of the female and male external erogenous zones. Her boobs had been her coach tutors' favorite playthings. Her face had been painted again and again with grand ropes of semen erupting from practiced boobjobs. She had learned to love the taste, wiping the white goo into her mouth, dramatically smacking her lips to show the elite alpha male how much she enjoyed his precious gift.
Now, fixated like the others on Kiara's nipples, his tongue swept the large brown disk. The glands pimpled up, circumfusing the main nub with their lesser bumps. He took that as a first physical reaction to the pleasure he wanted her to enjoy this night. Cupping the one aroused breast gently, he performed his oral magic on her other nipple. She felt the tingle bounce to her pussy. She wanted more.
Kiara's fingers tentatively plucked his shirt buttons. He placed his forehead on hers, smiling, encouraging her to continue. The belt and zipper followed that inaugural. He disengaged his breast play to shrug off his clothes. She wanted him to come back to play with her boobs, but first, knelt quickly to remove his boxers. The shoes were last and he stood naked. She slipped slowly up his body, brushing her nipples along his hairy legs and tummy. That was as far as her full height could take her, even balanced on her dance heels. She hugged and rolled her boobs against him, looking up and pursing her lips.
His arms wrapped her back, squishing her soft mammaries tighter to his torso. He bent to her face and licked her plush smiling lips. Squatting slightly, he cupped her ass and lifted her as he walked to the bed. Her grip circled his neck; her body was suspended between his arms and hers. Her breasts jiggled in the loose embrace, his semi-erection smacking up against her derriere as she straddled his waist.
He plopped her ass on the bed, tumbled her onto her back, watching her boobs rock and roll and settle. She giggled at the frisky rough housing. His hands waggled her hips, playing with her, making her boobs shimmy some more. He smiled at her smile, amused, looking forward to feeling the supple mammary flesh compressed beneath his broad chest.
He stood at bedside, captured in her straddling legs, smoothing his hands on her flanks, belly, breasts and arms. Kiara was curvaceously figured, soft padding everywhere. He liked that; he liked holding and being held against a soft warm lover.
It was an awkward combined effort to move into missionary pose. He knee walked on the mattress as she shuffled her ass to the center of the bed, giggling, unwilling to release her leg cuddle on his waist. He was game and played along, feigning a struggle, and finally falling on top of her. They kissed some more. His manhood grew into the crowded space between her thighs. His chest lay on her boobs, cushioned by their suppleness.
They lay together, pecking lips, wiggling against each other, feeling their skin slither about, tickling their senses. Kiara was content, her learned obsession for providing the male with extraordinary pleasure was eased a bit by this one's playful calmness. She relaxed in his presence. He sensed her serenity and it fueled his want for her. He grew stiffer in her genital cradle. She felt his tip press her moist pink folds.
She rolled her hips to his touch. He felt her summons and succumbed, pushing forward, dipping his knob in her feminine dew. She rolled her ass, swiveling her pussy upon his barely rooted erection. He felt her crafty caress, her rocking hips beckoning him further. He complied with boyish enthusiasm.
He shuffled in deep, lengthening the strokes, inch by inch, letting them both feel every brush of their embedded genital connection. His pubic bone pressed her clitoris when he eventually bottomed out. She felt the welcome pressure and replied with pulses of her vaginal rings, caressing his stationary erection with rhythmic cuddles.
It felt like her womb was trying to draw him deeper, even though he was as deep as his anatomy could manage. When she slowed to check his reaction, he grunted his craving for her to continue. She re-energized her inner muscles and he breathed a pleasurable sigh at the autonomic stimulation.
His ardor rose and he moved again within her, building the sensual heat. He drew and pushed long thrusts, dragging his swollen knob's under-vee hard against her enflamed inner tissues. She sensed his favored pattern and rolled her ass in time. He snorted moans at each slither on his penile nerves. Her emotions matched his rising lust, her mouth open, her lungs panting out her growing passions.
He sped up the tempo, his groin hammering her clitoris with each drive. She kept time, pressing against his coronal vee with an apt skill that revved his libido on every out stroke. She tightened her core on his in-thrusts. The bed shook with their escalating oscillations. She simply held on, concentrating her thoughts on her cunt, striving to make it last.
Her willpower toppled first, a protracted tumble off the orgasmic peak. She vibrated in his clutch and he lost his own carnal restraint, letting go, blasting her womb with his milky spunk. As jet after jet shot out, he hugged her so tight that her breathing was restricted and the semi-suffocation pushed her into a tantric languor. His ejaculatory cycle wound down and he relaxed his hug just in time for her to catch a breath without passing out.
Her semi-consciousness reemerged into an idyllic setting, the one that she prayed would recur abundantly during her lifetime. She was intertwined naked beneath a sexually gratified male who was gasping noisily while his muscular chest squished her sweaty boobs. His sex addled body was encircled by her shivering limbs and his still twitching manhood was entombed by her sperm soaked cunt. Tingly skittles flitted about her flushed skin and her blood pounded her temples with its post-orgasmic rush.
She felt fantastic, even as the sexual tide inevitably ebbed away. She grinned contently underneath her current mate, lovingly rubbing his ear with a soft cheek. She hugged him warmly. She was pleased with her latest gifted fuck-mate and looked forward to the many more to come.
She was a Total Woman Academy coed and, at this moment, she didn't think her world could get any better. But she knew it would, bolstered by the advanced sensual skills she would gather from future training experiences. Her heart swelled as she thanked providence for these opportunities to learn and grow under the tutelage of TWA's surfeit of elite alpha males.
----
Brenda
It was morning when Brenda was released from her all-night romp with a junior executive producer. The 20s-ish younger man, filling in for his absent boss, was attending his first such gathering and had been her assignment after the nubile stage show. She was his second pairing of the gathering and the rookie assistant producer seemed overwhelmed by this abundant selection of nubile pussy. She smiled, recalling how he had pondered aloud, over and over again after each astounding orgasm, 'what could possibly be so urgent as to keep the boss away from this?'
He had kept her on the go the entire night and, after he had glumly released her to her own quarters, she had nodded off and almost overslept her few hours of down time. Grabbing a light cotton slip and panty briefs, she hurried through the hallways to her next appointment.
The traditional glitzy soiree was scheduled for tonight; the guest list included only the top studio executives, a very elite group. After professional preparation by studio stylists, they would be strutted before the exclusive assembly of alpha males. All of the models were keen to excel in this ultimate test of their feminine charms.
A yet to be revealed selection process would determine their overnight mate. The general atmosphere was apprehensive, with the models expected to go all out for the attention of the powerful men.
Brenda waited in the scheduled location, one of the facilities private beauty salons. The large room had the usual accouterments: the padded tilt chair and the side shelves that were brimming with cosmetics, perfumes and assorted preening apparatus. Designed for full service beautification, it was also furnished with an open shower stall, a long couch for intermittent respites, a wall completely covered by mirrors and a trifold mirror setup on a low platform.
She checked the time; her appointment was scheduled for noon. She was early, but not by much, rushing between her too-short nap and her eagerness to be the top contestant this evening. She couldn't imagine what types of preparations would take the entire afternoon. Her poise classes at TWA had taught her how to get man-magnet ready in far less time. Hopefully, there would be free time for another nap after the prep.
The door opened and her professional studio stylist strode into the room. He looked bad-boy scrubby, sporting a day old beard, barefoot and wearing only gym shorts and a tank top. She thought his dress too casual but he was just staff, not a power broker. She held her judgment of his deportment in check, considering his minor station but conversely his importance to her success.
He closed the door and turned his attention to her. He put a thoughtful finger to his chin, cocked an eye to her relaxed stance and let her anticipation grow as he looked her over. Then he silently motioned with a wave for her to strip off her minimal clothing.
She pushed her panties down, trotting them off her feet. She pulled the shift over her head and launched it with the panties into a convenient towel hamper.
The man continued his silence as he nonchalantly closed the distance to her naked form. He impassively took her upper arm in hand and guided her to stand in the unenclosed shower basin. He opened the taps and the initial cold jet splatted her chest, making her yelp and jump. His grip held her in place but she managed to wrap her arms as she could across her breasts and torso, fending off the sudden chill. Indifferent to her reaction, he held her beneath the chilly cascade as he adjusted the temperature. When the water was moderated to his liking, he removed his own top and stepped into the shower basin with her.
He brushed her arms away from her chest and, less chilled, she stood laxly. He silently proceeded with her complete ablution, maintaining sole control of the process. He was firm with his handling, neither asking her permission nor cooperation, as he twisted and curved her body, pressing her into the positions he needed to complete his work. She thought him brusque but halfheartedly accommodated his wishes.
His physical manipulation of her poses, combined with his unspeaking aloofness, was a bit unnerving. She felt she was being treated in an overly servile manner, like some object, but she obeyed his wishes with the sure hope that he would enhance her prospects this evening.
He used a foam depilatory to remove her leg, underarm and vulva stubble. He spent leisurely time soaping and rinsing her bare flesh, repeatedly washing her skin until he seemed to deem her squeaky-clean. He shampooed her tresses thrice, adding a conditioner rinse that she knew would invoke a healthy luster to her wavy brunette hair. Stopping the water flow, he pulled her from the shower and toweled her dry before pushing her to the center of the room. He wasn't rough about it but she felt a twinge of annoyance at the physical shove.
She stood barefoot, watching his face as he silently peered at her. He gestured a finger spin, therein directing her to revolve 360 for his assessment of his work so far. She arched her arms overhead in a ballet stance and executed a slow playful toe and heel pirouette, watching in her peripheral vision for any reaction from her stylist. She hoped he would lighten up but to no avail. He simply continued to stare.
She heard him sigh, a sound that seemed to say 'Okay, I guess it will have to do... '. She watched him walk to the side shelf and sort through the items. He took up his selection of tools and trappings and, using her freshly bathed nakedness, commenced his carnal artistry on her body.
He smoothed a moisturizing lotion everywhere on her skin, head to toe, bringing forth her tan-like natural tones. He took the necessary time to caress it meticulously into limbs and especially her feminine zones. His roving fingers kneaded her ass cheeks and boobs and then pressed his index digit shallowly into her lower orifices. She startled at those last very intimate touches and he feigned an eyebrow raise, suggesting that it was inadvertent. She suspected it wasn't but let it pass.
With her bronzed skin soft, supple and slightly sheened, he moved her to the salon chair, tilting her back into a comfortable seated repose. He laid her arms on the rests and spread the leg brackets to position her lower body for full groin accessibility.
He brushed on face, eyelid, eyebrow, pussy and nipple makeup; he selected complementary tones appropriate for each part: deep rose tints for her lips and pussy, dark mascara for eye shadow and eyelash lengthening, flaming red nail polish. He used two separate hues on her nipples to make add distinction to the central nubs atop her broad areolas.
He pinned her mid-back length hair into a fashionable up-do, leaving her ears and neck exposed. His fingers brushed that sensitive skin during the process; Brenda felt shivers down her spine. She was well acquainted with the stimulating sensations brought about when lively males suckled her there. It always fueled her ardent carnality and added to her partner's lust as she strove to achieve sensual relief.
The stylist was careful and gentle when he threaded glittery jewelry through her pierced ears but was more abrupt when he buckled on the shiny braided choker with matching wrist and ankle bracelets. She knew the thin silver bands were not restraint creditable but rather a decoration that intimated to an insightful male that she might hold a shy curiosity toward bondage.
The stylist sniffed several selections of perfume before deciding on one. He selected a scent redolent of leather, wood polish and smoke. He daubed it at deliberate places: neck, wrists, cleavage, belly and inner thighs. She breathed deeply and the bouquet brought forth recollections of uneasy scenes at the TWA Training Dungeon.
He slipped red sequined dancer heels on her feet, strapping them tight. He offered his hand to help her alight the chair. She stood taller in her high heels at the center of the salon.
Brenda had tolerated his unwelcome behavior and was glad it was only early afternoon. The couch at the side of the room beckoned to her. She wished he would leave her now and let her rest awhile before the evening's events. Instead, he circled her pensively, surveying her naked features, looking for the slightest imperfections that would need to be mended.
She let him examine her embellished nudity but felt an emerging nervousness at his silent withholding of approval. For the last few short hours, she had been the compliant female whom he had touched and smelled as he wrought his artistic whims on her. Now he stood before her; his face turned flush, his eyes and nostrils were growing wider and his breathing quicker. She feared the man's professional demeanor was melting away.
And so it did.
He dropped his boxers and wrapped her torso with his arms, hugging her supple tits to his chest. Her hands pushed against his shoulders, her unclothed body wriggling ineffectively in his clutch. He planted wet kisses on her lips, moving around to snuggle on her neck and ears. She went into a frenzy when his stiff tongue bored into her ear canal. His hard cock butted her belly.
Holding her captive body tight, he shuffled her to the couch, plopping her down on her back. He braced atop her squirming form, holding her upper arms as he forced his hips between her struggling thighs.
She thought her recalcitrance was probably exciting him more and he was just playing along through her unintended foreplay. But she knew men and this one, a bit player in her crucial quest, was raring to fuck her and ruin her meticulous preparations.
He pressed his engorged knob to her pink nether lips. She froze, sucked in a breath for a stronger resistance and, a moment later, relaxed her tension and surrendered, incapable of besting his brawn. Her body tingled with the familiar heat of activated emotions.
His knob pushed into her cunt, finding a blend of the body lotion and her natural moisture. A few reciprocating thrusts bottomed him out. He lay his full weight on her, gathering energy, letting her distended membranes warm his cock as they stretched to accommodate his bulk.
He braced up on flattened forearms, lowering his face to her quivering cleavage, nipping each areolae before smothering her mouth with more tongue lashed kisses. He pulled her into a tight hug and tickled anew her neck and ears with his lips and tongue. She felt the buzzing sensations in her core and pressed her head closer to his lips in reply.
He stroked his erection with long and powerful drives, using its full length, building the tempo. She felt the knob scour her tube and unwittingly purred at the pleasure. She moaned at the assault on her clitoris when his pubic bone bumped it at random. Time stood still as she received his prolonged thrusts.
Her fuck-mate paused at intervals, gaining strength to continue. At length, he puffed to a crescendo and, at the peak, bellowed out as he spilled his milky sperm deep in her vagina. His groin pressed her clit hard during his discharges and she nearly came with him but it didn't happen.
He lay in a stupor atop her, sluggish in his ejaculatory afterglow. His manly muscle deflated and receded but didn't fall out, the partially embedded knob soaking in their combined oozing fluids. He smelled her musky perfume combined with her vagina aroma and, partially resuscitated, nibbled at her neck and earlobe.
She lay quiescent, hands lightly clasped behind his muscular back, thighs widely flanking his hips, wondering what would come next. In a short time, it became apparent.
Brenda's puffy nether lips felt his knob stir and it grew anew in her opening. His cock swelled as he rose up and stared into her face. The thickened manly appendage pressed in, paused and drew back, enacting a slow rhythm of shallow strokes. His eyes locked on hers and her own emotions were reignited by her stimulated cunt.



She gripped his biceps for leverage as her hips moved in counter sync to his. It was her turn and she basked in a string of multi-gasms while her man continued to stoke her passions. He finally grimaced and pressed deep. She felt him pulse more of his warm essence inside her. They swooned together.
Awaking late in the afternoon from their soggy reverie, they untangled arms and legs and wobbled up and out from their play-space. Much of his previous cosmetology needed to be redone; she was allowed to be more cooperative this time, urgently assisting her stylist to get her appearance ready for the looming soiree.
During the reconditioning, her mind whirled, unable to rationalize the forgone afternoon's latter activities. Had her stylist been paid a professional fee but faltered his self-control? Or was he just working for the cunning side hustle perks? She found no definite conclusions.
With her ornate physique restored, she stood docile as he produced his selection of her evening wear. It was a filmy toga style robe; the one-shoulder design leaving her left tit exposed. The fabric swept low across her hip, making it apparent that she was without panties.
He walked her to the couch and sat her there while he got himself ready. She watched him shower, primp and don his tuxedo. He retrieved her from her couch perch and stood her at the trifold mirror platform.
She looked herself over in the multi-faceted views. Her filmy toga drape hid very little of her youthful healthy physique. She beamed inwardly at her natural beauty, magnificently highlighted by the cosmetics and flirty outfit. The stylist handed her an envelope. She read its one page contents.
'Protocols for the Senior Executive Soiree'
A. You look absolutely stunning, more so than ever before. We know that fact to be true, even yet unseen by our guests. Post-soiree responses from previous participants, of both genders, validate our confidence in that statement.
B. All artists, such as your stylist, have an obsession and do their finest work when engaged therein. We challenged him to create his utmost sexual fantasy in honor of tonight's esteemed guests. We pointedly removed any constraints and urged him to validate the efficacy of his creative product. If his utmost sexual creation hadn't fired him with uncontrollable lust, how effective would you be at the soiree?
C. From our past experience, we are certain that he has already exercised his impetuous prerogatives and you have, in kind, accorded him your intimate gratitude for his applied talents.
D. But incredible sexual ecstasy is not his primary quest. All artists retain a photographic selection of their work to exhibit their talents to potential clients. Your current appearance is the crowning gem of his cosmetology portfolio, an actual rather than photographic demonstration. Tonight, he will act as your agent and barter your overnight companionship to a high level studio executive in trade for his own long term studio contract.
E. Negotiations will escalate during the soiree. Remember that your fortunes are intertwined with his. His best contractual agreement with a high level executive will reward you with an opportunity to show that elite alpha male your fitness for potential publicity and screen roles.
F. Be on your best behavior. Work together with your stylist / chaperone for the finest outcome.
Good Luck...
She lowered her hand and the letter fluttered to the floor. She stared in the mirror at her multi-view reflection. Her eyes found her stylist, now transformed into her gala chaperone, stoically watching her face. She nodded her readiness to collaborate with him. He gripped her upper arm in his accustomed manner and marched her through the public passages to the grand ballroom.
Her high heeled stride bobbled her exposed breast and the unfettered twin fluttered the translucent cover with its shadowy disk. The effect must be reviving his libido, despite his recent ejaculations. He was smirking, probably thinking about her effect on the alpha males she would soon encounter, their balls teeming with cum from their all day sexual drought.
They were the last couple to arrive. The preceding young ladies had been greeted with aroused appreciation; their fashions were sporty, elegant and, most importantly, risqué with a predilection for combining all three.
One was dressed as a pigtailed flirty schoolgirl with very short plaid skirt and her white blouse unbuttoned to her waist. Her lapels were opened wide to expose a broad expanse of cleavage, threatening to expose her nipples. But the tips stayed under the floating fabric, drawing the male eyes which awaited boyishly for her inevitable nip-slip.
Another coed was clad only in see-thru lingerie and the obligatory high heels; the silky fabrics covered but did not hide her sculpted legs, plush shaved pussy and full, nubile tits.
Demona, the tall wavy brunette, was wearing minimal bondage paraphernalia. She stood with statuesque pride, almost nude, wearing only black leather cuffs and a wide, sturdy collar draping its dangling silver leash between her perfect boobs. In her fashionable black heels, she stood eye level with most of the men. Her countenance was reserved, stoic, almost haughty.
Demona's escort worked the gathering, promoting her intimate bodily particulars: her immodest all-over tan, her pliant lips and energetic tongue, her reddish crowned spongy breasts, her tight juicy cunt, and her athletic physique. Her potential suitors could easily see that her visual presentation was impeccably flawless. What wasn't apparent, though implied by her athletically toned body, was her physical agility.
Her chaperone expounded on that in poetic detail on how, during their recent après preening salon fuck, Demona had dexterously unified those corporeal assets into an undulating carnal fantasy, fully dedicating herself to his exhausted gratification.
A stage prop mask banded her shoulder length hair above her ears but its open eye holes let her deep brown eyes stare confidently on those who chose to draw near. Many men had been eager to make her acquaintance, resigned that only one would ultimately take her as his overnight sexual conquest. She had remained smugly silent, entrusting her infatuated escort to select her next alpha male whose manly nectars she would likewise drain away throughout their looming sexual odyssey.
Now Brenda's entrance had interrupted the buzz of conversation. She was truly the utmost candidate of the sexually charged gala. Her chaperone paused her just inside the tall double doors, drawing the attention of every man present. The other models were perceptibly jealous but Brenda was just one of the gentlemen's many available bedmates and each glamourous lady would receive her due share of alpha male cock tonight.
The small group conversations carried on and Brenda's escort mingled her amongst the mature gentlemen, letting them get up close and personal with her. Introductions occurred with successive men; she heard her chaperone's voice for the first time.
Contract terms and conditions were openly discussed. Her chaperone was cagey, consistently dismissing the rising valuations.
The negotiated quid pro quo was unmistakable. Her exposed tit was hefted and freely caressed as she was moved from introduction to introduction, the tinted nipple often pinched and tweaked. Many men opined on her nipple rouge, curious how the cosmetician had selected the hues. The critiques ranged about even between darker, lighter and just right.
Several men stood sideways to her, resting their palm on her flimsily covered ass cheek, kneading the rounded orb, testing its resiliency as they discussed terms with her chaperone. One left off her ass and slid his hand up her exposed flank to cup and cuddle her exposed boob. He seemed quite interested but then didn't like the terms of the deal and said he would shop around the room.
She displayed deferential decorum, accepting the lewd and stinging molestations with uncomplaining stoical grace. Another man cuddled her body under his arm, fondled her ass cheek and drew her closer by slipping his hand across her chest and under the toga, squeezing her barely concealed tit. Now both breasts were being caught up in the negotiations. Her chaperone's ego bloomed, fed by the obvious craving she invoked in the contending gentlemen.
As the evening wound down, Brenda's stylist bartered his privileged position higher and higher until he accepted the offer of one lust besotted elder executive. They shook hands on the stylist's upcoming career advancement and he relinquished Brenda to his newfound client's control. The man took her hand and smugly promenaded his trophy around the room as he gave his 'good nights' to his jealous fellow executives.
His journey was interrupted when the sound of bold steps clicked the hardwood floor and drew everyone's attention. Demona, the statuesque brunette, was making her way through the crowd. Her stately resolute march signaled to the gathering that they needed to part a path for her and her designated mate.
When the negotiations had culminated in a deal, her chaperone had handed her leash to the euphoric prize-winning man. The stately brunette thereupon grasped the chain mid-length, pivoted 180 on a toe and, with the gripped leash drooped across a bare shoulder, stepped off with her man in tow. Her selecting male held the handle tight as he toddled along behind.
The gathered guests spied her approach, her face fixed in determination, her toned belly and legs flowing with stamina. Her tantalizing boobs bounced spritely in time with her stride. Her mate meanwhile was preoccupied with Demona's undulating ass which, if the chaperone's boasts were true, would soon be rocking powerfully beneath his body, flexing potent vaginal membranes that would be pandering his wet captive cock.
Exiting through the wide open double doors, her footfalls were heard receding down the hallway as she led her alpha male to her waiting bedchamber lair.
The scene was electrifying. The other men lost what remained of their self-control and quickly snatched hold of their selected young women, inspired into action Demona's initiative. Brenda's man clutched her hand with an eager firmness.
"Come along, missy. My balls are bloated and I want to cum in your cunt."
The room emptied as the excited men hastened away with their feminine gems to their fulsome destinies in the specially arranged guest bedroom suites.
-
Cloistered in their private room, Brenda's old man truly tried to be gentle when he fumbled to undress her but his frazzled nerves fouled his dexterity. He was clumsy and tugged at her covering; she was patient, letting him finish his rewarding task. Finally shed of her toga, she calmed his frenzy with gentle hands and soft words, adeptly undressing her tuxedoed paramour.
When his tumescent cock was finally unveiled, she held it lovingly, hefting the doyen's sex organ in her palm. She led him to the bed, eased herself against his recumbent form and let him retake the lead in their imminent coitus.
He fucked her well, a robust missionary carousal, satiating his percolated lust. They dozed. She woke first and checked his groin for readiness. He was soft but awoke at her touch. They worked him into shape and she slid atop his body.
She lay over him, her breasts mashed against his chest, her stiffened nipples poking his nipples. Her boobs rolled between them. Her hands slipped behind his head, fingers petting the cropped hairs, as she kissed his lips. She moved the smooching to his neck, her breath tickling his ears.
Sitting up, she slipped his firmness inside. His elder erection was adequate for the task and she was gentle and patient while getting him inserted.
He palmed her luscious ass cheeks, his hands following their gyrations as she stroked his cock with her juicy cunt. He lay quiescent other than moaning quietly, apparently preferring her to carry the workload this time. She bent to his ear.
"Does it feel good? Do you like fucking my wet young pussy?"
Her breathily whispered inquiry seemed to tickle her fancy. He groaned, jogging his hips once in languid response. She rotated her hips in flat circles, systematically burnishing the circumference of his corona. Soon, she felt him grow harder inside her before her slippery core drew out another moderate ejaculation. After some gentle kisses and murmured flattery for his veteran vigor, she lay still until his snores gave her signal to roll away and cuddle against his sleeping form.
In the morning, he said he was game for one more. After a slow start in sidesaddle, she rolled him on his back and mounted up again in cowgirl. He deflated and even maneuvering him into mauling her tits was ineffective.
She slid down and took him in her mouth. One thumb and finger circled the base of his flaccid cock and the other palm cupped his scrotum. She settled in for the long haul, tenacious for positive outcomes despite his age, pacing herself with gentle slow suckles. He stiffened some but never got truly hard.
Brenda kept at it, randomly flicking her tongue at the knob and corona between deep suctions. At long last, he mildly spewed in her mouth and then passed out. Brenda anxiously checked his pulse and breathing, assuring herself that he was still alive and that she had not instigated his demise. It was not unheard of but 'happy endings' didn't usually connote end-of-life.
She gathered her rumpled toga to her chest and quietly exited the room. She smiled as she sauntered off through the empty hallways to her room. She needed to refresh and rejuvenate before taking up her role in this new day's schedule of bawdy sexual activities.
Arriving at the door labeled 'Brenda', it suddenly occurred to her that the elder executive had not asked her name. She only hoped that he would somehow know her identity when he ranked and judged his nighttime companion's performance. She didn't want to presume that her strains and struggles had been for naught.
----
Demona
The mild mannered executive trailed Demona down the hallway, gripping her leash handle tightly as she marched at a clipped pace. He was afraid if he lost hold, she would simply continue without him and he wouldn't find her again.
She paused at her suite door just long enough for him to come to her side. She waited, gazing calmly through her mask at him, eyes slightly down. He recovered his wits and acted the gentlemen. Trying the door handle, he was mildly surprised to find it unlocked. He flipped the leash off her shoulder, stood a little taller and pulled her inside. She shifted to the center of the room, atop a large Persian carpet, and stood easy.
He looked at the leash handle in his hand, wondering what he was expected to do with it. The best he could think of was unclipping the leash from her collar. She didn't even flinch as he worked the clasp at ring in her collar. Unfastened, he lay the coiled silver chain on the side credenza. She still didn't move, arms hanging loose, fingers curved.
Still unable to settle on their path forward, he took greater note of his surroundings. The room was somewhat large, the king size bed was parked near the far wall, but barely filled a quarter of the space. Bedside stands, a deep cushioned upholstered divan and the carpet were the other main furnishings. Unframed flat mirrors covered the headboard wall and much of the ceiling above the bed.
He assumed the closed doors led to the clothes closet and bath. There were no windows or drapes to break the uniform geometry of the space. The most striking feature was the fireplace, a gas fed replica casting a warm red glow that reflected about the room.
He recovered his manly dignity and sought to take charge. He crooked a finger at his prize female.
"Undress me."
Demona heeded his words and stepped forward. Her movements were at once assertive and submissive. Her fingers tweaked the buttons, slithered off his tie and belt, opened zippers and slid off his formal wear garments. She placed each carefully folded item respectfully on the credenza.
He watched her work, her smooth dusky skin radiating the red room's aura. He was mesmerized into subdued cooperation, collaborating in his docile preparations. His curiosity was uncontainable.
"Tell me, my dear. Which TWA campus do you attend? I have been to several and have not seen you at any of them."
She slowed, touched a finger pad to his lips and gave a quiet 'shush' sound. He unconsciously complied; suddenly realizing she had completed his disrobing. But she continued her preparations.
He felt a little disappointed when she unbuckled one of her wrist cuffs. He had been having simmering thoughts of her shackled somehow while he drilled her. He was a bit confused when she wrapped the black leather cuff around his wrist and tightened it down. She did the same with the other side. She led him to the bed and helped him lay on the mattress.
At some unknown point, she had fixed a silver "D", set with an outline of small red rubies, on her throat collar ring. It dangled past his face as she reached across his body and secured the far cuff to the corner post chain.
Now her tit was in his face. It dipped to his chin and Demona teased his lips, poking the spongy tip against the tongue tip protruding to get a taste. She held it steady as he lifted his neck to play with her nipple, licking, suckling, biting the feminine treat. Her nub showed its pleasure with hardened reaction.
She broke off and made quick work of the other wrist. He looked at his hands, yanking on the chains; looking at and testing each one. They were real. His head lay back and she dipped her other tit to his lips for equal attention. He complied.
She placed a heeled foot next to his bare leg and transferred the ankle cuff to his, fastening that limb to the foot corner post. All the while, he stared at her blossomed open pussy lips, displaying a sheen of feminine dew; the result, he surmised, of his tit sucking. Rounding the bed, she did the same to his other leg, copping the same display. Righting again, she stood over his recumbent, naked form and let her masked gaze dwell on his face. Again, his curiosity, tempered with a tangible angst, was irresistible.
"Now what?"
She touched his lips again and repeated the quiet 'shush' sound. Retrieving a bottle, she dribbled his now tumescent erection with a thin trail of fragrant oil. He jerked mildly when the cool oil hit his hot cock. She sucked in a quick gasp, her only hint of sympathy. Placing the bottle aside, she turned to her task.
Her finger nail traced a line from his knob, down the bulging cock vein and the scrotum stitch, ending under his weighty ball sack. A slight poke and she reversed her path, ending at his knob's tip slit. A little wiggle there and down the length again. He was hard now and he felt the blood filling his cock and his face.
She slid her opposite palm beneath his shaft. The other slid over top and his erection was cradled between the two. Her hands slid up and down, warming the oil and his skin. Finally, her upper hand curled the fingers around his manly tube. She used the free arm to brace as she leaned over his body, blocking the view of his groin with her suspended breasts. Her face hovered over his, her eyes holding a close stare.
Her hand moved in slow motion, firmly squeezing his manhood, slithering with oily consistency. He felt the smooth strokes, an uncommon situation where he was not controlling the interaction. He jogged his hips, seeking a quicker pace. He saw her eyebrow lift within the mask's eyehole and she stopped her strokes.
"Uh uh" she cautioned.
He took her meaning and settled his ass back onto the mattress. After a moment, she nodded an acknowledgement of his surrender and resumed at the same slow pace. Only a perceptible tightening of her grip made a difference in his sensations.



Whatever her plan, it was working. His groin tingled with electric skin sparkles. He tried to close his legs but the chains wouldn't let him. He was breathing deeply and his abs felt taut as he realized his arms were pulling hard on the wrist chains. The shakes in his torso were patting his chest against Demona's suspended boobs and she was doing a little shimmy to get some titillations on her nipples.
He erupted with a howl. Demona leaned up as his spunk arced out of his tip, splattering his belly with streams of white goo. Her hand never ceased its slow steady strokes, sweeping her palm over his corona, enhancing the peak thrill. She reflected his bliss with girlish cries of delight, 'oohing' and aahing' at each shot, 'wowing' at the volume of his discharge. She stopped when he was spent.
He laid his head back, eyes closed. She held him still, letting him deflate in her warm, gentle grasp. As he recovered, she climbed off and cleaned him with warm towels from the bathroom. She quietly massaged his post orgasmic body. His thoughts floated as he refracted and reflected on his past sexual encounters.
This was unlike anything that he had experienced in his professional life. Usually, he was seated on his office couch, pants down, as a budding starlet want-a-bee pleasured him with tit-jobs and blow-jobs. Talented aspirants who were granted a second audition were usually doggy fucked over his desk, then passed on to junior producers for second opinions. If any of the nubile actresses really caught his fancy, they were fetched in singles or pairs to his yacht or mountain cabin for rest and recreation weekends, proving the topless trappings that led to cunt pounding distractions from the stress and anxiety of the studio executive grind. His reminisces got him going and his cock rolled up against his belly.
His memories were interrupted by Demona. She had been patiently waiting in the cushioned chair for his return to actionable condition. His groin thickening was her clue. She cat crawled to his bedside, slinked aboard and straddled his hips. Her hands completed the swellings initiated by his memories. She executed a smooth cowgirl mount.
Her fluid movements were like a fine dance. Her body bowed and twisted, torqueing her hips and ass, caressing her supple vaginal muscles all along his cock. When she paused her hips, her stomach rippled as she clamped his dick with her inner ring contractions.
She didn't stare into his eyes this time but keep her focus on the headboard mirrors. The red glow of the room was reflected in her eyes, adding to her devilish guise. The bobbing ruby stone 'D' sparkled with the surrounding red light.
He rose to her skilled manipulations, feeling a second explosion building in his balls. He tested a hip jog, gauging her response. She looked down, leaned in and smiled her consent. He pumped his ass; she moved in counter-cycles, aiding his attempts. Her hands braced on his chest as her body came alive with full motion. His prick was bursting with hyper-sensitive nerves.
He cried out. She leaned her head back and wailed along with him. She clamped down and his body struggled to ejaculate. But the sperm had nowhere to go but up and out; it sprang from its carnal cage, emptying into her feminine receptacle. She huffed to a slower breath and collapsed on his captive body, her breasts pressing into his sweaty chest. She kissed his willing lips, shimmying her boobs, emitting girlish giggles. They played like that until he fell out. She cleaned him and left him again to refract and recover.
Later, a third time, she stood by his bed, her mask hiding her facial identity but not the memory of her magnificent body if he ever saw her again. She touched his neck, checking his pulse, apparently assuring herself that he was capable of more. He felt compelled to tell her he was.
She gracefully climbed between his thighs and sat in lotus, her thighs overtopping his. With the care he knew she understood, she handled his cock and balls. He was less responsive this time despite his willingness and stated assurances. She responded for them both.
Her body doubled and her lips kissed his prick. Her tongue lapped the knob, its tip tickling the coronal vee. Her efforts worked as he stiffened enough for her to suckle the growing shaft. He never grew fully hard; it was too much for the old gentleman. But his breath quickened and she pulled deep with her lungs. He dribbled forth and she applied supreme suction to draw out and swallow the latent essences. He slouched exhausted. Demona shifted higher, laying her cheek on his belly, cradling his shrinking penis in her warm, compressed cleavage.
In the morning, he awoke alone. One wrist cuff was unfastened and he was able to release the other three. Standing, he saw that his carefully folded tuxedo was gone, replaced by resort daywear of flowery board shorts and plain white tee. It was how he arrived at the patio brunch where the other male guests were assembled. He fell into the swing of the conversations, swapping bawdy tales of sexual adventures and wondrous feats of orgasmic magic. It reinforced the elite alpha males' mutual pledges to return for the next year's annual harvest of coeds.
----
Vicki
Karl waited easily for his next assignment at the facility gym. By mid-day, he was fully refracted from his long night with an effervescent young blonde. She had been youthfully insatiable, ready for their next round of sex before he was. That had led to long bouts of foreplay, granting him the time needed to reinvigorate his manhood.
That, in turn, gave his playmate ample reasons to want more; the extended foreplay lit her fires to every increasing hotness and the crashing orgasms had only partially cooled her passions. She was still game when he shooed her back to her own quarters at dawn.
Karl was a movie stuntman and smugly proud of his tall chiseled physique, a requisite characteristic to survive the rough action scenes. Even with modern safety protocols and camera tricks, he still got bumped and bruised by the edgy near misses. So he maintained peak conditioning and it showed.
He heard footsteps approach the door and moved into his stance: feet shoulder width, hands on hips, a stern expression. His attire consisted of a stretch pair of shorts and spandex tank top. He was a formidable man to behold.
The door swung open and his assignment, Vicki he had been informed, sashayed into the room. It was his favorite moment... wait for it... wait for it... and there it was!
She looked at him and her steps froze. It was always like this when they saw him for the first time. The young women who were being trained and molded by TWA had prematurely became accustomed to manipulating men from all walks of life. Her astonished face, eyes wide, mouth ajar, lips stirring with no words emerging, spoke of her foreboding at the thought of being fucked by him.
Of course, she had faithfully followed her assigned directions, knowing it would lead to sex with an unknown man selected by her coach tutors; it was the crux of the convention. But Karl could see, as had the others before her, that she now realized that she would have no control or recourse in this situation. Karl reveled in the macho ego boost but kept his expression stoic.
She wore exercise clothes: tight yoga pants, a stretchy top, slip-on sneakers. She filled the outfit well: trim ass, narrow waist, long toned legs, compact arms, and a full chest. Her blond hair was gathered in a ponytail that reached to her low back and swung freely when she had walked in the door.
Vicki closed her mouth and let her face relax. She recovered her wits and stood more calmly. Karl beckoned her forward, pointing to a spot on the mats a few feet in front of him. Without greeting, he declared her exercise routine for the day: stepper warmup, some core twisting cable work, anaerobic weight machines and post workout stretching. He turned and walked away, hearing her footsteps as she followed, instinctively obedient to his orders.
After an hour of the treadmills, weights and machines, he stood next to her sweaty body on the padded floor before the mirrored wall. They stretched together, dipping and holding contorting poses. She was relaxed, warm and flexible, conditions Karl favored in his fuck-mates.
Then he stood behind her and, grasping the hem, lifted her top over her arms and head. Her hands returned relaxed to her sides; her ponytail settling almost to her ass. He peeled her yoga pants down her legs, admiring the rounded tightness of her ass. She wore no underwear and, kicking off her sneakers in the process, she stood naked in front of him, facing the mirrors.
Karl dropped his own duds and again stood close behind her. He wrapped his right arm around her, smoothing a hand across her taught belly, slowly sweeping her left hip and ascending to her left breast. His hands were large but her boob was still a handful. It was generally spherical on her chest, its forward conical contour capped by the pink nipple. He gently cupped the orb, a mild squeeze to test its firmness.
His arm pulled her tighter, her blonde ponytail trapped between her bare back and his bare chest. His other hand moved to her belly and descended to her fleshy split mounds. His finger rubbed the outer cover, pausing on a few revolutions to lovingly caress the skin over her clitoris. Her eyes squinted at the sensation.
His finger tip moved within the folds and felt moisture. Coating his fingertip, he placed it at her mouth. She kissed the finger pad and parted her lips. He wiped her feminine bouquet on her teeth and gums. She kept her mouth ajar when he retreated to resume his genital touches.
His face tilted in, his lips invading the space near her ears; he whispered his appreciation.
"Damn, girl. You liked that."
She smiled in response. He hugged her close and ramped up the cuddles. His palm held tighter to her tit, massaging the mass. His other fingers rubbed her inner folds. She closed her eyes and murmured inarticulately.
He was spurred to compliment her again.
"You have a superb body, Vicki; one especially built for fucking."
She murmured a positive concurrence.
"Show me that you are more than a good looker. Show me how you fire a man's desires."
Her eyes squinted open, searching his face for clues to his needs. He helped her decide.
"Play with my cock."
She moved to disengage but he shook his head, holding the embrace. She smiled. Her hands threaded between their close bodies and fumbled to unfasten his shorts. She was successful with button and zipper. They fell to the floor.
Karl was partly stiff. He felt her fingers touch and hold his manhood, gauging the length and girth. Her hands were warm and he edged his hips away to allow a restricted play space. Her fingers tried to encircle his appendage but her petite digits were not equal to the task. It took both hands to fully enclose the shaft.
He signaled her to open her legs by spreading two fingers high against her inner thighs. She moved each foot a half step wider, making a gap. He moved her arms to her sides and poked his rod through her stance, the shaft pressing up on her pussy and the knob poking out in front. He hugged her close again, his fingers resuming the caresses at clitoris and nipple.
He saw her recognize his desire and her right hand's finger pads corralled his corona, her middle digit scrapping the under-vee. Now Karl's eyes squinted with pleasure and he saw in the mirrors her smirk of self-congratulations on the effects of her learned technique. He let the smirk go, conceding her skills, determined to shortly retake command of their foreplay. But for now, it felt good and he let her continue for a while but she seemed impatient to move onward.
She wiggled her hips, pressing his knob against her wet vaginal lips, trying to insert the head. He wasn't having it and pulled back. He gripped her shoulders and turned her around, pressing her down. Her face ducked into his groin but he pressed her shoulders away, pushing her further onto her back on the floor. She hastened into missionary pose, letting her bent knees fall wide and holding up her arms in a willing welcoming invitation.
Karl kneeled down and sat on his ankles between her thighs. His hands cupped her ass cheeks and he pulled her hips over his slanted thighs, bringing her wet pussy close. She angled his cock down, eager to assist, aiming the swollen tip at her enflamed cunt. He held his hips still, steadily pulling her feminine tunnel toward and then onto his erection, like putting on a sock. She was so wet he had no trouble slipping her over half the shaft. She bit a knuckle, stifling her cry of pleasure.
He shifted to clasp his hands behind her back. He lifted her body towards his, adjusting his legs into lotus pose beneath her butt. She sat astraddle him on toes and knees, her arms encircling his neck as they kissed for the first time.
Breaking off, she looked beyond his shoulder, took a deep breath and pressed down, pushing his shaft completely into her core, wiggling at the bottom to fully seat her mount. Her breasts patted his chest and he noted her intentional quivers as she stimulated her stiff nipples on his skin.
He bumped into her clit, cuing her to initiate the strokes. She lifted her ass, rising and falling slowly, astutely testing the heights she could attain without fallout. He was impressed with her wisdom, apparently well trained by the staff and guests at TWA. Her body rose and fell, harmoniously stroking everything: his embedded prick, her feminine membranes and her sensitized nipples.
Karl sensed her dedication and relaxed to let her work his cock. His consciousness floated into a tantric demi-dream. In that mind dulled state, he caught glimpses of marbled rainbow-like auroras, heard woodland cheeps and chirps, smelled a mélange of feminine musk and flowers while his skin seemed to tingle with feather tickles. The mental mist slowly dispersed as he re-entered reality where womanly moans and puffing told of an impending explosion of feminine delight.
His lap-borne sex mate suddenly pressed hard on his pubic bone, clutched his neck and cried out, her stiffened body vibrating in his arms. He steadied her during her body shakes, letting her crashing orgasm ride itself out on his pinioning rod. She loosened her hold and leaned on him but a different rhythm of tremors shook her. He recognized the new trembles; she was sobbing on his shoulder.
Knowledgeable of this reaction, he let her take her time, burning through her overdose of hormones. Respecting her uncertain sense of self-esteem, he spoke softly, not judging her but letting her find her own balance of emotions.
"Did I hurt you; are you okay?"
She managed a whispered sort of reply.
"... so... good..."
He leaned his head against hers and smoothed his arms across her back.
"Okay, but we're not done yet. Pull yourself together. We are going to go again."
"... nooo... can't... not yet..."
She sniffled and raised her head, sitting upright again on his still robust erection. His fingers wiped the tears off her blushing cheeks and picked the sweat and tear matted hair strands off her face, tucking them behind her ears. He cupped her jaws, holding her face, and planted a tender kiss on her open lips.
Staring straight into her glossy eyes, he nodded, directing her to start again. His hands pushed and pulled a signal on her ass cheeks.
She took up the beat of the gym's faint piped music, a disco dance song, rising and falling on his cock. She was very slippery after her first gallop to ecstasy and compensated her routine with added vaginal clenches. He liked her enthusiasm and stamina. Now that he had established his masculine primacy, he was ready to link their climaxes in this subsequent stint.
He closed his eyes and let his senses dwell on his erection, feeling the pulsing wet membranes arouse his penile nerves. Her tits pattered his chest. Even more than the physical stimulation, his libido was stoked by this sensual female's zeal to please him. She was a TWA coed, carefully recruited and meticulously conditioned to consummate her prosperous destiny in this machismo saturated world.
Yet her youthful sensuality had succumbed impulsively to his carnal charisma, a temporary shortcoming she would ultimately conquer with more fervent tutoring from alpha males like him. She was good and he could make her even better. He hoped he would find her under his tutelage again at some other TWA venue.
But right now, she was here, working her heart out to bring forth his orgasmic satisfaction. And he was ready to be satisfied. His scrotum was soaked with her vaginal drippings; his chest and legs covered with her perspiration. Her sweaty thighs and boobs slid about on the contacted skin surfaces. Her internal clenching added to the stimulations on his erection.
Karl felt his ardor rise, a buzzing in his belly, the tingling in his toes, the blood pulsing in his temples. His dick swelled to its maximum and he felt his prostate muscles' sudden slam. His spine snapped rigid and he cried out. His manly essence rocketed up the narrow tube, blasting her deep recesses with its onslaught. Again and again, he shot, grunting aloud with each virulent volley.
Dimly, as he wallowed in his own wholesome pleasure, he heard womanly resonances, accompanied by a strong clenching hug on his body. As he revived, he found his mate shivering on his lap, her face pressed into his shoulder, emitting faint sobbing sounds. He patted her back, knowing it was unnecessary to voice any inquiries. She simply stuttered out her sentiments.
"... even... better..."
When he thought she was composed enough to use her own power, he untangled their pose and helped Vicki to a wobbly stand. He used a gym towel to wipe up the puddle of love's residues on the mat. Taking her hand he led her to the showers where they revived each other with warm water and soapsuds, loving applied and then rinsed away again. Despite the warm cleansing, he felt the lingering afterglow and was enticed to kiss her face, snuggling his flaccid cock and slack body against her perfectly formed softness. She responded in kind, a sentiment he had seen in previous fuck-mates after they had experienced multiple explosive orgasms mounted on his cock.
But time was passing and they each had other duties and responsibilities elsewhere. He toweled her down and she used the white cotton cloth as a wrap, tucking the folds over her breasts. He stood naked in the gym, feet shoulder width, hands on hips watching her shuffle towards the door. She stopped, turned and scurried back for a last boob crushing neck hug and a long kiss goodbye. Eventually, he broke the kiss, palmed her ass cheek under the towel and chuckled at her impetuous farewell 'thank you'.
"Will I ever see you again?" she whimpered. He leaned back and surveyed her face. She was an emotional wreck, a bundle of pride and foreboding.
He recognized the undesirable obsession, possibly love, she may be developing for a particular male. It was too soon; she had much training and conditioning ahead before picking 'the one'. It was his responsibility to nip her misstep in the bud. He responded in the professional way he had mastered during his tenure with TWA.
"That will be up to the fates. You will continue your scheduled training per the TWA Curriculum. I will continue my duties as a Master Coach Tutor. If our paths cross and I am assigned to you, then I will perform my duty and vigorously tutor you again in sexual exquisiteness. If not, you will be in good hands with the other staff and guest coach tutors."
Her smile sagged a bit as she absorbed the pragmatism of their temporary pairing. He saw her melancholy and executed one last service that might help to assuage her passionate angst. His hand squeezed her ass as the other tunneled beneath her towel and firmly kneaded her tit. She looked in his face with some renewed hope in her eyes, longing to stay with him, maybe one more coupling 'for the road'.



"Don't worry, Vicki. I'm sure plenty of elite alpha males will accept the invitation to avail themselves of your incomparable feminine treasures. The undertaking will be hard to resist. Because, believe me baby, you have a superb body, one especially built for fucking."
He released her and pointed towards the door, indicating it was her time to go. She reluctantly turned, paced slowly away. She peeked back once, an irresistible coquettish gesture, checking to see if he was looking at her. He was, standing as he had stood when she entered: feet apart, hands on hips, stoic expression. But now his grand flaccid penis was on full display. She smiled and turned her head forward.
Reaching the door, she exited his presence, possibly forever, but hopefully not. After all, they were both, in their separate roles, adherents of the elite Total Woman Academy programs and could readily meet again someday, soon perhaps. She journeyed onward to her next erogenous rendezvous and her thereby assured fortuitous future.
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Monica and Lycka, the inseparable cousins, were in heaven. They had persevered through the long days and nights of schoolwork and homework, the lessons and practice drills that made up the Total Woman Academy's unique educational curriculum.
They were shining examples of beauty and intelligence, two of the scholastic mainstays. Poise, the third leg, had been both their challenge and rapture, an overarching skill set that made the first two characteristics such a boon to the lives of previous alumni. The facility's staff coach tutors had performed the final evaluation assessments, a grueling test of the coeds' abilities, and had agreed to recommend them for graduation. There was just one more step to satisfy the core curriculum.
At long last, it was time for Father Daughter Weekend, the capstone event that concluded the senior level requirements. It inducted them into paternal incest, a ritual each candidate alumnus must accomplish to complete her poise agenda.
Their parents, Frederick and Anton, father and uncle to them, would arrive shortly. The girls had prepared for their fathers' arrival for days, decorating the special guest coach tutor suites to the specifications each had gleaned from several earlier trysts with the respective uncles and shared with their cousin. Other coeds, who had been fucked by the family adult males, added their opinions.
It was a surprise then when they were informed by the Housemother of a slight change in plans. She told them to pack travel luggage with appropriate items for a weekend trip to the Caribbean with their scheduled family males.
When Anton and Frederick had received their summons to the TWA campus, Anton had responded with an alternate suggestion of Father Daughter Weekend venue. An auxiliary pledge contribution had sealed the deal.
The stretch limousine pulled up to the campus main building and Monica and Lycka had climbed aboard into the company of their attending fathers. The chauffer loaded the luggage in the trunk and the duo pairs of fathers and daughters were whisked to the local executive airport for their trek to island adventure.
The car and jet were cozy and the family group cheered the girls' accomplishments. Lycka was drawn to sit with her Uncle Anton and Monica kept company with Uncle Frederick throughout the journey. The flight was short and the ambiance was chaste, a renewed closeness that invigorated their moods with kissing, petting, gentle fondling. The waiting accommodations were more suited to the expected lascivious escapades and the couples detained their eagerness.
The pairs remained as uncle-niece couples through the hotel resort check-ins. Finally alone together, Lycka calmed her Uncle Anton's eagerness with a welcoming blowjob, tasting again the elixir from his loins. She suspected Monica was performing similar healthy habits on Lycka's father. It helped to settle the twosomes into elevated but manageable sexual urges.
They dressed for the opening dinner, a gala event attended by all of the resort guests in its grand dining room. The uncles wore casual slacks and shirts; their attending nieces were dressed to the nines in revealing cocktail dresses that gained lots of attention from the other men seated about the large room. Their fine dining extended well into the evening and, as the dining room's occupants dwindled away, the uncle-niece couples were finally ready and retired to their rooms.
Frederick was a gentleman to his niece, helping Monica remove her dress. She was braless and he remembered her beautiful breasts from previous encounters. They were just as wonderful now as then, maybe even more so.
The thong panties came off easily. Monica reflected his graces and took pride in exposing her uncle's body, cradling his manhood, the current object of her worship. They fell softly into bed, cuddled and caressed, shifting into a comfortable snuggle. Their lips danced smooches on faces, necks and nipples. They slithered together, his dick sliding into her vaginal receptacle. Frederick's series of long, slow thrusts caused both to revel in their aroused states. They rubbed against each other, Monica's tits squashed and rolled, trapped between their gyrating bodies. His ejaculation was a series of moderate pulses, the sperm becoming a free flowing torrent after the foreplay buildup over dinner.
He lay atop her, resting, refracting, and hoping to try again soon. Monica lay content beneath him, flooded inside, reminiscing over past encounters with this man who had been a key player in her poise learning and exercise. She hugged his shoulders and rubbed his back, until he was ready again... and again... and again.
The morning schedule was brunch at the topless pool lounging deck. At times, frisky guests would sneak off to hidden nooks and trellis coves. They would emerge later with smirks and sheepish grins.
The uncles split their time between sunny lounges and shady café tables, snacking and drinking in the openly playful atmosphere. They spent a lot of time surveying the crowd, quiet comments and quips regarding the many sunbathing young ladies in attendance. The topless cousins jumped in and out of the pool, gathering gazes and stares from the other male guests.
Late in the afternoon, the uncles took their nieces back to their rooms, an interlude for a quickie and shared shower. The evening's schedule was undisclosed to the nieces but the uncles furnished them with risqué club wear that was even more revealing than last night's cocktail dresses. The girls simply went along with the unknown agenda, acceding to the fact that the uncles were catering to their own desires and fetishes. They trusted that the men would keep their daughters safe and sound throughout whatever was in the offing. They watched out the limousine windows as it wound its way through the island streets and arrived at a seaside villa.
There was no signage but two huge bouncers checked their clipboards for names before allowing the gentleman and their ladies to pass inside the mansion. Once inside the vestibule, the uncles briefed their charges on the evening's rules and roles.
This was an exclusive gentleman's club dedicated to group sex and mate swapping. Each attending male was required to bring at least one willing female partner to share; the uncles had no qualms about using their nieces as their willing females. The cousins heard the news, looked at each other, shrugged 'okay' and gave no objection.
They entered through the first door, into a ballroom with a dance floor. Other scantily clad young women were already bee-bopping to a peppy disco beat. Most of the men were loitering around the perimeter, watching and waiting. A few intermingled and danced with the collective of 'willing female partners'. The uncles pushed their girls forward to join the throng.
The nieces took up the same flirty dancing, attracting male attention. The uncles lackadaisically watched over the dancers, catching some of the friskier gents patting a bouncy butt or impulsively grabbing a boob, but without any purposeful fondling or harm.
And then, the mirror ball strobes went dark, the music became slower and seductive. The house lights took on a reddish hue. It seemed to signal a change in tactics. The circumferential observing males entered the close gathering and paid closer attention to individual females they had picked out as especially attractive. They showed some control, an unhurried pace, as they took turns seductively baring a piece of feminine flesh, one exposure at a time.
The uncles did their part on other dancers, an unspoken tenet that only strangers could semi-strip strangers during this phase. It was an incomplete job, purposefully stopping with partial undress, the semi-bare look adding coy attraction to the next phase: selecting a swap-mate.
Most of the young ladies had dressed for success, wearing revealing dresses and even some fetish costumes. The room was full of fashionable gowns and club wear, but also a few schoolgirls, chamber maids and secretaries. By now, every female had some misplaced article of clothing, or at least loose and drooping pieces, exposing a boob or more where the cheerful males had picked away parts of their outfits.
The nieces had a sheen of perspiration from the energetic dancing; it seemed a sign of stamina. They were not the only ones who garnered quick attention as the men gravitated to those first.
The uncles followed the swap-mate house rules: mutual agreement betwixt the primary chaperoning male hosts. Frederick's attention was drawn to a spritely young black haired girl with bangs. He approached her as her host's back was turned, pulling Monica in tow. While he greeted her male host, the girl furtively rubbed Frederick's crotch as she licked her lips. Frederick struck up a conversation with her host and the trade was effected. Neither she nor Monica were asked their opinion or permission. It was simply a done deal between the men.
Anton, promenading a lithe redhead that was his swap-companion for the evening, spied his older niece, Lucia, in attendance. He was surprised but not shocked to see her there as the 'date' of another TWA Pledge Contributor.
Of course, she would have been excited to discover and embrace this kinky venue. She probably had been brought to her first one during her senior year, then several more, by different pledge contributor hosts. She would have gratified whatever anonymous cock she had been presented with, a common theme in a TWA education. She had continued her participation post-graduation, thrilled to accept repeat invitations from prior elite alpha male hosts.
And here she was again, the gleeful center of attention for a small crowd of fascinated participants, one tit exposed, and the men fingering the loose top, delving for access to the other, aching to finish the stripping and effect the climaxes to the transient trade.
Anton, Frederick and their new temporary mates, along with other couples, formed a small crowd around her; they watched Lucia tangled in a 'double date' scenario. She was down in doggy, sucking off one man's cock while another pounded her cunt. Her dress was bunched around her waist, her tits and ass exposed, her mouth expressing mews and moans, a sexual metronome that harmonized their strokes.
She collapsed from her orgasm as the men panted back to life after tremendous ejaculations. Lucia's mouth and pussy oozed dribbles of the leaking sperm. The crowd applauded the simultaneous culmination of the teamwork. The prelude show was over and the uncles returned to their temporary paramours to affect their own fulfillment.
Moving to their own affairs, Anton spied Frederick across the room. He sat on a stool while his swap-choice was on her knees, drooling a deep throat blowjob, rolling her tits on his thighs, just as the initial tongue glossing of her lips had suggested.
Anton was also seated on a stool, his back braced against the brass rail of the bar. His freckled little redhead was seated sideways in his lap, panties having gone missing somewhere with someone, and one modest tit exposed to his intermittent suckles. Her free hand twiddled his nipples while the other, half trapped between her thigh and his belly, fondled his cock. His hand cupped her pussy, his fingers rubbing her labia. After watching Lucia's obvious repeat performance, Anton grew curious about his lap-bound redhead's story.
"Your first time here, my dear?"
"No, sir. My boyfriend brought me here last month."
"And he brought you again tonight?"
"No, he had to work this weekend, in New York. He's up for a big promotion so he loaned me to his boss. His boss is over there with the brunette."
Anton followed her head nod towards Monica, seated backward in her mate's lap, sliding her hips on his exposed thighs, her cunt massaging his embedded dick.
"Loaned you? I see... That's you being quite cooperative. So... What's your name?"
"Gillian, sir. "
"Gillian... I'm glad your boyfriend's boss loaned you to me for part of this evening. You're very pretty, my dear."
"Thank you... I wish I was up for a big promotion. I have an MBA from Chicago's Booth School of Business. I work hard but they treat me like a common secretary."
Anton gave her a sympathetic pout face. She took it with grace, watching his eyes as she continued the handjob.
By now, his cock was standing stiff in her light grip, her hand having worked its magic. He lifted her petite body in his arms and held her in straddle over his groin. Her legs dangled and then her high heels hooked the bar stool rungs. She braced and helped him maneuver her pussy over his erection. Getting the alignment right, she pressed herself down, sinking him into her wet tunnel. At the bottom, she paused to wiggle her hips and adjusted to his intrusion. Her cervix pushed on the end his knob.
"Mmmm... you're nice and big."
"And you're nice and snug."
"I like you, sir. You're gentle and kind. Not like my boyfriend when he gets upset over work or his boss who's just plain mean. He was okay on the trip down here but last night he got drunk and it was pretty nasty sex. I don't like doing some of those things. They hurt..."
Gillian trailed off, pushing the bad memories aside. She quieted her chatter and hugged Anton's neck, her sweet perfume filling his nostrils, her warm breath purring in his ears. She used her legs to piston her pussy up and down his cock, swaying her hips to and fro, side to side, putting as much friction as possible on his sensitized nerves. She matched her strokes to his breathing, gaining pace as he wound up. He was puffing heavier and heavier as her ass flashed up and down. He heard her soft question in his ear.
"Ready to cum, sir?"
He answered by gripping her body tighter to his, her stiff nipples poking into his chest. A deep breath, a hold and then Anton shot jet after jet of pearly spunk against the cervix that was squashing his knob. She felt the viscid spurts and hugged him back, holding his neck even tighter as she whispered sweet adorations for his virile manliness. When he shrank and fell out, she climbed off the stool and knelt, cleaning his soft cock with her mouth and tongue.
Anton drew her back up to sit sideways in his lap again. His arm draped her shoulder, his hand burrowing under her dress top, fiddling with her hidden nipple and pokey nub. He had some thoughts to share with her.
"I think you are magnificent, my dear Gillian. And an MBA from Booth? You're pretty proud of that and well you should be. Would you consider a promotion to one of MY subsidiary firms? I could use bright special executives like you at any one of my offices around the world. But I was especially thinking of San Antonio or Miami, a bit better weather than NYC. Would you like to interview for one of those?"
"Oh, yes, sir! I would love San Antonio. Are you serious?"
Anton fished in his pants pocket for a generic business card that had his name and a telephone number. He grabbed a pen from the bar and wrote a Texas address and the name of his manager there. Then he paused and scrawled: 'Hire her! ... Anton."
"Go to this address, tell the receptionist to call the manager or to call me. If she doesn't, you call me instead. Take along your resume."
He could already hear the irate San Antonio Managing Director asking 'what the fuck' was going on. He would explain it then: a gorgeous MBA with a willing attitude, ready to do what's necessary to keep the boss happy and still accomplish real career goals, for herself as well as others. He expected her to fulfill a meaningful business role in San Antonio, but especially to be ready and available as his Special Executive Assistant, whenever he visited that office. And to seal the deal: she had great tits and a tight cunt.
Gillian read the card with fascination; she kissed him gratefully and asked in a whisper if he wanted to fuck again. He was forced by the nature of his age to decline for now; too soon to adequately refract. He set her on her feet, adjusted her top to cover her other tit. She slid the card under there for safe keeping, cradling it close to her breast. They spent some more time together, chatting, strolling around the room, and watching the other attendees suck and fuck without any regard for their audience or surroundings.
Alas, time waits for no-one and the end of the evening drew nigh. The temporary couples de-coupled, ready to re-couple in their original pairs. With sweet sorrows of kissing and cooed goodbyes, the intimate acquaintances wandered back to their original chaperones. The crowd thinned as the reconnected twosomes left for other erotic settings. Gillian scanned the crowd for one last view of Anton. She found him looking at her; she tapped the hidden card at her breast and blew him a covert 'thank you' kiss, hoping with true hope that she would see him again, someday very soon, in San Antonio.
The ride back to the hotel was subdued, some light petting but few prospects for anything real. They exited the limo at the hotel entrance and crossed the lobby to the elevators. It was time to put the real point of the weekend trip into action. With unspoken looks of consent, each father took his daughter in hand and trudged with purpose and intent to his suite.
Settled in for the night, Anton slowly stripped Monica of her sequined club dress. She reciprocated, exposing his paternal nakedness to her view. He relocated a long cassock before the wall mirror; he posed her facing the mirror, straddling the cushion.
He plopped his own nakedness behind her. His semi-engorged cock was trapped upright against her butt crack. Her arms hung loose, resting on her thighs.
His left arm and hand wrapped her torso, pulling her bare back firmly to his hairy chest, his palm cupping a handful of her pliant right boob, and his cheek pressed to hers. Her hair scent filled his nostrils and their eyes locked in the wall mirror. His right hand descended to cup her cunt. His fingers pressed rotations on her clitoris before his long finger rubbed her outer lips and then pushed inward seeking her G-spot.
Monica's eyes narrowed and lost focus, her lips split open, white teeth peeking through, an almost imperceptible trace of a smile. His exploratory diddles found the target and Monica quipped an 'Ohh' as her butt jumped in a quick rub on his cock. Anton settled her again and began the slow probes on the cluster of inner sensual nerves.
Monica's face turned flush, her lips compressed, her jaw clenched and then she let go, her spine arching rigid. Anton held her in place while her passions soared and settled, then took her through two more cycles. His dick thickened, rubbed by her bouncing ass.
He was ready for his own satisfaction. He rotated her in his lap and sank her juicy cunt over his solid erection. She scrambled to plant her heels on the floor. Without hesitation, she engaged in frantic thrusts until her Daddy filled her pussy with his spunk.
They retired to the waiting bed, snuggled under a light cover. In a while, he wedged into her in sidesaddle and fucked her hard. Then a short rest of twilight sleep before he rolled atop her for a slow, gentle missionary ride. He stroked a few and stopped, then she would take up the task with hip rolls and vaginal contractions that drug his undervee along her dewy channel with superb stimulation. He wallowed in the sensations, necessarily stretching out the interlude.
But the night had been long and, as he slowly wound higher, he needed to get more vigorous in order to finish. He drew back, paused to gather and concentrate his strength, then drove deep and fast, ending the plunge firmly against her mons Venus. Monica was feeling his renewed energy and added her own little feminine tricks to the mix.
Finally, the pair peaked, their drawn out cries of 'Monica...' and 'Daddy...' merging into one unintelligible howl of delight and satisfaction. His cock dribbled out the last available reserves of his paternal essence.



Monica wrapped Anton's exhausted body in her limbs and gentled caresses on his back as she nuzzled his cheeks and ears, cooing her praise for his fortitude. Her womb had been infused with her father's precious family legacy. Daddy-cock was the best Total Woman Academy graduation present ever.
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Ned gazed upon the Swedish beauty convened with her parents in the family manor's living room. Lycka's admission application portfolio didn't do justice to her sky-blue eyes, high cheek bones and fair complexion. Seated prim and proper in a cushioned chair, she exuded youthful joie de vivre even as she attentively followed the adult conversations. The fashionable daywear skirt and blazer did little to mask her underlying well-built physique.
Her mother, Suzann, a Total Woman Academy alumnus, had dreamed of her two daughters following in her footsteps to a uniquely prosperous life. The older sister Lucia was already enrolled and progressing well at TWA, a few years ahead of Lycka. Lycka had been slower to demonstrate the scholastic prowess necessary to matriculate at the enigmatic institution. Her sister and mother took her aside, describing tangentially the benefits of attending TWA. Lycka took note and desired that future for herself.
Thus, in the last two semesters, her grades had improved spectacularly, from C's to A's. It was an unprecedented achievement at her father Frederick's alma mater, the Lulea University of Technology, particularly in a challenging degree like Mining and Material Processing.
Ned understood all too well the guiles and wiles of ambitious young coeds. He shrewdly assumed the grade advancement had involved private oral exams in professors' offices. Undoubtedly, Lycka could not participate in the traditional questions and answers intercourse with her mouth full of throbbing and erupting tenured cock. But the officially recorded grades had increased and here she was, preparing to enter TWA.
Ned held his own reassuring Question and Answer session with Frederick and Suzann, promising Lycka would arrive safe and sound at the TWA facility in America. The moment arrived and the parents held a tender and bittersweet goodbye with their precious offspring. Ned said his farewells and escorted Lycka out of her adolescent home and into his touring sedan for the first leg of their trek.
During the drive, Ned queried Lycka about her life path to this point. He listened to her sexy Swedish-accented English, as she told her stories of boys and toys, and other luxurious opportunities that her wealthy family life-style enabled. Ned's balls percolated to the tales of her adolescent sexual adventures.
They stopped for the evening, a full six hours into the drive, at Sundsvall. Ned checked them into the Hotell Södra Berget. It was too early for dinner so they enjoyed the sauna and spa, in typically open Scandinavian style. Lycka lay on the bench fully nude, eyes closed, breathing softly. Ned sat nearby, perusing her naked loveliness, sitting on one towel with another over his groin, a futile effort to shroud his obviously swollen manhood. Several hotel patrons entered, dwelled a spell and left the sauna as Lycka and Ned sweltered in the moist heat.
Despite the disruptions, Ned reaffirmed that Lycka's portfolio was an inadequate reflection of her feminine allure. Even drenched in sweat, Lycka's body was female perfection: round boobs capped with rose areolae, toned arms, legs and belly, a little residual blond patch above her mostly shaved plush pussy.
Back in the suite, Ned maintained his restraint, directing Lycka to preen and dress for dinner. Ned produced her evening apparel from his travelling valise: a red sequined cocktail dress, cut trim and close, custom-made to exhibit her curves. The TWA special tailor was a magnificent craftsman, using Lycka's application portfolio and its extensive inventory of body dimensions to prepare the perfectly sized piece de résistance. She wore her hair up, her cosmetics and jewelry setting off her angelic face. The dress stopped high on her thighs; the bodice covers were narrow, adequately covering her nipples but displaying generous bulges of lofted cleavage and side-boobs.
Dinner, served in the spacious hotel dining room, was simply delicious; a pot roast of venison meat and root vegetables. But Ned was more attracted to the chest meat seated across his cozy linen draped table. After dessert and cognac chasers, they returned to their overnight quarters.
Ned was finally alone with Lycka in the luxurious penthouse suite, with no more distractions on the immediate schedule. He could see in her blue eyes and white toothed smile that she was eager and willing to try anything he demanded. He demanded that she undress sensually to stoke his fire.
Upon hearing his demand, Lycka's cherry red lips smiled brighter. She was an inherent exhibitionist and loved showing off her seductive charms. She found a small sound system and set it to play a quiet chamber music melody that she could use to choreograph her striptease.
She stepped and pivoted slowly in her heels, turned her back to Ned as she slid the dress zipper down, allowing the sides to bloom open. Of course, with the cut of the dress, her smooth back was unspoiled by a non-existent bra strap; her spinal bumps formed an unending column that disappeared beyond the bottom of the open zipper. A ballet toe pivot brought her full frontal as she let the dress collapse around her waist. Ned mentally lauded again the perfection of her mammary orbs. She stretched her arms overhead, elevating the masses, and resumed her slithering dance steps, swaying her hips, shimmying her boobs, showing him her distinctive physique from all angles.
Faced forward again, she bent at the waist but retained eye contact, dangling her tits in sensual pendulums, as she pushed the dress over her hips and stepped out of the rumpled floor-borne bundle.
Her erotic performance did the trick, boosting his lust, swelling his manly desire. Ned had reached his limit of constraint; he stood and pushed her hastily onto the bed. She scuttled into missionary pose, still holding his gaze with hers. She watched as he hurriedly stripped out of his wool suit and its accoutrements.
Ned caressed and fondled her body, removed her panties, gathering kisses from her lips as he applied kisses elsewhere on her feminine erogenous zones. He left her nylons and heels intact as frills that could buff smoothly on his legs and ass. He climbed aboard, lined up and penetrated her cunt for the first time. She responded with caresses of his back, arms and thighs.
Ned stroked his swollen manhood deep in her core and too soon drenched her womb with his pent-up essence. It relieved his heat and tempered his passion, converting him back into the responsible coach tutor that his role required.
But Ned didn't want this to be an official scholastic examination. Rather than execute a TWA standard evaluation assessment, he left that fundamental carnal analysis for other TWA coach tutor staff at a later time. He kicked back and indulged his personal pleasure, repeatedly fueling her fires and dousing them with his fluids, in culmination of his own exhilaration.
He enjoyed more sexual releases through the night. She woke him once with a hand stroking his cock, offered oral sex. He demurred, promising to hook up with her later in her junior year, after she had been professionally trained and become proficient with deep-throat. Instead, he played with her seductive body, drove her passions and facilitated her whole body orgasms.
In the dim light of dawn, lying on his side facing her, he opened his eyes to find her sky blue eyes coolly watching him. She played peekaboo with the hem of the sheet, covering and uncovering her nose and red lipped toothy smile. He felt her leg inch up his inner thigh until it touched his semi-erection.
He took the hint, pulling down the sheet to uncover all of her buxom nude magnificence. Accepting her sensual invitation, he slithered atop her hospitable body once more and plowed deep, stroking leisurely and enjoying an incredibly wonderful morning orgasm.
The post-coitus garden tub bubble bath was a luxurious wallow, precipitating gentle touches and kisses; it felt good but led nowhere else. Later, his lust rekindled after the ensuite breakfast; they had one more hurried fuck for the road. Her youthful beauty and spritely ways prompted him to select a special outfit for her travel daywear, intended to show off her superficially innocent looks to the next TWA team.
Exhausted but contented, Ned drove the final leg of the land journey to Stockholm Skavsta Airport, peeking sideways repeatedly at an equally fucked out Lycka. She was seated beside him in a two-size too-small schoolgirl plaid skirt and white blouse getup. The receiving coach tutors would appreciate the subtle tease.
Ned delivered Lycka that evening to the TWA corporate jet. He introduced her to her next chaperone, Paul, TWA's corporate air fleet manager as well as a veteran TWA staff coach tutor. Lycka listened passively as Ned explained that Paul would accompany her on the flight and handle her first real evaluation assessment during the air travel to Florida.
Ned buzzed her cheeks goodbye. She turned away to follow Paul, a spin that flipped up her short pleated skirt, flashing her white thong. Ned couldn't resist, and she jumped, but meekly grinned back over her shoulder, when he smacked her barely covered ass with a farewell whack.
Paul chivalrously guided her aboard and, at cruising altitude, he personally stripped off Lycka's flirty travel costume for her impending tests. Lycka underwent a series of six-mile high evaluation assessments; first with Paul, then the co-pilot and the pilot. The dedicated flight team shared their daunting duties, taking successive turns during the 14-hour trans-Atlantic flight, refracting during their individual respites as Lycka endured the nearly nonstop trials.
The initial round invoked seated position in the cabin's executive lounge chairs whereupon the men could suckle and knead her tits as her luxurious pussy drained their embedded cocks. Second in the cue, the young co-pilot was a newer associate of the coach tutor staff and his latent gentile sensitivities still affected his grasp of professional responsibility. He was particularly enamored with Lycka's shapely beauty and her youthful enthusiasm. His ego needed her to validate his labors and he encouraged her to find her own ecstasy concurrent with his orgasm.
She met his goal, her shuddering tense body absorbing his potent outpouring. They slumped together as their emotions descended, hugging and cuddling in post climatic daze until he was summoned to the cockpit. Tagging out his young co-pilot with a high-five, the mature pilot picked up the evaluation assessment duties. He had witnessed how his second-in-command had gone easy on the transfer candidate.
Recalling the foibles of his own early coach tutor career, the pilot recognized the unconscious affection that alluring Lycka had generated in the rookie coach tutor. He was not as gullible as the comparative youngster, remaining almost quiescent in the laid back lounge. He lazed in position, chewing on her stiffened nipples, having commanded Lycka to twerk her pussy vigorously on his embedded erection until she made him cum.
The second round was slower in sequence and more freestyle, allowing Lycka to sustain her energies through the mounting fatigue of her near continuous sex over the many past hours. Still, Lycka gave her finest efforts throughout. Allowed the relative rest of missionary position, the men discharged the stroking functions. She also provided tit-jobs and hand-jobs on demand.
Taxiing to the private terminal at Tampa Executive Airport, the weary elite alpha males unanimously concurred; Lycka was truly qualified to enter TWA as a coed junior. Redressed in her flirty schoolgirl costume, Paul handed Lycka over to Karl, her next designated TWA staff coach tutor, for the limousine ride to the secluded regional campus.
He guided her to the backseat of the town car and bade her to get comfortable for the long ride ahead. Karl took the wheel and drove the distance to Lycka's new home away from home. He watched in the rearview mirror as she slumped over and fell fast asleep, her energies temporarily depleted during the first jaunt in her destined quest to become a TWA coed and likely Total Woman Academy graduate.
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Natalie - Relief Surrogate
Karl was fuming. The interstate traffic from Tampa Airport had been jammed and he was long delayed in arriving with his passenger at the Total Woman Academy southern campus. It was one of his favorite facilities, with its sundrenched balmy climate and its variety of coed grade levels and ethnicities. He had waited almost a year for his rotation as the staff coach tutor emeritus during the upcoming long holiday weekend.
He peeked in the backseat where his passenger was still fast asleep. Lycka, a Swedish transfer student, had been exhausted by her long flight from Stockholm. He was personally aware of the rigors that occurred enroute for the new coeds and had shown her an uncharacteristic kindness. He allowed her to sleep in the backseat rather than perform his expected continuous blowjob during the drive.
Thus, they arrived late at the TWA facility, not only missing some valuable training time, but arriving with Karl's balls bursting with pent-up sperm. He was anxious to deposit Lycka officially with the housemother and then make a personal deposit in his first weekend coed random roster assignment.
Karl rushed through the arrival routine, inspected his guest coach tutor suite, and sought out Layna in her dorm room. She was his first roster slot, a freestyle warmup training session. He marched to her room and entered unannounced. Her roommate Natalie was there, studying alone at a book strewn student desk. She remained seated but gave the big black elite alpha male her full attention.
Karl scanned her over. He liked her Southeast Asian appearance, slim but curvy in the right places. Her black eyes setoff her light brown complexion. Her straight black hair hung to her waist, drawn back and captured in a scalp molding ponytail. She had learned her poise lessons well; she wore hoop earrings and fire engine red lipstick, always on display to please the passing male. She could be Thai or Pinoy. She would be a welcome addition to his random roster later in the weekend.
"Where's Layna?" Karl asked.
"Sir, she was here earlier but I don't know where she went."
"How soon will she be back?"
"Sorry, sir, but she didn't say."
Karl felt the uncomfortable heaviness in his balls and made an impetuous decision.
"Then, come here, girl; I have a use for you."
Natalie's expression turned to anguish. She knew what use he had for her and she balked at the time consuming demand.
"Please, sir, I have an important engineering exam tomorrow morning, and I need to study. Couldn't you just wait for Layna?"
Karl strode to Natalie and hauled her upright, spilling her study papers on the floor. She wiggled ineffectively in his grasp, pushing on his hands with physical and verbal protest. Karl easily overcame that with mild strength, grabbing a handful of hair in his left hand. She yelped and clawed at his rough grip but to no avail.
His left hand yanked down her tube-top and left it pooled around her belly. Her youthful tits stood out firm on her chest. He pulled the strings of her tied thong and dragged that off, then cupped and kneaded the nubile but sizeable right breast as she continued her struggling complaints. She was no match for his size and he swept the books and papers from her desk. Seizing her waist, he plopped her ass on the hard wooden top and pressed her down. With a two handed hold on her ass, he got his hips between her flailing legs. Adjusting his stance, he positioned his ready cock at her groin and drove in. She wailed and wiggled, trying to decouple.
A few thrusts later he lifted her into a standing fuck, bouncing her petite body on his cock. She was forced to cling to his neck and waist while her cunt slid up and down his shaft. His tip punched against her cervix with each stroke and she clawed at his shoulders, mightily trying to find a way to shorten the deep penetrations. Karl tried to counteract for her unbalancing wobbles; he turned and stepped several paces, regaining his balance as the cycles continued. But, unable to compensate forever as she tested different moves, he let them tumble conjoined onto her roommate's bed. The sturdy furniture cracked but held, sensibly designed for robust rousting in this training facility.
Karl adjusted his position and thrust mightily in missionary. He had more control with Natalie trapped beneath him. But she was inventive and determined. She pushed her foot against the wall and rolled them out onto the floor. She landed on top, in cowgirl. Karl grabbed her hips and held her down tight on his cock. It was now a test of strength, Karl's arms versus Natalie's legs. She was unable to overcome his power and effectively lift off his erection. She relaxed in place and surrendered the struggle.
Karl bent at the waist and, holding Natalie tight against his groin, moved into Lotus pose. She sat on his lap, somewhat appeased that one thing had been accomplished; his penetrations would be just a bit less in this position and save her cervix its previous pounding.
He hugged her body against his torso. She decided to cooperate and get it over with. Karl was not overly surprised when he felt her pussy lift and fall a few inches on his erection. He lessened his hug and gave her some freedom to oscillate her hips and ass. She rubbed her nipples on his chest and twisted her hips in such a way that her clitoris brushed against his groin. The fight had excited her and her pussy tingled more and more with each broad stroke as if she might as well enjoy the inevitable.
Karl felt her body moving quicker and she was breathing deeper in his lap. He smiled and let her scamper up the rise to ecstasy. Her spine stiffened and she careened out a girlish wail as her body was racked by the orgasmic tremors. She collapsed in his arms, panting down from her passionate peak.
All throughout the forced coupling, Natalie had fought and cried, her struggles and sobs twisting and turning her cunt on Karl's torqued dick, adding stimulation to his penile nerves. He liked that and begrudged her selfish dismissal of that extra stimulation. He wanted to regenerate the rough foreplay.
Karl hauled back a hand and spanked her ass hard. The resounding crack was almost as loud as the one the near-fractured bed had made. She whooped and tried to peel away from his grip. He was quick, rolling them over on the floor, capturing her again beneath his weight.
He revolved his hips and stroked within her. His cock grew stouter with her renewed escape efforts. His knob scoured her insides, his coronal nerves firing up past the red line. His peak got closer and closer, and then it got too close to control. Karl re-doubled his thrusts and came hard inside her, drenching her cavity with his spunk as his vision blurred from the forceful act. It was a satiating spend, blanking out his vision, draining the built up excess that had lingered too long between ejaculations. Natalie quit struggling and Karl lay on her, recovering his consciousness.
Neither one had heard the door open. Layna had entered as Karl was grunting out his final rope into Natalie's cunt. She hesitated at the door, respectfully waiting for them to float undisturbed through the post orgasmic glow.
Natalie was crying, the sobs jittering her body but it seemed to go on too long. She pushed on Karl's shoulders and he graciously leaned up. He saw her face and realized that she wasn't crying; she was laughing. Her excited chatter spilled out.
"Did you like my crying little girl gambit? Did it seem real? I've been practicing it whenever I can. The older men say it adds to their fantasies, like they're raping a young virgin. Did it help you?"
Karl brooded silently, remembering how his dick got larger inside her gyrating pussy. Natalie was irrepressible in her glee.
"I think it did; you stretched me fuller and fuller the longer we scuffle-fucked."
Before Karl could speak, Layna quipped a pointed joke about older men usually needing brutal rape fantasies to get off, adding even more momentum to Karl's still smoldering fury and lust.
He got up, rolled Natalie sideways and smartly smacked her ass again, commanding her to get back to her abandoned studies, but only after she had straightened up herself and the wrecked room.
Still naked, Karl grabbed Layna's arm, spanking her ass a hard smack as well. He retained his tight grip and ignored her whoops and objections. She was scheduled for a special coach tutor poise exercise and Karl was ready to proceed but now with a different scenario and agenda. He hauled the startled Layna down the hall to the elevators and they descended to the best place for him to enact her amended special training session.
Layna - Advanced Discipline Tenacity
Karl shoved the protesting Layna through the portal of the basement dungeon room and slammed the solid door closed. The automatic locking bolts rotated into place with a fearsome ratchet sound, thudding into their receiver sockets.
Layna stood shaking at mid-room surrounded by the paraphernalia of the pseudo torture chamber. It was dimly lit by flickering electric fixtures that emulated the blazing torches of olden days. Their red and yellow illumination bounced and shadowed the dark wood and stone walls.
Karl ignored the cowering coed while he donned his intended work uniform, a black leather body harness and loin cover. The straps and minimal apron accented the rugged fitness of his jet black physique and sheltered his substantial cock but left it available for easy access.
He marched on his consigned coed and ripped away her flimsy school-day uniform; she struggled but the tube top and thong flew to the corners of the confined space. The room was well warmed for the comfort of the barely clad Karl, irrespective to the interests of the subject coed about to be drilled. She stood in her strappy heels, shivering, most likely from fright rather than temperature.
Karl took up the bundle of trappings left ready by the preparation staff. He roughly spun Layna to face away, wrapping the sturdy black leather bustier around her torso. He clipped the back opening together and proceeded to pull on the laces of the bondage piece. He pulled tight and compressed her belly to its limits, straightening and bracing her back, pressing her breasts forward. The bustier was, of course, cup-less, leaving Layna tits and nipples exposed for painful play. He kneaded her pliant ass cheeks, likewise satisfied with their accessibility.
He spun her back to facing him and circled her wrists with buckled leather cuffs. The strappy heels would do for ankle anchor points. Last was the satin blindfold and thereby, unable to pre-empt his inflictions, Karl deemed his captive student ready for training.
He clipped her hands behind her back and pressed her shoulders down. She squatted obediently and listened as he rummaged in drawers for his utensils. She heard him stand to her side. A long wait ensued before a swish and a crack. Her left boob erupted in a stinking pain. Another swish and her right nipple felt the burn. Karl was dog-switching her tits. Layna kept her voice low but the tears flowed from beneath the blindfold and her lips trembled with blubbers.
His routine continued until he had placed ten swats on each breast. Then his hand gripped her hair and he pulled her fully to her feet. He released the cuffs and ordered her to stand at ease but not to move.
She heard again his rustling of the available equipment and tools. Something bumped lightly against her ass. Karl guided her hands to grip the ceiling anchored straps and he levered her backwards into a basket-style suspension swing. She was face up but he guided her head to tilt back, her hair hanging to the floor.
His swollen knob touched her lips and her inverted jaw opened to accept his erection. He drove deep on the first stroke, held a moment and then wormed his corona against her tonsils. He partially withdrew, held his knob past her inverted lips, and allowed her a breath. Re-oxygenated, she tried to buy favor by suckling the available length of his shaft. He took it as a sign that she was prepared for him to continue. And he did.
His fingers found her wet pussy and his thumb rubbed grand circles on the genital opening. She mewed on his dick. He responded by sticking one, two, and then three thrusting fingers inside, his thumb continuing the clitoral caress. She wobbled her head on his embedded manhood and, at first, he reveled in the increased sensation before realizing she was struggling for oxygen. He pulled partially back and she opened wide and gulped large quantities of air.
His strokes on her cunt and labia were unrelenting as she gained breath and on the third inhalation, she cried out. Her vagina rippled around his fingers. Karl halted the embedded finger thrusts but rubbed hard on her labia, fueling her orgasm. Her emotions wound down, her body roast spit pinioned on fingers and cock. Karl let the passions run out, patient that his turn was next.
His soaked fingers and the dry hand gripped two fistfuls of pliant boob. Using them as handles to brace her body, he thrust and pulled his cock through her mouth and throat, building his urges, faster and faster, until he halted deep, bellowed, and spewed thick white goo straight into her gullet.
Easing away, his cock drooped, leaking latent droplets of spunk on her face and the floor. He dragged his fuck-mate upright, getting her steady on her heels. When she regained her balance and was able to stand alone, Karl repositioning the ceiling anchor straps for their next use. He lifted Layna's arms above her head and fastened her wrist cuffs high in the trappings.
He let her rest and recover for a few moments, suspended by her arms. Her breathing was heavy but returning to a normal, albeit anxious, cadence.
Circling the blindfolded Layna, Karl played with her exposed and vulnerable body: cupped and cuddled her boobs, gave her nipples stinging pinches, soothing palm swipes on belly and flanks, accented with light smacks on her ass. He kissed her in random places, keeping her on edge between pleasure and pain.
At last, he stood before her. He dipped his hips and placed his cock head at her cunt; a sudden thrust and he drove upward, spearing her pussy.
Grabbing her ass to steady their embrace, he hammered her in a standing fuck, expending more time after his recent blowjob and minimal refraction time. Many of the powerful thrusts bumped hard on her clitoris and lifted her feet off the floor. She was enduring a cocktail of ecstasy and misery.
Her head hung back, her cunt accepting the pounding. Her tits bounced freely, pattering his chest, attracting Karl's notice and summoning him to grab and knead them forcefully until he needed his hands for balance.
He thrust a mighty shove and it held her with her feet off the floor. His sperm rocketed up his tube and squirted inside her cunt; Karl grunted loudly with each jet as she whimpered her own sense of relief. Karl wrapped her body in a bear hug and leaned on her as he recovered his strength. Her arms ached from the weigh they were forced to bear. He backed out and let go when he shrank.
The rough poise training session was over, this time, and Karl unhooked his coed trainee from her restraints and bondage paraphernalia. She slumped to the floor. He piled the used equipment on the tables. He removed his own dungeon garb and posed tall and naked, hands on hips, surveying her, eyeing Layna's fatigued huddle.
She struggled to her feet, lifted her gaze, its hurt expression telling of her confusion and wonder at the irresistible abuse.
"Why this? Why now?" she murmured, sweeping her hand in a horizontal arc about the room.
Karl pulled on a pair of shorts, unlocked the solid chamber door and opened it. The passageway lights beamed through and filled the dark themed room with brightness. He beckoned Layna to the exit.
She stumbled forward and Karl answered her question as she passed.
"No reason, really. Just because..."
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A dozen co-eds were gathered in a classroom for their first sophomore coach tutor poise training. It was the class year when the coeds practiced their vaginal sex poise. Although their original Total Woman Academy application documents recorded who was and wasn't a virgin, Ned and Ms. Penelope wanted the coeds to embrace an openness regarding their past sexual intercourse experiences.
After a brisk round table of dialogue, the two adults segregated the class into separate groups: ones that knew the feel of a real flesh and blood cock in their cunts and those who hadn't yet but needed to experience that sensation very soon. The six virgins formed a line at the front of the classroom. The others took seats to watch the proceedings.
The sophomores had completed their freshman year, when topless nudity was the standard daywear about the campus. Now, they had moved on to the modified schoolgirl uniform of TWA sophomores. Red plaid skirts were pretty much ubiquitous everywhere in the world, though these were shorter than most. They were fashioned to flash the underlying white satin thong panties; the guest coach tutors and visiting Pledge Contributors commented more on those sophomore furtive sightings than the freshmen's ever present boob show.
Black high heels were the standard footwear; not too high to become an ankle injury risk but high enough to condition and acclimate the girls to modern fashion requisites. No leg hose for now. The hair and makeup styles could be anything within reason but pigtails and bright lipstick were also hits with visiting gentlemen.
Today, the coeds wore complementing white cotton blouses. The top two buttons were always undone. The tails were pulled together and knotted in front. The fit should run one or two sizes too small, tight enough to stretch across the coeds breasts and still allow a little free movement when they walked. The thinner translucent fabric served best to flaunt a hint of nipple.
With these dress code rules in mind, Ned stood back and surveyed the half dozen candidates from which he would select his first deflowering assignment.
First up, or off, were the blouses. He stepped before the first girl in line.
"Hands at your sides, please."
He fiddled with the blouse tails and unknotted them. Then with both hands, he fisted the lapels and yanked them wide, popping the buttons and getting his first unobscured look at her tits. The physical act surprised her and she hopped in response. That was what he wanted, a bit of bounce to judge the pliancy of her breast masses. He pushed the broken blouse over her shoulders and told her to drop it on the floor. Ned repeated the act down the line five more times.
Now the line of young virgin ladies stood bare from the waist up. Time for another judgement of breast characteristics. He told the first in line to push her thong down to her ankles by bending at the waist. She reach under the short skirt and did as she was told; she waggled her ass to get the tight panties over her round hips and ass. In so doing, she dangled and swayed her boobs from her horizontal torso. Each girl in turn did as she was ordered and Ned got past his first classifying task.
Then he started at one end of the line and performed his tactile test of their pussies. At each girl, his index finger pressed each side of the vaginal slit, feeling for softness and rebound. He didn't probe through their labia; that opportunity came later when he effected their life changing penetration. For now, he was just ranking who would go first.
Having completed a cursory appraisal, he rearranged their order in line, from first to last. The attentive coeds, all different heights and ethnicities, modeled a variety of hair color: blonde, brunette, deep-black brunette, umber redhead, strawberry redhead. Interesting, Ned had not sorted then from short to tall, or by any distinguishing hair color. But it was obvious to the adult observers and attending experienced coeds that the line descended from the largest tits to the more moderate tits.
It was time to get on with the crux of the assignment. Ned stepped to the first in line and faced the dark brunette. Her brown eyes were highlighted by dark makeup, set above high cheekbones. Her hair was a full mass of rich waves that cascaded past her shoulders.
"Hello, little miss, what's your name?" he asked in an even tone of voice.
"Sofia" was the soft, shy reply.
"Sofia from?"
"Portugal, sir. A rural area of Portugal."
Ned reached out and drew a finger around the edge of her left areola. The little circumference bumps puckered beneath his touch, texturing the border between her bronze nipples and her Mediterranean-derived light tan skin tone. A swipe across the center brought stiffness in her nub. He teased her right boob and caused a similar response.
"You seem sensitive to my touch. Are you nervous?"
"Yes, sir."
Ned stood silent, letting Sofia gather her thoughts. She did and filled the awkward gap in the question and answer dialogue.
"My mother is a TWA graduate and has steered me away from the local boys, preserving me for my matriculation here. Virginity has been key part of my identity. And now all that's about to change; I'm just troubled about my future self-image."
Ned nodded his understanding. His hand cupped the fullness of her breast from underneath, weighing its mass. Another fullness was growing in his groin and he was growing impatient to be alone with delectable young Sofia.
"It was going to happen eventually. I promise to make it a memorable occasion. Come along now; we have things to do."
He took her hand and led the first of this week's assignments away to his coach tutor suite. In the background he heard the experienced girls chuckle their ribald support for Sofia and her imminent life change. The five other virgins grumbled about wanting to get it over with and now they had to wait a few more days.
Sofia had completed her freshman curriculum, gaining an intermediate understanding of the male and female anatomy, genital and other erogenous zones, stimulations and male emissions. But this would be different and her misgivings grew as they got closer to Ned's quarters. Her eyes watered and a single tear streaked down her cheeks; Ned perceived a few suppressed sobs. He was not immune to her reactions but knew the best course of action was driving straight ahead and getting her through the life altering event. The new world beyond would be filled with pleasures she had yet only dreamed of.
Inside the Coach Tutor Suite, Sofia displayed greater despair, shed more tears. Ned helped her move forward, slipping off her skirt and heels. He doffed his own clothes, exposing his tumescent prick. Sofia was familiar with the sight of the male appendage, similar to ones she'd seen and handled throughout her freshman year.
Ned gathered her gently in his arms, carried her to the bed and laid her on the sheeted mattress. He posed her, spreading her thighs wide, elevating her knees and resting her head on a shallow pillow. He found a tube of sticky lubricant in the night stand and handed it to her.
"You have masturbated men as part of the freshman poise curriculum. I want you to give me an erection. You know what to do, but don't try to overdo it and extract my seed. That will happen soon enough, but this time inside your pussy. Understand?"
Sofia nodded. Ned watched her squeeze a small pool on her palm and curl it around his softness. Her gentle strokes worked their magic; Ned got longer, stiffer and fatter in her hand. He paused her penile massage at the optimum time.
Sofia watched with uneasy captivation as Ned climbed onto the bed, his oily erection waggling at his groin. He kneeled between her knees and leaned forward, bracing on his hands as he spoke calmly to her tear tinged face.
"It will help you get past the angst if you are the one to place me. Confirms your commitment to the poise curriculum. Go ahead."
Sofia's fingers held his knob and she levered it towards her pussy. Ned leaned in and the spongy head pressed her slit. Posed for entry, Ned relaxed atop her body, moved his hands down beneath to cup her ass cheeks. To his dismay, Sofia tried to roll her hips away, attempting to delay the inevitable. Ned kept a one hand grip on her ass and moved the other behind her neck. He drew her close to his body and pressed her into the mattress.
She continued to twist about but Ned overcame her feeble physical objections with mild force. He inched his knob inside her, little push-pulls to ease and lubricate the moves. Her shifting lessened. He felt the maiden constriction several inches down and braced for breakthrough.
"Take a deep breath and hold it" he advised her.
She did and Ned pressed hard, made a bump or two, felt a yielding and slid all the way home. Sofia sobbed out her emotions, whether from a sense of pain or a sense of woe over the irreversible act. He rested for a minute, letting her tight passageway gradually swell to accommodate its manly intruder. Ned was only started and spoke softly to the brand new woman cradled in his arms.
"I have to finish now. I am going to spurt my semen inside you; can't let it stay bottled up. You will feel the warmth when I do. Try to relax and it will go smoother. Ready?"
He got no response and went ahead anyway. He drew back and pushed in, medium strokes to start. She stopped struggling and Ned dwelled on the pressure in his groin, willing his body to speedily finish its wholesome chore. His prostate cooperated and he grunted a generous volume of sperm into her womb, her first feel of the manly essence that would pour time and again into her feminine receptacle.
He let the pulses run out, feeling the pleasure of her womb cuddling his shrinking erection. Resting momentarily atop her soft body, he gathered his thoughts and strength, and then slowly pulled out. He stood by the bed, helped her clean and preen her pussy and left her there to rest.
Sofia was his until morning and he liked the time he spent in bed with her. He played with her breasts; he loved breasts in general but hers were really magnificent. He fucked her twice more during the night, lubing generously to avoid causing her soreness. Sofia was more willing each time, having found human coupling less hurtful and more agreeable with each subsequent experience.
Ned was content that he had launched Sofia further along to her destiny of becoming a proficient cock worshipping TWA coed.
His thoughts turned to this evening; there would be another new coed to transform, and another each of the following days and nights, until he completed his half dozen assignments.
-----------------
Sofia blossomed at TWA, dedicated to amassing the curriculum proscribed expertise over the course of her training. She had endured freshman year, an endless ordeal of technical celibacy. She had studied male and female erogenous anatomy, faced and felt the body's orgasmic responses to sexual stimulation. She was still a vaginal virgin, until sophomore year.
Ned had been her first. Within an hour of being ushered into his presence, the previously unfamiliar man's cock had converted her from a shy young virgin into a curious eager woman, warming her womb with his life nurturing dose of pearly essence. Thereafter Ned had been only one of the many staff and guest coach tutors who had incessantly enriched her femininity and sexuality. But he was special to her, the coitus wizard whose skill and perseverance earned her admiration and respect.
Ned had been her first in other ways. Just a week into her junior year, he was the first man to push his dick past her tonsils, introducing her to deep throat oral sex. Other guest and staff coach tutors would exercise her lips and throat but when the time approached for her junior to senior evaluation assessment, Ned returned to confirm that she had attained the required skill and dexterity for oral male satisfaction.
Sofia became a favorite pupil of the staff but many of the guest coach tutors gave her high marks in their post-coital reports. Once, during her junior year, the Housemother informed Sofia that she had been requisitioned by a distinctive guest coach tutor for a full day and night of sexual indulgence. Thrilled to be so honored, Sofia was meticulous with her sensual preparations, focused on securing more accolades from such a special gentleman.
Her sister coeds volunteered to help for the special occasion. They advised her on the tone of the cosmetics: dark eye shadow and liner, two toned nipples, a rosy labia gloss, fiery red lipstick and nail polish. She did up her hair perfectly, applied the flawless face and erogenous zone makeup, picked out exotic jewelry and sequin-adorned high heels, and daubed musky perfumes in the right places. It was an all-out effort to display her best feminine qualities to the VIP elite alpha male.
A seasoned coach tutor inspected her final preparations, noting a few details: his finger detected day old pussy stubble that needed a closer re-shave, big gold hoop earrings instead of jeweled baubles and locking buckles for the high heel straps to allude a petty bondage. But overall, he endorsed her preparations.
At the appointed time, she respectfully squatted in her heels in the center of the guest coach tutor's suite, outfitted as a romantically themed setup. She faced the door, her gaze down and her hands, palms up, resting on her spread thighs. Her biceps indented the sides of her generous breasts, pushing her pointy layer toned nipples forward and closing the cleavage, suggesting a cozy cock cuddling tunnel. Her pussy was budded open between her thighs, a dewy pink flower enticing the male to affect its pollination.
The appointed guest coach tutor entered the suite, closed the door and stood several paces in front of her, gazing down on her naked, submissive beauty. He tenderly invited her to look up at him. She let her focus travel slowly from his wingtip shoes, up his tailored wool slacks, and past the starched white dress shirt. She beheld his face and was mildly shocked but maintained her deferential pose and demeanor at the sight of her Uncle Miguel.
He bade her stand and she rose to present her full magnificent glory, eyes downward in respectful easy pose. He walked completely around her, staring down at her nakedness, a palm tracing her bare hips and ass like he was circling an inanimate marble column. He stopped behind her, reached around to cup her breasts.
'Her ass and tits are so smooth and soft, yet firm and supple' he mused.
She stood still throughout his tactile inspection, letting the alpha male handle her, acknowledging his dominant prerogative. She was flattered by his attention; it fueled an emotional boost to her sense of self-worth.
Becoming impatient to feel her marvelous boobs squashed against his chest or swaddling his stiff dick, her uncle twisted his face to her ear, sniffed her hair and whispered.
"I have been waiting a long time for this moment. You look, and feel, exactly as I imagined you should when I ogled you at all those family get-togethers. I now I get to do everything I've ever dreamed of doing to you. But even a full day and night may not be enough time. We'll see... Let's get started!"
He squeezed one cupped breast for emphasis and told her to undress him. Sofia fell deeper into her compulsory role; ceding to the clothed man's mastery over her naked subservience. She followed his instructions, respectably helping him strip and store his tailored clothes. She knelt at his command and sucked his cock to erection but not ejaculation. He hastily pushed her into bed, a quick conjunction of their genitals and then he drilled her cunt with a frenzy that filled her with his first flood of sperm.
Sofia obliged his every wish and whim throughout the remainder of the designated day and night. Uncle Miguel was voracious; his unfaltering fortitude drove him to use her mouth, tits and cunt to provoke and tame his insatiable libido. Sofia, his sister's grown-up daughter, struggled to keep up with her uncle's energy and ego.
Even when he needed a break, he ordered Sofia to perform all the work herself until she triggered his bliss. She squirmed her supple body against his as much as possible; hands, nipples, kisses, caresses, whatever she could do to prove she was totally dedicated to his ultimate pleasure. It didn't matter their family relationship; he was the elite alpha male and she was the source and receptacle of his lust.
He was hooked on her sensuality and returned on other occasions for additional private sessions and Freewill Weekends. She came to know her uncle well, learning new ways and techniques to please the older man. He was gracious with her contentment, giving her permission to orgasm, ideally before he did. He liked the way her autonomic contractions stimulated his sensitized erection before he jetted his seed inside her warm wet womb.
Eventually, inevitably, Father Daughter Weekend arrived, the event that dispelled the notions of immorality for true paternal incest. For her father, Tomas, and Sofia, it was also the weekend when the parent-adolescent pair evolved a particularly explosive sexual technique. After some exploratory coupling to establish trust and rapport, Tomas had goaded her into a studier type of fuck. He arranged her curvaceous body in missionary pose, cradling his hips in her saddle. Taking a cleansing breath for power, he touched his tip to her labia, pushed to seat his knob and then, in one long push, sank his solid erection entirely down her slick tight pussy.
She moaned a whimper of discomfort as his penis stretched her fleshy tube. He tarried at the bottom as she accommodated his bulk. Then slowly and steadily, they built the oscillating rhythm as her big soft boobs pressed and rolled against his chest. They both muttered inarticulate sounds of adoration for more and more of the slippery stimulation on their excited genital nerves.
Their lust escalated toward the mutual eruption, and at the last moment, Tomas arched his torso, lifting his chest upright, his brawny arms enfolding her low back just above her hips, crushing her labia tight to the base of his throbbing embedded cock.
Sofia's back bowed into a near semi-circular counter arch, her ass and heels planted on the mattress, her arms stretch taut and straight from her shoulders. She swooned, her hands grabbing the headboard rails, her dark brown eyes rolling back in her violently torqueing inverted head, her dark brown wavy hair flailing the jumbled pillows. She was mesmerized by imagined vistas, believing she was seeing shooting stars firing off under her eyelids.
Tomas roared, Sofia wailed, each body locked rigid as they vibrated through violent concurrent orgasms. The mental seizures necessarily halted their breathing, the long drawn out ecstasy reaching its limit when their lungs demanded a gasp of air
He fell forward as her back relaxed; his face planting itself between her sweaty heaving breasts. As he recovered, he licked and kissed a pathway back to daylight. His breathing returned, as did hers. He lazily suckled her stiff nipples as his erection wilted and fell out, followed by the weeping flow of paternal seminal fluids.
Sofia's fabulous skill in that method earned her the annual 'Best Achievement Award for Missionary Orgasm', a time honored category that was recorded for posterity on the trophy wall of her senior facility entrance vestibule. It would also be her ticket to return to her TWA senior campus as a special poise subject matter expert, scheduled to share that special expertise with eager staff coach tutors. They would be charged with mastering the technique and then teaching it to the coeds during their subsequent coach tutoring assignments.



She had successfully completed her academia and was launched into a world dominated by elite alpha males, but ruled by the ingenuity of Total Woman Academy alumni.
Sofia took a few months for post-graduation family leave back in Portugal. Rodrigo, one of the local boys her mother had warned her against, was still there, working as a hired hand in her family's agro-business. Out of curiosity, she had seduced him, or rather let him think he had seduced her. Despite his brawny appearance, his manly package was far less commendable. He was crude and unskilled in the ways of Eros, ignorantly rutting around inside her to his sole satisfaction. The one night stand assuaged her curiosity and the 'what-if' musings. That would be the first and last time that Rodrigo would ever be her paramour.
Daydreams assuaged, she still had many weeks to go before for the escorted transport to the sabbatical guest teaching assignment at her former TWA facility. Ned would chaperon her there. But his travel schedule was booked full with prior engagements and she was forced to wait. She was unhappy with the delay.
Life on the family farm was slow and easy for her. Her father Tomas was the region's agriculture scion, a stern businessman who practiced an early to bed and early to rise routine, a hard work tradition he inherited from his late father along with the family's food production empire. His wife, and Sofia's mother, Beatriz, followed a more easygoing custom, staying up late and sleeping in. Now she spent those long evenings with Sofia, girl talk and gossip, sharing their sentiments on the mutual experiences from different ages and stages at TWA. Sofia confided her furtive attempt with Rodrigo and the disappointing outcome.
Beatriz sensed Sofia's despair and probed her obvious disquiet. She had heard Sofia's restlessness in the night as the young woman helplessly eschewed masturbation, finding it an unsatisfying substitute to a real flesh and blood penis. Sofia had a typical TWA ingrained hunger for cultivated alpha male companionship. But she was stuck here in this remote farming center, surrounded by cultivated crops but uncultivated men. Empathetic to her daughter's circumstances, she pondered the problem and lit upon the only suitable solution.
That night, Beatriz dallied behind, as usual, when Tomas ascended to the upper story bedrooms. She crept to Sofia's childhood bedroom, now the guest quarters, where she found her nude and beautified daughter. Sofia's face and body were highlighted with exotic makeup, her hair luxurious. Her hips swayed impatiently, her body practically vibrating with excitement, her boobs jiggling with the reflective mini-shimmies. The plot underway, she was itching to instigate the ruse and placate her sexual frustrations. Beatriz spritzed Sofia's loose wavy hair with her own signature perfume, then buzzed her daughter's cheek, whispering mischievous motherly ideas on how Sofia could thoroughly enjoy this most special night. Beatriz stayed behind, watching as her daughter tiptoed across the hallway and gripped the handle of the master bedroom door.
Sofia opened it and stepped through, carefully closing it behind her. Tomas' twilight doze was disturbed by the fleeting hallway glimmer, and he caught a brief glimpse of a buxom silhouette in profile, the tits and ass in curvaceous counterbalance. He turned over, putting his back to it, and feigned sleep.
He was not in his prime tonight, having succumbed to his whims earlier in the day. He had spied the fresh faced newly hired farm girl, trimming the olive trees alongside her family work crew. He had called her over and led her away to a nearby field shed. Inside, they were hidden from view by the vineyard culling crew, including many of the girl's extended family. Ignoring pesky social prohibitions, he had plowed her tender juicy cunt in doggy, relieving his groin of pent up spunk. He didn't know or care to know her name; he pulled out and left, ordering her back to her manual labors.
Whenever he was challenged about these frequent events, he claimed the practice was his birthright, a privilege of his prestige as the most prominent local landholder and almost singular employer in this poor region of the country. He ignored any mumbled protests from the intimidated local community.
Sofia, unaware of his earlier exploits, slipped under the light sheet cover and wiggled close, pressing her supple breasts into her father's back. Her hand edged over his hip, her fingers drumming lightly on his soft shaft.
Tomas became more attentive when he inhaled a whiff of the familiar perfume. He sighed and reluctantly rotated to face his naked bedmate, hoping he would find the reserves to service his wife's desire for sex.
Her mood seemed unusually warm, willing and wanton tonight. She caressed his bare body with hands, thighs and breasts. Her clasp smoothly caressed his cock as it feebly endeavored to enlarge for its looming duty. To aid the foreplay, he kneaded and fondled her tits, finding them firmer than usual tonight. He leaned in to take a kiss and heard the soft voice just as he was closing in on her lips.
"Yes, Daddy, kiss me. Please... I need you."
His fondling hands stopped at the sound of his daughter's husky whisper. He held her boobs in two tight motionless grips but his cock was not to be denied. It had a new mission: sex with his adorable erotic daughter, not his beautiful devoted wife. It hardened quicker than ever before, Sofia's fiddling fingers stirring its ardor and firing its lust.
Tomas hustled into position and his tip found her entrance as he rolled atop her, sinking smoothly into Sofia's cozy wet cunt. Her tight tunnel hugged his cock with a youthful resilience. Tomas loved his wife dearly and their sex over the years was always superb and satisfying. But she had borne him two wonderful children and Sofia's channel was snugger and more stimulating in comparison.
For Sofia, the weeklong sexual drought was finally over. She jostled her body beneath him and Tomas was more than willing to accommodate her need for long deep strokes. She was quick to achieve her long overdue and mind melting orgasm.
After laying quiescent while her passions ebbed, she resumed her inculcated life's role. Sofia following her TWA instilled instincts and churned her ass and hips again beneath her mounted father, completing his passion by bringing forth his masculine eruption as he grunted out his intense pleasure. It cheered her heart that the pearly bounty pulsing into her core came from her alpha male father's loins.
Sofia's mother had facilitated the physical and emotional solution to her daughter's angst with the only readily available alpha male in the region, the father and husband Tomas.
For the remaining weeks of Sofia's homestay, Beatriz relinquished her spousal prerogatives in order to provide for the holistic welfare of her child. Each night, Sofia shared Tomas's bed. Tomas awoke each night upon her belated arrival, to be sucked or fucked, bringing about their transitory satisfactions. After the evening bouts, she cuddled him until he snored, then tiptoed to her bathroom to clean out the masculine residue, freshening her femininity for the next round of sex.
He always awoke, as was his habit, before dawn to find Sofia laying half on top of him, her hand resting easy on his morning woody. Most mornings, she was postured with an arm across his chest, a thigh thrown over his groin or belly, a tit mashed against his side, and her dark wavy hair jumbled partly over her sleepy face. He woke her gently by kneading the available boob, plucking at the nipple. She often emerged from a bawdy dream of stiff cocks driving her carnal needs, her pussy wet and ready, and foreplay unnecessary. With a mighty heave, Tomas would saddle up atop her and stroke out his pleasure. Sometimes she achieved orgasm as well, real ones that usurped the elusive tantalizing ones that never seemed to culminate in her dreams.
He would depart just before dawn, having fucked her a sweet 'good morning'. She would tarry in bed, dozy and lethargic, snoozing away her post-coital stupor in the rumpled bedsheets, uncaring that her well used pussy dribbled his excess ooze onto her thigh and the bed.
But variety is the spice of life; monogamy can grow to be monotony. During her TWA years, two days had been Sofia's longest dalliance with any one man. She couldn't remember a string of three. Even during Father-Daughter Weekend, Tomas had swapped her twice for another coed that caught his fancy. Sofia had gratified her friends' fathers while Tomas found release in diversity through his optional coed fuck-mates.
Now, interspersed with milder sexual releases night after night, Tomas and Sofia frequently recreated their inventive stupendous technique. Beatriz smiled lovingly on her pillow each time the mansion resonated with the male roars and the female wails, proud of her husband's virility, happy that her daughter was finding comfort within the family circle. 'That's my man!' she proudly thought.
But Beatriz could tell the continual sex was wearing Tomas down, bit by bit. Even the field hands noticed his lack of interest in their working daughters this past month. Beatriz was not surprised when he announced he had urgent business in Lisbon and would be gone for three days. Sofia took it well but her sex drive had remained indefatigable, renewed each night by Tomas' manly virtues.
She dismally resigned herself to a few nights of sleepless frustration. Her mother had smiled a cheerful goodnight as Sofia rose the stairs to her father's empty bed. The bedroom lights were on when she pushed open the door. She yipped a cry of joy at the sight.
Uncle Miguel was full frontal naked in bed, lying on his side, facing the door. His head was propped on one hand, braced there by a bent arm. His other hand waggled his tumescent prick at her. He smiled broadly through his scruffy bad-boy beard.
"Miss me?" he quipped.
Her reply was a hastily strip of her chemise and panties, three jumping steps and a bound onto the mattress, falling wildly into his embrace, molding her equally nude body full against his front. She found his lips and shared lip melting kisses as she hugged her nude softness tight against his muscular body and growing erectile hardness. They wiggled and giggled in a melee of caresses and smooches.
Beatriz quietly watched the pair from the doorway, blew them an unseen kiss, turned out the lights and closed the door. Tomas need not know that she had plotted her brother's stayover to save her daughter unnecessary loneliness in her husband's absence.
Miguel fondled Sofia's warm, eager body. He had simmered to wicked thoughts of her for an hour or more, waiting for her to find him here in her ancillary bedroom. He wedged his hips between her legs, and poked his dick in her pussy. He held her tight with two hand clasps on her soft pliant ass cheeks while he stroked himself to the first of his reunion ejaculations into his bodacious niece. It had taken no more than five minutes from first sight to first spew. Many more would follow tonight and over the days to come.
At dawn, Beatriz quietly entered the master chamber. Her daughter had the look of a well fucked female, her hair askew and her deep brown semi-glazed eyes half-closed. Her chemise and panties hung over the headboard, forgotten where they had landed when she tossed them off last night. Sofia lay on her side, facing the door; Miguel lay on his side with his back to the door. His face was planted snuggly against her tit, lazily tonguing her nipple, his stubbly whiskers tickling her skin.
Sofia saw her mother, carrying a breakfast tray. Her lips cracked a half smile through rumbled strands of her messy locks. She blew her mother a quiet pucker kiss, glanzed down at her suckling uncle and mouthed a silent but truly sincere 'Thank you...' to her mother for her inventiveness.
She found Miguel's oral attentions stimulating but she was hungry and dehydrated from the all night fuck-fest. She tickled the hairs on Miguel's neck and cooed soft words to get his attention.
"Uncle Miguel, Momma has brought us breakfast."
His reply of acknowledgment was lost in the muffle of her cleavage. Beatriz yawned, eyeing the weary bedmates.
"I really think you two need to take a break and eat. I didn't get much sleep last night, what with all the rumpus in here. Apparently, neither did either of you."
Over the next days, Beatriz acted as the gracious hostess, bringing them food, drinks and fresh linens that replaced the ones that were repeatedly stained with excess feminine and masculine secretions. The uncle was younger than Tomas and exhibited a substantial reserve of energy. The pair stayed indoors for most of the three days, emerging sparingly for some nude sunbathing on the enclosed back patio. But the vast majority of the time was spent in the master bedroom.
Uncle Miguel maintained Sofia's rich libido until his brother-in-law was scheduled to return. Tomas arrived home from his R&R refreshed, his own libido and ego rekindled. He found Sofia longing for his touch and was unaware of the short term family substitution concocted by his wife. They resumed their nighttime routine for several more weeks.
But Sofia still longed for Ned's arrival and jumped for joy when her favorite coach tutor emeritus finally showed up at the family's country compound.
-----
Sofia guided Ned on a field and vineyard stroll, proudly showing him the bounty of her family's agro-business. It was a time of the year when the weather could be unsettled and they got caught too far from the family manor when a rain squall washed across the countryside. They ran to one of the field sheds and tumbled inside. It was furnished as a refuge for the farm hands to wait out storms or a shady place to eat their lunch. Tomas found other uses as well.
Sofia remembered her own 'other uses' from her pre-TWA years, a hideaway where she could canoodle with boys, usually teenaged farm hands like Rodrigo, the strapping handsome boy that had been equal her age. There was kissing, petting and fumbling beneath loose clothes but no real sex. She was tempted during that last summer before leaving for freshman year at TWA, her passions matching Rodrigo's urgencies, but she cleaved to her mother's warning and TWA's enrollment mandates and arrived there a virgin.
The rain seemed to get more intense, keeping them trapped in the rustic building. They were lounging on a blanket on the stone tiled floor. Sofia tried to be a good hostess, inquiring about the condition of her guest.
"Have your travels been comfortable, sir?"
"My travels are always filled with comfort and satisfaction. TWA is a very generous and considerate employer."
Sofia wanted her guest to feel equally or even more comfortable while he was here with her. She lightly rubbed Ned's cock through his pants.
"May I see it, sir? Do I have permission to touch it?"
"Yes, my dear."
Sofia undid his button and fly, extracting his substantial manhood to the light and air of day. She was coy and respectful in her request.
"Can we wait out the storm in a more enjoyable way?"
Ned reminisced on his first time with Sofia, pondered her subsequent growth and achievements and his supportive role in her education and life. He warmed to her suggestion.
"That is very thoughtful of you, my dear. Please proceed..."
Sofia used the foreplay routine that Ned had taught her at TWA, what she presumed was one of his favorites. A gentle thumb and forefinger catch just below the corona lifted the knob toward her lips. Her stiffened tongue tip pressed the knob slit, then pecked and twirled a bit at the tiny hole, stimulating those rarely touched latent nerve endings. Ned responded well and soon they were affectionately fucking, Sofia moving through sequential bottom, side and top poses while the rain drummed on the roof. During her first time with Ned long ago, she had ratcheted her hips in a shy attempt to avoid him. Now she ratcheted her hips in those same moves but in a learned attempt to invigorate his lust and wring out his manly nectar.
They lazed in a lovers' post-coital fondling until the clouds cleared and the sun returned, then canoodled like giddy teenagers on the stroll back to the family mansion.
It was Sofia's last night home. Ned was the sole guest at the immediate family dinner, a meal made entirely of the bounty harvested from the crops, herds and flocks of the farm. They moved to the salon for coffee and dessert. But there were no late evening discussions tonight; everything that needed to be said had been said. Tomas simply took Sofia's hand and led her off to bed, what would be their final time together for a while.
Beatriz showed Ned to his guestroom, the one across the hall from the master bedroom. She guided him inside and showed him the layout, inquiring whether he needed anything else. He said he was okay. Beatriz said she was not and closed the door from the inside. Ned served as the perfect guest, thanking Beatriz for her hospitality in true gentlemanly style, being gracious with his manly time and talents, and ending the weeks long sexual fast that she had endured for the benefit of her daughter.
Tomas and Sofia were similarly engaged across the hall, performing their especially explosive sexual technique, the one that produced howls loud enough to be heard outside the mansion, to the smirks of the closer-in farm tenants.
In the morning, Sofia was splayed across her father's body as usual. He woke her with his normal boob cuddle. They moved into morning fuck pose and cleaved to each other tighter than ever before, milking the maximum from their last bout of incestuous intercourse. Sofia rolled away, fatigued, snuggling the sheets, expecting her father's departure. But he didn't. He remained in bed and spooned her soft, luscious body, emotionally helpless to let her go.
She held the arms that wrapped her torso, reflecting his gloom. He nuzzled her neck and his breath tickled her ears. She couldn't leave him like this. She rolled in his arms and pressed her breasts to his chest. Her lips found his and they kissed.
She felt his manhood brushing her inner thighs as it levered its path towards her pussy. She opened her legs, letting him find the sweet spot. He did and powered in. Their kissing deepened, his tongue probing the moist oral cavern that his cock had probed so many times during these past too few weeks. He lay motionless, docile, wanting her to work her magic. She took up the calling.
She worked his appendages, both tongue and cock, working the muscles of both her invaded orifices to bring forth his manly treasure. She received them in due course, joining him in ecstasy one more time with a howl of rapture on her lips and a torrent of sperm on her cervix. They slumped together and laid in bed, enfolded by arms and legs. Beatriz found them still dozing that way when she came bearing the bad news: it was time to go.
-----
Ned stood aside as the family parting played out with group hugs and plentiful kisses. Her mother shed tearful smiles of farewell, her father couldn't hide his smugness as he hugged her plush boobs to his chest. He buried his face beneath her luxurious brunette waves, enjoining her to come back as soon as she could. He released his boob crushing hug with some final evocative words.
"We'll miss you; the whole family will miss you. But especially me. You'll always be Daddy's little girl."
She promised to return as soon as she could; Tomas sensed that she meant it.
But now with Sofia's looming sendoff, his thoughts turned back to the family farm, his business responsibilities and the little teenage field girl who had come of age during Sofia's extended visit. He hoped that Rodrigo and his bunch hadn't already plucked her cherry while he had been distracted. He liked being a girl's first time man.



Sofia kissed her mother's cheek, a chance to whisper her own concerns.
"Will I get to see Uncle Miguel when I come back?"
Her mother whispered her encouraging reply.
"You'll see him soon enough. He volunteered to be one of your coach tutor trainees next week."
That brought a big smile and a mischievous cocked eyebrow to Sofia's face.
Ned coughed, gaining their attention and reminded them of his and Sofia's long drive to the airport and the connecting flights onward to London and then America. The travelling duo departed the family compound to blown kisses and hearty waves; they settled in for the long drive, enjoying the scenic drive through the beautiful and enchanting Portuguese countryside.
Sofia gibbered and jabbered through the whole journey, telling all the stories and details of her wonderful family home leave. Ned listened to the narrative of her mother's conspiracies on her behalf, how thrilled she had been with the companionship of her father and uncle, and her letdown with Rodrigo.
Once they were airborne, stirred by her ribald vacation tales, Ned fucked her again on the way to England. At the London Oxford Airport, he handed her off to another staff coach tutor as her escort to America. Then he checked the time and found it was close to his next scheduled assignment. He had a meeting in The City of London financial district for a potential coed candidate's matriculation processing and induction into the Total Woman Academy.
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Anton, a highly successful International Law barrister in 'the City', London's premiere financial district, and his brother Frederick waited with Ned in Anton's well-furnished office, idling with small talk for the arrival of the overdue pair of Monica and her mother. The day had finally arrived when Monica would leave for her impending attendance at a mysterious elite educational institution in Mid-western America.
There was a clatter in the outer reception office; Anton's Special Executive Assistant, Maria, was heard welcoming and pacifying the late arrivals. The mother loudly expounded on how the pair had shopped all day at Harrods's for last minute school outfits, fitting out Monica with a stylish collection of college wardrobes, like the powder blue business suit she now wore.
Maria took their coats, performed her gate keeper duties and opened the security inner door. Monica and her mother Sharon finally hustled breathless into the meeting.
Sharon never missed a beat in dialogue of woes and worries; she caterwauled about the department store's useless sales assistants, the slow service, and Anton's chauffer who dawdled while schlepping the four oversize suitcases of new purchases out of the corporate limousine's trunk. And couldn't the ritzy office tower's doorman understand simple instructions, balking when ordered to transfer the luggage carefully to the educational institution's town car?
Monica slipped away from her bossy mother. She had heard this constant diatribe of gripes 'forever'! She plopped into a cushioned side chair, looking like she couldn't be bothered either way, twisting a curl in her hair and pecking on her cell phone, texting replies to her chums' last minute 'bon voyages' and 'good wishes'.
The brothers introduced Ned as the exclusive institution's official representative. The details of the education and facilities disclosed by Sharon's husband and brother-in-law had been vague. But the mother was grateful for any forward looking opportunity, a chance for recalcitrant Monica to break away from the lackadaisical lifestyle she currently indulged in with her likewise do-nothing cronies.
Sharon looked askance at her daughter, carelessly slouched in her chair. Monica was focused on the little pixel screen in her hand.
"Monica, sit up straight! Pay attention. We're talking about your future. Don't you care?"
"Oh, Mother!"
Monica looked up, rolled her eyes and threw her mum a disparaging look before returning to her tapping on the cellphone screen. She had heard this all before. Her mother wanted her to turn out just like her, a society matriarch with sniveling accomplices lauding their trivial community amusements. Sharon let out an exasperated sigh.
"I don't know what to do with her. She lounges around all day in pajamas and sweat suits and then is gone most of the night to God only knows where with God only knows who. I want her to learn etiquette and worldly ways that will lead her to a prosperous and fulfilling life. Is there anything anyone can do with her?"
The mother looked around the room for support. Anton and Frederick studied their shoelaces, knowing better than to open a debate with the difficult woman when she was in this foul mood, which she usually was. Ned took his cue and addressed the apprehensive mother's ineffable questions regarding Monica's bright future.
"I assure you Monica will experience unprecedented exposure to our genteel instructors and find great joy in the practical application of beauty, intelligence and poise. Our elite group of coach tutors will drill her in the urbane nuances of human affairs. When fully imbued with their bountiful largesse, she will learn to respect deferential rules and roles and thereby earn admiration for her learned skills and abilities. I promise you she will be a changed woman when you see her again."
The mother half-smiled with half-confidence; Ned's words were so cultured and sophisticated. Monica would surely be better off in the hands of dynamic men like him. She resolved that this was the right course of action for her wayward drifting daughter.
"Please teach her well; make her one of your special pupils."
"Oh, I assure you, ma'am, we will all see to that."
The moment of truth was upon them; Monica's mother cuddled her impassive offspring and poured forth her tearful goodbyes, enjoining her apathetic Monica to absorb everything offered and take full advantage of this great opportunity.
Then Sharon looked at the time and said her hastily goodbyes; she hurried off to one of her vainglorious society club occasions, leaving the men to handle the last details. The room stood on a quieter, calmer aura; Maria popped her head in to confirm the woman's departure. Anton thanked her and said it was 'Do Not Disturb' for the remainder of the day.
Alone with the subject young lady, Ned, backed by re-involved Anton and Frederick, informed Monica that from then on the elite institution she was destined to attend would provide her with all of the essential clothing, sustenance and education she required.
And the change in her support system was to begin immediately. For instance, they informed her that her unsightly new business suit was inappropriate for the coming travel arrangements. She would need to exchange it forthwith for suitable institutional-approved travel wear.
Monica hesitated, waiting out their steady stares, before she realized that they were deadly serious and her promised brighter future started now with new rules and roles.
The men smirked at her tarrying; her father laughingly invited Monica to take off the blue business suit.
"Here?"
"Yes, here."
She frowned, setting aside her cell phone on her father's desk, before she walked to the center of the high rise power office. Unnoticed, her father slipped her cell phone quietly into his desk drawer, out of sight, out of mind, to be forgotten. He would deal with erasing its contents and ending any inter-communications at a later time.
Uncle Frederick hummed a slow burlesque song, adding levity to the situation. The men chuckled at his jest. Monica glared at them and the jibe died off. She unbuttoned and sluffed the jacket came off, pressing her breasts forward into the stretched blouse. A scan of their faces confirmed that the men were waiting for the top and skirt also; her look of annoyance apparent.
Frederick grew less jolly and snapped his fingers, whirling one in a horizontal circle, silently advising her to get on with it. She complied, grudgingly, a little peeved at this game. Now wearing just heels, bra and panties, she looked around expectantly for the promised replacement clothes.
The trio of males giggled. Uncle Frederick spoke up.
"Monica, your underwear, too. They wouldn't be compatible with your new travelling dress."
She hesitated again, faced their stares and deduced they were committed to getting her naked. Offended by their mirth but spurred by the promised rewards of America, and the opportunity to escape out from under her mother's domineering thumb, she reached back, thrusting her breasts forward and popped the bra's back clasps. She slid the straps off her arms to the floor. Leaning over at the waist, she slid down her panties. Her full firm boobs barely shifted on her chest.
Ned was impressed by her overall appearance. Her bullet shaped tits rode high and forward on her chest; her tight toned ass was well proportioned and balanced the mass of her boobs. She still wore her heels and Ned liked that; it made her look taller and enhanced her hourglass stature. Her pussy was shaved but her tresses were a natural wavy brunette, falling past her shoulders. Brown eyes, tawny skin and dark nipples, not the Scandinavian blue eyed paleness he expected in Anton's children; more of a nod to her darker complexioned mother.
The trio of elite males were inwardly captivated by her budding womanly assets but outwardly straight-faced at her embarrassment. With the men seated at the periphery and Monica standing near naked in the carpeted center, she timidly tried to use her hands to cover her shaved pussy and nubile tits, shying away from their lurid gazes. But they were seated in a rough circle and there was no way she could turn her back to all of them at once.
"Monica! Stop with the coy routine!"
Monica heard the abrupt stern tone behind her and turned on Ned, ready to retort his admonition. She saw that he held a single drape of white cotton, her supposed travel clothes, suspended by a finger of one hand and his exposed cock wrapped by the other.
"This first college audition comes from the Poise portion of the curriculum. It requires you to demonstrate obedience to instructions. And here is my first instruction: give me a blowjob."
Monica's eyes popped wide at the command. She stood stiffly, staring, unmoving. Ned softened his voice just a little, a trace of empathy.
"Oh, come on... It's not like you haven't done it before, what with the rowdy crowd you've run with."
He waggled his erection before continuing.
"This is just one more cock out of many. But this one's most special: elite alpha male cock, your destined preference. Now get over here and kneel between my legs."
Monica's haughty expression melted. She felt trapped by the circumstances, pulled between her fading sense of pride and overwhelming desire to get away from her overbearing mother. She reluctantly stepped to Ned, knelt, clutched the shaft as he let go, and lowered her face to his crotch. She had gotten a facial makeover while at Harrods's and her cherry red lips slid up and down his shaft, but only half way. She used her hand to stroke the lower exposed portion; she sloppily licked and sucked his erection. It was a very amateur attempt.
If this was anything other than a test of obedience, Ned would have been very disappointed at her efforts. But she had taken the challenge and Ned let her off easy. He relaxed and willed his ecstasy to peak quickly. He held her head steady so she couldn't back off when he ejaculated in her mouth.
"No wasting it, now. Swallow!"
She did and he released his clutch. She sat back on her ass, grimacing as she tasted the lingering dregs of sperm from a man better than twice her age. She wiped her lips with the back of her hand, throwing Ned an insolent look of disgust.
Ned talked right past her, informing the other men that he usually enjoyed much better oral sex than Monica's minimal efforts. However, considering that she had complied with all their instructions and would receive extensive fellatio training later, he would now endorse her transfer enrollment to the Total Woman Academy.
Anton executed the special pledge contribution on his computer and gathered the other transfer matriculation papers with lawyerly flourish. Ned's cell phone dinged and he confirmed Anton's funds transfer; it was the final detail of Monica's acceptance into TWA.
Ned pitched the travel clothes at Monica, the small wad plopping on her chest. She looked down and slowly, indignantly, clutched it in her hand. Her modesty and anger were gradually fading into compliance, having sucked off this unappreciative stranger after stripping in full view of her family's adult males.
Monica stood, unraveled the wad of cloth and slipped into her designated travel clothes, a sheer tee-shirt dress, white and bodycon tight. It was barely legal in public, stretched translucent thin on her bare body. When she pulled the hem down past her toned ass, it was just long enough to cloak her groin but the pull opened it more at the neck. It displayed a lot of cleavage and barely shrouded her full braless boobs, now embellished by anxiety hardened pokies, haloed by dark areola shadows.
Ned stood and said his brief farewells to his business hosts, shaking their hands, thanking them on behalf of TWA for their continued patronage. He spoke politely to Monica, inviting her to go with him now, and escorted her from the office with a firm grip on her upper arm.
TWA alumnus Maria, Anton's efficient Special Executive Assistant, helped the departing pair by getting the door and emphatically wished Monica well. She brushed a kiss on the younger girl's cheek; her eyes teary with joy and admiration at Monica's unrecognized good fortune. Her husky whisper stated heart-felt advise.
"Don't let go of this opportunity. Embrace it with a firm passion like you have never felt before. It's a phenomenon that will change your life for the better... forever!"
In the hallway, Monica kept pace with Ned, dressed prim and proper in his natty British wool business suit. She held the hem of her shirt dress in both hands, pulling it lower to shield her naked crotch. Her unsupported breasts hinted the slightest of recoil to her high heeled step, the firm full masses youthfully buoyant.
Ned acknowledged the surprised gawks of the women and the animated grins of the men that they met in the corridor and on the elevator ride. They passed a few more in the lobby on the short walk to the waiting town car. Some may have recognized the scandalously clad power-broker's daughter but Monica, with flushed face, didn't see them any of them as she kept her gaze at the floor, avoiding their looks. Ned opened the car's passenger door and blocked the others' view as she folded into the front seat, unavoidably flashing her bare pussy while lifting and turning her long sultry legs into the front seat.
Ned asked the uniformed doorman if Monica's luggage had been transferred to this vehicle and, being grudgingly assured that per Sharon's irksome orders they were in the car's boot, drove away from the office building.
-----
Anton and Frederick stayed in the office and chatted. Frederick gathered Monica's discarded business suit and lingerie and dumped them unceremoniously into the trash can. It would not be the first such findings over the years for the night cleaning staff. They poured drinks and parked themselves on the office couches, toasting the successful inauguration of Monica's new life journey.
Uncle Frederick asked his brother bluntly:
"Have you fucked Monica yet?"
"No, not yet" Anton replied. He said he feared the wrath of Monica's societally repressed mother should she ever find out he was having sex with their daughter. Besides, as a TWA elite pledge contributor, he had more than enough nubile pussy available elsewhere.
"Why did you ever marry that woman?" his brother asked. Anton shrugged.
"Connections. Her father was OBE, Foreign Office Commercial Attaché. I have made a fortune following up on his worldwide contacts. Sharon is so absorbed in her society spectacles that she ignores our finances, as long as I feed the household budget with enough for her community contributions and such. I have made tremendous profits and have squirreled away plenty for walk-away money. But why walk-away? Divorces are messy and besides, I have the means and schedule flexibility to be an exceptional Pledge Contributor to TWA, a matchless world that you and your wife introduced to me. I am eternally grateful for that, brother."
Frederick shoo-shooed away the sibling gratitude. Now it was Anton's turn to be curious.
"And you and Lycka?"
Frederick thought a second before replying.
"No, me neither."
He admitted he was anxious to do the deed but was obligingly his wife's belief that paternal incest should be reserved for a time consistent with TWA's senior poise curriculum.
"And Lucia?" jibed Anton. He was referring to Frederick's older daughter, already nearly complete with the upper level curriculums at TWA.
"Of course, I have, you randy old Billy goat. And so have you, 'Uncle Anton'. You fucked Lucia in a private guest coach tutor encounter and several times again during subsequent Freewill Weekends. She talked about you when I finally did my duty during Father Daughter Weekend. She will graduate soon, you know?"
The brothers chuckled as each adjusted their crotches, dicks growing at the fond family memories.
Both agreed that the attentions of other TWA coeds would help them wait out the years until the younger cousins' TWA-facilitated parental indoctrinations. In a few weeks, they were scheduled to attend a TWA Freewill Weekend and would pry Ned for feedback on their daughters' basic carnal talents and their budding potentials. They were sure he would have, by then, fucked them both; Lycka already and probably Monica starting tonight. He would collegially share his expert insights with the interested parents.
Enlivened by the prospects, they gleefully discussed their daughters' years-hence Father-Daughter Weekend. Maybe additional pledge contributions would entice TWA to alter that event; allow them to go rogue, off campus, in an extended Uncle-Niece Weekend Swap. Anton accepted the mission of broaching their proposal with the TWA Board.
The brothers sat back and stared at the ceiling, each lost in thought, contemplating the possibilities that such an arrangement would engender.
Anton, the London-based brother, sat up and addressed his visiting brother.
"So, any dinner plans?"
"Not yet."
"Let's go to my Club. You can stay there tonight in one of the guest suites and enjoy full bed and breakfast. Do you prefer Indian or Japanese?"
"For dinner?"
"No, silly bro... I meant for your 'full bed'. Dinner will be Beef Wellington, the Club chef's specialty."
"Oh... well... Yes... I think I fancy Thai tonight."
"Excellent choice, Frederick! I'll call ahead to the Club Concierge; he will make the proper arrangements. You really like those little massage suck and fucks, don't you? She'll be waiting in your room."
Frederick smiled and got a little animated.
"So, Anton, will you be staying over for a 'full bed and breakfast' too?"
"Not tonight. It's Friday and that's Maria's scheduled night to hostess me at the corporate apartment. I can't disappoint the hired help, huh?"
"She doesn't look like a hostess anybody would willingly disappoint. Monica will do well if she emulates the career of your Special Executive Assistant."
"That's certainly possible, all in due time..."
They drained their glasses and left together for a night of dinner and then their individual 'full bed' entertainments. It was the type of entertainment elite alpha males, especially TWA Pledge Contributors, were financially and physically prone to fully savor.
-----
True to the Uncles' predictions, Ned took Monica to the upscale Trafalgar St. James Hotel for the night. He would seek to ease her residual qualms about sex with middle-aged men.
The Hotel Manager handled the booking of his recurrent VIP guest, whisking him through the check-in. The register recorded 'Ned and niece'. The manager felt obliged to personally execute Ned's reservation, and the several other distinguished gentlemen who booked through the same covert corporate account.
The manager's junior staff could not be trusted to conceal their juvenile ribald humor, razzing between themselves that Ned and the other gentlemen must come from a very large family. The nieces were frequent guests, all of diverse ethnicities, and were never the same one twice. Yes, a very large family with lots of nieces, they snickered.
Monica glanced back at the town car, the parking valets already pulling it away, hoping her luggage would accompany them to the room. Ned saw her look of optimism, shook his head and guided her across the lobby to the lifts.
At their high floor, Ned opened the suite door and allowed Monica to enter first. It was already stocked with a light buffet table, a spread of fruits, cheeses, crackers and beverages. Ned checked the bathroom for the expected accoutrements and, satisfied with the stock of feminine cosmetics, removed his clothes. A quick shower and he emerged naked into the main chamber where he found Monica partaking of the food.



She was startled but not surprised at his immodest attitude. She had already sucked his sturdy cock in her father's office; the rest of him was just as manly looking: fit and toned. He munched a few handfuls of the food. He looked down at his roommate. She put aside her empty plate and stood in deference to his presence.
He pulled her shirt-dress over her head, bouncing her loose brown waves. Nude to his scrutiny, he turned her with a ballet pirouette for another 360 survey. She recalled her mother's urgings and Maria's encouragement. She forced her mental reservations to melt away for now and resigned herself to Ned's self-assured hegemony.
Ned picked her up in his arms and carried her to bed. He laid her on her back and flicked the stiffness of her anxiety-puckered nipples. She laid her head back and stared at the ceiling. He climbed between her legs and aligned his cock with her pussy for a missionary mount. He felt her brace her heels on the sheeted mattress as he splayed her bent knees wider, making his entrance more accessible. His first probes were slow and gentle, easing his shaft further and further through her slick labia.
With his erection well seated, his arms hugged her body beneath his and he jogged his hips in a moderate rhythm. He buried his face in her neck, held her body firmly and compressed her pliant boobs against her chest. His swollen knob burnished her inner membranes. She felt his thrusting motions and they were genuinely pleasant; not like the fuzzy frantic quickies she usually experienced with her drunken weekend sex-mates. She came alive just a bit and held his body loosely.
In time he sped up and filled her cavity with his manly discharge; at each pulse of spunk, he grunted his rapture, and then he slumped in repose, tickling her ears with his macho praises.
"Oh my GOD, girl... That was wonderful."
They laid together, still coupled, and the familiar feel of the pooled fluids eased a bit of her angst.
During the remainder of the night, he was, at once, stern, gentle and potent, fostering her trust while indulging himself in her promising sensuality with several robust fucks.
The next time was sidesaddle, a more spirited but still gracious fuck. He pinned her right thigh under his torso. She shifted her hips to match his position; her first sign of teamwork. His long, forceful strokes tingled her innermost nerves and she reflected his hug when his spew was accompanied by coarser expressions and firmer clutches.
"Now that's a tight, juicy cunt. You could be a 'keeper'. Hope you like cocks like mine because you're going to get a lot of them."
He rolled her into spoon thereafter, cradling her malleable tits with a massaging grip, his slack cock cuddled by her warm ass crack. His captive dick still throbbed with little after-tingles. He moved a hand to her groin and rubbed circles on her clitoris. Her hair still hinted at the expensive store-makeover perfume and he nipped love bites on her shoulders and neck. It wasn't long before he felt ready to go again. He moved her again into missionary pose, braced on his hands and knees above her, his soft shaft resting on her belly.
"How about some help with the preliminaries? Use your hand. Get me hard."
Monica fingered his cock, played with the knob and stroked the shaft until she had Ned sufficiently rigid for penetration. She hunched her hips higher and levered his tip against her moist slot. He submerging himself inside her and held her down beneath his weight, pressing her into the mattress for a sturdier fuck.
He had a potent way of working her cunt this time: a slow membrane-burnishing drawing back and a deep rapid LUNGE; a slow membrane burnishing drawing back and a deep rapid LUNGE... again and again and again... She muffled a yelp each time he banged against her clitoris, but tentative hip rolls matched his ascending breaths until he spewed deep inside her.
Ned's libido wanted more but his body needed a rest. He murmured vulgar gratuities in her ears, praising her with coarsely labelled feminine attributes: blowjob lips, funbags, cum dump. In time, she warmed to the tone of his whispered and choked guttural praises for her willingness, stamina and God-given fuck-worthiness.
Pegged atop her once again in missionary, Ned felt his age and let his frustration show at her feeble responses. He moved his hands to her round bottom, grunted his demands, clutching two hurtful handfuls of her plush ass cheeks.
"Jeez... Do I have to do all the work? Bounce your ass! Roll your hips! Damn it, girl! Show me how much you can please me!"
He felt her move beneath his bulk, solid efforts at compliance. He lessened his drives and let her rub his knob along her passage. She kept at it until he shot his load and slumped atop her.
"Better..." he grudgingly opined.
'She's new to this, and still young' he thought, 'the office blowjob was mediocre and this fucking is amateurish. But if we give her a few years and lots of different cocks; she'll find her verve and become a magnificent sex machine by graduation.'
Ned acknowledged his age and stamina.
"I'm tired but I can't seem to get enough of your tight little fuck hole. C'mon cowgirl, ride me."
He rolled her on top. She offered oral as foreplay but he declined. She used her hand and got him hard. She elevated her hips over his staff and slid her cunt down over it. Seated upright in cowgirl, she galloped, with her legs sliding on the sides of his thighs and her heels poking at his calves. She followed his directions and worked a horizontal sliding motion that scraped his coronal vee firmly against her fleshy tube. It was the ass moves from earlier but now she was doing all the work on a prone, relaxed Ned.
He needed that harder sliding stimulation, in lieu of a conventional piston-like plunge, to fire his weary ardor. The murky view of her twin rounded chest cones oscillating with her wavering torso helped Ned to speed things along. His orgasm coincided with dawn's first glow lightening the darkness of their room. It signaled the end of their all night tryst and Ned's capacity to continue.
In the morning, they played in a joint post-coital shower. Under the spray, she lathered and rinsed his genitals; he shampooed her hair, then soaped and rinsed her boobs and groin repeatedly, the multiple times a mischievous unnecessity. He facilitated a double vaginal douche, using an inserted finger to carefully guide the hose up her musky feminine tube. She presumed he cared for her feminine health and welfare; she was too naïve to comprehend his real consideration was for his TWA alpha male colleagues. Her next coach tutor expected her to be handed over clean and fresh, an unsullied receptacle for his genetic expulsions.
'Five-time' Ned left a more congenial Monica behind in the bathroom to freshen her hairdo and makeup. She used the array of feminine hygiene and cosmetology supplies and emerged naked, prettily preened for the new day. She found Ned dressed in slacks and a button down shirt. Her face brightened, her eyes darting around the room, looking for her similarly upgraded outfit.
No such luck; Ned redressed her in the same skimpy white travel clothes, a rather simple task. With her hands again holding down the hem, he marched her out through the lobby, overlooked the usual jibes and stares from the staff and the other guests, shooed away the eager parking valets and shielded her inescapable pussy flash as she sat and rotated into the front seat. He drove the two-hour ride on the M40 to London Oxford Airport.
Monica was quiet and pensive on the trip, perhaps worn-out from all the nighttime action. The hem of the dress covered her lap by inches; the seatbelt shoulder strap puckered her top, cleaving her cleavage, exposing lots of side boob. The perplexing man beside her, whom she had met for the first time less than 24-hours ago, whom she had sucked and fucked a half a dozen times to his apparent satisfaction, hadn't bothered to trigger an orgasm in her or even kiss her. The cool leather seat pressed directly on her labia. The engine and wheel vibrations simmered her libido on the edge.
She became even more resigned and stoic when the car pulled through the gate and onto the private tarmac. It stopped plane-side. The jet crew was waiting in a reception line at the base of the Gulfstream's gangway. Ned helped her alight the vehicle and ushered her to the parked jet and its trio of males.
Some recent news articles told of discords where commercial airlines enforced a family-oriented dress code, denying passengers a seat for wearing unseemly revealing attire. Monica's sheer tee-shirt dress, short and sheer and revealing, would never have passed their muster.
However, there were no objections from the private jet crew as Ned handed her over into the care of Karl, her inflight escort, guardian and next TWA-selected coach tutor. The other two male crew members were cheerful, polite and efficient as they welcomed the newest coed candidate to her personal flight.
And glad they should be; her first official evaluation assessments, a team challenge event, would commence at cruising altitude and continue over the 10-hour flight to Baton Rouge. Just a taste of the many delightful job perks enjoyed by the professional coach tutors and staff of the Total Woman Academy.
Monica looked back again to the car and its trunk, imagining her luggage packed to overflowing with fancy new clothes. Ned just shook his head and pointed her up the cabin stairs. She shrugged a sigh and stepped the first tread, accepting again, as stated before, that TWA would provide for her needs, at their sole discretion and expense, from here forward.
At the moment, she was conflicted about her needs. She was still on a stimulated edge from sitting on the leather seat and feeling the arousing sensations. She was at once apprehensive and hopeful that this TWA crew would discover and soothe her needs, the sooner the better. She obediently climbed aboard, wearing only the thin dress and high heels, the only personal possessions remaining from her former lifestyle. She hoped for the best.
Ned returned to the car and stood by to assure himself of Monica's smooth departure. He watched the crew scurry about the aircraft, kicking the tires, examining the engines and performing the final outside visual checks before impatiently clamoring aboard. The gangway hatch folded closed and the plane sat as they presumably went through the onboard pre-flight checklist.
Ned contemplated the final tasks he must now complete before returning here tomorrow for his flight to the Caribbean and his successive assignment. The bulging suitcases in the trunk must be opened and the contents inspected and scrubbed of any identifying traces of either Monica or TWA. Thereafter, acceptably anonymous, they could be deposited, containers and all, at a clothing donation charity. It seemed such a waste that the expensive fashions would find their best and highest use in a used clothing store. But Anton could afford the monetary expense; he could not afford any public or familial scrutiny. One of Sharon's community shelters would unwittingly benefit from her day of mother-daughter shopping.
The engines whined, the nose wheel turned and the TWA private aircraft headed across the apron, took the taxiway and headed for its runway liftoff to America. Ned had fulfilled his duty and thereby conveyed Monica onward to her bright Total Woman Academy future. Now it was time to finish his dreary weather activities in England and get on to his next TWA coach tutor assignment which happily involved a few fun days in the sunny Caribbean isles.
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** Jazmyne **
Jazmyne strolled about her private spa salon, a post-convention rendezvous for a select group of China's nouveau riche. The men were in fine spirits, ensconced in lounges and alcoves, shamelessly pawing and pandering her stable of highly skilled Thai masseuses. Tits were cuddled, nipples sucked and groins pawed as the girls accommodated the real function of their dual purpose professions and abetted the men's erotic enjoyment. They were eager to afford the enticed men the physical massage and sexual relief they craved, particularly since Jazmyne had promised double compensation, and the opportunity to earn that amount again, as fulltime selective hostesses for her subsequent salacious gatherings. The clusters of esteemed guests and willing hostesses diminished as amorous pairs slinked off to alternate secluded settings for more intense sexual frolics.
Jazmyne watched the couples wander off. She suspected most of the girls had entered this business in much the same way as she had. Her mother had been a masseuse in Bangkok, as had her mother before her. Growing up, Jazmyne had heard the rumors and innuendoes associated with the trade. But her mother had kept her away, assuring she finished high school; that gave her at least a modicum of chance to better her life.
But it was not to be. Jazmyne had been unable to pass the college entrance level exams, and, with that outcome in the patriarchal culture she was born to, her academic opportunities faded off. And the time of mature reckoning for the nubile unmarried female had come.
Jazmyne's mother knew the score and one morning announced that Jazmyne would accompany her to the resort spa where she worked. Inside, she led her to a specially outfitted masseuse studio. A Western gentleman was already there and her mother politely introduced her.
"Sir, this is my daughter Jazmyne. She will be attending you today but, as she is a novice, I will stay to guide her and assure that you have a satisfactory visit."
The gentleman nodded his agreement and stood. Jazmyne and her mother removed his clothes and lay him on the padded table. The mother and daughter rubbed, kneaded and massaged the man's backside from head to heels. Then, rolling the naked man over, they doffed the clinic style scrubs and their petite hands kneaded and rubbed his front side. Jazmyne had been around enough boys, during and after school, to understand the man's obvious physical reaction to her roaming hands. His erection was thick and long, the purple head engorged. Her mother held Jazmyne's hands and guided her to oil and stroke the massive appendage.
"Are you ready, sir?"
"Yes, have your daughter mount me."
Jazmyne startled and looked surprised at her mother, who nodded her head sadly and pulled on Jazmyne's hands, urging her to climb onto the low table. Jazmyne hesitated but only for a moment. It was inevitable, a part of her heritage, and virgin or not, she saw no other course for her life. She swung a leg over the man's hips and her mother assisted her to straddle his groin. The man tilted his face and watched as the mother lifted his fat erection and held it under her daughter's hovering cunt. He saw and felt his oily tip slide inside the pretty little waif.
Jazmyne's eyes watered at the stretch. She pushed down and stifled a hurtful sob as her thin membrane ruptured. Her mother guided her with words and hands until he was mostly in. Still, her diminutive vaginal tube could not accommodate the entire length of the intruder. Regardless, she followed her mother's urgings and set a moderate pace. It seemed forever before the man she rode huffed and puffed out his warm ejection into her core.
Jazmyne had now entered upon the traditional family path and could be expect to trudge onward until she inevitably slipped and created the next generation of fatherless daughters eventually recruited into the business. But fate intervened. The gentleman returned a few days later, booked a solo session with Jazmyne and enjoyed again her amateur efforts. Then, enticed by her youthful charms, he returned on the weekend. Alone in the room with her and after she got him mightily aroused, he threw her on the table and fucked her vigorously in missionary, controlling the strokes, pushing his cock hard on her cervix, much deeper than she volunteered when previously on top. She stifled her sobs and bore it out. He thereupon declared to her mother that he saw her potential and would sponsor her to an elite academic institution. She left that same day on his flight to America.
Jazmyne entered, flourished through the curriculum and graduated from the Total Woman Academy. Sporadically, her benefactor arrived unannounced and fucked her, as well as some of her classmates, on Guest Coach Tutor assignments and Freewill Weekends. He sometimes participated, sometimes just watched, as she thrilled her assigned guest and staff coach tutors, demonstrating her increasing expertise in beauty, intelligence and poise.
He participated in her Father-Daughter Weekend, a nod towards his role as her paternal substitute. At the conclusion of that event, in bed after their last fuck, he kissed her goodbye and left the room. She never saw him again, nor ever learned his name.
Post-graduation, she garnered a Special Executive Assistant Internship at an international investment firm. Her smitten sponsor at the firm set her up in business, an Oriental subsidiary, where she prospered and sold out her holdings when the firm was spun off in a public offering. Now she ran her own shop, almost as a leisure hobby. This convention special services enterprise filled her time and offered her prospects for developing some unusual investment opportunities. Tonight was just one of this year's fully booked surreptitious events. Sometimes, Jazmyne took care of a client personally, a chance to stay tuned up on poise techniques and maybe a little pleasure for herself. But not tonight.
If there was ever a standard massage routine, and Jazmyne's girls knew of many, its multitude of variances were performed that night to the delight of stimulated cocks and cunts. The gentlemen found the young Thai ladies impeccably suited to whatever sucking, fucking, rollicking and sexual positions caught their fancy. Many of the men found this transnational getaway the perfect place to indulge in their favorite fetishes and sexual fantasies. There were too many restrictions in the Mainland, and surveillances were all too common for the elites, even in the newly acquired Hong Kong.
The next morning, Jazmyne debriefed individually the happy-ending hostesses, tangentially seeking any useful information disclosed during last night's pillow talk. There were many enticing tidbits but one particular item perked her interest. One lust besotted investor, prompted to enhance his macho standing with his naked bedmate, bragged about the fortune he would soon realize from profits in a new mining sensor technology. Jazmyne quizzed the cute little cock masseuse for details and subsequently researched the man in question.
When she was satisfied of the rumor's bona fides, she summarized the intelligence and contacted Krista, her fellow TWA Alumnus, through the TWAnet, the custom platform for TWA Alumni business coalitions.
The VPN intranet link allowed TWA Alumni to covertly collaborate on special requests and projects. The monthly user fees were high, a large portion redirected to the TWA Scholarship Fund, a vehicle for attracting the best female candidates for matriculation at TWA. But the profits generated by the alumni relationships were well worth the invested user fees.
** Krista **
Krista opened the blinking icon and launched TWAnet on her computer. She had failed to notice it earlier, absorbed in this morning's back-to-back-to-back meetings. Her executive managers needed very little of her oversight but she liked the personal touch of in-person gatherings. The industrial facilities were cranking out her advanced technology products at increasing rates and therein creating a supply problem for the rare earth metals required for the chips, magnets and batteries integrated into those systems. Her husband, Sheldon, the engineering genius that had more ideas than time to implement them, was working hard on exploiting old and new sources of the critical materials. Thus, Jazmyne's intelligence about novel mining devices was surreptitiously good news.
"Hello, sweetie, how's the corporate life treating you?
"It's treating me very well, thanks. How's the South Asia cock and pussy business on your end?"
"Swelling bigger every day and I still can't get enough!"
"Business or cock?"
"Both!"
They chuckled away the rapport building small talk.
"So what's the occasion?"
Jazmyne outlined what she knew so far. Someone was seeking financing to develop advanced mining tools and she knew of one of the players. Was Krista interested in pursuing it?
Krista was more than interested and she agreed to hand Jazmyne a piece of the action if and when the technology could be monetized commercially. Jazmyne sent over her findings and wished Krista 'good luck'.
** Augustina **
Krista did some digging of her own. It appeared that the covert investor may be on to something. An enigmatic technology incubator was surreptitiously seeking funding to develop a prototype. Their agent, a man named Reggie, was touring the investment houses of Macau, divulging only enough tantalizing details to keep interest in the design's development.
Krista connected with another TWA Alumni over the TWAnet. Augustina was on a month long vacation from her job as a supervising mining engineer in Australia's Outback. She abstained from intimate relationships at the remote mining village, an astute career policy. After a three month long 'dry-spell', she was vacationing at the beach, a safe place away from puritan prying eyes and jealous gossiping lips. Her days were spent in mini-kini sunbathing, shopping, sightseeing and munching the local cuisine. But after dark, she fed a different appetite, browsing the clubs for resilient young studs who could match her sexual stamina. She found a few and thoroughly enjoyed the nightly fuck-fests.
"Hello, Augustina. My, but don't you look happy. Finding enough hard cock in Melbourne?"
"There's never enough stiff dick for me."
"Well, don't be a cock hog, leave some for the rest of us."
They giggled away the joke before Krista revealed the purpose of her call. She explained what she had found so far, suspecting that Reggie had more information than he was sharing with his special contacts. She offered Augustina a contract for an industrial espionage mission.
Augustina, reluctant to abandon her prick-rich environment, only tentatively accepted the assignment. She needed to study the situation in order to firm up a plan. Krista concurred and volunteered that Reggie was still in Macau attending an industry showcase and convention.
-----
Augustina wandered about the convention floor, covertly shadowing Reggie. He was holding small one-on-ones with potential funding partners. He would open his briefcase, display a few pages and quickly close and lock the attaché. He always adjusted his watchband when the case was opened as if it bothered his wrist. She had seen this security gadget before. The briefcase signaled his watch to vibrate whenever it was open. She knew this was a difficult system to beat, but she was 'the brilliant Augustina' and she concocted a delightful plan to overcome the briefcase's alarm.
She contacted Krista with the good news; the mission was a 'GO'.
-----
Augustina chatted up Reggie at the convention center bar. She was dressed to the nines and held his attention as she flipped her hair, laughed at his jokes and touched his hand to cheer him on.
It all went as planned; she had him in bed well before midnight, running him through three stupendous orgasms by dawn. The next morning found them cuddling in bed, Reggie engaged in nonstop kissing on her nipples. She let him play, satisfied that he was thoroughly enamored with her hourglass body.
Augustina spun her web; a cover story to trap Reggie's interest. She lamented that this could only be a 'one night stand' because her step-daughter was joining her soon for a mother-daughter vacation weekend. Reggie was incredulous at her admission.
"Your husband doesn't object to you taking other men to bed?"
"I'm his second wife, a trophy wife would be the accurate cliché. I am much younger than him and he sees me more as arm candy than bedmate. He lives a hectic schedule and it's hard for us to find enough private time together. So we allow each other to find enjoyment elsewhere when needed."
"Seems like a workable arrangement..." he mumbled through tit muffled lips.
"I'm not much older than Lycka, his only daughter, and I can still relate to her notions about life. But the bitter ex-wife has the poor girl sexually stifled with stories about the 'evils of men'. I have earned some of her trust and am weaning her towards a more normal sexual attitude."
Reggie understood Augustina's conflicting agenda, but she was a spectacular sexmate and he didn't want to let her go so soon.
"Well, then, at least let me buy you and your step-daughter dinner tomorrow tonight. And see how it goes."
Augustina agreed to try and a happy Reggie rolled her curvaceous blonde body beneath his own and fucked her again.
** Lycka **
Lycka stood outside the playroom door at the Matauri Bay TWA Fantasy Request facility in New Zealand. She was gathering her thoughts and energy for her upcoming fantasy performance. The guest, her assigned client, was the division manager for a corporate electronics manufacturer; he had covertly made a limited run of special micro-chips for Krista. Money would be an inadequate reward for such a risky venture. So here was Lycka, booked to give him a 'special bonus' for his good work. He had requested the Cheerleader Discipline fantasy scenario.
Lycka was dressed out for the role, a thin tight sweater sporting 'STATE' in bold letters that stretched across her bulging chest and a white flirty thong visible beneath the short bouncy plaid skirt. One last deep breathe for calm and then she launched into her routine.
She burst into the room, pompoms shaking. The guest sat behind a desk, a brass nameplate stating 'COACH' on its top. She smiled exuberantly in true cheerleader fashion, chirping her question.
"You wanted to see me, Coach?"
"Yes. I'm getting reports that you are late to practice, sometimes missing the entire session. That is unacceptable."
He paused for effect and she let the pompoms, and her smile, sag in response.
"Can you think of any reason why you shouldn't be punished, young lady?"
She tilted her head aside, cast her glance upward and placed an index finger at the edge of her lips, the classic pose of deep thoughts by someone unaccustomed to any, let alone deep, thoughts. The classic cartoon image of a bright lightbulb of inspiration did NOT suddenly poof into the air above her head. Her reply sounded childishly glib.
"Nope! Can't think of any... but the boys under the bleachers said it was okay."
'Coach' rose and rounded the desk. He walked past her, took her hand and, sitting in a wooden chair, pulled her facing downward across his lap. He flipped up her skirt and smacked her bottom five times. She yelped at each strike of his palm on her cute toned ass, then waited as the telltale red flush emerged on her ass cheeks, spurring the Coach's excitement.
"Spanking is only the start of your punishment. You've been a bad girl and now I am going to fuck you so you remember to do what your teachers say rather than those silly little boys."
She pushed herself up and whimpered her girlishly voiced protest.
"No, please... Let me suck your cock instead."
She scrambled and knelt between his knees and hurriedly unzipped his fly, extracting his semi-tumescent meat. Her tongue licked a long draw up his shaft and then her lips descended to suckle his growing manhood. Her head bobbed, her eyes looked at his and he let her continue for a while. Then he lifted the hem of her sweater and she cooperated as he pulled it over her head. His hands found her pear shaped pointy tits and he mauled and kneaded her breasts as she resumed the blowjob.
But a blowjob was not his preference. He grabbed two handfuls of hair on either side of her head and tugged her mouth off his erection. She looked at him with a pained frown on her face, cringing at his hurtful grips on her hair.
"It's time to fuck now."
"But you said I could suck you off instead."
"I never said that."
She pouted as he pressed her over onto the floor and moved between her legs.
"No, please, Coach. Not like this, not now. Later tonight at your house?"
"I can't wait" he said as he slid her thong aside and poked his hard-on at her pussy.
"Noooo... please..."
He pushed inside and wrapped her body in a close embrace. She wriggled but weakly, careful not to overdo the faux struggle with the old man. A guest suffering a heart-attack or stroke while he was fucking his favorite fantasy was bad for business. A dozen thrusts later, he pulsed his seed deep in her pussy. He relaxed atop her until his cock deflated and fell out. She feigned distraught.
"I hope we didn't make a baby, Coach."
He straddle-walked his hips closer to her face and pointed to a small scar on his groin.
"There won't be a baby; I had a vasectomy a few years back."
He moved his cock closer to her face and she crunched her neck up to lick their combined juices from his flaccid prick. He let her play for a time as he gained back his energies. He arose and sat again on the wooden chair. Lycka got up off the floor and gathered her Cheerleader accoutrements. She walked to his front, shimmied her boobs and leaned in for a last smothering smooch on his cheek. Some men don't like kissing cum-stained lips, so she didn't press the issue. She dropped her pompoms in his lap and cooed seductively in his ear.
"Some souvenirs to remember me by, Coach! See you later tonight, then?"
"I'll be waiting."
Lycka exited the room and leaned against the closed door, her thoughts lingering on the just ended scenario, self-congratulations for another successful fantasy fulfillment.
"Damn! I am REALLY good at these innocent little lady skits" she quietly cheered herself.
She returned to her quarters where her laptop was blinking a TWAnet message alert. She logged on, read the message and clicked the link. Augustina's visage came onscreen, and after former coed classmate greetings and erotic adventure reminiscences, the Australian engineer laid out her plan for a paired agent infiltration and industrial espionage assignment.
"Can you come to Macau right away? I've already arranged the TWA jet to bring you here."
"Sure thing, sweetie. Will it be fun?"
"Probably more than you can imagine. Hurry."
"Okay, I'll see you tomorrow in Macau."
They pucker kissed mutual farewells and the screen went blank. Lycka hustled to make her outbound flight to a promising new exploit, making last minute arrangements for a substitute fantasy fulfiller to surprise 'Coach' at his bungalow tonight. She hoped he would be pleased with the unexpected variety.
** Reggie **
Augustina led Lycka into the dining room, spying Reggie standing on the far side of the room at a secluded table. She drew up at his side, buzzed his cheek and introduced her 'step-daughter' Lycka.
Lycka was shy, reticent, barely making eye contact with her step-mother's date.
"Reggie, what do you think of Lycka's dress? I picked it out for her."
Reggie had already surveyed the dress as Lycka approached and liked everything about it, including the buxom body it encased. The black sleeveless bodycon hugged her curves and the U shaped neckline showed nice cleavage between her full bodice-filling breasts. Her makeup was subtle and appealing. The middle aged man politely praised her choice, and the pair of young blondes took their seats at the small table with him.



Lycka displayed a coolness towards the man during dinner, dismissively frowning at his ribald jokes. She filched upward tugs on her cleavage flaunting dress whenever he stared too long at her breasts. It was a seemingly subconscious adjustment that preserved her innocent girl's sense of social modesty. But for the situation here, Lycka used it as a conscious and subtly timed move taught at TWA to draw his attention to her boobs, therein inciting and reinforcing the male's sexual curiosity.
As the dinner wound down to dessert and coffee, Lycka claimed travel weariness and excused herself to an early bedtime. Reggie watched Lycka's bodycon encased ass sashay away across the dining room. Augustina watched him watch her step-daughter, sliding her hand over his to regain his attention. No words were spoken as they held hands during the journey to her suite.
-----
The room lights were on. Reggie was laying naked in bed, a similarly naked Augustina bent over his groin, her dangling tits mashed against his thighs, her cherry lips sliding up and down his dick. His hands held the sides of her head, his splayed fingers combing back her hair, uncovering her pretty face and the eyes that stared deep into his as her tongue worked his knob. She varied her oral skills and palpable thrills, vigorously lighting up and then slowly easing back the tingles in his penile nerves. She maintained him at a moderate libido plateau.
'Trophy wife... no wonder' he mentally judged. 'She's so fucking beautiful and sucks cock like a pro.'
The door connecting their suite to Lycka's adjacent one suddenly swung open, Lycka naïvely popping in unannounced. Reggie saw her wearing a translucent negligee; her big nipple disks, mounted on her full unfettered boobs, were boldly revealed through the thin fabric. Her tight nylon thong enfolded her prominent cameltoe. Lycka stood stunned, cupping her mouth in innocent surprise.
"Ohhh... I'm sorry, Momma... I saw the lights on and just wanted to say goodnight."
Augustina's hand steadied Reggie's erection as she lifted off and turned her head towards her step-daughter, invitingly puckering her lips. Lycka hesitated briefly before ducking in quickly to peck her Momma's lips and bolted back. Augustina's voice was dreamy smooth.
"Sleep well, my darling. I will see you in the morning."
Lycka took a lingering poignant look at the nude man whose hard, slick cock was still held in her step-mother's grip. Then she darted away back to her room, closing the door behind her. Reggie watched the affectionate exchange and his focus dawdled on the closed door.
Augustina sensed how his cock in her hand had grown larger at the sight of Lycka. She sidled up his body to lay beside him, one tit compressed on his chest, her hand continuing a soft slippery stroke. He stared at the ceiling, lost in thought. Augustina spoke softly.
"You like her, don't you? I saw you staring at her during dinner."
"Yes..."
"Will you be fantasizing about her while you're fucking me?"
"Probably..."
"That doesn't seem fair... to you, to me or to her..."
"No... probably not..."
Augustina squeezed his erection for emphasis.
"Well, I'm her Momma now and I worry about her health and happiness. I think a big dose of cock might cure what ails her."
He looked quizzically at her face and she pecked his lips. Her voice took a higher tone of authority.
"Go ahead. Go to her. She needs you. Spend the whole night with her. I'll be here in the morning if you need anything more."
There was a tone of doubt in Reggie's voice.
"You don't mind me leaving? Are you sure it's okay?"
"Oh, yes... I'm sure... please... go ahead..."
He still hesitated, unsure. She released his dick, slyly smiled, a playfully push at his chest to get him up and out of bed, ending with light laughter and a brighter smile of encouragement.
"Go on..." she giggled. "Go fuck her!"
His eyes widened at the unexpected turn of events. He brushed her lips with a perfunctory kiss of gratitude and popped from the bed, striding to the connecting door, his hard cock waggling at his groin. He silently opened the portal and strode through, the door closing softly behind him.
Augustina got up and pulled on her panties; her tits, Reggie's recent favorite playthings, bobbled on her chest. She stood still, an ear cocked to the adjoining room, listening for the sounds that would guide her next actions.
Reggie stood just inside the closed door, his eyes adjusting to the dim neon colors glowing throughout the room from the streets and building signs outside. Lycka had been disturbed by his entry. He saw her sit bolt upright in bed, her teardrop tits silhouetted in backlit profile through her shrouding nightie by the red and green glimmerings.
"Momma? Is everything okay? Is that man being evil to you?"
Reggie paced to the bed as she watched his approach. Her body froze at the sudden recognition and Lycka's face gave that 'deer in the headlights' look.
"What is it, sir?"
He wrapped his left arm all the way around her back, drawing her in, and cupped and cuddled her fat boob through the nightie.
"SIR! What are you doing?!"
His other hand gripped her chin and tilted her face up to his. He shushed her whimpered protests with a kiss and an explanation.
"Your Momma gave me permission."
"She did? She gave you permission?"
"Yes! And she wants me to show you that not all men are evil. I'm going to prove that to you right now."
Lycka's resistance capitulated to her step-mother's empathetic mandate and she meekly returned his kiss. She closed her eyes, hesitant, unsure of what to do next.
His right hand left her face, descended and tunneled into her panties, rubbing her labia to gain moisture. A kiss-muted moan escaped her lips. Her pussy was soft, warm and moist but not wet. He knew 'wet' would come soon; it always did with him.
Lycka's hand moved to touch his raging cock. When she found it, her eyebrows flitted up briefly, startled by its size and rigidity. She held it by her fingertips, waiting. She didn't have to wait long; Reggie's hot blood lust wouldn't let him linger any longer.
She lethargically complied with his hustled manipulation, laying back as he adjusted her pose in bed for better mounting. He inadvertently ripped the delicate fabrics as he stripped off her nightie and panties. He arranged her atop the mattress; legs spread, knees up, arms laid outward, the classic missionary pose for sex.
He rushed to clamber on the bed and positioned himself above her body. She looked and smelled clean and fresh, a whiff of floral bath soap. Her eyes watched his face, her body passive, evoking his temptation. His tip touched her genital dew and he couldn't hold back anymore. Three strong thrusts drove him home. He reveled in her depths; she was so warm and tight. Her wetness had bloomed during his manhandling as he knew it would.
Lycka squeezed hard on her vaginal tube and grunted loudly at each shove, the audial signal for Augustina to get ready. Reggie fucked her energetically and wound up quickly for his first inexorable ejaculation, held back too long after Augustina's oral foreplay.
Just as Augustina heard him holler out his seminal shots into Lycka, she opened the briefcase. The watch vibrated but his blanked out mind was too insentient to notice. She removed its contents and closed it again, stopping the watch's silent alarm.
Reggie swooned atop the recumbent Lycka in post coital stupor while Augustina pilfered the briefcase's contents and photographed each page. With that mission step accomplished, she flickered the room lights. The flashes under the connecting doorsill were visible to Lycka, her signal that Augustina was ready for her to distract Reggie again. Lycka took her cue, caressing her man's back and ass before rolling him aside. She reached into the cuddly space between their groins and fingered his half soft cock.
"That was wonderful, Mr. Reggie. You were so strong but gentle; not evil at all. Can we do it again? Can I cum this time, maybe at the same time as you? Please..."
Reggie was ever the gentleman when a pretty young lady made a sincere request. The flattery and begging helped but he would have happily complied, even without the extra prompting. He rolled her into another robust fuck, both partners working to give the other the mutual sexual pleasure they craved.
At the moment that they again loudly orgasmed, Augustina opened the briefcase, replaced the contents and closed it quickly without the man noting the alarm. The lovers collapsed contented, slowly disentangling, cuddling fondly.
As encouraged by Augustina, he spent the night with Lycka, snuggling, cuddling, napping and rebuilding his energy for his planned third rousing fuck of the sensuous step-daughter at dawn.
In the morning, his fat woody woke him to dreams of another fuck with Lycka. But he was alone, daylight filling the room. He went to the connecting suite, looking for Augustina, recalling her promise to relieve any lingering masculine aspirations. She was not there. He scanned the room, his briefcase and belongings were as he had left them. He checked thoroughly, found his wallet intact and nothing else seemingly amiss. He was oblivious to the fact that the frisky industrial spies have purloined his secrets.
-----
Augustina transmitted the photo files to Krista over the TWAnet secure connection. Krista forwarded the information on the same secure channel to Naveena, her fellow TWA Alumnus in India, who owned and operated a specialty software shop. Naveena promised to put her best and brightest software engineers to work, creating the hardware and software interfaces that would optimize the advanced technology's best performance.
Months later, Krista would again summon Augustina, this time to meet Sheldon in Chile for field trials and beta testing of the new systems. Krista's dear husband Sheldon, the engineering genius, had been on travel too long and she feared for his overall health. She needed Augustina's engineering expertise to support Sheldon's efforts in the high Atacama Desert. But also, she wanted Augustina to use her other learned skills to monitor Sheldon's personal condition and intervene appropriately.
"Of course" said Augustina, completely understanding the particular interventions that Sheldon's loving wife Krista, her fellow Total Woman Academy alumnus, had in mind for Sheldon, her overworked husband.
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** Naveena **
Nuvesh, Dev and Rajik sat together in the company cafeteria eating lunch. Their conversation was the usual banter of work, play and love. They usually bragged of feminine conquests, although the talk was braggadocios at best. The trio of killer app rock stars were cloistered here 24/7 in Naveena's protected high tech campus, where they often worked double shifts, as did the small number of other computer whizzes. Pixelated onscreen women were the closest the boys ever came to human sexual intercourse, facilitated by their masturbating hands.
All their work product stayed securely in-house and woe to anyone caught trying to leave campus without permission or avoiding the full body scans and cavity searches. On the other hand, Naveena's secretive operation paid phenomenally well and they had accumulated respectable nest eggs. It would allow them to retire early to a nice place with lots of their fantasy dream women, real flesh and blood, at their beck and call.
Meanwhile, the work was steady, interesting and lucrative for those who kept the secret place a secret and followed the rules. Those rules applied to their brief forays outside, where they were under constant covert surveillance. And today's lunchtime babble surrounded a very special foray: the pending Best Team Performance awards.
From her office, Naveena monitored the cafeteria chatter from the closed circuit system. She had built her company based on keeping her client's industrial intelligence secure from the competition. It was a constant struggle to get the right people with the right skills in place. She held their loyalty with good compensation: financially and physiologically. And the three young men whose personnel files were arrayed on her desk, had certainly earned their reward. They had fulfilled Krista's customized chip design work order in record time. And Krista's exclusive manufacturing source had then made the computer chips in his usual secretive fashion. He had earned his pay and other special rewards, again. But the three chip designers would be the winning team who would travel to Sri Lanka to receive their own special rewards.
** Amrita **
Naveena clicked on TWAnet, summoning a tele-conference with Amrita. Her friend, and more, had created a luxurious retreat getaway in the highlands of Sri Lanka and it had done spectacularly well, catering to an elite alpha male clientele.
As a TWA graduate herself, Amrita had been more sad than glad when she left after the four fantastic undergraduate years of the poise curriculum. The extensive training encounters had taught her a wealth of ways to gratify a demanding man's needs and desires. She had enjoyed it so thoroughly that the only obvious life path thereafter was instituting this sensuous south Asian Shangri-La. She managed the business well, assisted by a capable hand-picked staff. It prospered from the multiple revenue streams generated by discrete client sexual indulgence and cultural-diversity poise encounters for visiting TWA co-eds, other alumni and the bevy of elite alpha male Pledge Contributors.
She monitored the minute details of the interactions among the transitory male guests and the rotating groups of enthusiastic poise pupils. And she honed her stunning physique and kinky expertise by routinely providing personal services to some of the more attractive male guests who booked particularly peculiar Fantasy Requests.
Naveena's heart skipped a beat when Amrita's face came onscreen; she was as beautiful as ever. Her image showed the true Hindi radiance of her luxurious long black hair, the dark eyeshadow and liner, and the rich cosmetic tones on her light brown skin.
The two women had met for the first time at her Sri Lanka facility during a dual TWA Fantasy Request assignment. While waiting for the elite Pledge Contributor's arrival, they had melded intuitively into a lesbian escapade, discovering their mutual attraction, unable to resist the heated temptation. The guest male had entered when they were deep in 69 cunnilingus, and the surprise co-mingling appealed to his libido. He watched them reach their orgasms, heedless to his presence. After undressing while they recovered, he had wiggled into the sweaty cornucopia of naked feminine flesh, and spent the night enjoying the fruits of bi-sexual ecstasy.
Connected securely over the TWAnet, the ladies swapped loving pleasantries, both recalling memories of their past pleasurable meetings. Naveena transmitted the boys' files along with her verbal commentary and instructions. The trio's recorded videos and internet search histories had established that Dev liked redheads, Rajik surfed the net and masturbated to blondes while Nuvesh was drawn to rounded Polynesian honeys.
Amrita skimmed the awardees' summaries and shared that, by chance, it was the end of the quarter and a new rotation of Cross Cultural Exchange coeds were due for selection. She would check through the co-ed applicants and make suitable arrangements. The women ended the call with promises to get together soon for in-person business consultations and, unspoken but understood from their longing looks, some lesbian bedtime intimacy.
Amrita switched her screen to the Cross Cultural Exchange applicants' page. There were many coeds vying for the coveted Exchange tours and it was easy to select the right girls for her special awards guests. With those arrangements in place, she leaned back and contemplated her good fortune to be the owner of such a wonderful place. Life was good for her, her staff, the vivacious visiting coeds and the elite alpha males who drilled them in real world poise exercises.
-----
The boys' travel was comfortable, a private jet to Colombo and then a SUV limousine into the countryside. The car's windows were blacked out to conceal the route and landscape from its award winning passengers. Arriving at the clandestine destination, they found themselves in a small resort high in the Sri Lanka highlands, surrounded by working tea plantations. It was simply beautiful. Registration was pointless as they were the only guests that weekend. They were directed to their individual cabins and informed that dinner was at dusk in the main dining room.
Nuvesh found his baggage already in his bungalow. The long journey had left him feeling grimy from sitting where others had before on the semi-public transports. He needed a shower.
He stepped wet and naked from the misty cabinet as the cottage door opened and the housemaid entered his room. That would have been a normal hotel accident except that the Pacific Island girl wore thin sandals and an ankle length sari wrapped around her waist. And nothing more; she was topless. He stood shocked and stared at the big bare breasts exposed above the stack of folded towels that she bore in her arms.
"Oh, excuse me, sir, I didn't have the towels when I prepared your room. I hurried back with them."
She set the stack aside on a convenient table and whipped one open. When shaking it out, her body jiggled with fleshy bounty. The motions loosed the skirt and it melted away, leaving her as equally bare below as she was above the waist. She approached Nuvesh and started wiping the water from his back, and then his arms and then squatted to dry his legs. She stayed in her squat, eyeball to penis, and then looked up at his still shocked expression. His dick started to get hard and rose to make its own earnest introduction. She noted such and smiled broadly.
"Oh, my... is this for me?"
Nuvesh couldn't think of anything to say. The housemaid rose to her feet but was still a foot shorter than Nuvesh.
"May I touch it?"
She reached out without waiting for his response and cradled his manhood in her palm. Her touch gained further results; his cock grew fatter and longer in her hand. Her fingers gently wrapped his shaft.
"Let me introduce myself, sir. I know your name is Nuvesh. I'm Fiona."
He was dumbstruck. Never would he have believed that a buxom Polynesian beauty of his dreams would be holding his hardening dick within minutes of their first acquaintance. Fiona took charge in Nuvesh's mental interlude.
"Let's not let this go to waste. Can you follow me over here?"
She moved towards the bed, pulling Nuvesh along, guiding him with her hand gripping his cock. At bedside, she turned her butt to the mattress and wiggled into the center, drawing him along with her. Nuvesh had watched enough online porn to know how to saddle himself between her plush thighs but he was inexperienced with the real life mechanics.
Fiona sensed his vacillation for the next moves. She squiggled her groin closer to his, spread her thighs wider to provide easy access and then her arms wrapped his shoulders and her legs enfolded his waist. He didn't move, dumbstruck by the speed of these events. Fiona had a suspicion.
"Nuvesh, my darling, is this your first time?"
He slowly nodded his head, his face blushing at the exposed secret. For Fiona, this was a new experience as well; her pseudo-mounted cock-mate didn't know what to do. She was used to being used, not taking the lead. Nuvesh was unlike the domineering TWA coach tutors who simply drove her through their orgasmic masterpieces without hesitation. But she rose to her unexpected responsibility.
"It'll be okay, my love. Let me show you what to do."
She touched his knob tip to her wet labia and hugged her limbs around his body again, drawing him close.
"Push, darling... okay, that was good but push harder... yes, like that."
She felt his first inch poke inside her pussy, the corona not yet past her labia.
"Yes, like that but keep going... that's it... a little more..."
Fiona wiggled her hips as she felt her labia close below the corona on the narrower shaft. At the same time, she engaged her Kegels and the inner vagina muscle rings. She produced a milking motion, drawing his cock into her tunnel. Each added inch gave her more purchase for stiffer pulls. Between his and her efforts, they got him well seated, though not entirely bottomed out. She kissed his cheek and talked softly, giving him guidance and reassurance.
"That feels wonderful, darling. Now, pull out slowly, but not all the way."
As he slid back, she rolled her hips down, dragging his under corona firmly against her inner slippery membranes. He groaned and halted at near half-shaft.
"Did you like that? Let's do it again. Push all the way in as far as you can."
She rolled her soft ass up to get a straight line; he bottomed out this time, pressing his body against her clitoris. That felt good, for both. He started to draw back and she rolled her ass down to scrape his under knob along her tunnel again.
Nuvesh got the idea and took control of the rhythm and depth. He pistoned his hips, going faster and faster, his blood warming, his heartbeat thumping his eardrums. And then, his cock tingled just like it did before ejaculation when he masturbated. His groin cramped and his sperm jetted out into her womb, accompanied by manly grunts of pleasure.
Fiona helped him decouple and joined him in the shower this time, before drying him off and assisting with dressing for dinner. She kissed him and said she needed to also get ready for dinner. She took up the discarded sari and tied it over top of her tits, the hem ending high on her thighs. She palmed a cute little goodbye and scuttled out, closing the door behind her.
Nuvesh dropped into a chair and came to realize the emerging possibilities for this weekend. He sheepishly smiled.
-----
At dinner, Dev sat next to freckled redhead Ariel who kept her hand rubbing up and down his inner thighs. Her hair was bundled forward over her far shoulder. She kept leaning against him, a question, a giggle, and lots of girlish flirting. His groin was uncomfortably swollen.
The meal was delicious but the distraction was overwhelming his ability to swallow, the sexual tension forming a lump in his throat. Ariel chattered on oblivious, or not, to his distress. Dev was conflicted whether to ask her to slow down or stop his eating, not that missing a meal would matter. Though certainly not overweight, he was not prone to exercise. And he could eat anytime but being fawned over by Ariel was his once in a lifetime dream.
"Are you okay? You don't seem to have much of an appetite."
Dev wanted to look cool and blurted out the first sappy thing that came into his head.
"The food's okay but my real appetite is for you."
Ariel covered her mouth when she snickered in response.
"Aww... That's sooo sweet!" she cooed, laying a hand in his lap and pressing a smooch to his cheek. Her hand stayed on his bulging fly, his straining erection filling the confined space inside. She watched his eyes as she asked her question.
"Do you want to eat dessert here or back in your room?"
Dev wanted to get away and alone with Ariel as soon as possible. His dick actually ached with the over-pressure.
"Back in the room, if that's okay with you."
"I'll go with whatever you want; it's your weekend."
Dev felt her squeeze the large lump of manhood in his pants. He took that hand in his, needing to slowdown her foreplay before he came in his pants. They stood, granted the others 'good night' and strolled away from the dining room to Dev's suite.
Inside, Ariel checked out the room's furnishings and gathered a few items: a towel and two bar stools. She cleared the dresser top and laid the towel over it. She brought the stools close by. When she turned to face Dev again, he tried to be nice, asking her preference for the dessert.
"Would you like room service to bring us some cake, or ice cream, or possibly some tea?"
She smiled slyly and doffed her party dress to expose her naked body. She sat on the towel draped dresser and planted her heels in the rungs of the stools. She saw Dev's eyes go wide as he stared at her rosy shaved pussy, it's pink inner labia moist and inviting. Her hand patted the focus of his attention.
"We won't need room service; I've got your dessert right here, big boy."
Dev stripped his own clothes quickly. She beckoned him forward and gave his mouth a hard kiss. Then breaking off, she gently held his cheeks in her palms as she guided his face to her soft, luscious pussy. Dev had seen enough porn to know he was supposed to lick and lap at her genital orifice. He tried a couple of tentative swipes of his flattened tongue up the center of the pink crevasse.
'Strawberries!" he thought. He loved strawberries and apparently Ariel knew that when she selected tonight's flavored pre-dinner douche. He got more energized in his cunnilingus, favoring the flavor. He heard Ariel coaching his performance.
"Try a long swipe up one side... oow, yes, like that... now the other side... ohh, that feels great! Point your tongue and stick it in the hole... Nice!"
Dev's arms hung limply down and he raised them to hug her thighs, pressing the soft warm skin against the sides of his head. That restricted his ability to move about her groin, slowing his lingual magic. The men in the videos often speared the cunt with a finger so he tried that. Ariel bucked her hips, rubbing his digit around in her wet inner tissues. She moaned under his caresses.>
"Suck on my clit; around the little stem sticking out up there."
Dev complied with her anxious request and was startled by her sharp sudden outcry. He would have paused but she jammed his face harder against her snatch and her body vibrated violently. He held in place, uncertain of his next duty.
Ariel sighed a cleansing breath and, calmer now, drew him up to stand between her heel braced legs. She kissed his face, lapping up the feminine dew that was smeared over his cheeks and chin. She finally kissed his lips and sighed.
"That was wonderful; you are a manly lover. And now it's your turn for rapture."
She fumbled between them until she found his hard erection. She placed his knob at her entrance and scooted her butt closer to the edge of the top. Dev pressed and slid easily up her sopping wet cunt. She wiggled her butt, letting him find his best stance. Then they hugged in each other's embrace as Dev pounded out his rhythm. He was too pent up to take long. With a manly growl, he jetted his essence deep inside his redhead's womb as she clung to his galloping body.
Dev stayed connected and lifted Ariel off her towel covered seat. He duck walked them to the bed and fell on the mattress. The night was warm, with a soft moon glow giving them just enough light to see the other's nakedness. Ariel smoothed her palms over his chest and arms, as he lay quiescent, hoping for his quick refraction and lots more rousing bed-borne love making.
"Don't worry, my darling. I am here for you all weekend. We have plenty of time. Rest, my love. You've earned it."
-----
Rajit could hardly eat his dinner. He was bracketed by Heidi and Hilda, two athletically fit Norwegian blonde twins. They exchanged jokes and laughter from either side, waiting for him to focus on the other twin before grabbing his attention with touchy play. Their hands furtively rubbed his inner thighs and they pressed their nubile breasts to his arms. Rajit feared he might be getting a whiplashed neck from the back and forth rotations of his head.
Whether a blight or a blessing of their birth, elite alpha males often selected the Nordic twins as a team. They learned over time to avoid letting the man get too interested too early. What's the use of naked blonde twins in bed if you selected just one; why not enjoy the foreplay of both partners before deciding? It was a game they also thoroughly enjoyed.
Dinner was finally over and further activities were on everyone's mind. The twins continued their play as they stood and, each hanging onto one of Rajit's arms, guided him outside to the heated pool and sauna. The stars were bright, the weather was mild and the night was young.
Heidi and Hilda stripped their man, letting their own dresses add to the pile of discarded duds. The trio stepped into the sauna and sat close like they had at dinner, but now submerged in the warm bubbly water. Instead of leaning against his arm, they scooted under each arm and let his hands drape over their naked chests.
"Sure hits the spot, doesn't it?" Heidi said.
Rajit closed his eyes, leaned back and nodded agreement. Heidi's hand slid underwater to lightly hold his cock. She played it around before pulling his dangling hand down to fondle her tit. She smiled slyly when his eyes opened and looked her way.
Rajit felt another hand caress his cock. Hilda had joined the foreplay. Heidi relinquished her grasp and Hilda assumed the duties. Hilda found him growing in her hand and jacked his shaft lovingly. Heidi, freed of other responsibilities, leaned into the recumbent Rajit, mashing her unattended boob against his ribs. From her side of the hemmed in man, she kissed his cheek, his eyelid, his lips, his ear, and his neck. Her other hand circled on his nipples as his fingers rolled her nub.
Hilda maintained a steady hand stroke, stoking the simmering fire about to blaze up in the tub. Rajit was very hard. The twins had handled a few cocks before, elite males mostly, and Rajit was just as capable and seemed ready to go.
The twins knew something short and sweet would take his edge off. Heidi would go first this time, an arrangement they had settled on with a pre-dinner game of rock-paper-scissors, two out of three. She disentwined and straddled up on Rajit's immersed lap. She braced both hands on his shoulders as Hilda held his roaring erection upright. Heidi maneuvered her butt into position and captured his tip with her nether lips.
She pressed slowly down, taking him halfway in. Reversing until just his knob was inside; she pushed again and buried most of the shaft. One more piston and she hit bottom. When his knob pressed her deep, she closed her eyes and moaned. Rajit enjoyed the feel of her cunt and the sound of her desire.



Heidi began the up and down strokes, long ones interspersed with shorter ones. Hilda sat by, watching the show. Heidi's lively firm boobs bounced before Rajit's face and he bobbed at her dancing nipples. She liked that and it complemented the cock friction heating her womb.
Hilda urged them on, giving sincere praise in a girlish voice.
"Ohh... that looks good... does it feel good... Heidi, are you going to get one off... yes? Oh, you lucky girl... C'mon, Rajit, keep it going... she's almost there... ooh, almost...almost... YES!"
Rajit wanted to last longer but the twins were unrelenting in their enthusiasm. He let himself go and jetted his essence into Heidi. She felt his inner discharge and joined in with her own orgasm.
Rajit collapsed back and Heidi leaned forward to rest her tits against his forehead. She hugged his head, pecked his scalp, and cooed her praises to his manliness. Hilda dribbled warm water over their superheated bodies, promoting a gentler, slower cool-down.
Heidi gave him a lip smack kiss and sat up, drawing her oily pussy off his shrinking erection. The twins helped Rajit from the tub and led him inside, depositing him in his bed. It would be Hilda's turn next and they sandwiched him between their warm naked loveliness until he was rejuvenated enough to fuck her and balance their passions. The night was still young and the co-ed twins had plans and expectations for the rock star digital designer, who was now irretrievably entangled in the Total Woman Academy's feminine worldwide web.
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** Krista **
Krista beheld the downtown and hinterland horizons from her penthouse office perch. She had to purposefully pause sometimes to take notice of its power and splendor. Even with a full staff of competent engineers and managers, the TWA Alumnus found it a daunting responsibility running the worldwide fabrication conglomerate. But the day-to-day struggles were worth the efforts. Her husband Sheldon was a pure technical genius and together they had built this high technology manufacturing empire that generated the wealth that sustained their extraordinary lifestyle.
But with pure genius comes the overpowering stress of success. Krista was the perfect answer, keeping her spouse at steady state through frequent, and mutually delightful, sexual stress relief. When he was home, she catered to his nightly, and sometimes daily, needs. And when he travelled without her, which she lamented had been too much lately, she sent along one of his several Special Executive Assistants, to help keep him fine-tuned. But he had left in such a bustle this time that they had both forgot about his need for a suitable travelling companion.
Krista connected once again with Augustina, her Australian mining engineer friend and co-conspirator, using the secure TWAnet. Her lovely face swelled to fill the pixel saturated screen and both women's moods brightened with joy. Augustina blurted out her happiness.
"Hello, sweetie. How's my favorite American Sheila?"
<"You're such a flirt, dear. How's life Down Under?"
<"Dusty in the Outback and rainy at the beach. I like the beach though; wetter is better, as they say."
"I need another favor. Are you available for a few weeks?"
"Maybe... Would that be for business or pleasure?"
<"With any luck, a bit of both. I'll pay you a fee and expenses. Interested?"
"Maybe; what's the gig?"
Krista spelled out the mission. Sheldon needed technical help with his field trials for the special technology Augustina and Lycka had purloined in Macau. She and Sheldon had secured the patent and rushed it into development to enhance their rare metals mining in the Atacama Desert of Chile. And... Sheldon was travelling alone, a terrible turn of fate. His exuberant zeal would send his stress levels out of control, sapping him of his critical mental alertness. Unless, of course, it was properly managed. 
"Would you be a dear friend and attend to my husband's health and welfare while with him?"
"Of course, Krista. Consider it a problem solved. I'll handle it... or him... or his dick... or whatever."
"I'll send over the contract. You can catch up with him in New Zealand. Good luck and enjoy the trip, complete with all my blessings. G'day, Lov'!"
** Play Time **
Augustina and Marita had been waiting for Sheldon to round out their TWA travel group for the long trans-Pacific flight to South America. But his limousine had experienced car trouble and he was delayed for at least a day.
Any other pair of vivacious women would have seen this unscheduled layover in paradise as a fortuitous circumstance. Most ladies would have reveled in the luxurious furnishings at the New Zealand Fantasy Request venue with its wondrous view of the ocean from the Kauri Cliffs. But Marita and Augustina weren't like other women. They were less used to their own relaxation and more used to being used for relaxation by alpha males.
And there was currently a paucity of hearty males onsite to play with. But then fate stepped in and it was their lucky day. The TWA Campus Housemother sought out their assistance with a difficult to fill Fantasy Request. Hearing the details, they readily agreed to take up the challenge. It would handily fill the downtime while waiting for Sheldon to arrive.
---------
Jerry, the booking Fantasy Request guest, walked next to the cute little co-ed escorting him to the small cabaret style theatre onsite. She settled him in as the sole occupant of the night club café arrangement. He sat back, beer bottle in hand, as the houselights dimmed to dark.
The show girl pair walked onto the darkened stage from either wing, scanning narrow LED flashlight beams about the stage until they found each other's approach. Standing together center stage, they searched the auditorium and settled their combined beams on Jerry. The stage lights increased enough that Jerry saw his fantasy pair dressed in matching black sleeveless cocktail dresses and heels. In sync, they pointed at him, two manicured index fingers coiling into a come-hither motion.
Jerry smiled and put down his beer. Standing, he willingly complied with their joint summons. They stood him between them and Augustina pressed her back to his chest while Marita pressed her chest to his back. Jerry was the masculine lunchmeat sandwiched between two slices of tempting femininity.
Augustina held her hair up to reveal the dress zipper and Jerry understood her invitation to zip it down. As he did, Marita's slid her hands around his hips from behind and rubbed boldly on his pants crotch. Jerry slid his hands over Augustina's exposed lower back, pushing aside the panels he had loosened. She shimmied her shoulders and let the dress fall to the floor, exposing her fire engine red lacey pushup bra and strappy thong panties.
Feeling Jerry's hands cupping her ass, she reached back and brought them up to the bra clasp, bidding him to help her doff the inhibiting funbag covers. When the back straps flew apart, she shrugged the lace off her shoulders and down her arms. It joined the dress on the floor. Taking up his hands again, she moved them to her tits and held them there, guiding his fingers to roll her nipples and fluff her bare breasts. She leaned her head back, laying her hair swathed head on his shoulder, and twisted her face up for a kiss.
Meanwhile, Marita has upped her interest on Jerry's groin, unbuckling his belt and lowering the fly. She burrowed inside to seek out his man-meat. Finding his clothes too restricting for adequate play, she gripped the belt loops at the sides of his pants and, kneeling to gain leverage, pulled his jeans and boxers down and off his feet. Augustina turned in his arms and, while Jerry's hands cupped her ass again, she plucked open his flannel shirt buttons, peeling off his shirt to expose his whole body. Her hands smoothed across his toned chest and, then with a firm touch on his shoulders, rotated him away to face Marita.
Offered the second lady's back, Jerry repeated the dress and lingerie removal process with the identically garbed Marita. The trio was mostly naked and the stripper actresses didn't let their man wait and wonder, seating him on a stage prop wooden stool. 
The blondes stood to his front, in profile, and with tits pressed to tits, shared a drawn out sisterly hug and kiss. Augustina stepped back and bent her knees, slowly squatting to her heels. Her hands drew Marita's red thong over her ass and slid it down her legs, helping her prance it off her ankles. She buried her face between Marita's upper thighs and her tongue swiped the nether lips from bottom to top before suckling her clitoris. Marita moaned and snuck a quick glance at Jerry who had his growing cock in hand, slowly stroking himself to rigidity. She closed her eyes and smothered Augustina's face tighter to her groin, tilting her head back and growling a hum of pleasure at her love-mate's expert cunnilingus.
But this was Jerry's show and the girls wanted him fully involved in the lusty action. Augustina left off her pleasure offerings and rose to stand. Bending forward, she pushed down her own panties and, when they snagged on the heel straps, she struggled them off her feet. Her full boobs loosely rocked about as she pranced. The naked girls then turned their full attention to Jerry.
Augustina fell to her hands and knees and crawled to between Jerry's thighs. She cat-lapped at his erection, using only her lips and tongue to touch his prick. Marita knelt behind Augustina; it was her turn to give the same oral stimulation that she had just gotten from her fantasy co-performer. She pressed into the groin crevasse and sucked hard at Augustina's labia.
Jerry leaned his head back and concentrated his mind on the blonde fellating his cock. Augustina's mouth devoured his manhood and, while by no means a world class expert, he knew she was better than any he had had before. She mixed lapping with sucking and it wasn't long before her efforts produced results. He cried out and spewed the first of tonight's ejaculations into her warm wet receptacle. She swallowed and kept sucking, seeking the lurking dregs of spunk. Then, mission accomplished, Augustina let go as Marita's suckling brought on her ecstatic cry, muffled by the softening man meat plugging her mouth.
When the temporarily assuaged trio recovered their senses, they gathered the stage props and wandered to the theatre's dressing room, equipped as it was with loaded clothes racks, cosmetology stations and, most importantly, several overstuffed Victorian couches.
Jerry enjoyed the remaining night, at times laying on the couch cushions or at other times standing, assisting his sensual partners in trying on and sensually stripping out of various fetish and glamour costumes. Whenever he built up enough verve and fever, the lusty ladies took turns sucking and fucking him until, by morning, he had expended the full measure of his earmarked fantasy request patronage.
** Marita **
Marita scanned the cockpit instruments on the Gulfstream aircraft. They had leveled off at 26,000 feet, five miles above the Pacific Ocean, almost two hours into the twelve hour flight from New Zealand to Chile. The engines purred, rushing the plane forward to their destination. The sky out the windshield was clear, a few puffy clouds far to the north, off the port quarter. It was shaping up to be a safe and smooth, albeit boring, crossing.
Her primary passengers, Sheldon and Augustina, were heading for the Atacama Desert for field tests of the covertly attained precision mining tools. And then a brief side trip to Santiago to deposit the other passenger onboard.
Tucker was a consulting tax accountant to a TWA Pledge Contributor. The grateful mover and shaker had booked a three-campus Fantasy Request Tour for his best money maker, or rather money saver, as Tucker had whittled the business tycoon's annual tax bill to zero through various tax haven incorporations and stock market schemes. Now the financial guru was being generously rewarded with a variety of cock-worshipping amusements. After a New Zealand weekend of teacher-disciplines-the-schoolgirl-fantasies, correcting the attitudes of a half dozen 'naughty' TWA senior co-eds, the somewhat dazed and bedazzled executive was onboard. He was shuttling to his second scheduled campus in Santiago, Chile for a Flamenco dance school fuck-a-rama. A third school for ballerinas awaited him stateside.
After takeoff and accent to cruising altitude, Marita and her male copilot had monitored the main cabin on the closed circuit feed for a few hours, hearing the giggles and watching the TWA coed stewardess-in-training attend to her extra guest's comfort. Augustina and Sheldon had viewed the sexy spectacle from across the aisle but held back their own involvement, preferring to strategize on the upcoming technical mission.
Other than her onstage stint with Augustina and Jerry, Marita had been flying shuttles almost non-stop for a week, her dedication cutting in to her human need for intimate social interaction. She had complained after the stage production fantasy affair, calling Augustina a cock-hog. She had only gotten one doze of Jerry's genital elixir while Augustina snatched four. She was feeling the growing strain of partial abstinence and needed a little 'me time' without it actually being 'only me time'. She put the aircraft on autopilot and turned flight control over to her young male copilot.
She left her command seat and entered the main cabin, seeing that things had settled down a bit. Sheldon and Augustina are seated on the portside, chatting amicably about engineering or nothing or whatever. She spied the accountant at the starboard rear of the compartment, his head lolled back in his seat, his buttoned down dress shirt completely unbuttoned and his pants around his knees. His semi-tumescent was cock exposed, smeared with saliva and lipstick.
Marita greeted the coed stewardess trainee, who was fixing rejuvenating drinks and snacks in the forward bulkhead galley. Her stewardess hat was askew and her blouse unbuttoned, a pointy nipple peeking out. Marita declined her offer of food or drink and was inquisitive about the man in back. The coed was open and honest in response, fairly gushing over the man's virility. Marita swiped a finger on the coed's chin, wiping up a bit of cum that had escaped being captured and consumed. She held her finger up to show the trainee her omission. Marita one-nodded and winked, that look of a seasoned professional kindly divulging an experienced tip to a neophyte.
"Keep him inside and suck hard after he stops cumming; there's usually a last little bit hiding in the tube. Sometimes that dribbles out on your chin when he softens and pulls back. Don't waste any, okay?"
The co-ed giggled her acknowledgement as she sucked the stray ooze off the pilot's fingertip.
And with that, Marita's hands went to her own waist. She unbuckled and unzipped her pilot's uniform pants, dropping them to her ankles. She kicked them off along with her shoes.
"Take care of those for me, okay? I'll be back for them later."
Marita didn't wait for the coed's response, turning to the main cabin and stepping off, marched down the aisle toward the man recovering from his recent blowjob. He was still in his post-orgasmic stupor but sat up at the sound of her footsteps. She locked eyes with him as she strode his way, plucking her uniform blouse buttons as she went. She flipped open the shirt just as she reached his backrow seat, exposing her tremendous bra-free breasts.
She leaned over, tits dangling, and pulled her panties down and off. As she boldly leaned in and planted a kiss on his mouth, she dropped her undies on the seat beside him where the coed stewardess's castoff bra was already crumbled.
"Here's another souvenir but I expect you to earn it."
Taking his hand, she lifted him out of the seat and pushed the surprised but complaisant tax accountant toward the segregated tail section bedroom. She still held his hand as she led him inside, his other hand holding his pants at half-mast as he tramped behind her. She closed the door and flipped the slide lock sign to read: Occupied.
----------
A couple of hours later, Marita primped a final touch to her hair and makeup, seated before the small vanity and mirror, sized appropriately for the confined intimate play-space in the rear of the corporate aircraft. She had donned a crisp fresh uniform, replacing the previously discarded one scattered in the main cabin. She turned and looked down at the naked businessman snoozing off his weariness on the bedroom mattress. It had been too soon after his co-ed blowjob for his sagging cock to properly attend to Augustina the first time. He had accepted the alternate task of licking her pussy, his valiant try at easing her sweltering sexual urgency. By bringing about her smashing orgasm, he had successfully earned his pre-awarded panties souvenir.
By the time she was ready for more 'me time', his dick was able to oblige, stroking out mutual pleasure and spouting a respectable volume of sperm in her cunt. Another bout of mutual ecstasy was the last he had for now and he begged off any more. Marita was relatively satisfied and, anyway, needed to return to her command captain duties at the forward end of the jet. She left him to recover, the man probably not knowing that this had been a bonus not originally booked into his expansive itinerary.
Passing the forward galley, she advised the rookie stewardess to check on the welfare of her extra passenger. He probably needed rehydration; these long flights could be very draining.
** Sheldon **
Sheldon was delighted with his loving wife's arrangements for his travels. Augustina had efficiently calmed his nerves after the trauma of the delayed ground transportation in New Zealand. She had initiated her stress reduction program with a quickie blowjob upon his delayed arrival. Then after a sumptuous dinner on the moonlit terrace, they had returned to their suite for a night of total stress relief. It had held Sheldon over until mid-flight when Augustina had removed the weary tag-along passenger from the in-flight playroom, and kept Sheldon in balance for the rest of the flight.
The field trials in a remote area of the Alto Atacama Desert beat all expectations. The area had been neglected due to its sparse and scattered veins of rare earths. The element concentrations were too diluted for traditional methods by the overall required volume of excavated mining waste. But the newly patented sensory devices and controls had wormed the extraction head through the richest seams, producing an unprecedented 20% yield, far exceeding the usual low ppm. There was less dust, less water use and greatly reduced refuse to handle. It was going to make Krista and Sheldon yet another fortune.
Marita had returned from her short hop to Santiago, having deposited her extra passenger at the TWA Fantasy Request Venue and Campus. She had escorted him on the ground transportation to the facility, assuring that he was safe in the care of the Campus Housemother. In short order, that woman had him comfortably ensconced for the coming days in the arms and wiles of her bevy of Flamenco guest lecturers and campus co-ed cuties.
Sheldon and Augustina had returned from the desert test trials, cleaned up and got dressed up for dinner. Reunited again with a decked out Marita, they enjoyed a very well deserved evening feast. Despite the extraordinary successes in the field, the discussions and outward appearances back at the Alto Atacama Lodge & Spa were necessarily subdued, maintaining secrecy until local mining rights and permits could be secured.
Over coffee and dessert, the girls quibbled about who would be Sheldon's bedmate that night. Sheldon tried to stay out of it, letting them make the decision for him, but they could not agree. He placed the empty wine bottle on its side in the middle of the table and spun it.
The first spin pointed towards him; he declined the bottle's invitation to spend the night making love to his hand. He spun again and it pointed to Marita, who gave a quiet 'woohoo' as she pumped her arms in the air. Augustina pouted.
"Okay, Marita, you get first turn tonight. But I better get tomorrow night."
Sheldon held Marita's hand as they exited the open air dining terrace and strolled to his room. Augustina rationally reflected that Krista had obliged her to take care of Sheldon's needs but that didn't mean she got him all to herself, as pleasant as the task might be. She could pass off some of the responsibility, as she had tonight. Augustina lingered over her coffee, scanning the room for an available one-night-stand sex-mate to comfort her solitude through the long night ahead.
Marita had a lively skip to her step as they made their way to Sheldon's room. Sheldon was likewise looking forward to his time with Marita. They had only made recent acquaintance after the New Zealand stopover, confined within the corporate jet during the long trans-Pacific flight. His primary attention had been to Augustina but he had witnessed Marita notch up another Mile High Club tally with the last minute passenger. They each were curious about the reputed skills and talents of their impending sex partner.
The world-wise pair moved through the sensuous tasks of preparing the other for the looming sex. It wasn't love, maybe lust, but more like friends with benefits. Marita let Sheldon peel away her bodycon dress, his hands roving freely as he removed her remaining panties and stockings. She reciprocated by opening belt, buttons and zipper, exposing his toned physique to her touch. They spent some more time hugging while smoothing hand caresses and soft kisses on various body parts: hips, inner thighs, necks, backs, ass, boobs, prick and pussy.



The sensual touching naturally revved up as they felt the inner heat. Sheldon leaned Marita over the edge of the mattress, lining up behind her and stabbing his erection between her moist labia crease. She braced on her hands, letting him press the few shoves that drove him in. Standing with her ass tight to his groin, he wildly rocked his hips, stimulating his embedded cock. She matched his moves, in counterbalanced sync, feeling his solid manhood scouring her inner membranes.
Sheldon's hands found her suspended tits and he mauled the pliant masses. His grip was rougher than during their standing exploration but she liked the physical and emotional sense of his macho clout. His strokes increased as he worked himself into a frenzy. He hauled her body up against his chest, crushing her tits in the insanely rough bear hug. He hammered her core and howled out as his cum jets blasted against her cervix. They vibrated in place through the diminishing follow on shots of spunk.
Sheldon woke her later that night, after they had rested in bed. He fucked her in missionary with leisurely, long cock pistons. She enjoyed two hard orgasms before he peaked and collapsed on her sweaty body, buoyed by her plush breasts. Another sidesaddle in the early pre-dawn brought the latest sexual intimates to complete gratification. Their relaxed mood showed as they wandered to the prepared brunch on the pool deck, joining the other famished resort guests for the bountiful repast.
Settled into a secluded side area with lounges and umbrella table, they saw Augustina's arrival. She was escorting her overnight fuck-mate, a burly looking stud with male model good looks and a weight lifter's physique. When she leaned in to say her 'goodbyes', he clung to her hand and begged her to spend the day with him. She let him down gently but firmly. He stumbled away dejected. She joined her companions at their table and spent the day with them.
As the day grew warmer, the more sophisticated vacationers shed wraps and tops, dunking in the pool and dripping paths back to lounges where they decked the deck with their topless feminine allure. Marita and Augustina followed those urbane leads.
Sheldon spent that night with Augustina. It was another after dinner stroll to his room and the same nonchalant all-night fuck fest. He was almost unwound of stress as he lay in bed that morning. Augustina knelt between his spread thighs. She bobbed her cherry lips up and down his erect cock, swiping her tongue on the knob at timely moments. He let her play as he stared at the ceiling, new ideas and future plans emerging from the recesses of his technology infused, but stress relaxed, mind.
Sheldon was approaching the end of a long and successful business tour and now his thoughts returned to home. Marita and Augustina were very capable and willing travel companions and he was delighted with his wife's travel amenity arrangements. Krista's lovely image came to the forefront of his musings and he smiled.
Krista was the core of his very existence. She had discovered him when he was a young scatter-brained engineer, stumbling from one half-baked idea to the next. Inexplicably, he had barely noticed her jaw-dropping beauty when her company sent her as its consultant and representative. It was a profound source of amusement to his colleagues. Then she had tweaked one of his inventions, perking his technical notice and a new awareness. In time he slowly noticed her attractive beauty but, foremost, he recognized her success at organizing his ideas, monetizing the commercially viable ones, then managing the finances and ultimately, the entire corporate structure.
Fortunately for his personal life, she had simultaneously pushed it further, becoming his sexual soul mate, and bearing him beautiful twin daughters. And she further understood that a genius like Sheldon needed careful libido maintenance. She introduced him to TWA Freewill Weekends with its bounty of eager co-eds and selected suitable travel company from the Special Executive Assistant office pool.
The twin daughters were a handful whenever he was home, pestering him for his time and attention which he devoted to them as much as possible. He loved the teenagers dearly and thanked his lucky stars that Krista was there to keep them in check during his absences. She soothed his worries by reminding him to let them enjoy their childhood world full of play toys and boy toys. They would leave soon enough for entry into Total Woman Academy, following in her footsteps to the enlightened discipline of intelligence, beauty and poise.
Lying in bed, with Augustina lapping his prick, his musings wound down as his libido wound up. Krista's face and form held his mental attention as he rocketed to the peak of his passions and spewed into Augustina's mouth. His constricted throat moaned out 'Krista' before he floated down from the summit of his bliss.
Augustina had felt his cock swell greater just as she heard her Alumni friend's name. She felt and tasted his essence; then lapped up the escaped residuals, swallowed, and crawled up next to her bedmate. She pecked his flush cheek, heard his normalizing breaths and finger walked on his hairy chest, flicking a nipple to regain her fellated man's attention.
<" You miss her, don't you?"
<"Yes... "
<"Then it's time to take you home."
"Yes..."
"Okay... then, let's go" said Augustina in her quiet sympathetic voice.
In another part of the resort, Marita lay partially atop Rocky, her pick up date from last night. Her head lay on his chest, hair splayed out as she watched her hand lovingly stroke the stiff meat that had run her through three powerful orgasms during the night. Her cell phone buzzed and she twisted back to retrieve it off the night stand. It was Augustina video-calling and Marita heard her sweet voice on the line as the video popped up.
"Hi, Mari... wha' cha' doin'?"
"Enjoying some company. How about you?"
Rocky interrupted the flow of conversation.
"Who's that on the phone?"
"It's Augustina... from the other night?"
"Tell the bitch I said 'hi'"
"Rocky says 'hi'"
Augustina's face grimaced on the pixel device.
"Yeah, I heard. So file a flight plan and fire up the jet; we're taking Sheldon home."
"Okay, 'Gus, as soon as I finish up here."
She laid the phone away and turned her attention to the bare naked man next to her.
"Sorry, honey, I have to leave; we're flying out today."
"Geez... the story of my life: Love him and Leave him."
He rolled Marita's naked body into his for a hug and smooch. She met his lips and still held his cock.
"But I still have a little time yet. How about one for the road? Has 'Little Rocky' got anything left?"
"He's always got something left!"
Rocky rolled her body under his and pushed his erection into her cunt. 'Little Rocky' gave his all and took Marita through two more swoons before he emptied his reserves in her feminine grotto. Marita kissed her farewells to Rocky, and then a sweet little parting peck to 'Little Rocky'. She dressed quickly and scurried off, suspending her personal pleasure pursuits, as she resumed her transportation responsibilities to the Total Woman Academy.
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** Meghan **
Anton couldn't be happier with his recently acquired Special Executive Assistant. Meghan was the total package. He was impressed with her business skills. The summary reports of her assigned business units were factual, concise and, above all, revealed a substantial growth in profits under her guidance. During his weeklong junket at the San Antonio office, she served his coffee just right, found obscure documents he wanted and was the perfect eye-candy that distracted his business associates' attention at key points in their negotiations. He was closing deals he never would have dreamed of before Meghan's tenancy.
Just as she had out-performed his professional workplace expectations, he was even more impressed with her after work skills. She had catered unending to his sexual satisfaction, keeping him on the edge of exhaustion throughout the week. What sleep he snatched between her attentions was enough, but barely enough, to keep him going until the next bliss filled night of partial sleeplessness.
Concluding a tremendous week of sexual trysts interspersed with actual business duties, Meghan was now seated at a secluded table in a high end restaurant. Anton insisted she accompany him to a business dinner with a gentleman she hadn't yet met. Anton always acted like the king of his domain. But he was treating the man with unusual respect and care. He had been giddy all week about some rumored technology breakthrough and had set his sights on securing its exclusive right of use.
Anton was nearing the end of his polite but pointed negotiations with Reggie, the engineering specialist representing the technology rights holders. If the group had perfected the sensor technology that they claimed they had, it would revolutionize the oil drilling industry. They were so close to a deal; Anton's best and final offer was on the table. Meghan had perfected her eye-candy role throughout the negotiations. Reggie had been eyeballing Meghan's low cut cleavage all evening. Anton thought just a little push could finalize the deal.
"What do you think of my Special Executive Assistant here?"
Reggie took a look at Meghan as he chose his words. He had been impressed by her table graces, her composure and, by the pertinent facts and figures that she had added to the contract discussions, demonstrating her in-depth knowledge of the energy extraction and production industry. That all led him to accept that she was, as Anton said, a valuable member of his executive staff. And he couldn't help but notice her glamourous hourglass beauty and her obvious devotion to Anton. He felt a pang of jealousy for Anton's skill and good fortune at attracting and retaining valuable employees.
"She's smart, graceful and seems loyal to you, a great asset to your staff. And, I must say, she's very beautiful. The complete package, as it were."
"You are quite right, my friend: smart, beautiful... and loyal! So, if you agree to my offer, you can take Meghan to your room and ball her brains out all night... can't he, my dear."
Meghan was caught completely off guard by Anton's confident crudeness but quickly recovered her professional composure. She thought her relationship with Anton was exclusive but now he was exploiting her as a business promotional bauble. Dedicated to Anton's business success and appreciative of his support for her career, she took up the challenge and responded appropriately.
"Yes... yes, of course, sir."
Anton fixed his gaze on Reggie.
"So do we have a deal?"
Reggie looked unsure. Was this a trick? 'Don't give in too soon' he thought. 'Make 'em work for it.'
"Give me the packet of paperwork. If she fucks as good as she looks, I'll sign off tomorrow."
"Excellent. Please enjoy the rest of your night. Oh... and you too, Meghan."
Reggie extended his hand to Anton who was holding the contract paperwork. He took the envelope and they shook on the arrangement: exclusive technology rights secured for Anton if Reggie found Meghan's pre-signing bedroom performance equally worthwhile. Reggie extended that same hand to Meghan, who meekly placed hers in the hand of Anton's potential business partner. He rose and helped her stand, leading her away to collect his pre-signing bonus.
Meghan followed numbly, conflicted by the sudden turn of events, her strange reluctance intruding on her usual sexual and social self-confidence. Her fears stifled her conversant nature and it was a long silent walk to the elevator and then down the hallway to Reggie's room.
Inside, she was stoic but cooperative as he unzipped her dress, dropped it off her shoulders and efficiently stripped away her fine lingerie. Reggie thought her breasts were just as attractive naked as they had looked while alluringly semi-cosseted at dinner. His hands grazed her soft roundness, marveling at the healthy exquisiteness of her tits and ass.
He hurriedly managed his own undressing as she silently regarded her compulsory bedmate. Then he stood before her, his soft cock exposed, his face expressing his expectation that she provide for his sensual pleasure and gratification. She dipped her knee and brought her face level with his groin, her first deliberate step for what she expected would be a long night's ordeal of submissive patience and sexual perseverance.
-----
Meghan counted in her head: '... 7 ...8 ...9 ...10! ...OH! ... Mmmm...' Meghan's eyes twitched when the first big gush hit the back of her throat. Her tongue had faintly sensed the surge of fluid ripple up his urethra just before it left his tip but the volume surprised her. She settled her mouth into a warm hold-and-suckle for the tasty follow-on bursts.
Naked Meghan was on her knees and naked Reggie was sitting on the edge of the mattress, his body convulsing, gripping hard on handfuls of her hair as she sucked him off. Her mouth held his spent cock, already softening with the inevitable post-ejaculatory shrinkage. She waited a short moment and then sucked extra hard, a final effort to extract any latent semen lingering in his tube.
She was rather pleased with herself. It had only taken ten swallowing contractions on the swollen knob lodged at her tonsils to extract the eruption of ejaculate that was now sliding straight to her stomach. Reggie had tried valiantly to hold back, but Meghan had been determined to quickly overcome his staying power. She knew she was succeeding when his moans got louder at 6. At ten, he had grunted forcefully, blasting out his essence.
That was what she did best, extract the last precious residues. Sometimes it was unrecovered mineral hoards hidden under the ground but many times, like now, it was irrepressible procreative nectars huddled in a man's groin. Whether business or pleasure or, as in this case, an ill-defined mélange of both, she was an oral maestro, and growing more talented by the day.
Reggie fell backwards on the bed, temporarily drained by Meghan's spectacular blowjob. He had meant to linger and last, proud of his fortitude and machismo. But she had offered the tension hastening foreplay and he had acceded, intending to build slowly, not grasping the depth of her well-practiced oral expertise.
She shuffled him into a better alignment and climbed in to lay beside him. She smooched his cheek, leaving a kiss-mark of cum stained cherry red lipstick, and then put her lips near his ear. Her whispered words tickling his senses.
"Was that good for you, my prince?"
He closed his eyes and let out a cleansing breath, his hand fumbling for the warm bare breast that was mashed against his torso. He mumbled his 'yes'. His fingers grazed her nipple.
His caress was gentle and Meghan let him play. She stealthily moved a hand to enfold the semi-tumescent cock lolling on his belly, a way to gauge how soon she could rekindle his lust for her. She lay comfortably while waiting out his refraction, his fingering of her crinkled nipple coursing a tantalizing tingle that emerged in her genital nerves. She was more accepting now about being forced to suck and fuck Anton's prospective business partner. Her thoughts turned to attaining some personal pleasure from this compelled contract concession.
Reggie was breathing evenly and she thought he might be dozing. But his manhood was growing longer and fatter in her palm, a sure sign he was gearing up to use her again. Her hand massaged his cock to a firmer readiness. She kissed his cheek and rolled gracefully atop his body, drawing her knees up to his sides as she straddled his hips. Her hand placed his knob and her wet pussy took him in with one long stroke.
Positioned and connected, she sat upright, his cock vertically embedded. She jiggled a few test moves, reveling in the feel of him sliding around inside her cunt. A pause for balance and determination was followed by a flat revolution of her hips on Reggie's penile axle. His shaft stirred her honeypot, pressing all of her genital nerves. He moaned his concurrence for her choice of cock caresses.
Meghan knew therein that, like her, Reggie delighted in this deep coupled stimulation. But despite her growing ardor, she remained primarily focused on Reggie's pleasure. She clamped her vaginal ring muscles in a wringing rhythm that matched the tempo of her revolutions and the slithers of his corona against her engorged inner flesh. Reggie breathed deeper and his face grew flush.
The peak for both was stupendous. As she felt their mutual summit draw nigh, Meghan quickened the revolutions, raised her hands to hold her hair on either side of her shaking head as she looked skyward, and panted out deep pre-orgasmic breaths. Her wail trailed off to gasping shudders as her spine jerked into a backward arch, waggling her tits with the convulsive tremors. The sight of her shimmying boobs added to the tactile stimulation in his groin and capped off his excitement. He hollered along with Meghan as he churned out torrents of sperm.
She collapsed forward, squashing her sweaty boobs on his heaving chest. He limply curled his arms into a natural cozy hug. Her hands cradled his head, her thumbs lovingly caressing his face, her lips kissing his nose, neck and ears, whispering kudos to his manliness. He slowly deflated and his flaccid cock fell out, followed by dribbles of man-juice that trickled over his ball sack. They were too weary to care. If cum-stained sheets were a problem, it was one that the hotel housekeeping staff had certainly handled before.
Twice was a good start but Reggie wanted more. The night had begun with Meghan's capitulation to Anton's glib directive and she had sullenly complied. Reggie had manhandled her to his pleasure but had been mindful of her efforts and needs. She seemed less hesitant now, ready and willing to attend to his desires.
Meghan was finding the night to be an unexpectedly pleasant encounter. Her recent orgasm had been temporarily energy draining but, rather than satisfying her latent lust, it fueled her longing for another one, and soon. Laying atop her current fuck-mate, she worried he may not be able to go again.
She needn't have worried. He tightened his hug and rolled them over, taking the dominant position on top. It was his turn to kiss and cuddle, working her spirit into a lustful fever. And it was the feeling of dominant power that he needed to kindle his own fires and his cock poked forward, ready to engage in its primordial duty.
Still hugging and kissing her, he prodded his newly solidified erection at her moist nether lips and gained a good entrance. A few more manly shoves, a few more macho grunts and a few more feminine moans got him seated deep. He rested in place, feeling her full soft chest buoying his body, his cock warmly cuddled by her cunt.
Meghan took the lead, starting with miniscule motions that built into sustained medium strokes. She undulated her hips and abdominals in escalating oscillations, her core muscles executing a virtual horizontal belly dance on his captured cock. Reggie joined the copulation dance, playfully pistoning his hips to his own tempo, sporadically extending or shortening the slides, exerting his dominant control over her rhythmic stimulus, concerned only for his sole satisfaction. Meghan took what pleasure she could from the irregular gait, unselfishly granting Reggie the deserved masculine prerogative that would best serve his libido. His down strokes occasionally hammered her clitoris and each of those shocking stimuli moved her passions higher up the exhilaration scale.
Clutching each other tighter and tighter, moaning louder and louder, they passed over the apex of pleasure. Meghan captured his lips and probed his mouth with her tongue, a reflective penetration of his oral recess as he punched deep in her vaginal recess. They shuddered out their orgasms together, both mindlessly lost in their own pleasure, dimly aware of being mutually intertwined in the other's hospitable body.
In the morning, Reggie let her soak in the garden tub with him, sharing tickle caresses without any purpose other than idle play and mutual amusement. She moved him to sit in front of her, her tits against his back as she shampooed his hair and massaged his scalp. Her hands kept flitting to his cock but it was too drained to rise again. They emerged from the cooling bath to face the new day. She wrapped his waist with a bath towel after using it to carefully pat him dry everywhere.
He led her to the bedroom and praised her proficiency at potential client satisfaction. She watched as he executed the document. It was time for her to make her exit. She gathered her clothes and the precious signed contract, carrying the bundle clutched to her chest as she made her way butt naked through the hotel corridors to Anton's suite.
She smiled with pride during the entire ramble; Anton would be pleased with her success. And he was probably in an anxious mood, a mixture of commercial concerns and bottled-up virility from fantasizing on the overnight scene in Reggie's room. She would deliver her verbal report along with the executed contract; that would ease the troubling business thoughts in his mind. Then a celebratory marathon of soothing sex that would ease the troubling sexual tension in his body. It was the least she could do for Anton, her astute career benefactor.
** Gillian **
Gillian leaned back in her conference table chair, stretching her back and rolling her neck to ease the lingering tension. The board meeting was finally adjourned. She had proven she deserved to be here; holding her own throughout the sometimes contentious deliberations. Her TWA instilled beauty, intelligence and poise were the key tools she needed to move beyond the initial Special Executive Assistant role into a full-fledged corporate executive, building a division and becoming a corporate subsidiary executive in her own right. With business matters concluded and delegated, she was ready to join the handpicked few that Anton invited to his private corporate retreat in Cocoa Beach, FL.
Meghan had gone on ahead to make arrangements at the special venue. Gillian and Anton followed soon after and found a few others already gathered while more joined them in singles and pairs. Marita had flown Sheldon to reunite with Krista, a treasured chance to rekindle their spousal passions. Then she continued on to Florida with Augustina to meet up with Lycka. Sheldon and Krista arrived a day later by their own itinerary.
Four of Anton's business associates, thrilled to be receiving the special recognition that accompanied Anton's invitation to this exclusive annual event, were escorted into their midst. The seaside gathering spent the day in beach sports, great food, sun and fun, all courtesy of Anton. It was a private party but adjacent to a public beach and proper decorum ruled. The men wore board shorts and the girls wore bikinis, skimpy ones to be sure, but acceptable under the circumstances. Their bodies jiggled and bounced with the energetic games.
At sunset, Meghan set up a boom box and played the 'Electric Slide', dancing alone to the beat, following the singer's instructions, swaying and shaking her booty to the popular tune. One by one the other girls joined in and a line dance developed. The men formed an audience line, laying back on the sand, propped on elbows, watching the sassy show. The ladies took that as a cue and the dance took a bawdy turn.
With sly looks to each other, they coordinated a sequential strip tease. When the synchronized dancers' backs were turned to the attentive males, Marita doffed her top, giving sidewinder boob flashes to accompany the row of rocking asses. When the dance steps brought her full frontal again, the bare breasted maiden shimmied her tits to the delight of the assembled executives. The strip dance continued, as one by one, each woman stripped her top in turn until all the ladies were topless. The showgirls ended their dance with the end of the music and addressed their growing interest in the attentive men.
In the gathering darkness, the bonfire gave a romantic glow to the festivities and the girls settled on the sand next to their selection of evening mate. They whispered, giggled, roasted marshmallows, flirted and petted with their man. As the bonfire burned down to glowing coals, the night air chilled but the couples' internal heat grew. Hands and lips helped communicate the mutual desires that were only whispered, if spoken at all. As the sensual mood melded the pairs' passions into lust, they rambled off to each hostess' assigned room for a more secluded private encounter.
Gillian selected a vaguely familiar senior executive from a collaborating firm. Trey owned a tool manufacturer that had licensed Anton's newly acquired advance technology. Neither Gillian nor Trey had met before today but each was aware of the other's successes and accomplishments through their companies' mineral recovery businesses. They giggled about this unique business building opportunity, somewhat suspicious of competing dalliances being concocted among the other attendees. They intended to make the most of their rapport building time together. They toddled off to Gillian's quarters.
They removed what little clothes they wore, dropping shorts and thongs on the floor. Gillian touched and cradled her man's cock and balls while Trey's admiring hands continued to roam over her ass, breasts and back. They drifted in unison to the waiting mattress.
The sex resembled slow lovemaking, gentle and considerate, almost reverential. During the next few hours, they each orgasmed twice. The first time was sequential, Gillian cumming first and then driving Trey through his own thoroughly satisfying full body spasm. Having learned something about the other's senses and timing, they worked together for the next round. He was fully inside her, his knob touching her cervix. She crossed her ankles and held him in. He braced on his elbows, their smiling faces close, and their extended tongue tips fencing with the other. He jostled his hips, tickling her deep inside. The stimulations raised their passions and they vibrated out their joy in perfect partnership.
In the morning, after a wake up bout of wild fucking, the lust sodden executive clung to her, begging her to spend the day in bed with him and, upon the end of the weekend retreat, travel with him for a weeklong vacation at his family's Caribbean island getaway. She was truly sad to decline, for he was a virtuoso lover and she wanted to continue the encounter. But her schedule intervened.
"I'm booked to be in Sri Lanka for my quarterly TWA tune up; this time it's an intensive dive into tantric sex."
"Then I'll come with you. Can I? Please..."
"I don't know but I'll ask."
"I'll pay the fees and expenses. Hell, I'll pay for everyone to come along."
Gillian canvassed the others and they agreed to follow her and her alpha male to the TWA Tantric Sex training facility. Marita called the airport and ordered the corporate jet readied for a trans-oceanic flight to exotic Sri Lanka.



** Amrita **
Naveena and Amrita lounged in bed, reunited in advance of the Tantric Sex training session scheduled to begin tomorrow. Their mood was serene, basking in the post orgasmic glow of serial cunnilingus. Their fingers continued slow genital caresses as half lidded eyes dreamed away the dwindling electric tingles sparkling everywhere in their bodies. It had been a wonderful three days of intimacy for the bi-sexual lovers.
But they were business women and, despite the overwhelming shared emotions, there was the looming arrival of their special guests and the tantric sex training sessions. The elite customers must not be disappointed by the smallest overlooked detail and they focused their attentions thereon.
Two of their guests had arrived a day early; Sheldon and Krista had immediately gone into closed door seclusion. The hostess facilitators had respected the spousal privacy, with smirks acknowledging that the committed hetero Western couple must have found the same intimate joy that the bi-sexual Hindi women felt. Discrete visits by room service staff confirmed that Sheldon and Krista were alive and well and sufficiently provided with food, water and clean linen.
The other guests arrived in a group the next morning, shuttled from Colombo Airport by a stretch town-car. They alighted to the refreshing mountain air, ready to learn and experience the wonders of Tantric Sex.
Anton was arm in arm with Meghan; he felt obliged to repair their personal rapport after he had selfishly debased her as Reggie's sexual toy. Gillian had Trey in tow, acceding to his pleas for her exclusive company. Marita, Augustina and Lycka had swapped out partners after their nights in Florida, seeking the novelty of unfamiliar masculine companionship. The macho men were broadminded, uncomplaining for their roles of passed around pieces of stiff meat, especially by these fine lively ladies.
-------
The girls excused themselves to prepare and preen for the upcoming group training session. Amrita's facility often hosted groups and there was a grand spa-like salon set aside for the female participants. The young ladies abetted each other with the bathing, douches, shaving, and hair styling. Their faces and nails received the best available cosmetology, leaning toward Hindi styles in keeping with the locational ambiance. Lips and nails were toned fire-engine red. Eyes were heavily darkened with black eyeshadow and liner. Umber tones highlighted nipples and pussies. Musky tinged perfume added the subtle aura suggestive of females in heated arousal. They offered a stunningly exotic display of fertile feminine flesh.
The men had been shuffled separately into the training room. Topless visiting TWA co-ed attendants helped them to undress, folding and removing their clothes completely from the room, confining the naked men to the training room to await their mates. The wondering gentlemen stood apart from each other, half embarrassed to be nude in front of the other males, unused to sexual competition with other males while without the comfortable trappings of wealthy regalia.
An impersonal speaker voice directed them to form up behind the blue line at one end of the room. When they were aligned and settled into attentive order, the side entrance door swung open and one finely made-up woman glided gracefully into the room. The men gawked at the display.
Krista was an erotic exotic vision of untold sensuality: beautiful hair, fine makeup and glittering jewelry adorned her curvaceous naked body. Krista stepped gracefully to Sheldon, taking his hand and leading him to a painted green circle across the room, seating him in lotus pose as she took the same pose beside him. Next came Gillian who took Trey's hand and led him to another circle, sitting in similar couple fashion. Then came Meghan who naturally selected Anton and led him to their circle. Marita randomly selected one of the three remaining athletic men, while Augustina and Lycka came last but not least, each pairing themselves to a solidly built male stud.
Naveena and Amrita strode in hand-in-hand, wearing translucent saffron saris that served more to coyly expose their beautiful figures rather than hide any curves or rose hued erogenous features. They lotus seated side-by-side behind the blue line, facing their pupils. It was time to begin the tantric sex training.
-----
Naveena and Amrita closed their eyes and placed palms together in prayer pose. The evenly spaced couples mirrored the move. Amrita started the exercise.
"We begin with deep breathing. Draw a full breath, hold and let it out slowly. Follow my timing."
The group went through ten repetitions. Then a series of stretches: arms aloft and slowly lowered, torso twists and forward folds. With bodies calmed but activated, Amrita proceeded with the more intimate actions. She and Naveena followed along with her next instructions as she guided the attentive couples.
"Keep your eyes closed and continue with modest breaths. Place your closest hand in your partners lap, touching but not stroking or rubbing their genitalia. Sense the warmth of their soft skin."
Amrita whispered a slow ten count. Each tantric disciple felt their own arousal heat, abetted by the increased blood flow, even as they sensed the same in their partner's cock or labia. The men felt and smelled the moisture forming at the woman's opening even as the women sensed the swelling of the man's organ.
"You may now slide your fingers around and gently add stimulation."
Amrita and Naveena silently rubbed the other's nether lips. They were more practiced and held back their sounds, vaguely aware of the low moans elsewhere. It was always that way for the new ones and their first attempt at concentrated sexual mindfulness. Experienced practitioners held their reactions in check, knowing each repetition was only a prelude for even deeper and more satisfying releases the next time.
"The females may now rotate into their man's lap, facing him, legs folded under, straddling his thighs. Do not penetrate; not yet. Hug his neck and touch your ears together. Press your nipples against his chest."
There was a shuffling sound as the women moved into mount position. When relative silence returned, a deeper breathing around the room was evident. Amrita continued.
"Use your pussies to trap his erect shaft against his lower belly. Press but do not move. Feel each other's heated lust in your genital nerves."
Naveena was in Amrita's lap, nipples wedged to nipples, but the pose was unsuited for genital contact. They showed professional patience as Amrita let the passions grow among the heterosexual pairs. She whispered a slow countdown: 100, 99, 98...
The blood flow and heartbeats throbbed louder and louder in the newbies ears. One hundred seconds was less than two minutes but felt like ages. Frustrated moans were earnestly suppressed but were still noticeable. Amrita's soft voice brought on the sorely desired words.
"..., 5, 4, 3, 2, 1. Follow me in taking a deep breath... hold... hold... hold... now exhale completely. Good. You may now mount."
The sounds of shifting bodies was followed by sharp and then elongated male and female groans. The swishing sounds of wet connections meant that the inexperienced trainees had not understood that mounting was not the same as thrusting. They unknowingly skipped the step of deeper motionless feeling before the slithering of excited tissues.
Amrita smiled it off; the amateurs would get finer instructions soon, in an hour or so, during the next learning cycle. With her initial training tasks completed, she and Naveena smoothly repositioned into a leg scissor that pressed their pussies together. They twined together arms, legs and bodies while sharing the massaging stimulations until they joined their novice students in cries of orgasmic ecstasy.
Over the remaining daytime, Amrita walked them through two more mind wrenching sessions. Marita, Augustina and Lycka traded out the trio of beefcake studs, seeking variety and keeping mental performance notes for a girls-only gossipy comparison later.
Amrita was patient with her charges on the subsequent sessions. She talked them through the prior skipped step of immobile connection.
"Hold in place; do not thrust. Set your mind on the connection; feel your sensitive skin pressing on your mate's sensitive skin. Clear your mind, listen only to my voice. 10, 9, 8, 7, 6, 5, 4, 3, 2, 1... Now, Kegels, man and woman together. And... squeeze... relax... squeeze... relax... 23... 22... 21... 20... 19... "
At the bottom of the countdown, Amrita quietly said "You may now stroke at will... "
The tantric pairs set their own pace and length, some cumming quickly, others stretching out their coital acuity. The second orgasm was more intense than the first, despite the unusually short refraction period and presumably due to the longer stationary foreplay. It was instructive to the sexual students and they followed Amrita's directions precisely thereafter, anticipating even greater orgasmic indulgence.
After a third round of mindful ecstasy, Amrita dismissed the weary carnal scholars, reminding them they were due to reconvene on the open terraced patio to meditate while watching the sunset and then enjoy a communal meal. She strongly suggested they refrain from practicing their newfound sexual secrets until at least later tonight. Tomorrow's lessons would be an all-day affair and they needed to pace their energies for maximum effect.
They all donned thigh length, spa-style terrycloth robes as they exited the training studio in pairs, hand in hand, feeling the post coital glow of sexual gratification and the airy exposure of loosely covered genitalia.
** Anton **
After dinner, Anton slouched on a low couch in the dim lit terrace, his spread legs stretched out on a hassock. Meghan lay on her side, her body lounged out on the couch beside him, and her head resting sideways in his lap as his fingers idly combed through her soft hair and tickled her ear. Her tie-loosed spa-robe was askew and one exposed tit lay atop the other. From her perch on his thigh, she peered beneath the folds of Anton's robe at his soft penis, whiffing the residual bouquet of the afternoon's tantric coitus. Her hand smoothed along his hairy inner leg. He watched Sheldon and Krista sit across the low coffee table in similar post training lassitude.
"How do you two manage it? Keeping a happy marriage while working so hard? My three tries at matrimony went down the drain, along with a lot of my money and a bit of my sanity."
Krista looked dreamily at Sheldon, her face aglow with love while the man of her heart reflected her fond gaze. Her voice was quiet, generating a stillness as her words drifted forth.
"We savor the quiet times together. Follow the tantric mindfulness. Dwell in the moments we have. And work extra hard at the business when apart, knowing our forgone longings will be rewarded during the eventual tender reunions."
Anton nodded as he watched the industrial titans kiss. Krista gave a sad note.
"Those moments will become fewer now."
"Why so?"
"This new extraction sensor technology will need lots of attention. We know you have arguable rights to the wet drilling methods while we have the patents for the dry tunneling method. Soon enough, we will be competing against each other for market share."
Anton took another sip of wine. As he lay his head back in contemplation, he spied Gillian and Trey, their heads lolling together at another couch half across the room. He was struck with a dazzling idea.
"What a waste of energy! What if we didn't compete? What if we collaborated?"
"What do you mean?"
"Well... we could set up a subsidiary that controls both technologies and share the profits."
"It's very hard to find trustworthy dedicated people to run such a venture. Sheldon and I have tried again and again and it always falls apart."
Anton smirked as he eye-darted their attention towards Trey and Gillian. Krista and Sheldon's gaze followed his pointer. They saw the youthful pair cuddling and smooching, completely lost in each other's eyes.
"Trey's company already fabricates your mining tools and our drill heads. Gillian is a fine business manager.
He looked squarely at Krista and Sheldon, locking their attention with a sincere expression.
"They remind me of another young couple I know who erected an industrial empire on a deep foundation of lifelong love."
Krista and Sheldon felt truly humbled by Anton's honest praise for their success in business and in life. They rarely heard such heartfelt countenance from the fawning sycophants that inevitably intruded on their daily life. Anton continued.
"If you trust me and trust them like I trust you and Sheldon, we can make it work. I'll buy out Trey and set up a subsidiary with myself, you and Sheldon as its business partners. And a substantial share of ownership to give 'skin in the game' for our young executive paramours."
Krista thought a moment and nodded slowly as she contemplated the proposal. Her musings were interrupted by the sound of Gillian and Trey rising from their couch, holding hands and readying to step off for their private time alone in their suite. Krista was always one to strike while the iron was hot, not letting any idea or opportunity fade away.
"Should we tell them now?"
Anton might have answered her and continued the conversation but Meghan was grazing a fingernail along the sensitive skin of his inner thigh. As she neared his groin, her finger turned under his scrotum and elevated the center of his sack, letting the weighty balls droop on either side. His chubby cock swelled outward at the sensation and her fire-engine red lips ducked in to buzz the tip of the knob. Anton gave her head another lazy gentle caress.
"Tomorrow's soon enough. Let's not spoil this evening's romantic mood with anymore business talk. I feel my verve returning and I owe Meghan some well-earned makeup sex for the maltreatment she suffered as she brought us to this prosperous opportunity. Come, my dear, it's time for me to reward your dedication with a good hard fucking."
He lifted Meghan's gleeful smiling face off his lap. She looked excited by his bawdy talk, knowing the old man was always good for his word. Standing, her loose breasts rolled into full inviting cleavage, edged by her open robe lapels. She extended a helping hand, lifting Anton out of the cushions. They strolled away to consummate Anton's carnal promise. Krista and Sheldon found themselves alone; all the others had left for a night of passions. They took the cue and moseyed from the open patio lounge to their more intimate quarters.
The stars in the clear sky shone their bright splendor down upon the suite bound promenading pair of lovers, who continued to experience the life-fulfilling amorous serenity and the business fortunes that flowed their way through their special affiliation with the Total Woman Academy.
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Reggie couldn't believe how fast things fell apart. Somehow, another international manufacturing firm had patented a strikingly similar version of his premier technology before he and his partners were able to bring it to full development. His deal selling Anton the exclusive rights became null and void. Without any foreseeable cash flow, there was no money to repay the speculators' loans. And those underworld speculators were not 'forgive and forget' kind of folks. They had 'skin in the game' and wanted either their money or Reggie's hide. His only plan was to go into hiding, hoping things would blow over. And he had no idea how long that blowing over was going to take.
He picked an ex-burb of Baton Rouge, LA, hoping it would be far afield from any financial or gangland accomplices. It was a nice neighborhood, a new subdivision cul-de-sac with close spaced two story tract homes, some including pools and decks. His house did not have those backyard amenities, which was fine. As an international fugitive, he stayed indoors, hidden from curious satellites and drones, which he feared were being used to hunt him down. He only sat outside on the roofed and screened patio, needing some fresh air now and then. He shopped online for everything, including groceries, delivered and left on his front porch. He retrieved them only at night, at random times.
Early on, the house next door sold and the movers spent a day schlepping furniture and boxes inside. A middle-aged couple showed up thereafter. The wife was around all the time, running errands or fussing with the flowerbeds, but the husband was gone for days at a stretch.
One morning, his doorbell rang. It was too early for grocery or express package deliveries and he hoped it wasn't young Mormons offering a spiritual miracle to save his soul; what he really needed was a financial miracle to save his life. He peered through the keyhole; his lady neighbor was standing on his porch with a plate of cookies and a bunch of flowers. It would be suspicious if he didn't greet her; she knew he was there. She might call 911 thinking he was in too much distress to answer the door. He clicked off the bolts and eased the door open, peering outside.
"Hi!" she said brightly. "I'm Nadia, your neighbor next door."
"Hi, I'm Reggie. Sorry I haven't been neighborly about welcoming you to the community. I only moved here a month ago myself."
"Oh, that's okay. We all get busy. Can I come in?"
"Sure, sorry if the place is a mess."
Nadia stepped in and headed straight for the kitchen. She set the cookies on the counter and started rustling through the cabinets, looking for a flower vase. Reggie knew there wasn't one and hustled to get out a wine carafe as a usable substitute.
"I love to bake but with my husband travelling a lot and my daughter in college, I always make too much and if I don't get them out of the house, I'll gain 20 lbs. before I know it. Here, try one."
The cookies were delicious and Reggie offered coffee in return. Nadia settled at the kitchen table as he brewed the java. Now that he was less afraid of her presence in his hideaway, he took a closer look.
She was brunette, long wavy hair that stretched to mid-back. That wasn't all that was stretched; her red cotton t-shirt covered a very nice set of round tits and her middle age sized ass was nicely packed inside a pair of jean shorts.
"Do you live here alone?"
Reggie spun a story about selling a company and retiring on the wealth and getting away from the hustle and bustle and gold-diggers and philanthropy hounds and on and on and on. He asked her to keep it just between them as he really wanted to jettison his old life and just live in peace.
Nadia swore to keep his secret. She thanked him for his hospitality and said she'd check on him from time to time. He thanked her for that and she left.
The afternoon turned warm and Reggie sat on his back patio. He heard Nadia next door come out to her fenced pool deck. He heard the diving splash, some paddling and then wet steps. A lounge creaked and then silence.
His curiosity piqued, he went to his upstairs bedroom where his window gave him a full view of Nadia's backyard and pool. Her red bikinied body lay face down on a towel draped lounge; her ass was the magnificent mounds that he had suspected earlier in the kitchen. He ran downstairs and returned with his binoculars. While he was gone, she had rotated face up, her black bug-shield sunglasses protecting her mystifying grey eyes from the full sunlight. He couldn't avoid zooming in on the wet red thong pressed tight into her camel-toed labia crevasse.
Reggie stood back from the window, figuring the shadows would conceal his voyeurism. As he focused in, she sat up, reached back, unhooked her top and pulled it off, laying it on the deck beside her. She lay back again.
Reggie was transfixed by the sight of her full boobs, slightly pancaked by gravity into wider rounded sacks. He stared through the lenses for a while as his prick agreed with his assessment that she was one fuck-worthy babe. Almost unaware of himself, his fly came down, his dick came out and he stroked himself as he watched her. Ten minutes later, he was sitting on the edge of his bed, hitting his masturbation crescendo. His cum arched milky volleys that stained his carpet. He went to the bathroom to clean up and wandered dazed to his back patio.
It went on like that for a few days. Every afternoon, her full frontal display that ended in his self-induced ejaculation.
Then, one evening after her husband had departed on one of his trips, his doorbell rang. It was Nadia, again, wearing a bodycon red knit dress, makeup and heels.
"Can I come in?"
Reggie stepped aside and Nadia entered. Without a word, she trudged up the interior stairs; Reggie hurriedly followed her, dumbfounded. She headed straight for the bedroom window overlooking her pool. Reggie stood across the room, fumbled for words, an apology, or an excuse, whatever. 'Busted' he thought. She faced him, a calm look on her face.
"It's okay" she said and pointed across the side lawn towards her house. "You can even see into my bedroom window from here"
She walked to him, folded her top down to bare her nipples and pressed her lips to his, wrapping her arms around him, crushing the breasts of his dreams against his chest. When they came up for air, she leaned back, letting him survey her chest in the dying daylight. He simply stared and her hand wasn't helping to soothe his angst by rubbing his jeans covered cock.
"Do they look as good up close as through the window?"
His hands rose to cup and weigh her magnificent rose capped globes.
"Oh, my God, yes!" he murmured.
"I get so lonely when he goes away. All you had to do was ask."
Reggie didn't have to ask that night. Nor the next night nor the next. Whenever her husband was home, Reggie bided his time and temperament. But when the husband was gone, Nadia came to his house, to his door, to his bedroom and rewarded his patience with deep sensual sex. He knew it wasn't love, carnal lust maybe; Nadia mostly used him as a male piece of meat to quell her simmering sexual fever. It was becoming a great way for Reggie to pass the weeks, months, potentially years that he would face as he avoided his ferocious creditors.
The calendar moved past spring and the cool weather turned warmer. A problem arrived; Nadia's daughter Miki came home from college for the summer. The husband spent a few days home to catch up and Reggie's sexual patience was sorely tested. The only bonus was, that now, Nadia and her daughter sunbathed together on the pool deck. Reggie was in full voyeur mode as he scanned both topless women next door and masturbated away his frustrations.
He stalked the young girl on the internet, found her Facebook page, drooled over some of the naughty fraternity party pictures. Her status said 'unattached'. No arrest record, no troublesome online news articles or rumors. He paid an online acquaintance to hack her college files; her freshman grades had started low, C's, but steadily rose through the academic year. In summary, a typical young lady enjoying the college life.
Reggie was cleaning up after a light dinner when he answered the front door bell at dusk. Miki was standing there in tight booty shorts and a laced front bralet.
"Can I help you?"
"Can I come in?"
Reggie opened the door wide and Miki stepped inside. She headed straight to the kitchen uninvited and sat at the kitchen table. It was a sense of déjà vu for Reggie. She looked a lot like her mother, a younger blonde version of the older brunette, with the same hourglass build, the fitted clothing and the casual confident attitude.
"Want something to drink?"
"Nah, just came to talk to you."
"Okay, what's up?"
"You know I can see you masturbating to Momma and me through the window."
Miki paused for effect. Her eyes captured his, her eyes blue rather than her mother's grey but just as enticing.
"Uhh... okay?"
"You don't have to be so shy about it. All you have to do is ask."
"Ask what?"
"Ask me to spend the night. Daddy's home and Momma can't come over tonight so she sent me instead to try you out. She says you're pretty good in bed."
Reggie didn't have time to think it through. Miki stood and fiddled with the front laces on her bralet, easing the strain on the fully filled top.
"Won't your father suspect something?"
"I told him I was going to see a friend and wouldn't be back until morning."
She pulled the cups aside and exposed her rosy nipple tipped boobs for his viewing pleasure. He stood frozen.
"I didn't lie to Daddy about seeing a friend. Because you will be my friend this summer, won't you?"
Miki took his hand and led him down the hallway. He couldn't decide which he liked better: her splendid toned ass rocking the tight hip hugger jeans or the peek-a-boo sidewinder boobs as she led the way. As she climbed the steps ahead of him, he quickly settled on her ass as his favorite feature.
They helped each other remove the meddlesome clothing. Standing nude in the middle of the room, they smooched and caressed, hands smoothing over each other's naked body. Stepping back, Reggie admired her tits, now up close and personal, his hands cupping and kneading the masses.
Miki slowly stroked his hard erection, admitting that she wondered about its size, weight and length as she studied it from a distance at her lounge far below. She was pleased to make its tactile acquaintance and liked the heft and firmness.
They crawled into bed, angled sideways across the mattress, heads towards the open window. The foreplay reached their respective limits of interest and they squiggled into alignment for genital connection. After several thrusts, Reggie had worked himself inside and bottomed out.
Suddenly the room lit up as Nadia's bedroom light came on next door. Reggie saw her silhouette, profiled in the backlight of her bedroom window.
Seeing Reggie look outside, Miki rolled her head up to see what he is watching. She saw her naked mother standing in the window, getting ready for bed as her husband called to her.
"Come on, dear, hurry up. You know I have an early start tomorrow."
Miki and Reggie watched Nadia turn away and douse the light, ending the sexy shadow show. Miki sensed the effect her mother's presence had on the man planted in her pussy. He was pressed deep and she felt the increased throb of his heartbeat.
"Momma's still got, doesn't she?"
Reggie was doubly excited now and rode the daughter through an intense bout of intercourse; collapsing atop his sweaty mate after the robust fuck and orgasm. They moved to lay in normal alignment, head to headboard.
After cuddling through his refraction, they were ready to start up again. Miki wanted something kinkier. She sucked on his middle finger and told him to plug her ass with it. That was completely new to him and she had to guide him through the digital-anal penetration.
"Want me to try it on you?"
Reggie wasn't so sure but the way his life was going at the moment, 'Why not?'
She sucked her finger and probed his anus. His body flinched nervously at the touch and she patiently tried successive little moves until she effected the complete entry. They were now triple connected, cock in cunt and a finger in each other's ass.
He pulled back as best he could, very slowly, and rammed his erection completely in, banging and pressing her clitoris. She wiggled as he pressed, rubbing her clit against him before he let up and pulled slowly back again. His buried finger-tip felt her channel bulge as he slid his knob along the separating membrane. She was curling her fingertip inside his anus, stimulating his prostate.
"My ethics professor taught me how to do this."
Reggie imagined Miki showing up at some gray-haired professor's door and trading sex for grades and other favors like she was doing now with him.
"Did you get an A in the course?"
"Not at first, only a C+. But I worked the old man up to an A- by the end of the semester".
Reggie thought 'That explains the hacked course grades, growing higher through the school year. She will go far in life with her try-it-you'll-like-it attitude'.
When Reggie's strong strokes wound them to the ultimate heights, their ecstasy howled out like never before.
Nadia's bedroom light came on next door and they heard Daddy curse the disturbance.
"What the hell was that?"
"Nothing, my dear. But now that you've woken me up, I won't be able to get back to sleep until you pound my pussy again with your manly cock."
The light went out and the marital bed creaked and cracked under the reverberating load of their repeated love-making.
Reggie's life settled into a very satisfying routine. Nadia sent Miki each night that her husband was home. They learned to drown each other's mouth with tongue probes during orgasm to avoid waking the familial neighbors. Then, after the husband left on travel again, Nadia spent those nights with Reggie. Then one night, as he lay refracting from their second round of fucking, she broached an interesting proposition.
"Would it be okay if Miki and I rotated every other night from now on? At least while my husband is out of town? I don't want Miki to feel she's just a fill-in instead of an equal partner in this three way bond."
Reggie agreed with enthusiasm. From then on, his days were spent watching the sunbathing women through binoculars while he stroked his cock boldly in the window. Now that they were aware of his rubbernecking, they played supporting roles, spying him spying them, cooperatively positioning themselves for his best viewing angle. They even played together a little in the pool and cooperated with sunblock applications, massaging the other's bare body while Reggie watched and fantasized.
His nights were spent in the clutches of the alternating women, relieving his pent up cravings. They gave him whatever whimsical stimulations he demanded but he always took Miki's suggestions for differing kinky positions or lively rhythms. There were many 'try-it-you'll-like-it' episodes. And he liked them all.
He was especially fond of the juxtapositions between their two distinct styles of sensual pleasure. The prime-aged Nadia was slower, gentler and more prone to protracted foreplay, drawing out the coupling until they released their fervor with elongated orgasms, bodies shuddering as Reggie pulsed thick ropes of sperm into her welcoming womb. Then a soothing bath together in the early morning before Nadia returned to her next door abode.
The rambunctious Miki was quicker and far more energetic. She rolled Reggie from one position to the next, using multiple techniques to bring about his ecstasy. He suspected that there were many sources for her accumulated sexual techniques, not solely her ethics professor, but probably other faculty members as well. She combined her mouth, hands and cunt to extract and absorb his pearly essence.
And he especially liked when he drilled the frisky young'un with doggy foreplay, leaning her naked over the mattress, squashing her face and tits hard down onto the bed, pounding his pole into her juicy pussy as he caressed and spanked the amazing ass that had attracted him from day one. He held back his essential offering and finished her off in a hard pounded missionary before she led him through subsequent inventive positions during the night.
She rose in the mornings before him and started her day with a shower and pussy douche. By the time he joined her, she wouldn't let him sully her cleansed cunt, satisfying him instead with a blowjob, sometimes swallowing, sometimes painting her tits or face with his splattered spunk. Whether seated or standing, Reggie mentally thanked the builders for the handicapped handrails he gripped during the mind bending finales.
They re-washed and shampooed each other under the warm spray before Reggie toddled to the bed for a short rejuvenating nap. Miki donned her top and bottom, gathered her stuff, pecked his face and scooted home.
----------
Summer bled away through August, approaching Labor Day and the advent of Miki's return to college. Nadia gave Miki extra nights with Reggie, letting her get her fill of Reggie's attention and cum.
Reggie lay in bed one late summer morning, exhausted, after Miki had left. She had been particularly energetic that night, going for a third fuck. In the shower, she had delayed his usual session ending blowjob, drying him off before leading him to the bed. She knelt naked between his propped up knees and performed a slow, sensual oral marathon on his worn-out dick.
She fixated her whole being on stimulating his cock, occasionally peeking up with her wet-hair-draped face to judge his stamina, easing back or quickening forward, keeping him elevated on the edge. Near the end, she used her bared smiling teeth to lightly grip his shaft below the corona as her tongue tip probed his knob slit. His hips bucked at that combined sight and sensation and he throated a manly pre-ejaculation groan. She swiftly swallowed him deep in her throat as he throbbed out his last reserves.
He watched her wiggle into her tight blue jeans, a mini-dance that jiggled her breasts, almost renewing his interest for more sex. But tonight would arrive again soon enough and Nadia would keep him sated until Miki returned the night after. He settled for cupping and squeezing her bare boobs when she leaned over him for their parting 'see-you-next-time' kiss. She stretched a tee-shirt over her bodacious chest-meat, pokies prominent from his firm manhandling, and bounced from the bedroom, down the stairs and out of his house.
The doorbell rang. 'That Miki', he sighed and grinned. She was always forgetting something, leaving behind her purse, or her cellphone, or her panties, or some other odd item. Reggie tucked into his boxers and snagged her discarded panties off the carpet. He rambled downstairs, spinning her forgotten panties on an index finger. He popped open the door, waggling the pink silk undies, his smile broad, ready to tease the forgetful little girl.
Instead his porch was filled by four large men, wearing black suits and sunglasses, and two more guarding the two black Suburban's parked at the curb in front of Reggie's house. The front men burst in, pinning Reggie over the side parlor's sofa arm, applying handcuffs and then standing him upright again.
"We're US Marshals, executing an arrest warrant on Security and Exchange Commission fraud charges. You have the right to remain silent... "
Reggie knew the drill and cooperated, not that he had much choice under their firm physical restraint. He was almost relieved that it was the Feds and not the Asian gangs that had found him. The agents and prosecutors would grill him intensely with real hard questions, as opposed to the Asian loan sharks who would have grilled him intensely with red hot irons. The Feds secured the premises and one deputy sneakily pocketed the dropped panties as his own little keepsake. They drove Reggie away in the big SUVs for booking and holding, pending his arraignment.



----------
Nadia and Miki lounged by the pool in the mid-morning sun, but not in the Louisiana ex-burb house that they had occupied these past several months. They clinked glasses in a toast to their success. They were here on a Caribbean island, guest lecturing for the graduate level class attending the TWA facility seminar on effective industrial espionage techniques.
Across the way, their 'Daddy', a staff coach tutor for TWA, was chatting amicably with one of the other TWA graduate attendees, a new acquaintance to each other only yesterday. That pair was recuperating from the previous night's exhaustive sex romp.
The news was all over the airwaves: a fugitive ring of international con-artists had been apprehended in a coordinated series of raids by Federal agents. The authorities had been tipped off by undisclosed sources. Those sources had subsequently collected the reward for information leading to the arrest and conviction of the subjects. The records were now and forever sealed, assuring that the informants would remain anonymous.
It had been easy enough for the TWA alumni network to find Reggie and his cohorts; everyone leaves a trail. And their TWAnet connections had been invaluable to that digital mission goal. They had created the realistic but fake accounts for Miki's college records and her Facebook page. They had spoofed Reggie's domestic cable connection, screening him from other investigators, official and unofficial, who might have been trying to detect him through his internet traffic.
Holding him in place near Baton Rouge, while his other criminal colleagues were located and detained in similar sexual subterfuges, had actually been fun for the TWA graduates. Reggie was a rather good sex-mate. But he would never be as good as a real elite alpha male like their third team member, the TWA Coach Tutor, that had kept them tuned up and mollified with recurrent 'Daddy's home!' visits during the stakeout.
In light of their recent success, the four teams had been awarded a prorated portion, totaling half the overall multi-million dollar reward, the other half deposited with the TWA Scholarship Fund for deserving and dedicated young ladies pursuing the unique and demanding TWA education.
Nadia and Miki mused over their recent success and reward bounty.
"I hope we can do another mission like that again soon. I really enjoyed 'sticking-it-to-the-man', or maybe I should say getting 'stuck by the man'."
"Me, too... and not in the sense of that transient movement bemoaning sexual harassment. What were those women thinking?"
Nadia and Miki laughed off the joke about silly old societal mores. If only those uptight feminist prudes really knew what fun they were missing, they would take a 'try-it-you'll-like-it' attitude for every man's come-on line or gesture.
And thereby enjoy an exciting life of subverting the male's perceived gender primacy, submerging themselves into the real life world of feminine dominance and its pleasant sexual decadence, as coached and practiced by the fortunate women of the Total Woman Academy alumni network.
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** Prelude **
Mrs. Rush reviewed the TWR Final Request Voucher. It looked to be in order: the Pledge Contributor's Requested Scenario, TWA Security's Clearances for Scenario Participants, Electronic Funds Transfer Authorization and the Confirmed Venue Schedule.
All Total Woman Academy Pledge Contributors (PC's) had discretionary use of the Total Woman Academy Graduate Network. TWA graduates donated their time and talents to events that contributed their earnings to the TWA Alumni Fund. The graduates volunteered for assignments at exclusive TWA Health Clinics and Resorts. Total Woman Requests offered the graduates additional volunteer assignments in unusual places and settings. All assignments offered abundant opportunities for graduates to refine their unique talents.
This Pledge Contributor had collaborated over time with a cohort of similarly privileged industrialists. By procuring key facets of their empires and moderating the direction of their modestly growing fortunes, he retained the lion's share of profits for himself. Squelching jealous grumbles was part of his wealth gathering strategies. The junior collaborators had ample, and increasing, wealth but not their senior collaborator's enigmatic connections to the mysterious Total Woman Academy. Thus, he was able to mollify their banal fantasies by arranging posh erotic adventures.
For this year's placating trophy tour, he booked three associated scenarios, revolving around the Aegean islands. He requested a trio of post-graduate level former TWA co-eds, a sampling of exotic Old World cultures, which would allow his triad of guest pairs to have a limited choice of companion. He wished the tour guide and chaperone to again be his old friend and Coach Tutor Emeritus, Ned.
Mrs. Rush scrawled her approval on the Voucher form and handed it to her secretary. The fantasy was underway...
------------------------
Ned inspected the TWA Catamaran that would be his home away from home for the next week. It was ready to receive the trio of whimsical Mediterranean assignees for their cultural immersion sail across the Aegean Sea with stops at Greek island villas. And there they were, right on time. They were dressed in casual sundresses and sandals. The wind fluffed their long tresses as they chattered brightly and climbed aboard. Greetings continued all around as Ned got acquainted with the young ladies who would be his companions and crew during the trek. The females went below to change and emerged in skimpy bikinis, their standard crew uniforms while the boat was underway near land, but a less regimented dress code when out on the open sea.
Ned gave the orders to hoist sail after he motored slowly outside the Poros yacht berthings. The girls scrambled to their tasks and the Fantasy Request cruise was underway, headed for the first of their engagements with TWA Request Venue elite Pledge Contributors and their special guests.
** Mikonos **
Ned eased the catamaran sailing vessel through the channel into the Platis Gialos inner harbor, a relatively secluded place on the southern side of this Cyclades group island. His crew was almost finished wrapping the blue covers around the stowed sails and Ned was using the small inboard booster engine to bring the craft to its destination. He hove to near the beach, next to his designated anchor buoy. The water was shallow enough to wade in but still able to accommodate the twin-hulls' shallow draft.
He handled the steering in these tight confines. Previously, on the open sea, Mehru, the Persian princess, had stood at his side by the rudder wheel while the other two boat rides sunned topless on the foredeck. She wanted a try at the wheel and Ned placed both her hands on the spokes and warned her to hold on tight. He taught her how to anticipate the cross waves and adjust the rudder in small moves to take the waves in stride. She got the hang of it.
Ned perused the nubile bow display and decided Mehru was overdressed for her onboard duties. He plucked at her bikini top ties and the loosened cups clung to her generous boobs. His hands pushed them off and stayed to cup and massage her round breasts. He peeked down over her shoulder and saw the large brown disks, a deeper color than her naturally mocha complexion. She bumped her butt playfully against his groin and leaned her head sideways. She tilted her face to his, smiling contentedly at his typically male boob addiction. Distracted, she didn't see a rogue wave that bounced the boat and her boobs bounced as well. Ned ceased his attentions so she could concentrate on her sailing but looked forward to more boob time with the buxom travel mate.
They approached the shore and the all-girl crew, wearing skimpy bikinis this close to polite civilization, handled the lines and secured the cat. They scurried below and changed into island-wear sundresses for their outing ashore. Grabbing scantily packed overnight bags, they jumped from the bow and splish-splashed through the mild surf to the sand piled beach. They stopped at the water edge, turning and calling to Ned to hurry up, waving their arms in 'come along' gestures.
Ned descended the stern ladder and leisurely waded towards the shore. He still had a few duties to handle with an old fisherman standing at the wharf, watching his arriving party disembarking the TWA sailboat. Ned shook hands with the weathered island resident and they confirmed the tasks needed to be done before Ned returned for tomorrow's departure. The old Greek was very accustomed to this well-paid role and routine. For many years he had facilitated the journeys of middle-aged men, such as Ned, accompanied by a gaggle of bodacious ladies. He and his wife managed the TWA private villa on the shoreline next to the town. It was one of the remote training facilities useful for the special events connected to the enigmatic institute.
They discussed the weather, the trim of the boat and what supplies need to be supplemented for the next leg of the trip. Ned was pleased with the cat, very satisfied with the smooth 4-knot 12-hour cruise from Poros.
The time onboard had been the perfect chance for Ned to get to know his three wards better. He had spent a little time which each one and in groups getting to know about their pasts and their experiences at the TWA campuses. He revealed to the old man that the girls enjoyed acting as a nude boat crew, cooking snacks, sunning on-deck, taking turns piloting the craft and catching lots of toots, whistles, and waves from passing boats.
The old man chuckled and his eyes looked them over. He reminisced about his younger days and how the times had changed. He would have liked cavorting with such a nubile troop. He smiled longingly through his trimmed white beard.
The girls waited impatiently as the men finished discussing business. Ned shook hands in farewell and scooted his trio of lasses towards the jeep that would take them to the villa. They ran ahead and the wind flounced their loose skirts, giving Ned and others flirtatious peeks of running bare asses. Freda was last in line and, in addition to the pretty butt views, her large boobs jiggled and bounced loosely inside her sleeveless summer dress.
The pink canopied jeep dropped its load in front of a blue and white painted masonry hostel built into the rugged cliffs. The girls pranced to the terrace overlooking the sea and chattered away at the marvelous sight. Their happy sounds drew the resident housemother, the fisherman's wife, to greet them. The stout Greek matron fondly hugged and bijou kissed her latest Request Venue enablers.
She shooed them inside to find their rooms and get settled in. Dinner would be served here on the terrace at sundown and they would meet their first group of gentleman patrons, already in residence and resting in their rooms.
The moonlit patio was filled with voices and laughter as the seafood meal was consumed. As the mealtime wound down, the conversation got quieter and more intimate as the TWA Pledge Contributor's business guests set to choose their preferred bedmate for the night.
Which devoted sex kitten would they pick for their intimate individual hookups? The men giddily made their decisions. Scottish businessman Aiden picked Freda, the big Slovenian blonde, and his banker Roger picked Zoe, the petite Lebanese brunette. They strolled away arm in arm to their rooms, their choice of a young female hanging fondly on their arm as they pawed the girls' trim little ass cheeks beneath the flirty sundresses.
That left the third lady, Mehru, the dark well-formed Persian princess, as Ned's overnight companion. Fate favored him. He could continue the mammary exam that the rogue wave had interrupted. He led her back to his room and the undressing went quickly. They smooched and giggled in foreplay, touching each other's naked bodies. He obsessed again over her round breasts with their large dark nipples. His fingers flirted with the sensitive zones to her apparent delight.
Sitting on the mattress edge, he drew her to straddle his lap. He wanted her to rub his cock with her juicy pussy lips. Moving tight to his belly, her lower lips tented his cock. Her tummy muscles rolled and rippled in cycles, bending her groin, straining to maintain a steady contact pressure. She was persistent, sliding to and fro, to and fro. Ned was amazed at her tone and stamina; her long black hair covered her shoulders and swayed with the steady body rocking motions.
Their groins were sopping wet with her vaginal secretions. The sensations electrified her passions and her enflamed labia throbbed.
She sought permission to take him inside but he denied her need and selfishly made her continue the external caress. She complied and the undulations at their groins seemed to go on and on, endlessly.
She shivered and whimpered, consumed with need and still he commanded her to keep going, ignoring her increasingly urgent pleas. He sought to shift her focus by playing with her magnificent tits. He tongued the broad nipples and suctioned on the erect nubs. It only worked temporarily and she resumed her begging. He drew back from his erogenous nursing and finally relented.
"Okay, you've got me ready. Go ahead, my whiny Persian kitty, you may mount me now."
She rose up hurriedly, captured his knob and dropped down anxiously with several intervening reverses until he was fully embedded.
She rubbed her clitoris hard on his pubic bone as she scraped her ass cheeks along his thighs in lieu of a traditional pistoning move, repeating simultaneously the tummy rolling undulations, flexing the rigid shaft inside her. Her moves rubbed his knob hard against her overwrought vaginal membranes and now her entire core tingled with need.
"Please, sir... may I cum? It's so close... please?"
He denied her pleas that time as well, torturing her nerves and testing her orgasmic control, her discipline, and her obedience. But her movements seemed slower and her energy seemed to be waning. Her entire body was slick with perspiration.
He became somewhat sympathetic and rolled her on her back, rubbing his chest on her slippery plump boobs. She tilted up her ass, crossed her ankles and her thighs clutched his waist. This gave him better vaginal access and he plunged his cock deeper inside her, pulling half out and rubbing his knob briskly against her 'magic spot'.
She moaned in agony, begging for release. He was closer himself and whispered the words she was dying to hear.
"Okay... NOW!"
She cried out and orgasmed, shudders racking her body. A covey of doves cooing on the ledge of the room's open window was startled into wing-flapping flight. Ned stilled his thrusts, holding within her and felt her vaginal muscle compressions ripple along his cock. It took all of his willpower to hold his own emotions in check, shifting his mental attention away from his hypersensitive cock nerves by thinking 'baseball... baseball... baseball...'
Mehru shivered down from her high, settling into a palpable tremble. He found her face and his lips pressed hers. He flicked his tongue, probing her mouth, tickling her roof plate with his jittering tongue tip. She mindlessly responded, sucking his tongue in the congested opening.
Ned needed his own consummation of their sexual intercourse. His hands gripped alternate ass cheeks and he settled in, his weight pressing her into the mattress. He ran up the rhythm, plowing long vigorous strokes into her pussy, banging hard on her clitoris with each gallant thrust. Her breath shortened in sync with his, becoming rapid gusts. Her heartbeat raced with excitement. This was supposed to be his turn but she uncontrollably joined him anyway.
Ned's back arched rigid just as hers did. He roared and rocketed out his sperm; she screamed again through another shattering orgasm.
Mehru's second orgasmic scream was heard by her travel mates and provoked misgivings. They urged their paramours to join them in investigating any maleficence. The naked quartet huddled at the door of the worrisome disturbance. They eased it open, peering inside through the half-opened portal.
The moonlit scene was tranquil now; the ruckus had passed. They spied Ned and Mehru lying prone in bed, apparently in fine fettle, cuddling lethargically in post-coital foreplay, prepping for another bout.
Ned lay face up, legs separated, eyes closed with a contented smirk on his face. Mehru laid partially atop him, her left leg sprawled over his thighs. His arm laid over her torso beneath her left arm; his fingers cupped her boob and they kneaded and fondled the feminine orb. His thumb brushed lazy circles on her darkened nipple, adding an occasional roll or pinch to her stiff nub.
Mehru's pussy was fully exposed to the gaze of the door peering couples, her labia prominently swollen and enflamed. Pearls of Ned's essence speckled the slit while the sticky overflow dribbled down to smear her inner thigh.
Her right cheek rested on his tummy, her lips suckling his knob, slurping away at their combined genital nectars, holding Ned's tumescent penis in a serene finger fondle, her fingers drumming on his half-hard erection.
Mehru's outward countenance showed calm, but her inner nerves were edgy, her body zealously eager for more sex, hoping for another round of Ned's masterful orgasmic cock work.
Ned tilted his face towards the door when he saw it slide faintly open and spied the four furtive faces slyly peeking around its edge. He watched as the door eased further open and then the squeaky hinges alerted Mehru to the disturbance,
She twitched her head to look, which almost twisted her mouth off Ned's cock but his right hand flashed to her neck and pressed her head back down. She relaxed in his grip, trusting his judgment. His other hand still calmly squeezed her boob and she obligingly resumed the oral caress. Ned crinkled a smirk at her obedience and winked his assurance to the curious audience that all was well.
Little Zoe was mesmerized by the sight and unconsciously diddled her bed partner's cock behind her back where he was leaning over her shoulder to view the scene. He was holding her body in a one-armed hug, his hand dreamily fondling her nubile tit. Fears for Mehru vanished and Zoe relaxed in his embrace as he supported her light weight.
Sex with her current mate had been satisfying but nowhere near Ned's alpha male abilities. Zoe recalled a similar circumstance from the scores of training fuck sessions she had undergone at TWA.
Only twice in the past had Zoe been driven to a black-out, knock-out, screaming orgasm like the ones Mehru had just repeatedly experienced. Once had been driven by an experienced coach tutor and another time while she had been incestuously fucked by a skillful uncle. She saw that this trip was an opportunity for it to happen again and hoped Ned would choose her for one of the few overnights scheduled during this training trek. She would try harder to attract his attention.
The two pudgy businessmen pulled back, closed the door and loosed their grips on the two naked girls. They shared a sly look and, as if prearranged, impulsively took the hand of the other's naked bedmate. The powerful businessmen showed no thought or consideration for the girls' permission or concurrence. They were accustomed to similar spontaneities with secretaries or outside sales reps. The subordinate females, both there and here, were simply expected to satisfy the alpha males' impetuous whims.
In fact, Freda reminded Roger of just such an incident. A corporate supplier and good friend called with a heads up that he was sending his newest sales intern over to see him, ostentatiously to close a big sale that Roger knew was a done deal months ago. The lively young blonde arrived sporting a bright smile and a baby blue business suit. The clinched waist highlighted her hourglass curves and the short skirt exposed shapely long legs elevated in her high heels. He sat across his desk from her, hardly hearing a word as the animated salesgirl prattled on about the product propaganda she had spread on his desk. He just stared at the creamy mounds of cleavage at her open-necked blouse, formed by her pushup bra compressed tits.
Animal rights hype flickered in his mind; scenes of innocent little pets in cramped cages who got joyfully snuggled by the breakout activists. He longed to remedy this analogous iniquity.
When the sales intern finished and asked if he saw anything he liked, he silently stood and helped her stand up in her heels. He wordlessly began unbuttoning her blazer and blouse. His heart pined to release her imprisoned chest puppies' from their cruel confinement so he could hold and cuddle the cute bouncy escapees.
Shocked, she fought him off and fled the building. Her phone buzzed as she hit the street. Her boss summoned her to his office where he emphatically explained why he had hired her on her cousin's recommendation and what her expected roles and duties were. Did she want to remain employed? If so, she needed to make things right with Roger.
That night, Roger was lounging with his wife, reading books before bedtime. He answered his penthouse suite door to find the buxom blonde intern, wearing her baby blue suit, asking for entry. She primly apologized for her imprudence earlier that day and asked for a 'do-over'.
Roger's reactions were slower than his wife's. She closed her book, doused her light and approached the pair. She leaned in and pecked her husband's cheek, wishing him a pleasant 'good night'. As she walked towards their spare bedroom, she passed close by the intimidated intern. She smiled, winked and quipped 'and you, too, dear'. She closed the door behind her, content that theirs was a happy marriage and benign little caprices like this kept it so.
Roger took the blonde visitor by the hand and led her to his master suite. She looked down and aside as he resumed the stripping that she had so rudely interrupted at their last meeting.
She didn't know what to expect. He was eager but gentle in stripping her, kneeling to help her out of her panties, unstrapping the heels while down there. Despite his brusque office manners, he was rather genteel with her body tonight. He delighted in freeing her generous tits and his frisky boob fondles were playful, not hurtful.
That contrasted with a few ill-mannered transitory boyfriends. One had used her underwear to tie her up before force fucking her and another had brought a can of whipped cream to bed, ...her bed, and sprayed generous helpings of the foamy treat on her tits and pussy before vulgarly licking it off. It didn't harm her but it wasn't terrific either. He didn't spend the night and left her to clean up the overspray mess in her bedroom. Roger had controlled his excitement for her at least enough to be civil and polite.



He kissed her and she grudgingly went along. He lifted her in his strong arms and plopped her in bed. He pried her thighs apart and sidled between her legs. Without further ado, he mounted the bashful babe. He thoroughly fucked the now obedient blonde, cushioned by her well-formed ass. He palmed the rear globes as he thrust deeply, pressing his chest on her boobs. His moderate behavior eased her qualms somewhat and she gingerly added some hip rocks and rolls to share the work. Roger reared up, moaned contentedly and pulsed inside of her.
In the post-coital pillow talk, he idly fondled her big nipples and asked if she was assigned to 'service' his account on a monthly basis.
"No, sir, your account will be 'serviced' by my cousin."
"Oh? And why is that?"
"She's the senior 'service' rep for your account. Don't worry, sir, she's family and looks a lot like me."
Presuming then that this might be a one night stand, he pushed her head down to his groin and she sucked him to another erection. He drew her off and mounted her again, thrusting until he recoated her cunt with more of his essence. She showed due caring and considerate for his comfort and satisfaction throughout the remainder of the night. She joined his ecstasy with her own orgasm in the third round.
In the morning, he sprayed her face at the end of a magnificent tit job before releasing her back to her regular 'service rep' duties at his friend's company. As the well-fucked blonde dressed to leave, Roger snatched away her bra and panties, claiming them as his 'trophies'. Then he admonished her to hurry up and not be late for work.
She toddled half-dressed through the penthouse living room, her blouse still unbuttoned beneath the open blazer. Roger's wife called to her from the kitchen, holding up a cup and offering 'coffee?' The embarrassed blonde shook her head 'No' and turned her face away, heading quickly for the apartment door. But not before the wife noted that her cheeks and hair were mottled with Roger's discharges and her big boobs bounded loosely at her hurried stride.
Roger stumbled to the kitchen soon after. His wife had his coffee made just the way he liked it: creamy sweet. She held it out and pulled it back slowly to draw him in close to her pursed lips. They merrily smooched 'good morning' and kept their faces close together.
"How was she?"
"Divine... nice tits... great ass..." He drug out the words in dreamy admiration. His wife replied with her own soft loving tone.
"That's good, darling... I'm truly glad she was fun for you..."
She pecked him another smooch and returned her focus to her internet tablet. She scrolled her morning emails as Roger quietly sipped his java and organized his thoughts for another busy day at the office...
With similar scenarios in mind, the island visiting men in the rearranged couples walked their swapped paramours back to their beds, looking forward to novel rambunctious sex. The kind of feisty sex that sprung forth from a smitten man's frantic fuck of fresh nubile pussy.
No two fuckings are exactly alike but some come close. Freda proved to be just as caring and considerate to Roger as the blonde sales intern had been all through that fateful night.
Zoe was also pleased with the serendipitous new arrangements. She always coveted the moment when a spontaneous cock-come-lately drove its first piercing, that moment when the raging knob plunged in and her pussy was forcibly stretched out. She endeavored to snug her pussy extra tight and squeeze the thickness of the embedded cock as she evinced her primary life purpose. She adored that wonderful stuffed feeling when his cock head breached deeper and deeper into the most private and intimate part of her body.
A really good first spearing inspired her to devote her whole being to respond in kind, stimulating and achieving her alpha male's ultimate ecstatic pleasure. It augmented her subordinate pleasure by knowing she was providing outstanding primary pleasure to him, as much and as many times as the man's capabilities made possible. And when her fatigued sex partner released her from her transitory obligation to optimize his gratification, she reveled in the well-earned pride and much needed time out for the extended serenity of the sexual afterglow.
** Naxos, Drimalia **
Weary Ned was twilight sleeping all day through the next leg of the fantasy request cruise. This morning's doings only added further fatigue to last night's taxing activities with Mehru.
The fucked out sextet had a final repast together, a continental breakfast, ending with the men lolling back in their chairs. The females crawled beneath the linen-draped terrace table and anonymously sucked cocks in rotation as a concluding farewell.
The men seemingly enjoyed their morning prostate ablution, while openly discussing the girls' performances the night before. Both visiting guests agreed that Zoe had the sweetest little pussy they had had in a long time. Ned took note and hoped to personally validate their opinions. The discussion dwindled as the men's eyes glazed over and they joined in a sequence of satisfying climaxes.
The girls quietly shared giggles down below about the minimal dribbles finally produced, satisfied that they had drained the men's balls, just as the men above drained their last cup of espresso coffee.
The catamaran arrived at the next island stop, sliding into the remote cove and the shallow water near Naxos. Two athletic looking 20-something women waded into the gentle waves to anchor the boat. They had waited and watched from the dock into the late afternoon for the catamaran's arrival. They took charge of the vessel and helped Ned and his all-girl crew ashore. The island pair were also TWA Alumni and the organization kept them busy facilitating fantasy requests and other missions in this part of the world.
They were residents here on Drimalia and cherished their shared lives together in this remoter section of the Aegean Sea. Living together on Lesbos would have been too cliché. That place attracted too many nosy straight voyeurs and sanctimonious gay refugees fleeing homosexual discrimination in Europe and beyond.
Ned and his sexy cohorts walked to the villas high above the town. Their male consignments were already there. Despite the past millennia of Mediterranean empires and intercultural commerce, the Portuguese vintner thought he might still be able to find a distinct variety of grapes that would help differentiate his product in the worldwide marketplace. The dinner conversation made apparent to Ned that Maxwell was the gregarious entrepreneur chasing multifarious business opportunities and culinary whims. His companion was his self-assured wife Brenda and she was the stern and steady business brains.
Maxwell flirted and giggled with all the girls shamelessly in front of his wife. She didn't seem to care, conversing with them as well. Maxwell was leaning in and whispering to Mehru, who acted demure and shy at his obvious attentions. He sat up quickly and drained his glass. He took Mehru's hand and stood her up, stating his intention to enjoy her charms all night long. He towed her away to his room.
Brenda stood behind Zoe's chair, pulled it back and helped her stand. She spoke softly and motherly, kissed her cheek, her hair, petted her neck and back. In low tones and whispers, she told Zoe her intentions.
"I plan to use you in ways that will bring us both great joy and happiness. Come along, my dear Zoe, Momma needs some lovin'."
Brenda led Zoe to her own room and gently disrobed her, cooing admiration as she prepared her petite sex-mate for the promised delights. She rigged Zoe with a belt-mounted strap-on plastic dildo, accompanied by strategic dual vibrators: one that rested against Zoe's labia while the other touched Brenda's pussy whenever Zoe rammed the extra-large dildo deep into her make-believe Momma's pussy. Throughout the night they busily used the dynamic sex toy, trying various positions to foster and share multiple orgasms.
Elsewhere, Mehru learned that the office wasn't the only place where Brenda took charge. After several hesitant half-starts with Maxwell, she discovered he responded willing and quickly to her suggestions for moves and positions. He was accustomed to the female leading and guiding the mechanics of the copulations.
Mehru petted with Maxwell until she moved beneath him and had him mount her in missionary. He pressed in and she wiggled her ass to seat him well. She liked that he was a perfect size; his knob tip touched her cervix as his pubic bone pressed her clitoris.
She clutched his neck and shoulders, whispering in his ear with just the right tone of assertiveness without sounding stern or commanding.
"Deeper... press deeper..."
He grunted and thrust harder. She felt her cervix pushed and clitoris pressed simultaneously. It was nearly heaven for her and she locked her ankles behind his thighs and rolled her hips.
"More..." she moaned in his ear.
Maxwell complied, taking her demands to heart and stroking powerfully, banging hard against her outer and inner sensitive spots, raising both their excitements until he spilled as she wailed, clutching and clawing through the orgasmic explosion.
Thereafter Mehru gave stronger commands which pushed them both through several lustful consummations. It took a dose of reenergizing Viagra for Maxwell and Mehru mounted up cowgirl to keep going. She directed him to maul her bouncing tits and rub his thumb hard against her clitoris. She rode him through a final series of ego heightening orgasms, achieving three good full-body ones before he shot his spunk into her cunt.
Elsewhere in the villa, weary Ned had languidly kneaded and fondled Freda's generous boobs in the suite garden tub bubble bath. She rubbed his cock in the suds, a long slow handjob that got him stiff but failed to achieve his release.
They retired to the bed where she intended to draw him into her overexcited pussy. Freda performed extended oral foreplay, licking, nipping and sucking his nipples first, knowing the reflective tingles would dwell in his groin. She descending to swallow his buzzing manhood but went too far and received his unintended ejaculation in her mouth.
Undeterred in her quest, she soothed his tired body and was patient. Waking early, she encouraged Ned to undertake a sensual slow pussy fuck. She enjoyed the feel of his cock slowly shuttling the length of her cunt. The gentle moves were calming and satiating as his mellow ejaculation dribbled into her womb.
** Kamares, Sifnos **
The sailboat was quiet, save for the wind and wake as everyone silently reflected on the events so far. A third and final stop awaited them and then a parting of the ways: Ned on to his next assignment, the tune-up participants returning to their respective postgraduate campuses for avant-garde poise lessons before returning to the professional careers they had put on hold during this TWA Fantasy Request sabbatical.
They arrived at Kamare on Sifnos Island. A buff young Greek man, swarthy complexion and broad-shouldered chiseled physique, met them at water's edge. The girls tittered in a girlish little huddle as they jabbered together, pointing furtively at him. He was a TWA Coach Tutor hustled here when the previously scheduled island guide was detained by duties at another assignment.
He helped each girl off the side of the boat, holding them by the hips rather than the waist. He walked them ashore individually and they thanked him bashfully with cheek buzzes. Ned waded himself through the inches deep water, laughing inside about the girls sudden needed for assistance from the beau hunk. With all ashore, the Greek stud took charge of the vessel and told them their party was waiting at the villa in town. They walked the ancient stone paths to the residence, the girls peeking back towards the shore with smiles and little finger waves to get his attention. Each was thinking: maybe later? At the villa, they found the two pudgy Russians: the oil baron Grigori and his general manager Sergio.
Ned perceived a momentary tension in the girls' demeanor upon their first sight of the short, fat men. Was it apprehension? Distaste? Fear? Anxiety? But the feeling passed as the TWA graduates quickly covered it over with their nimble poise powers, skillfully showing deference to their male assignments.
After dinner, the corpulent pair chose Freda and Mehru, pushed them to the nearby open space living room and clumsily threw off their clothes. They nearly ripped off the girls' cocktail dresses.
They started by physically forcing the girls to their knees for blowjobs for their immediate relief, then swapped and drilled them longer in doggy over the opposite sofa arms. The girls watching the other's face for signs of pain, but none developed, just an expression of pique for their ill-usage.
Ned witnessed the first part of the action, assuring himself of the safety and welfare of his wards. After watching the foursome for a time, he saw the men were clumsy, but not brutal, in their uncouth demands. Although roughly pushing the females to work harder while their sexual needs rose and fell, there was no striking or hard slapping throughout the erections and discharges.
Ned left before the men turned to their stated favored pastime of floor borne daisy chain gangbangs. The ruddy pair pursued a cornucopia of fellatio, cunnilingus and vaginal fucks with intermittent position changes and partner swaps that would probably last all night if the men were able.
Ned was inwardly relieved that the fat Russians had picked the larger, sturdier duo of Freda and Mehru. Little Zoe might have been crushed by the weighty troglodytes, and besides, it offered Ned the opportunity to thoroughly enjoy the bouncy little Zoe.
He had watched her caper and cavort with youthful vitality and had caught her furtive, flirty glances his way during the treks and stops.
He had adored the girlish sounds of her giggles and laughs.
He had smelled her floral fresh fragrance when she was near him.
She touched, patted and petted him repeatedly onboard the watercraft, feigning innocence, as if by chance, but he knew she was seeking his attention, both socially and sexually,
Now Ned finally had his longed-for opportunity to fuck sweet little Zoe. They strolled their way to Ned's room, Zoe skipping ahead like a little girl while holding his hand and pulling him along.
Inside, she kicked off her sandals and whipped her sundress off, tossing it in the air as she bounded onto the bed. Ned peeled off his clothes and left them on the floor.
Zoe was jumping on the mattress like a trampoline, her hair fluttering with the leaps, synchronously bobbing her nubile firm boobs. Her giggles filled the air.
Ned stood in a shoulder-width stance with his hands on hips, watching the childish foreplay show, growing firmer as he watched the teasing minx.
His cock gave a spasmodic tremor, its sign of concurrence to Ned's sexual point of view. It was just dying to slide inside the little lass's juicy cunt, the sooner the better. Ned was more than ready to accommodate his cock's analogous intentions.
He beckoned her with a crooked finger to come off the bed. She saw his welcoming grin, took two hops on the mattress and leaped toward him. She impacted his chest, her arms around his neck, her legs wrapping his waist. He reacted by grabbing two firm little ass cheeks, his legs staggering to retain their balance.
He held her loosely and kissed her face, her lips eagerly finding his and showing her keen willingness to be taken. But Ned wanted the night to last so he could fully ravage this little fucktoy now that she was finally his. He wanted to play with and fully savor her reputed pussy. He curbed his zeal, barely, and didn't rush into a quick first fuck of her cunt. Ned eased her clutch and set her down.
"Stay here" he ordered.
She lowered her arms and stood impatiently naked, her long hair a bit disheveled. He walked behind her and sat on the mattress, spreading his knees wide. She impishly peeked over her shoulder, a few mussed strands hanging down her face. He grinned at her wily expression, pointing to the spot between his legs.
"Come here. I want to cum in your mouth"
She twisted slowly on her toes and heels, bent her knees and dipped gracefully to the floor, posing on hands and knees. Her face was still overlaid by some wayward hair and she grinned, looking level at his groin. She cat-walked, slithering his direction and took her place as directed, kneeling up to free her hands for stimulation aids during the coming blowjob.
She sniffed his man-meat, lapped a quick little touch to the coronal vee, kissed the tip, poking his slit with her tongue tip, and then slid her plush lips over the swelling tube.
Ned finger-combed her hair away from her face, lightly held her head in his palms but did nothing to guide her pace or depth. He didn't need to; Zoe was skilled at all kinds and positions for fellatio and she knew what to do and how to do it.
She bobbed slowly, often sucking deep and holding, swallowing around his embedded knob. She twisted her head to press her ear to one thigh and then the other, therein changing the angle of attack on his erection. All the while, her big brown eyes watched his face, judging her efforts by his growing skin flush and groaning oratory.
Ned was mesmerized by her stare, relaxing in her oral clutch, feeling her hands touch his thighs, cradle his balls, sweep caresses across his lower tummy. He felt the welling up of the nerve sparkles climbing from his toes, up his legs and into his core. He succumbed to the moment and fed her his essence, a strong discharge that she swallowed with contented and contenting hums of satisfaction.
When his mind cleared and she released his softened cock, he picked her up in his strong arms, giddy and gleeful with contentment.
Ned settled the little minx into his lap, kissing her smiling face for a long time, her pussy lips wiggling on his soft but not depleted cock.
He rolled her sprite body on the mattress and plopped down on top of her. He tickled her underarms. The caress generated laughing shrieks. She wiggled her body in attempts to escape and those contortions shook her nubile boobs, adding to Ned's visual delight and helping solidify his renewed erection.
Some calming ensued. He crawled on the bed beside her and induced her to use her fingers to tickle his cock. Zoe jumped eagerly to the task, getting the masculine rod purpose ready as the outsized muscled probe that would delightfully stretch her diminutive inner core. In short order, Ned was raring and ready to fuck the alluring Zoe.
So he did... he gripped her scalp and hauled her up next to him, clutched her body and rolled her under his hefty bulk. Braced on his elbows and strong forearms, he paused. He surveyed her lovely face, looked in her eyes and then pressed his lips to hers. They kissed deeply and broke it off slowly. She had a look of dreamy happiness as she circled her arms around his neck, pulling them closer together and moved her lips to his ear, her teeth holding his earlobe, her breath tickling his inner ear.
He looped one arm around her back and gripped an ass cheek with the other, squeezing her firm modest tits against his chest.
He pressed his hips down on hers. His engorged cock knob touched her moist warm opening. She smiled unseen beyond his vision, closed her eyes to concentrate her full attentions on her genital core and hugged his neck just a little tighter. The fateful moment Zoe craved was finally nigh and she held her breath in the suspense for the coming thrill.
Ned felt her tense and promptly pushed his dick steadily into Zoe's clinging pussy, giving her the coveted long deep plunge she adored at a new man's first penetration. She moaned in joy, wrapping her legs around his calves and locking her ankles. She was completely trapped beneath him. She moved her open mouth to his shoulder, closed her eyes and set her jaw.



He stroked mightily, slow and long, she careened and murmured at each full stroke, emitting sharp 'uhh's when he banged full depth and indolent sighs at the drawbacks. His corona burnished her sensitized inner membranes. Despite being trapped tight beneath him, she reveled in the close fit and feel. This was how nature intended a female to be used by an aroused Alpha Male, forcefully dominated, and willingly subjugated by his cock plunging deep in her core for his pure selfish pleasure.
She humped her hips in forceful attempts at gyrations, seeking to stir the embedded man-meat all around in her channel, using her firm core and vaginal muscles to follow the man-pleasing routines that had been drilled into her by the many staff, family and anonymous coach tutors during her TWA years.
Their lust for each other grew as they rocked and rolled on the mattress, provoking them to continually ramp up the action, wilder and wilder, twisting and stroking, until...
There was no particular change in their emotions; those had already peaked. They slid headlong into a physical consummation of their first flight to ecstasy. Zoe had one last extraordinary flair that she had learned would provide the man's ultimate ecstasy.
Zoe felt Ned peaking and clamped her teeth hard on his collarbone. Ned's soaring mind didn't perceive the pain but his body did and reacted to the bite. Ned's back arched rigid in an attempt to pull away. Zoe's body arched with him, matched his intensity and timing, her own body arching beneath him. And she orgasmed almost as hard as he did. Her clenched jaw finally opened in O-face as her brain commanded and both sex addled partners loudly enunciated their joy.
Ned's knob was mashed tight against Zoe's farthest reaches, his sperm struggling to exit the tip. His body was forced to press more powerfully on his prostate to jettison its load. Still, Ned managed to drench Zoe's feminine receptacle with his abundant discharge.
They clung to each other, gusting breathes revving down, as their heated blood diffused the afterglow buzz throughout their bodies. Ned spilled sideways off his fuck-mate and rested almost comatose, barely noticing Zoe wiggling in to lay softly against his lust-soothed body.
As soon as nature and refraction allowed, she mounted his muscular form and worked Ned through a rapid galloping cowgirl orgasm. After another reenergizing refraction, she writhed dynamically beneath him during a slower second missionary coitus.
The night concluded with an over the mattress edge doggy style pounding at dawn. She joined his bliss every time, announced by her screaming orgasms. They sounded just like the ones she heard from Mehru that first night, just like the ones Ned was capable of generating in any eager female fuck-mate. And he generous allowed her to express her joy as vociferously as she wished.
In the morning, as he was cleaning up, he fingered a strange blistered bruise on his shoulder. 'I wonder where that came from?' he pondered.
And he concluded that Zoe was even more sexually magnificent than he had dreamed, a splendid example of a Total Woman Academy graduate.
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Heather woke slowly next to the naked man whose passions she had so tenderly soothed twice the night before. He twitched restlessly, muttering unintelligibly in his sleep. She thought it sounded a bit like 'Mona Lisa' or 'Katrina'.
She stealthily lifted the sheets covering his waist and saw his full erection, fervent again despite the best efforts of her pussy to drain its ardor overnight. She guessed Ned was dreaming of Catalina, the buxom co-ed who had been the man-baiting star of the show at last evening's gathering of Pledge Contributors. Heather's inculcated poise instincts deemed it a sin to forsake a hard cock.
She eased down and gently sucked the knob past her lips and cradled it in her mouth. She took up a gentle suction, rubbing her tongue on the underside. A mild slurping brought the shaft further in and she played lovingly with her yummy mouthful.
Ned's mind emerged from his vanishing dreams of Catalina to feel a wet warm stimulation at his groin. His visions of Catalina, galloping a wild cowgirl on his naked body, faded as his eyes opened to the sunglow of another day. He looked down and saw the redhead leaning over his groin, slurping his cock.
He thought hard and at length remembered her name was Heather. He had selected her as his bedmate for the concluding night of this year's TWA Special Education seminar. Despite Heather's best efforts and the series of satisfying ejaculations that he had deposited inside her, his ebbing dreams obsessed on Catalina, the Mexican maiden that had attracted so much attention during last night's Pledge Contributor soiree.
As part of the sorting and selection process for new transfer students, they held evening soirees for the candidates, a chance for the young ladies to mix with and entice potential sponsoring Pledge Contributors. To avoid an over-subscription for Catalina and allow the other candidates a chance, Ned had promised the attending elite alpha males that he would bring Catalina into the TWA fold.
Ned was smitten by her curvaceous beauty and wanted to explore her charms and feel his cock caressed by her feminine flesh. He could have simply turned the matter over to Total Woman Academy Security and let them recruit and vet her in the traditional manner. But then he would have to wait until she was enrolled and, even then, divide up the burdens and delights of her poise training. No. He wanted it now, wanted to make it happen as soon and as often as possible before she slipped away from him into the TWA campus culture and curriculum.
He had a plan to gradually maneuver Catalina into the TWA universe. Well, not yet a plan; more of a goal and a path. A plan would require details and steps that he hadn't worked out yet. He would need help.
His mind settled back to the present as Heather's oral efforts were getting successful. He levered back his head, closed his eyes, imagined the buxom Mexican maid riding his cock in naked cowgirl pose and cried out an elongated 'Cat-a-li-na' as he ejaculated his spunk into Heather's mouth. His real bedmate suckled him gently as he deflated, a hard final vacuum to draw out any latent sperm from the softened appendage.
She smacked her lips and crawled up to nuzzle his face, leaving a cum stained smooch mark on his cheek. He accepted her frisky affections but then playfully pushed the naked young lady out of his bed.
"Time to get ready. You're leaving with the others this morning. Hurry up and get packed; don't be late."
Heather grudgingly gathered her floor strewn garments and headed back to her dorm room to pack for her departure. She would return today to her regular TWA campus and the continuation of her senior semesters. Ned would say his final farewells to her and her fellow seminar attendees at the front entrance.
The elevator dinged its arrival and the smartly dressed co-eds filed out through the lobby to the farewell queue. The limousines waited in line outside, their trunks loaded with the luggage. The newly tuned-up students each gave Ned a final kiss farewell, thanking him profusely for the special poise tune ups and his time and attention these past few months, fewer than they would have wished, and vowed never to forget him.
Ned was sure they wouldn't. The Coach Tutor Emeritus had scheduled himself for a senior tour of the dispersed campuses and would certainly participate in these ladies' Evaluation Assessments as well as any additional tune-ups they may require during their impending final semesters. He was already dreaming of getting another dose of their charms while they confirmed their perfect poise skills that they needed prior to senior graduation.
Heather was almost last in line. She moved in for a hug. Ned's hand fell to her ass and tunneled under the loose skirt. He squeezed another handful of bare butt cheek; one last ass grab for the road. She scooted up on tiptoes and added a chaste bijou kiss of farewell. Those were the same lips that had suckled his cock to satisfaction only a short time ago.
"Will you remember me?" she asked petulantly.
"Of course, my dear" lied Ned.
Because the reality was that so many beauties such as Heather had passed through his arms, shared his bed, and entertained his cock that it was hard to keep track.
Candy was last in line and the blonde lingered with him, wanting to squeeze out any extra moments she could in the great man's presence. Ned had an inspiration and grabbed her hand when she finally turned to go.
"Stay behind a bit. I have a use for you."
Her face lit up with elation and she stood by his side while they waved last goodbyes and air blown kisses at the line of departing limousines chocked full of bodacious TWA Co-eds. Ned led Candy back inside and up to his penthouse suite where his bags had been packed by staff and waited for their own special transport to his next assignment.
He pushed Candy to his master bedroom, stripped away her travel clothes and relieved the last bits of his lingering libido in her missionary prone naked body.
During the subsequent pillow talk, Ned laid out his scheme to entice Catalina into earning a TWA scholarship. He took Candy into his plot and they brainstormed some details. He would enroll Candy in additional 'puff' courses at the local college and she would retain her room in this same dormitory building, even though it would soon revert to traditional off-campus student dorms. He had bribed the campus housing director to retain the building exclusively during the just finished Special Education seminar. Now he would extort the payoff's potential exposure to get Catalina assigned as Candy's roommate for her next semester at the college.
Catalina was not happy with the campus housing director's decision that she must relocate this coming semester to relieve the overcrowding in her existing dormitory. She held few cards with which to protest, being from a poorer family and on a subsidized housing program. She had formed friendships with her dorm mates and was sad to leave them. However, her mood brightened when she learned she would share your next accommodations with Candy, her newest friend and confident.
Hadn't Candy sponsored and chaperoned her at the elegant soiree with its cornucopia of attractive gentlemen whose attentions she had reveled in, even if some of their decorum had edged into the risqué?
The new roommates quickly became closer friends, gossiping and giggling long into the nights. Catalina even asked Candy to call her 'Kitti'.
"My mother called me 'Kitten' when I was little, a play on the 'Cat' in Catalina. But Daddy took to calling me 'Kitti', an even fonder term."
At the start of the semester, Ned effectively started dating Candy, taking her to off campus events, pressing on her gifts and gratuities which accumulated in the dorm room, perking Kitti's interest in learning more about Candy's circle of prosperous acquaintances and their generous lifestyle.
Ned regularly accompanied Candy to her dorm room after their dates, spending the late evenings having sex. The roommates established a signal system that told Kitti to stay away for a while when Ned was in the room fucking her blonde roommate. The red door sign was message enough but Kitti often lingered in the hallway outside, listening to the spirited groans and moans that escaped from within.
Soon after, a communication slip caught Kitti by surprise when she entered the unmarked door and witnessed the energetic couple at their mind bending orgasmic moment. She hastily snuck under her bed covers, cowering silently as her roommate and her alpha male companion senses returned. Seemingly unaware of her presence, they cuddled, rested, refracted and continued several more times through the night. Kitti was at first embarrassed to be eavesdropping but as the rambunctious fervor persisted, she became aware that Candy was obviously enjoying the non-stop fucking. Kitti's thoughts roved from embarrassment to curiosity to envy over the sensual exploitation afforded to Candy.
In the morning, there was the awkward discovery of the clandestine audience and Ned made a very brusque exit, angrily blaming Candy for the miscue and private spectacle.
Candy looked dispirited and Kitti profusely apologized but Candy calmed her distress with kind words. Candy took responsibility for the goof, the signal forgotten in her fervor to get her pussy drilled by the cock dexterous alpha male. She and Kitti discussed the incident, and though wary, Kitti was indeed curious and wanted Candy to help her cultivate a similar relationship with a man like Ned, maybe one of the wealthy elegant gentlemen from the soiree.
Candy agreed to check it out, outwardly doubtful but inwardly excited that Kitti had taken the bait. It was the moment for Candy to set the hook.
"Those men will be very demanding. Are you sure you're ready for that kind of relationship?"
Kitti coyly acknowledged her fascination, encouraged by Candy's seeming happiness and her cooperation offer. Candy looked doubtful and offered a variant scenario.
"Wouldn't you rather take a nibble at the apple first before tasting the entire fruit? Wouldn't it make more sense to discover for yourself the exertions and joys involved in becoming the unchallenged sex object of an alpha male like Ned?"
Kitti thought for a moment and shyly agreed to a trial run. Candy counselled Kitti to be emotionally prepared the next time Ned spent the night. She would set up the situation for Kitti to be introduced to the role and stay for hands-on facilitation of the entire encounter. Kitti was grateful for her backing and they worked out the timing and the details.
That Friday night, Candy enjoyed a splendid romantic dinner date with Ned, his pseudo-reward after learning that she had formulated the upcoming affair. He was excited that the scenario was finally unfolding, actually quicker than he had hoped. He had percolated his passions for Catalina ever since he had chosen her for her ultimate enrollment at TWA. Tonight he exuded emotional control but was buzzing inside at the thought of finally satisfying his cravings for the lush brown maiden.
Candy escorted the keyed up alpha male back to her dorm room for his impending sex romp wherein, sadly, she would only be tangentially involved.
Kitti, dressed in an innocent looking white blouse and plaid skirt school uniform, waited in the dorm room, quietly pretending to study, but she was too keyed up at the approaching scene to concentrate on mundane homework. When the door burst open and the paramours all but fell giggling into the room, Kitti bolted from her seat and stood deskside, her face fretful but secretly thrilled for the expected interruption to her ineffective studies.
Feigning surprise also, Candy steadied herself and introduced 'Kitti' to Ned who appeared visibly frustrated with the unexpected situation and the intrusion into his usual lustful relief with Candy. Playing along with his growing show of anger, she tried to make excuses and placate him. But to no avail; Ned turned to leave.
Then she daringly broached a bold compromise: Would Ned wish to ease his sexual tension by way of Kitti instead of Candy? Kitti watched his face, let him lock her eyes, and cocked one eyebrow, coyly nodding her consent.
Following the line of the prearranged conspiracy, Ned balked at the first suggestion, opining with alpha male diffidence that he didn't usually initiate novice co-eds. Kitti's excitement weakened at Ned's evident reluctance. But as plotted, Candy took the lead in convincing Ned while Kitti stayed quiet and demure. Candy pleaded and assured him she would stay and guide Kitti in her efforts to properly and fully appease his primed up passions.
The irritated alpha male breathed a long sigh of capitulation and grudgingly gave in, stood tall and stern, and ordered Candy to hurry up and get on with it. His balls were bursting from the delay. The scene was a bit unsettling to Kitti who hadn't expected such a contentious interchange.
Candy scurried behind a keyed up Kitti and, peeking over her shoulder at Ned, reached around to unbutton Kitti's blouse, one slow button at a time, revealing a strained bra squeezing her boobs into a tight cleavage. His countenance changed slightly from frown to neutral gaze, a good sign, and Candy continued, pulling the tails from the skirt's waistband.
She slipped the blouse off Kitti's shoulders and let it fall to the floor. She drew Kitti's hands behind and whispered to her to hook her fingers together. The pose pushed her tits forward and pressed the cleavage into fuller bulges above her pushup cups.
Kitti watched Ned's face; he frowned again. Candy whispered in Kitti's ear to lower her eyes as a sign of deference. She did and Ned's lips cocked a subtle upturn that was seen only by Candy. She took it as his appreciation of Kitti's acquiescent behavior so far.
Candy fiddled with Kitti's waist catch and zipped the pleated plaid skirt open, letting it drop to join the blouse on the floor. Kitti's thong panties formed a plush cameltoe at her cunt. Candy pressed the back of her roommate's head and tilted her head down a bit. Her loose brown waves draped her shoulders and back, concealing neck and cheeks, joining the lowered eyes in inferring her nervous shyness with the bold divesting of her garments. Ned's mouth curved a bit more in appreciation and he cocked an eye as a sign for Candy to do the piece de resistance.
Candy told Kitti to be very still for the next move. She unclipped the bra strap and Kitti's breasts slackened forward at the compression relief. Candy retrieved nearby scissors and sheared the shoulder straps. The bra still clung to her chest. Candy's hands disentangled the wrecked garment and it fell to the floor.
Kitti stood in panties and high heels, exposed to Ned's discriminating gaze. She stayed with head and eyes lowered as Ned stood in place and beheld her full round boobs and broad rosy nipples from a distance. The nubs emerged at the centers, the cool air and Ned' cool gaze invoking their arousal.
Candy continued the scene by snipping the sides of the Mexicana's panties with the pair of scissors and peeled the cut-up pussy cover down her thighs. She placed the damaged undies in Kitti's hands behind her back and whispered instructions for Kitti to deposit her removed panties as a souvenir in his front pants pocket.
She stepped forward, eyes and head still lowered, and pressed the cloth into his pants pocket, stuffing them in deep with two fingers. Candy stepped close behind her, hemming in her nakedness close to Ned, leaving only inches of freedom between his body and her friend's.
Candy reached around into the narrow space, unbuckled and unzipped Ned and guided Kitti's hands to lower his boxers and expose his cock. Candy placed Kitti's hands gently on the somewhat inflated masculine tube. Kitti held Ned's cock without moving her hands, observing it through her lowered eyes. She stayed still as Candy knelt behind her, reaching around her legs to untie Ned's shoes and helping him work shoes, trousers and underwear off his feet. Meanwhile, Ned shed his coat and shirt and was now as naked as Kitti.
Ned hands rose to fluff her breasts and he told her to examine his erection. It wasn't her first handful of cock but certainly a formidable one compared to the boys she had dated in past years. Realizing the grand size of Ned's cock and thinking about the size of her vaginal tube, she wondered whether this plan was a good idea, feeling some unease at this hastily concocted course of action.
Candy broke the spell and ushered the naked pair across the room to Kitti's bed, laying her face up for a simple missionary, suitable for her first time with an alpha male. Candy knelt beside the bed, kissed and soothed Kitti's furrowed brow, cooing comforting words. They felt the bed shift as Ned climbed aboard. He hovered over her on braced arms, placed himself between her spread thighs and watched Kitti's hesitant face.
Kitti became aware of the nervous buzz in her pussy, a lingering fear of allowing this mysterious man free access to her femininity. Would he be rough or gentle? Would she please him? She would soon know the first question's answer, hopefully the latter one later. She was tense with anticipation.
Ned touched his penile tip to her cunt lips and slowly pressed. She braced for the hard push but he only shuttled his cock knob through her moist opening, stirring her moisture, gradually going ever deeper with each stroke. He was going to be gentle and she relaxed her tummy, letting the man take her body to his personal pleasure. He set a regular pace and she rocked as best she could along with him.
As the sex built, Kitti heard a variety of sounds: Ned's grunts and groans, Candy's words of reassurance, the bed springs squeaking out the rhythm. Her labia swelled and tingled. She picked up on heavy breathing, thinking it was the man nudging towards his climax, but realized it was her own panting. It rose to a crescendo as she peaked and cried unintelligible words of ecstasy. She felt the flood of Ned's warm essence coating her womb. He juddered to a halt and dropped his body weight on her softness. They hugged and cuddled through the warm afterglow, even Candy joining their sense of bliss.
Ned stayed in her bed and fucked Kitti twice more that night. She was more energetic each time, finding ever loftier thrills in his embrace. Candy retreated to her own bed and lay on her side, watching the sex mates enjoy their genital union.
The second time, he held Kitti's hands and slid them beneath her butt, tilting and elevating her hips, affording him better access. As he thrust inside her, he keep up a murmured monologue, remarking on the feel of her warm flesh caressing his cock, the way his unbraced chest rolled her boobs as his body slid on hers, the smell of her hair, the sound of her breathing, the touch of her inner thighs on his. It kept her attention on their connection and she joined his bliss when their senses ramped up and fell over the other side.
The third time, he held her hands again beneath her ass. Just after he thrust in, he paused.
"Tell me how you feel."
Catalina thought he was testing her. But she trusted him and spoke honestly from the heart.
"I feel... full... stuffed actually... you're a big man down there... safe in your arms... both humbled and dignified by your notice of me..."
Ned started the stroke rhythm very slow, feeling each inch of her vaginal on his sliding coronal ridge.
"I feel... tingly... down there... at my nipples... weighted down... you're heavy... but I like it... the sense of being captured... being taken... being wanted... being needed... being loved..."
That last one struck a nerve with Ned. This was a professional scheme and there was certainly a lot of lust, but love was not part of the equation. Nevertheless, he was pleased with how his plans were unfolding.



While tidying up the next morning, he proposed to return every Wednesday night for mid-week nurturing while Fridays would be the main encounters stretching into as many weekend days as Ned could handle. The co-eds gleefully agreed to the idea.
The following weeks became a routine schedule of Ned gratifying his sexual fervor with both their willing bodies. He would awake in the middle of the night after fucking Candy and spooning her back to sleep. He would sidle across to Kitti's bed and fuck her, either remaining for another dawn bout or returning to Candy's bed and fucking her again at first light. Three times was his practical limit for any one night and he tried to remember a sequence of equal rotation. But he lost track time to time and depended on the girls to tell him which cunt's turn it was to get plowed first.
Ned liked his extended foreplay with the co-eds and stripping them seductively really lit up his libido. He presented Kitti with a boxed set of a dozen different colored thongs, some translucent silk, others satin, all with tie or snap side closures, easier to remove than Candy's first time shearing. Ned declared he intended to recover the entire set of undies from her, one by one, during the coming weeks.
Soon thereafter, he sent them several pairs of fashionable strappy high heels, multiple colors, with lock-on clasps for which he had the sole key. He expected they would wear the locking heels only for him. Whether strolling out on infrequent dates or writhing on his cock in bed, he wanted them to acknowledge his control by wearing the token bondage paraphernalia. They also helped elevate Kitti's shorter frame and tightened her ass and legs.
A gift wrapped box of fashionable, risqué club wear arrived one Thursday for each of the girls. They were nominally 'little black dresses', but stand-out bright red, conventionally sleeveless with open backs. He assumed their size then sent them a size smaller. The apparels were bodycon snug stretching over the voluptuous bodies with flaunty low fronts and very short skirts.
That Friday became an elegant night out. They wore the dresses and heels, dripping with sex appeal. Starting with a limousine ride to an exclusive upscale dinner and dance club, it evolved into dinner and drinks, seated at a prominent table. Ned took turns dancing with his dual dates. He tipped the disc-jockey to play lively dance beats whenever he took them to the mirror balled floor. The cha-chas and swing moves bounced Kitti's and Candy's unfettered boobs and round asses in lust building gyrations. The co-eds attracted attention from all the ogling men scattered about the dinner club.
Kitti thought she recognized some of the elegant men from the soiree, some singly, others with fabulous dates. She hoped this was Ned's clever way of introducing her into his elite circle of colleagues. Several men approached their table, some with their dates in tow.
Kitti sat up brightly and displayed her best posture, giving the men a buxom show of creamy cleavage and a bright lipstick smile of welcome. They looked her over without reaction and then leaned in to whisper privately with Ned, some nodding towards the sexy date hanging on their arm. Kitti could tell Ned was being conversantly polite with all the men but he always shook his head 'No' when they finished whispering in his ear.
One conversation was quite extended as Ned ogled one man's date, a tall young woman with a helmet of shorter dark curls. When the man leaned in to suggest a swap, the pretty lady leaned in with him and Ned got a clear view of her medium sized breasts under the loose top. Her boobs hung delicately from her chest with little sag in her awkward stance. Her grey green eyes held his gaze when it turned upwards to survey her face, a perfect symmetry of makeup and gold hoop earrings. Bright red coated her plush bee-stung lips, dark eyeshadow highlighted her almond eyes, and subtle cheek blush brought out the fine sculpting of her high cheek bones. His cock twitched in admiration of her natural allure.
Even Kitti appreciated her stunning face and statuesque features. She held her breath, hoping he would accept the trade and choose this attractive man for her. But he declined this offer also. Her heart sank.
Which man would get Ned's permission to take Kitti home for the night? She was becoming feverish with sexual desire as each handsome, sturdy man was vetoed by Ned.
Her leaking vaginal dew was soaking her fancy thong panties while her tummy and groin quivered with sexual need. She leaned in and anxiously whispered to Candy that the thrill and suspense were getting to her. Candy patted her arm and counseled her to practice greater self-control. She leaned over to Ned, furtively placed her hand over his half erect cock and dutifully relayed Kitti's condition.
He scowled dryly, looked towards Kitti's skittish postures and stood. He took her hand and guided her out of the table space onto the floor. He motioned for Candy to follow. Kitti felt jubilant that he was finally going to introduce her around.
Instead, he crossed the dance floor and led her quickly to a dark secluded corner of the ballroom and, as Candy stood watch for interlopers, he pressed Kitti to the wall, squashing her tits against the varnished wood paneling. He held her in place with a strong hand on her back, kicking at her ankles to make her widen her stance and spread her thighs. He rucked up her short tight skirt and pressed his fingers to her feminine crevasse, slipping the silky thong aside. His fingers massaged her wet nether lips and one, then two, then three fingers violently probed her pussy.
She thought it was foreplay for a rear standing fuck, which would be her first one ever. But he continued the fingering unabated and she was unable to outlast his manipulations, lifting up on tiptoes, as he finger fucked her into an ecstatic outcry. He held deep inside her, feeling her vaginal ring pulsations, until her breathing moderated and she settled back on her full heels.
"That should hold you over until later" he growled in her ear.
He removed his digits from her orifice and wiped his fingers dry on her inner thighs. He simply walked away, leaving her slumped against the wall, swooning in the afterglow. Candy stayed with her, watching her recover her senses, helping her stand and adjust her dress, making sure she was stable before they walked back to join Ned at their table. Soon after that, the trio returned to the dorm.
Ned ordered Kitti to undress and go to bed. He joined Candy in her bed and fucked her several times in a row, pausing between rounds to snuggle and refract. He didn't crossover to Kitti's bed at all. She fearfully worried through the long sleepless night about Ned's ominous change in shared bedtime sex routine. Was the arrangement over? What would tomorrow bring?
After their third coitus, Candy spooned behind Ned as he lay on his side facing Kitti's bed. She detected her roommate's soft sobs. Candy tickled Ned's ear with her tongue tip, gathering his attention. Her hand stole to his semi-erection and squeezed it lovingly. She whispered her reservations.
"She's worried about what happened at the club and doesn't understand why you didn't let her meet the men. And now you've denied her an equal dose of your cock. Be fair; go fuck her now to quiet her nerves and then explain your reasons."
She released his cock and her hand pressed his back, urging him towards her friend.
Ned crawled across the open space and Kitti, seeing his approach, lifted the covers, welcoming him into her bed with open arms. He lay against her front and hugged her bountiful breasts to his chest. He pecked her lips as he wiggled atop her. Her sobs were now little hiccups that sent shudders through her body. She happily spread her thighs.
"Place me" he muttered as he held her close and touched their ears to ear.
Her fingers levered his tip to her warm cunt lips. He braced in her saddle and pushed in, setting a moderate pace. Her sobs and shudders matched his rhythm but then her sounds morphed into soft moans as he hammered harder and harder into her cunt. She felt a small reprieve from her sorrows and nudged her body in time to convey to Ned her true regret and heartfelt gratitude that he had elected to fuck her again. She murmured over and over "I'm sorry... I'm sorry..." not knowing what she should be sorry about but hoping Ned would forgive whatever it was.
This was Ned's fourth pussy pounding that night and he was a little sore. Although he was stiff, he was not nearly on the brink of spewing. The easy-going sexual connection went on and on and on. At last, the sex mates peaked and slumped into a body hugging afterglow. Ned rested atop a sweat drenched Kitti, his soft cock having fallen out after he rode her to a worry soothing calmness. Kitti's marvelous boobs buoyed Ned's chest and he pressed against them as he levered his neck back to see her face. He gathered his thoughts and explained why he had taken her digitally at the club to settle down her excitement.
"You are not ready to dive into the pool of elite alpha males. They expect a perfect first impression and, before your first real contact and sexual liaison, you need to become finer tuned in man pleasing sensual techniques."
She listened as he told her it was a tutoring process that he could coach her on himself but it would be a lengthy undertaking. He asked her if she wanted to expedite her improvement on a more formal and programmed basis, a way to quicken her entry into the world of elite alpha males.
She was now obsessed with Ned and his skillful cock work. She knew Ned couldn't stay with her forever and she said she was willing to explore anything Ned suggested if it resulted in a furtherance of this sensuous journey.
Ned said he was sure that Kitti had the potential to learn how to achieve stronger orgasms, for herself and her sex-mate. He nodded towards Candy, who was watching the post-coitus exchange from her own bed. Candy, as a senior co-ed participant, could explain the overall program and curriculum. He would decide when Kitti was ready to take her place in that elite scholastic institute.
The night was over and Ned dismounted his buxom ancillary sex-toy, got dressed and said he had obligations elsewhere. The girls shared a knowing look; they assumed those obligations included sex and satisfaction in the arms of other co-eds. But their undergraduate standing precluded them from questioning the great man's motives or movements.
Over the next weeks, Kitti listened fascinated as Candy articulated the TWA curriculum and its life altering values in a way that maintained confidentiality. Some aspects were vague and left to her imagination. Ned continued his Wednesday and Friday night visits and Kitti tried ever harder to please this resourceful man.
Before the next Friday night, Candy was called away to a special TWA weekend gathering, something involving Freewill. That meant that Ned was all Kitti's for the weekend, if he so chose. She was determined that he would so choose. She dressed in an alluring transparent top and a pair of his special panties. She preened to perfection with makeup and perfume, gold jewelry and her locking heels. She waited impatiently in the dorm room for his arrival.
There was a knock on the door, strange since Ned was prone, as he should be, to enter their room at his whim. The co-eds held no secrets from the elite alpha male that regularly filled their pussies with thick flesh and fluids. She bounded to the door and popped it open.
It was not whom she expected. The figure standing there was not Ned but a fine-looking man that she vaguely recalled. His rugged face showed surprise, shock and then broke into a broad smile of recognition.
The previous week he had attended a TWA Pledge Contributor event and won a special raffle after donating a substantial pledge contribution. The prize details were sketchy, a private rendezvous with a TWA transfer candidate, a request for his evaluation assessment of her baseline abilities. Ned said he was mentoring her and spoke of her nice tits and juicy cunt. She was a sophomore now, a possible incoming junior, so oral sex was prohibited. He needed someone to 'fill in' for him, an open invitation to fill the sophomore co-ed's cunt with substantial masculine muscle and musk.
The raffle winner had followed the directions to the encounter and had come to this dorm room, at this time, and knocked on this door.
He remembered Kitti from his questioning at the soiree a few months prior. She had been demure in nature but had evidently come around, judging by the bouncing round boobs she presented under the see-thru outfit. He was pleasantly surprised to be meeting her so soon under these circumstances. Her face lost its glee and she didn't move or speak.
"Hello, Catalina. It's a pleasure to see you again so soon."
Her thoughts were jumbled by the sudden turn of events. She backpedaled as he stepped through the threshold, her eyes caught by his smirking stare as he closed the door behind him with his heel.
"Ned's busy elsewhere and he asked me to fill in for him, so to speak."
He casually reached out and took hold of her hefty boob through the translucent cover; she froze, shocked at the rude grab of her breast. He manhandled her chest mass, hefting it, squeezing it, examining it as if judging a ripe piece of fruit for sale. And such it was; a piece of feminine fruit ripe for his partaking. He cradled the mass in his hand and continued his perusal of her features.
"Your tits are spectacular, by the way. I thought so when I quizzed you at the party down stairs a few months ago. But the reality is even better."
He squeezed tight on her tit for emphasis and then looked over the rest of her nearly naked body. He liked the quick release panties and the packed cameltoe they contained. The fingers of his other hand sawed a path up and down over her satin covered vulva, feeling the soft resiliency of the pulpy tissue the slick fabric confined.
"Ned says you have a warm, tight cunt. I hope he's right because I love fucking tight little pussies. But never mind his opinion; I'll be judging that for myself soon enough, won't I?"
Kitti was taken back by the crude comments. Then her thoughts turned to Ned's promise to introduce her into his elite alpha male world but only when she proved she was ready. Was this his way of testing her?
Her initial look of fright and then confusion was a golden memory for the man. He reported later to the TWA Transfer Evaluation Committee that she was surprised and hesitant at first, but then calmed down and rose to the occasion.
Her rigid continence loosened up when he released his intimate touches on her body and commanded her to undress him. Settling into a familiar routine, she first unsnapped her panties and stuffed the sexy souvenir into the man's pants pocket. Her hands unbuttoned and unzipped his pants and she continued to remove his clothes until he was naked.
She then followed his guidance, standing to his front, holding his tumescent erection in one palm while he showed her how to use her other index finger to rub the under-crown vee. He was large, and growing larger, but he wasn't as large as Ned, which relaxed Kitti a little more. She could handle this challenge after her many times with Ned. The naked man leaned in, holding her neck in his hands, tilting her face upward, and planted a passionate kiss on her lips. His nose filled with the scent of her perfumed hair and skin.
She engaged her recovered confident spirit and intently pressed her face and lips to him, focused on returning the ardent kiss but neglecting to continue her manual strokes. He tilted his head back, broke off the oral contact but stayed close to her face. His words were quiet but emphatic and crisp.
"Do... not... STOP!"
Her eyes widened at the tone of his mandate as he held her gaze. She slowly obeyed, resuming the two handed cock rub. He resumed the kiss, pushing in his tongue, feeling hers swirl about his probing flesh. She managed to perform both caresses together as she had been ordered.
He took her to bed, laying her down and spreading her legs wide. She lay posed as he had placed her, watching and waiting his further directions. He moved to pose his body above hers.
This was the moment of truth. This was an elite alpha male that Ned warned her expected a perfect first impression. Would he be harsh or gentle in pushing into her? Would she be good enough? Would she respond correctly?
He lowered himself and pressed against her nether lips. His push was gentle, giving her time to expand comfortably to his bulk sliding all the way into her core. She sighed a cleansing breath of anxious relief and hugged his body affectionately to hers. He was being gentle.
His manly ego responded to her physical relaxation and hug. This time and the following time, he powerfully lorded his authority over her during the robust fuckings. His second one powered her through sidesaddle foreplay and another missionary fuck.
She dozed after he finished her off the second time. She awoke in the room's predawn moon glow to find him already awake, seated naked in her simple wooden desk chair, watching her emerge from her twilight sleep.
He bade her come to him, maneuvered her to straddle his lap, kissing and suckling her nipples. She tented his erection with her wet labia, moistening it with her abundantly flowing vaginal dew. At his unspoken gesture, she raised her hips above his towering cock meat and dropped down all at once, taking in his manhood in one fell swoop.
She grabbed a clutch hold on his neck, leaning back so he could gnaw excitedly on her nipples, bearing the sweet pain as a way to rekindle his macho lust. When he had enough of that, he hugged her close, pulling her sore rosy disks tight to his chest, mashing her tits. She took to revolving and sliding her core on the fleshy pivot shaft as her compressed boobs rolled against his chest. She eventually worked them both to ecstasy.
He stayed the rest of the weekend and used her incessantly. He amused yourself continually with her tits, squeezing, pulling, pinching, slapping and tickling them between and all during their many couplings. Her body became his sex-toy and his cock became hers.
Candy returned Sunday night and found a strange man plowing Kitti's pussy as she leaned naked in doggy over her desk. She was gripping the desktop edges as her body shuttled on her squashed boobs, bounced forward every time the man rammed hard into her cunt. They both turned their faces at the interruption but they didn't stop. The man finally spewed deep in her womb and collapsed atop her weary body. He backed out and slapped her ass in joy. His cock waggled at half-mast and proclaimed his joy.
"My God! What a fantastic piece of fuck meat you are."
He turned his attention to Candy.
"How about you, blondie? I think I got one left for you if you're up for it?"
Candy firmly informed the alpha male that the weekend was over. He reluctantly released Kitti from his clutches, dressed and left the residence hall. In the end, he was drained, dehydrated and exhausted.
And so was Kitti. She collapsed in bed and slept for 24-hours straight, equally exhausted and thoroughly convinced she had passed Ned's test with her substitute impromptu paramour. She was confident that she was ready to find her place in the world of elite alpha males.
And so, as the months had just seemed to melt away, it was graduation day at the community college. Kitti received her Associate's Degree and her joyful parents took cap and gown pictures, met her friend Candy and asked her to join them in celebrating the happy event. The family dinner was the right time for Kitti to divulge her good fortune at attaining a two year fully paid scholarship at another campus.



Her cash strapped parents were delighted with the news. That would free up resources for the younger siblings' educations. There were hugs all around and tear filled farewells and then Kitti waved goodbye to her old life as her family drove away.
Candy and Kitti packed up for their impending move to their designated TWA campus. Despite Ned restocking the stash twice, they were each down to two remaining pairs of the classy panties. Ned arrived to escort them and they entered the backseat of the limousine for the journey. The girls were bubbly and Ned let them chatter away. They flipped through the recent family graduation party photos.
He noted that Kitti wasn't the only curvaceous beauty in the family. Her pretty younger sisters were likewise well endowed. And as young Hispanic women, they were fastidious with their makeup and dress. The pouty lips were bright red and the dresses cut to show off lots of curvy skin. They probably rebuffed boys' pickup lines in front of their parents but Ned presumed they were more biddable later in secluded little hookups.
He would pass their information to the TWA Recruiters, referring the adorable little siblings as potential candidates for TWA enrollments. Poor families were less inclined to doubtfully question a free college education.
The ride took several hours during which the chaperone got a lot playful kisses, fondles and giggly caresses but no penetrative sex. But Candy wasn't letting him get away without a proper farewell. She told Kitti to watch while she illustrated one of Kitti's forthcoming junior year learning activities.
She knelt between Ned's legs and extracted his semi-hard erection. Kitti paid rapt attention as Candy tongued it to suitable rigidity. Then her lips slid over the knob and she held it half in her mouth, hollowing her cheeks in full suction. Lifting off, she gave a quick synopsis of her next steps.
"See how I kept the knob in the middle of my mouth? A little tongue action helps. Eventually I will take it all in and move it in and out, like sex strokes. But when he shoots, half in is better. I want it to pool in my mouth so I can taste it. Okay, darling, watch and learn."
Candy's next steps followed her monologue. There were shallow and deep thrusts, a little hand action on the exposed shaft and severely hollowed cheeks on extreme suctions. Ned leaned back, eyes closed and moaned intermittently. Finally, his back counter-arced and he gasped a long shuddering sigh. Candy held him half in and purred her delight.
Candy held a vacuum as she backed off from his dwindling cock and looked at Kitti with pursed lips. She tilted back her head and swallowed; Kitti watched her throat muscles ripple as the goo slid down into her friend's stomach. Candy grinned at her newest classmate. Kitti felt a pang of jealousy when Candy swallowed her earned mouthful of Ned's masculine elixir.
"Mmmh... that tastes so good. You'll see."
Ned didn't garner any souvenir panties this time since the one blowjob was all he could manage. The towncar arrived at the campus and Ned escorted the two young ladies inside. All were greeted and welcomed by the house mother, Ms. Smith.
Ms. Smith handed Kitti off to her designated orientation classmates for the move in logistics and a tour of the facilities. Today was Tuesday and so the campus practiced traditional Topless Tuesday. Kitti was definitely overdressed. Her new friends stripped her down for today's designated campus wide uniform. They complimented her on her classy side-snap black satin thong and the matching black strappy high heels. It was all anyone wore on Tuesdays and, although she could expect to find the campus well stocked with the latest fashions, few candidates arrived so finely accessorized. They asked if her family was wealthy. 'No' she smirked, but she shared a very well-to-do sugar daddy with a friend. That brought a twitter of laughter from her new classmates.
They steered the newbie through the dorm rooms, nicely equipped single occupancies with attached baths. Some of her training would be conducted there by the staff and guest coach tutors who valued their privacy.
They showed her the professional beauty and cosmetology salon with its baths, inclinable chairs, and mirrored make up tables. The salon was fully stocked with expensive perfumes and tinctures. The ground floor held advanced classrooms and the dining room. There was a large ballroom for parties and ceremonies with a bandstand stage for skits and shows.
The mirrored dancercise gym had aerobic and anaerobic accoutrements. One sister co-ed patted Kitti's ass and promised that her body would inevitably slim and tone into an even more voluptuous frame through the curriculum's combination of diet and exercise. They strolled to the outdoor pool with its umbrella tables and lounges on the surrounding deck. The hot tub was somewhat secluded in the corner for hideaway activities.
As the tour wound down, they stopped at the basement dungeon training room. That one stuck in Kitti's mind more than any other. She lingered there, especially intrigued. She fingered the implements hanging from hooks on the walls: braided whips and swishy floggers, black leather cuffs and collars with embedded rings and clasps, trays of jewelry-like silver clips and spring clamps. At one end of the room was a tall wooden X-frame, at the other end a square box frame, both with eye hooks for attachments. An imposing roughhewn table with attached cuffs and belts dominated the center of the room. She trailed her fingertips along its rough surface and tugged at the restraints. They were solidly set.
Her mind drifted to an image of her body strapped down; attendants used and abused her naked bound body at their whim. Her tummy buzzed. From what? Fear? Interest? Fascination? She shook her head to clear the strange premonition.
Her chaperones saw her thoughtfulness and reaction, not unlike their own when they first saw this room. She would learn its titillating secrets soon enough. They moved along to the last stop on the tour.
They ended at the onsite medical clinic. Junior year would inculcate her to fellatio expertise but the first order of business would be a mouth and throat measurement for the initial cock size she could accommodate. A staff coach tutor used a tongue suppressor and pen light to examine her oral cavity. He recorded three and a half inches. They would start her off mildly, just a mouthful at first but, in time, she would be trained to deep throat the largest and longest of whatever was presented to her.
Kitti was eager to learn and asked if she could start right away. The coach tutor said his regular schedule was done for the day. Why not? He led Kitti back to her dorm room for her oral initiation.
Without any wind up, he dropped his shorts and sat on her bed. He pointed to the floor in front of him and called her to kneel between his knees. She fingered his cock and it stiffened. He drew her face forward and she kissed the knob. Just like Candy, she took the knob in and sucked. His erection grew much longer than she could handle this first time.
"It's okay... just use your tongue to swipe at it inside your mouth... okay, that's good... suck a little harder... harder..."
Kitti met his guidance. She hand stroked the part not inside and pulsed her suctions. The man groaned and announced his looming ejaculation.
"Okay... that's it... here it comes... Ahhh..."
Kitti felt the discharge ripple beneath her grip and her mouth was flooded with pulses of semen. It tasted like salty syrup. When the shots ebbed off, she looked up at the man's face. His eyes squinted open. He covered her hand with his as he guided her to withdraw, keeping her plump lips ringing his cock throughout the removal less she spill any. She sat with mouth closed and full of sperm. He saw her questioning expression.
"Yes, Kitti... you should swallow it now."
She did, tilting her head back just as Candy had showed her and felt the wad slide down her throat. That was her introduction to fellatio. She asked for another lesson and the coach tutor assured her that she would feed on many more doses of cock and cum during her residence at TWA and long thereafter.
He stayed with her, drawing her into bed and lying next to her. The sunlight weakened and the outside glowed with soft falling night. There was much about this new girl he wanted to explore.
Catalina shared her nickname genesis. He liked that. She was soft and cuddly like a Kitti. He explained what her first days would entail. Tomorrow, he would establish her curriculum schedule. She would continue her scholastic studies.
"What degree do you intend to pursue?"
"Something medical. Nursing or a bio-technology path."
"That's good. The Human Anatomy courses will come in very handy."
He was also interested in Anatomy, hers in particular at this moment. He smoothed his hand over her skin, feeling her softness and fine form.
He reminded her of the other pillars of a Total Woman: Beauty and Poise. Her classmates would take her to the beauty salon and dancercise gym tomorrow and get her started on those regimens.
And each evening for the next several weeks, she would host a different staff coach tutor overnight. They were already clamoring to meet her. She would best absorb their curriculum dictated Poise lessons once they got past the new girl novelty. She could look forward to a very busy and dynamic next few weeks.
But that was them later and this was him now. He drew her into sidesaddle and kissed her lips, face and nipples. She handled his cock in the cramped space, palming the shaft and caressing the coronal notch with a finger pad, just like her prior anonymous elite alpha male at taught her in the community college dorm room. The staff coach tutor liked her style and rose quickly to the occasion.
"I want to fuck your pussy now. Place me."
Kitti levered the strong shaft tip to her nether lips and scooted her groin and breasts tight to him. He hugged her body and penetrated her slowly, feeling each inch enter her warm core. She murmured her delight at the feeling of fullness.
He worked himself at a moderate pace and gave her his second load of cum. She hugged him tight as she felt the sticky fluid diffuse in her womb. It was a feeling she would enjoy many more times over the next two years. Her body and soul would be methodically morphed into the perfect instrument for the alpha male's sexual gratification.
And after graduation, when her charms and skills had been sampled by innumerable males, she would settle on 'the one' and reach her best and highest purpose as his lifelong mate and enjoy the prosperity aligned with that status.
Elsewhere, Ned and Candy said their farewells and she retired to her assigned room and impending studies. She passed through the pool area on the way.
She had last been there during her recent stint at Freewill Weekend. Co-eds from different campuses filled out the catalogue of female hostesses. Pledge Contributors formed the core of Guest Coach Tutors who registered for specific co-ed selections or allowed fate to assign them random roster slots. Either way, they were expected to proffer their expertise in human relations, particularly of a carnal nature.
Candy had been temporarily reunited with some of her campus classmates and even made new acquaintances among the co-eds from other campuses. All of the student hostesses collaborated to provide the elite gentlemen guests with spectacular remembrances.
Several Guest Coach Tutors had pre-selected her for roster assignments but a random roster selection had paired her with her uncle, her mother's younger brother. She had knelt at his feet and performed a blowjob on the older male relative. It was readily accepted as part of the established TWA curriculum and in keeping with the co-eds' required courses on incest acclimation.
Candy found her assigned dorm room and her primary staff coach tutor waiting for her there. He led her away to the dancercise gym for his evaluation assessment of his returning student. Candy had been absent for an extended period and he wanted to get her restarted on a strenuous exercise program to maintain her physical stamina, trim and tone. Later tonight, he would check on her poise stamina, trim and tone and prepare a schedule of sexual exercises to maintain those as well.
Ned circled back to Ms. Smith's office and deposited the key for the lock-on heels Kitti still wore. She would need that soon enough to exchange the heels for campus standard daily footwear, mostly slip-off high heels.
He paused at the door on leaving, stating his availability later in the year to coach Kitti on cock swallowing. Ms. Smith gave a suggestive smile. Ned must have enjoyed his mentoring time with her. As a Coach Tutor Emeritus, he was expected to treat each assignment professionally. But he had spent a lot of time with Kitti recently and special feelings can develop. Which is why the staff and guest coach tutors were rotated through the multitudinous co-eds so frequently. However, Ned's personal little peccadilloes should be overlooked now and then. He was a very valuable asset to TWA. She assured him she would find him a slot in Kitti's oral training schedule.
During the outbound limo ride, he self-reviewed his performance over these past few months. He had fulfilled his envisioned goals regarding his Special Education Seminar and Catalina's induction into TWA. It was certainly time to move on to new challenges and his thoughts dwelled on future endeavors.
He had been titillated by the gentleman's statuesque date at the dance club affair. It was an easy matter to discover she was a senior at a TWA campus in an adjoining state. Her name was Bobbi, a nickname for Roberta, and he had made arrangements to perform an interim Evaluation Assessment as part of her curriculum. It wouldn't be a formal test, just a practice session to get her acclimated to the official event. He intended to spend a few days with her, probe her body, judge her charms and assuage the fantasies that had built up in his imagination since their chance meeting.
The Total Woman Academy's Coach Tutor Emeritus felt his cock muscle give a low throb as the road and limousine sped him closer to his appointment with Bobbi's intoxicating presence.
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Bobbi was engrossed in her distance education class, researching data online for her advanced biology term paper on disease vectors. A sister co-ed interrupted and delivered a message, summoning her to meet with Ms. Jones at her next study break. An hour later, she made her way to the Total Woman Academy Housemother's office.
Bobbi rapped lightly on Ms. Jones' office door. The mature female voice inside asked her to enter. The motherly woman warmly greeted the senior pupil and motioned for Bobbi to sit in the guest chair in front of her desk. Bobbi wore the casual dress code today: thong, heels, a demi-pushup bra, a transparent silky wrap. When she sat, she crossed her legs, knee over knee, and her thong all but disappeared in the furrow of her athletic thighs. She just naturally exuded beauty and she knew it. She struggled constantly to maintain the expected meek aura whenever the coach tutors ran her through the sensual poise lessons.
Ms. Jones asked how she thought her senior year was progressing and if she was primed for her final comprehensive Evaluation Assessment at the end of the semester. Bobbi felt almost ready but had requested additional coach tutoring tune-ups to be in top shape and attitude for when the momentous occasion transpired.
Ms. Jones sat back, crossed her fingers and contemplated the stunning young lady before her; Bobbi calmly looked back. Her grey green eyes were mystical orbs that penetrated everyone in her presence. Her beauty was simply superb. Every man did a double take when he first sighted her in public. The coach tutors covertly competed to be her next poise lesson provider.
Ms. Jones sat forward and spoke in a measured voice. She was glad to give Bobbi the good news regarding her request for assistance.
"We have accepted an overture on your behalf for a special coach tutor tune-up. You are directed to make yourself available for the outing that commences this evening."
Ms. Jones retrieved a gold foil wrapped gift box leaning against her desk and handed to Bobbi.
"This was sent ahead for you. It is the gentleman's wishes for your attire. Make yourself ready and be waiting in the entrance hall by 6:00 PM sharp for your chaperoned ride to the first meeting with your gentleman patron."
Bobbi rose and accepted the gift box, thanked Ms. Jones and TWA for this opportunity of a special tune-up. She was excused with the admonition to take full advantage of this session.
Bobbi scooted back to her room and examined the gift box contents: a pair of bodycon sequined dresses in red and black with matching heels. There was a vial of musky perfume and a small collection of gold jewelry. A carefully wrapped packet contained two string thongs with side clasps, colors matching the red and black dresses and heels.
She trekked to the campus beauty salon, bathed and set her black hair in a wavy coif of curls. She highlighted her face with red lipstick, black eye shadow and feminine rose tones elsewhere on her intimate places. She donned the red ensemble and the gold jewelry: hooped earrings, gold metal braid wristbands with little rings hanging loose, imitating anchor attachment points. She looked herself over in the mirrors and corrected a few flaws. She was man magnet ready and strode proudly to the entrance hall. The staff coach tutor, a junior member, waited to escort her to the nightclub for her rendezvous with the mysterious paramour.
Meanwhile, Ned rode in the back of the TWA limousine placed at his disposal. The privacy panel was closed and Ned mused on his fabulous memories of senior co-ed Candy and their cunning recruitment of Catalina, recognized thereafter as Kitti. It had been a stunningly successful affair and, now completed, he was free to pursue this next assignment, a special tune-up session with Bobbi; the statuesque beauty had invaded his dreams ever since their chance meeting during the Kitti dance club affair.
He fingered the locking high heels key that hung on a neck chain, similar to a small jewelry box key, a talisman symbol of power over his selected female. She could easy defeat the heel locks. But she wouldn't. The fragile catches signified her feminine submission to his masculine desires.
He wore black: black spandex muscle shirt, black trousers and black shoes. He had furnished both red and black coordinated club wear for Bobbi and had not specified which color for tonight's date, leaving the choice of apparel to Bobbi's discretion.
He alighted at the entrance and was welcomed as an honored club member. The tuxedoed bouncer escorted him to his usual station, the same head table from weeks ago when Bobbi's sponsoring pledge contributor had offered to temporarily swap her for a night in exchange for Ned's companion Kitti. He had declined that offer and had obsessed on the dark haired beauty's memory ever since.
He found her waiting for him, having been delivered earlier. She was grandly seated, a leggy pose, subtly flaunting her natural elegance, guarded by the staff coach tutor who had escorted her from the enigmatic TWA facilities nearby.
Ned was immediately pleased with her nod to the first impression gravitas. Bobbi innately knew the magnitude of this meeting and used subliminal allures to induce utmost temptation. She wanted her man's libido maximized for the long night, and maybe more, ahead of them.
And so she had chosen to wear the red ensemble tonight, the one he had gifted to her. She hoped he approved of her complementing color combinations. Her dress, heels, nails and lips were all the dramatic fire engine red. Her face was balanced with midnight eyeshadow and the full mass of black wavy curls that touched her bare shoulders. The outfit was small and tight, exposing lots of creamy skin on shoulders, arms and legs. Ned's heart skipped a beat at her suggestive display.
He took custody of the seductive female from the young staff coach tutor who was dismissed to return to his other duties. The young man slowly walked away but kept peeking back over his shoulder with longing looks. He hoped he was scheduled for a night session with a co-ed back at the campus because his balls were floating in a teeming pool of sperm, spawned just from spending his short platonic time in Bobbi's company.
Ned introduced himself and recalled for Bobbi the night they first met. Now she remembered him clearly but didn't pry on why he had rejected her chaperone's offer of a temporary date swap. 'Bye-gones' she conceded. She was here with him now and excited to make up for that lost possibility.
They chatted amicably, Ned inquiring of her scholastic studies, impressed by her intelligence and beauty. He was committed to thoroughly testing her poise over their coming interactions and confirm her excellence in that characteristic as well.
He took her to the dance floor whenever slow music was playing. He held her close for salsas and tangos, fondling her finely robed body indiscreetly and feeling her firm breasts prod against his chest. He whispered in low tones, bawdy and risqué comments on her physical features, and the ways he intended to fuck her to both his and her exhaustion.
It was an evening of mental impetus for later physical relief as they dined lightly and drank little. When Ned was sure he had set the proper mood and motivation, he guided his lady, a hand on her ass as she hugged his arm, out of the club to their waiting limousine.
In the limo, he playfully lifted her skirt to check her panties; they were a matching red, of course. He fondled her ass and breasts through her thin dress, sharing kisses and giggles, fueling his desire for the looming adventure.
The limo dropped them back at her campus and they promenaded like fervent lovers to Ned' Guest Coach Tutor suite. The flirty ramble was just another act in his poise evaluation assessment. Ned was immune to romantic feelings. This was a professional engagement but Bobbi was smitten by the exoticism.
She stood in the middle of the room and Ned turned her to face a full length wall mirror. She was half a head shorter than him when wearing her heels. He peeked across her shoulder and his fingertips rubbed smooth circles on the thin red fabric covering her nipples. Pokies emerged and her lips curved a slight smile as she closed her eyes. Ned had other plans. He pinched the visible nubs fiercely and her eyes shot open from the sting.
"Watch my face, Bobbi. Your eyes are mesmerizing; I want to always see them while I'm handling you."
Ned stepped back a space and fiddled with the clasp on the back zipper. He was unhurried as he pulled the zipper down, the dress panels spreading open like a flower catching the first morning light. The pokies faded as the front loosened but remained in place, still covering her firm round boobs and hiding the excited nipples. The zipper journeyed to the top of her ass, exposing a small length of the thong's waist string. He reverently held the dress's two halves and folded it open. It slumped from her chest and he beheld his first full view of her bewitching tits.
He had imagined what her bare boobs would look like, having pressed their resilient forms to his chest as they danced and fondled them when they petted in the back of the limousine. And now he was unable to resist a bare skinned tactile caress. He cupped the perfect offerings, remembering his dance floor assurances that he would freely manhandle her assets to his personal delight. The hard nubs were still there and he flicked them with his fingernails. She squinted her eyes in mild exhilaration but held her gaze on his face as commanded.
His hands lowered to the dress bunched at her waist. He pressed downward and she shimmied her hips seductively against his groin while aiding its fall. She pawed the floor in her heels, escaping the circle of fabric corralling her ankles.
She stood in his arms and awaited his pleasure of next caresses. He smoothed a hand over her thong covered labia, sawing his fingers up and down the cameltoe furrow.
"I want these panties back. I gifted them to you as an exotic adornment; now gift them back to me as a sign of your capitulation to my masculine privileges."
Her hands unclipped one side and then the other and pulled away the minimal fabric, ceding any physical barrier to vaginal core.
"Put them in my pocket. They will join the many others in my collection of sexual souvenirs."
Her hands fumbled behind her back and pushed the small bundle into his front pants pocket. She let her arms hang loose again at her sides. He submerged himself in her eyes as she complied with his earlier instructions and held his solemn gaze in the mirror.
His hands explored her nude body. He swept his palm across her abdomen. He liked the sculptured tummy, almost a six pack from her strenuous exercise regimen. His hand descended and he used two fingers, index and middle, to touch her well-formed nether lips. His digits cycled for a while up and down the outer protective folds. They were shaved completely smooth from her pre-date preening. He centered his touch and split the crease. She was warm and wet, ripe with need and ready to be taken.
Her eyes perceptively squinted at the pleasant caress but she kept her stare steady. Her ruby red lips rose at the corners to form a hint of cute cheek dimples, her mouth opening enough at the middle to expose a glimpse of snow white teeth. It was an intuitive female summons for the male to take his enjoyment at her oral orifice by his fingers, tongue or cock.
Ned saw the invitation and admired her welcoming demeanor. But he slowed down, intending this first time to be long and lingering, truly memorable.
Bobbi knew just what he thinking at the moment. The man's ego, claiming macho discipline, wanted the foreplay to extend. But from prior poise debriefing, especially after encounters with lust-sodden neophyte guest coach tutors, at this moment, she knew the man was in a mental haze. Her male sex mates were typically frozen by indecision because they couldn't decide whether to first penetrate her luscious red lips or her warm tight pussy.
Ned knew he would probe both her mouth and her cunt before the night was out and both would be heavenly. But he needed to choose one to start it off.
As with the many others before him, Bobbi waited out Ned's musings until he made his first penetration decision. She felt him press down on her shoulders. He had chosen her mouth. She squatted on her heels, rotated with a dancer's grace towards his groin, touched his crotch lightly and paused for dramatic effect. After a moment, she gracefully zipped open his fly.
She was not surprised that he was dressed commando, having surmised as much during their playful petting in the back of the limousine. She faced her first view of his released semi-erection, the slit at the tip like a little eye staring back at her. He was large, the bulbous knob capping a long thick shaft.
She had handled larger ones. Last year, a guest coach tutor had been truly massive and her stretched throat and vaginal channel had been sore for days after he had used her, roughly, almost brutally, during a whole weekend encounter. Thereafter, she could unfailingly fit large cocks like Ned's into any of her tight openings.
She kissed his tip and lapped at the knob. Ned rested his cupped palms over the black curls covering her ears. She worked deliberately to appease his initial lust, her ruby painted lips sliding along his shaft until they encircled the base. At depth, she gave a few leisurely swallows, a caressing move that her massaging tonsils added to his stimulus. Then back to the tip and a kissing suckle as she re-oxygenated her lungs, then down again for another deep throat plunge. Ned tapped her cheek and she looked up.
"Remember! Always look at me. I want to see your beautiful eyes adoring me."
She tilted her face up further and stared at his squinting eyes and gasping mouth. She used a finger to lift the central flesh of his slack scrotum, letting his cum bloated balls hang on either side like miniature saddle bags.
It wasn't long before Ned gripped tight handfuls of her hair and gusted his breathes. He held himself deep and cried out. She pressed her ball lifting finger's tip to his perineum, constricting the urethra duct, coercing Ned's prostate to ram harder in expelling its reservoir of backed up seminal fluids. It powered his spunk past her pressing finger, spewing her first taste of Ned's ejaculate in her warm oral cavity.
His body buckled and one knee jammed forward into a soft boob. She braced that bent leg with a free arm hug, steadying him as his unstable stance weighed heavily on her captured head and twisted breast. She swallowed repeatedly, easing her pressing finger as he shot rope after rope until the pulses diminished to a halt.
She took a final hard suck to clear his tube of any cum droplets that dawdled within. Then relaxed her mouth with his spongy knob at half-mast as she breathed again. He shriveled in her mouth and she let his deflated shaft fall out, the sticky tip daubing her chin.
He stood on his own eventually and pulled on his clutch on her hair. She deferred to his lead and ascended to stand at his height. He kissed her deeply, his tongue probing her cum stained lips.
She finished the job of undressing him, carefully folding his black muscle shirt and wool slacks, placing his shoes and sox aside and taking care of her gifted red dress, hoping he would allow her to keep it as her memento and souvenir. She completed the room's tidy up and, turning her attentions again to her man, found him laid out on the bed. He motioned her to join him. She stepped to the bed and knee walked onto the mattress to lay at his side.
They cuddled as Ned refracted, his fingers active. Her cunt was moist and warm to his touch, her other erogenous zones still flush with excitement. He laid her face up and crawled above her, ready as ever to explore her core recesses with his solidified manhood. He stared into her grey green eyes and she held his gaze. His tip found her slot and he pushed the head until the corona was inside her recesses. She struggled to keep her eyes open as he pushed and pulled until his bulky largesse was all in. Her eyes watered perceptively and her jaw fixed her lips in a compressed line.
Ned started slow and built speed as he shuttled the length of her passage. Her hips bounced on the rebounding mattress as he pounded her pussy with greater and greater power. She tried to control the genital jointure by crossing her heels behind his thighs, clamping around his hips to hold him in a shorter pistoning range. It was a valiant effort that was overwhelmed by his ever bigger pummels. And then he reached his limit and poured himself inside her second orifice of the night. He panted loudly all through the outflow and settled atop her as the surge ended.
She rubbed Ned's back as he lay his weight full on her body. She whispered praises to his fortitude. He heard the sweet words, smiled to himself, knowing it was established practice for the well fucked female to thusly flatter the man's ego, seeking to garner another measure of his sexual prowess. He took a final cleansing breath and lazily rolled off her body.
During the night, he woke and prodded Bobbi out of her slumber. He lay prone, already hard. She rose up and straddled his hips. He lay still; he felt a bit weary and expected her to take the lead. She knew it was her duty to keep the action going. She tented his cock with her labia and lubricated its length with her leaking vaginal fluids. He watched her tits tremor in time with her torso torsions. Despite his sluggishness, he was tempted nonetheless and barely refrained from grabbing at them.
She reached under and positioned him vertical, sliding down completely with the first stroke. He wiggled his hips, seeking to assist in getting her well seated. From there, she employed all her core strength to rotate, revolve, piston and slide on his shaft. Her super toned abdomen muscles rippled with vigor and her ass and thigh muscled cycled in support. This female was a well-built sexual machine and Ned enjoyed her silky ride.
He lay docile and though he liked to watch her eyes, he closed his own and focused on the splendid caresses on his cock. He felt her squeeze tight with her vaginal ring muscles and he heard her gusting up to her impending orgasm. He snuck a quick look at the scene and saw both of her hands rise to clutch at her hair as she caught her breath and squealed skyward in ecstasy.
That did it for Ned and he joined her bliss with a manly ejaculation and a full body orgasm. She rode out the vibrations and, when those tremors calmed and her rigid backbone softened its backward arc, she collapsed forward to lay on his body. Her tits mashed on his chest. She relaxed at last, her head turned sideways and her ear listening to his strong heartbeat. Now it was his turn to rub her back and she heard him grant her praises of a job well done.
They snuggled and slept. The morning would bring them to the next phase of this stupendous co-ed's practice evaluation assessment. She would need her rest.
At dawn, Ned directed her to get cleaned up and fix her makeup. He wanted her preened to perfection for their next activities. She asked his judgement of her efforts. He looked her over and nodded his approval; naturally, she was stunningly beautiful.
Not all men enjoyed comfortable affectionate sex with a reciprocating female. Some needed more ego driving action. The next phase of the test would ruin the preparations and he felt a fleeting pang of regret for that. He donned a pair of leather shorts and led her naked through the corridors to the basement dungeon.
Bobbi had been here before, as the sex object herself and sometimes as a facilitator for a classmate's exercises. She knew it was part of the curriculum and steeled her nerves for the coming events. She had survived them before and would do so again.



Ned held her hips and boosted her bare ass up to sit on the central bondage table. She sat still and followed with her eyes as he checked the room's other furnishings. All the fixtures and tools seemed to be in order. He helped her hop down and led her first to the X-cross frame at one end of the room. He cuffed her by wrists and ankles to the ends of the spread beams.
With two fingers pressed to his cheek, he looked thoughtfully about the room and then selected a dog switch hanging on the wall. He flexed the springy rod and struck his palm with it. DAMN! That HURT! He flapped his hand to ease the sting, watching Bobbi's eyes go wide in memory.
He tempered his swing for the first swat to her belly, using mostly wrist action. Every woman had a different pain tolerance and he wished to approach her limits gradually. He hit her a few more times, moving downward to her thighs. She attempted to tamp down her yips at the dog switch's contact on her skin but the distressed sounds spurted from her lips. He paused, glancing at her watery eyes. The man and woman both braced for the next obvious strike.
He used a moderate swing, again mostly wrist, to impact her right nipple. She lost control and yelled a cry of pain. He struck there twice more then moved on to her left side. She was in full blown sobbing now and the new target whacks only added to her distress.
She hung her head, crying openly, mascara drooling down her tear stained cheeks. Ned levered the stiff switch under her chin to tilt her face up. He wanted her to see the coming smacks.
"Didn't I tell you to keep your eyes open so I could see them?"
She nodded gamely, blubbering, but held her face up. Twice more on each tit completed his goal.
It was over, for now. She slumped and hung exhausted in the restraints. He used the switch to prod her boobs, the chest orbs rebounding from the indented pressure. He was fascinated by their pliable resiliency.
This part of the foreplay was finished and he unfastened her limp body from the restraints. She half walked and was half carried to the central table, laid down and advised to rest a while. Meanwhile, he fastened her locked-on high heels to the end of the table. Her wrists were cuffed to the other end. He passed a belt over her tummy and snugged it in place. Her beaten breasts lolled into nipple capped torus-like orbs.
Ned pressed a buzzer and soon two topless co-eds joined them in the room. Ned had asked for two of Bobbi's closest friends for assistance and Ms. Jones had honored his requested selection. They stood either side of the table and comforted their friend, assuring her that they wouldn't allow any real harm to occur but it might get intense all the same. Bobbi wondered what they considered intense after the beating she had just endured.
Ned stood at the base of the table and spread the split halves, levering Bobbi's legs wider, opening up her groin for more dungeon treatment. He had forgone the caning of her cunt when she was spread-eagle on the X-cross. But now, he took up a flexible cane and gave five light whacks to her pussy. Bobbi was beyond sound, her open mouth puffing out inaudible protests to the pain. Her labia turned flame red as blood engorged the tissues.
Ned handed the attending girls two different tools. One moved between Bobbi's legs and held the silver bullet vibrator to her clitoris. Bobbi twisted her hips, unknown to the observers whether she was trying to escape the stimulation or settle the probe on a more gratifying spot. The other tool was a pencil buzzer, so named because it resembled a wooden pencil. The eraser like rubber tip quivered at a high frequency, transferring a skin-tingling buzz on contact. She pressed it to Bobbi's armpit and the bound girl went wild in her straps. She touched the captive in other places: her nipples, her toes and the soles of her feet. Bobbi was now a mass of triggered nerves.
Her friend spent some time buzzing one nipple and then the other, watching Bobbi's nubs rise and harden from the tickling sensations. Mission accomplished, she handed Ned a pair of sliver nipple clamps which he carefully squeezed tightly onto the plump little caps. Bobbi yelped at the unpleasant grip.
Ned dropped the hinged panel supporting Bobbi's head and her face hung down inverted. He dropped his shorts and placed his knob at her lips. In spite of her distress, she instinctively opened her mouth and he slid his hardness home.
He clutched masses of her hair and used it to brace her head as he stroked in her mouth. He went deep and watched his knob expand her throat. He was careful with timing, backing off regularly, not inclined to suffocate his student.
He knew the multiple stimulations would inevitably lead her to orgasm. A healthy fertile female would bear whatever anguish that would lead to her ecstasy, craving the alpha male seed that would fulfill her optimum reproductive destiny. He waited patiently, judging the moment and when it arrived, he cried out 'NOW'. The co-eds buried the silver bullet in her cunt and the pencil tip in her belly button.
Bobbi convulsed around her mouthful of cock, bobbing her head, stroking Ned's implanted manhood. He spewed his load on her tongue, not in her throat. He felt the rush of fresh endorphins in his blood stream as shot after shot erupted from his spermatic reservoir. The exertions dissipated, but the post ejaculation tingles dwelled on in his groin. This rapturous feeling was Cupid's incentive; its way to cajole a man to fulfill his share of the human procreation burden.
Bobbi sputtered and his goo dribbled out to slide down her inverted cheeks, dripped in her ears, and left pearly droplets in her sweat drench black curls. Ned backed out and Bobbi lay motionless, unconscious after her knockout orgasm.
The co-ed attendants released their near comatose classmate and Ned carried her tortured and fatigued body outside to the hot tub. He cradled her in his arms as he stepped in and immersed her on his lap into the soothing warm bubbles. She slowly came to, her head resting against his shoulder. He held her close, cooing his admiration for her stamina and telling her that the worst of the ordeal was over.
They soaked and relaxed for a long time, until the water wrinkled their skin. Bobbi was able to walk again, sort of, and Ned supported her as he guided her back to his suite. He rubbed her skin with medicated balms. She fell asleep on the bed and slept until the next morning.
Ned hankered one more serving of her delicious charms, a 'fuck for the road' he quipped. She did her best as he thrust himself in missionary, leaving one last deposit in her cunt before letting her stretch out lethargically on the mattress. He stood by the bed and examined her naked physique. He reflected in admiration how Bobbi was destined to bring immense pleasure to the astute men who chose to accept her erotic entreaties.
That afternoon, Ned was met by Bobbi at the entrance where his limousine ride waited to take the TWA Coach Tutor Emeritus to his next assignment. Bobbi was feeling sharper now, both physically and emotionally. She wore the campus casual dress code. Ned slapped his own thigh in humor as he remembered he had almost forgotten to leave the locking heels key. He suspended the chain around Bobbi's neck and used it to pull her in to gather another smooch.
Bobbi was truly grateful for the tune up and was confident she could endure whatever tests were required for her final senior Evaluation Assessment. Ned spun back as he passed the entry portal, twirling Bobbi's panties on his index finger.
"These are my souvenir and memento of you. And you may keep the dresses and other fancy things as my gifts to you and your souvenirs and memento of me. Lord knows, you've certainly earned them."
The gorgeous young woman watched from the front portico and blew him a last two-handed air kiss, enthusiastically waving her arms in wide arcs of joy and gratitude that shook her beautiful breasts. Ned, the Coach Tutor Emeritus and Bobbi's fabulous tune up mentor, rode away from the Total Woman Academy campus facilities to his next professionally challenging assignment.
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Sunday - All Aboard
Dawn's Early Light
Ophelia wakened slowly in the yacht cabin and stretched her arms above her head with a wide yawn. A single sheet covered her naked body, mounded over her generous breasts. The ship was tied up securely to the dock in their home port. Restless wavelets washed gently against the hull. The early morning birds chirped to their little feathered friends, disturbed only by the occasional ding of a metal tool in the engine room or a utensil in the galley. The wharf walkway yielded mumbled conversations as dockhands went about their preparation tasks.
She felt her heartbeat pulse in her puffy labia tissues. The two robust pussy dousings last night had not fully quenched her sexual fires. She needed more relief from the eternal sexual twinge.
The perfect remedy was breathing slowly by her side, the slumbering man stirring to his own awakening in the dawn light. The man sensed the soft daylight glow and the sounds and motions of a ported working yacht. He felt his bedmate roll on her side to face him and he gave her his sleepy attention.
She peered into his drowsy face, his eyelids barely cleaved open, and the blue Irises within seeking to gaze into her brown ones. She puckered her lips and blew a faint air kiss; his eyes and mouth crinkled the start of a smile in response.
She reached out under the sheet to touch his body. Her palm smoothed fondly over his burly flank and sought out his inner thigh. Her warm hand came to rest on his manhood. She cocked an eye and fingered his penis, already swollen hard again and seemingly eager to soothe her discontent. His mouth curved ever so little but enough for her to perceive his consent.
They naturally closed the minimal gap and entangled their arms and legs, pressing lips together and adjusting their poses. His cock tip touched her enflamed nether lips and he wiggled it against her sensitive labia. She widened her legs and shuffled her hips, seeking to draw the stiff rod within, but he held himself aloof, only posing himself at her sultry outer opening.
'What a tease' she mused.
She kissed him harder and he took the lead. His strong hands palmed her ass cheeks, priming their positions for the mutually desired puncture. With barely a pause, he clenched crushing grips on her ass cheeks, rolled himself atop her, took a deep breath, and rammed his cock inside.
Her spine arched at the sudden deep penetration, but its initial severity eased when his corona dragged back along her moist sensitized tube. Her arms hugged him tighter as he stroked long and steady. She moaned at the wonderful feeling of repetitive fullness and vacuity. His hurtful double-clutch on her butt didn't matter; the coital sensations dominated her passions at the moment.
Together they ascended to the heights and called out their ecstasies. His rigid back pinned them tightly together at the core and she felt his cock again pulse gobs of goo into her womb. They stayed deeply connected through the downward mental spiral until the cerebral buzz ebbed off. But they were loath to disengage from the enduring genital buzz, cuddling, and petting until his manhood eventually shrank and fell out.
She whispered in his ear before loosening her hug.
"You are an absolutely magnificent man, Captain Ron. I really needed that"
"No problem; glad to oblige. It's the least I can do to maintain good crew morale."
They stared into each other's longing expressions but the morning was here and ship duties beckoned. The man pushed her to the edge of the bed, almost rolling her over the brink of the mattress. She stood before falling. He gave a hand wave for her to leave.
"Your staff meeting starts in 30 minutes; better not be late. Get going."
Executive Officer Ophelia leaned over her bedmate for one last smooch of gratitude and peeled away to the new week's first dawn. She recovered her uniform blouse and skirt from the floor. She found her panties mixed in with the rumbled sheets and slipped them on. Her heels were under the edge of the bed. Holding the clothes bundle to her chest, she bent to recover her shoes and a hard spank of dismissal slapped her bruised bottom. There was no retort she could offer to counter those typical privileges of rank held by her playful commander.
She left his quarters, walking briskly, half-naked, to her own. She quickly cleaned and preened, styled her hair and makeup to the established professional standards. A proper change of uniform and she was ready to undertake her supervision duties during another weeklong TWA Pledge Contributor island cruise aboard the Total Woman Bluewater Maiden.
-----
Staff Meeting
Ophelia emerged from her cabin in a perfect dress uniform. She strode the interior companionway to the bow of the ship. She was a formidable sight. Her tall Nordic frame carried her busty chest well and her proportionate hips and ass gave her stride just the right air of authority, complementing the serious role she represented as First Mate and Executive Officer. Her platinum blonde hair was coiled into a bun on her head and the sharp brown eyes saw everything on the way. She noted a few details that needed attention but, all in all, the ship was neat, orderly, and fully operational, just like her.
She found her leadership staff waiting in the forward assembly room for the pre-sail kickoff meeting. The printed Weekly Cruise Directory had been distributed and the earlier arrivals were thumbing through their copies. She looked around the room and saw that all senior staff were present. She noted with a pique of understanding that they were slightly disheveled, showing the signs of raucous activities that usually occurred during shore leave on a Saturday night.
"Good morning. Looks like shore leave was fun. Let's begin, shall we?"
Bleary eyes gave her their full attention.
"How's the boat? Is she ready to depart?"
Augustina, though everyone called her Gus, was the Chief Engineering Officer. It was her job to keep the physical plant running smoothly. She was mid-height, brown hair, brown eyes, and busty. She was a glowing example of a twenty-something TWA graduate from the landlocked Czech Republic. But she took readily to this sexy sea-borne life.
"Yes, ma'am. Fully fueled, engines serviced, all mechanical systems at the nominal status green. We are ready to go."
"Very good. Thank you. Kitchen and Bar? "
Myra, the French raised woman, was the Chief Food & Beverage Officer. She had the distinctive black hair of an Oriental but the sky blue eyes of a western European, a fusion bred into her during Indochina's French colonialism. Despite her constant association with food and drink, she was lithe, a tribute to her self-discipline, diet, and exercise, a true characteristic of a Total Woman Academy graduate.
"All supplies for a weeklong cruise have been boarded and stowed. The waitresses are back aboard and tidying up the dining room and bar for tonight. We have two new waitresses this week, a pair of cross-cultural students that rotated in to succeed some outbound classmates. We are ready to go."
"I'll want to inspect the new girls later this morning."
"Yes, ma'am."
"Hospitality?"
Layda, dressed in daytime casual saris from her native India, was the Hotel & Hospitality Director. She was a stunningly beautiful creature of her culture: full-bodied, dark complexion, long black lustrous hair, deep black eyes, and a courteous intonation that exuded demur passivity. But make no mistake, she was a firm and practical supervisor of the housekeeping staff and spared no effort to assure the comfort and satisfaction that her alpha male guests expected on this special cruise venue.
"Yes, ma'am. All is well and we are ready to go."
Ophelia took that as gospel; she had no qualms that Layda had her responsibilities and female charges under control. She moved on.
"Cruise Recreation?"
Bunny, no one knew her by any other name, was the Cruise Activities Director. The Columbian beauty was shorter than most of the others but curvy where it counted. At least that seemed to be the consensus of her male leisure activity participants. She had big tits and a round ass that bounced to the beat when she led the jazzercise classes. Her bubbly Spanglish-accented voice sounded exotic and erotic to her alpha male fans. She was energetic and a real go-getter.
"Yes, ma'am. I downloaded some new tunes and practiced a few new dance moves."
Ophelia could only imagine what new moves Bunny had practiced for her forthcoming classes. The girl was incredibly flexible and loved to show it off. Bunny took a breath and continued.
"We had to disinfect the massage table and spa. You wouldn't believe the volume of sperm that one guest spewed all over the room from a simple handjob. It was like he hadn't cum in a month. I don't know if he's happily married or not but he probably needs a more obliging secretary. Or maybe an office intern to provide him with reliable mid-day relief. Anyway, we've cleaned up the space and we're ready to go again."
"Thank you, Bunny. Security?"
Arinya jumped to her feet and stood at attention. Ophelia sighed and gave her the classic palm down motion, the universal sign for someone to calm down.
"At ease, Lieutenant."
"Sorry ma'am. Old habits."
Arinya had been instilled with those habits by military drills. After TWA graduation, Arinya had returned to her native Israel and gone through the arduous IDF Officer Training School. She had been inculcated with martial discipline reactions during basic training and her later duty call ups. She was still an active service member but was granted leave on occasion to enjoy personal pursuits, like these Bluewater Maiden cruises.
She wore a crisp military style uniform blouse with her light brown wavy hair pinned up off her shoulders. It didn't cover her hard-earned gold nugget officer's insignia which were proudly displayed on the epaulets.
Her face and limbs were athletic and toned, as was her whole body, including the tight high breasts she sported on her chest. The tailored blouse and skirt molded her frame and proclaimed she was no one to mess with. Yet the blue eyes were soft and calming, a great advantage to earning an opponent's respect and potentially defuse an escalating confrontation.
Taking her seat again, Arinya gave her report.
"We reviewed the Passenger Manifest and found no one with adverse tendencies, so the other guests, the staff and the crew should be safe, even in private settings. The ports of call have been reviewed and approved. We have selected suitable venues where our guests can indulge their penchants for local tastes. All the crew are aboard and the bursar funds audited and secured. We are ready to go."
"Thank you, Lieutenant."
The staff looked past Ophelia to the door and rose from their seats to stand at attention. Even with her back turned, Ophelia knew Captain Ron had entered the room.
"Good morning, ladies. Are we ready for our guests?"
"Yes, Sir! We're ready to go" they said in unison.
"Very well. Let's make this the best cruise yet."
He left the room and everyone returned to ease. Ophelia dismissed the meeting with a last instruction.
"Staff and crew inspection here in the lounge, 30 minutes from now."
Arinya, Layda and Myra huddled quickly around a copy of the Weekly Cruise Directory and reviewed this week's alpha male guest roster and requests. They noted particular sexual peccadilloes, devising the specific activities and staff-guest pairings that would 'make this the best cruise yet'.
-----
Crew Inspection
The newly swapped waitress staff, a pair of TWA senior co-eds on off-campus assignment, were straight-haired redheads and could have been twin sisters. But Ginger and Patty were merely classmates that appreciated similar tastes in flaunty fashions and presentations. So, likewise, together they failed their first dress code inspection. The faux pas was the filmy pushup bra each chose to enhance their nubile breasts beneath the translucent waitress blouses. Myra and Ophelia facilitated the removal of their bras, chastising their modesty.
"Nature has given you tantalizing little titties and it is against cruise policy to overly obscure them from the alpha male guests."
The leadership ladies flicked a few tweaks that perked up the nubs. Myra reminded the pair of new staff to add nipple makeup that gave a little risqué show of their loveliness through the thin fabric.
"Men love a bit of that coquettish display."
The girls' wondered aloud how they would learn all the many rules specific to the ship. They asked Ophelia's advice, who told them to do whatever the more experienced staff suggested and definitely follow the male guests' and officers' orders.
With that base rule in their minds, they were led to the bridge for Captain Ron's welcome aboard review. He only paid half attention to the new redheads as he went through the list of standard port preparations for tonight's departure. The helmswoman/navigator executed the sequential verifications as he counted down the checklist. He glanced at the auburn pair and pointed almost absentmindedly to the nearest one.
"What's your name, dear?"
"Ginger, sir."
"Okay, Ginger. Blowjob."
Ginger started to turn away, ready to follow the ship's captain to a private setting.
"Hey! You! What's the hold up? Blowjob. Now."
He pointed to the deck in front of him. Ginger turned back. Ophelia stood behind her, ready to enforce the rules if she hesitated. But she didn't hesitate and, mindful of Ophelia's recent guidance, quickly dropping to her knees, hurriedly opening the man's pants. She face dived on the manly tube and greedily gobbled her first onboard cock.
Captain Ron coolly continued to run down the checklist. The helmswoman barely noticed the girl sucking the skipper's cock. Finished with the pre-cruise chores, Captain Ron turned his focus to the bobbing redhead as he tightened his grip on the chair arms. He leaned his face upward and groaned through his ejaculation as his rigid back forced his hips off the seat.
Ophelia put a guiding hand on Ginger's head, holding her in place until the man's body relaxed enough to reseat. Ginger let the softened cock slip out of her lips, tap her chin, and then looked up at the commander's satisfied expression. He nodded and she swallowed.
Turning over bridge command to Ophelia, he led the second redhead, Patty, back to his cabin. They idled away for an hour that morning, naked in bed as he explored her lithe body, pinched the little nipple nubs, and playfully spanked her smooth tight ass. She lapped his cock to firmness as he fingered her tight little pussy. He held her writhing body in his strong arms as she orgasmed on his inner wiggling digit.
His cock was full and solid by then and he rolled her under him, cramming himself into her juicy cunt. He knew it would be a tight fit and he was sympathetic. Her cunt expanded too slowly to easily accommodate his bulk. But he was determined to take his prerogatives, even as his ears filled with her muffled pained whimpers.
Working small strokes patiently until she stretched out, he proceeded to longer, deliberate strokes and groaned loudly as he achieved his belated spew. In the post-coital cuddling, he cradled her petite body in his strong arms and allowed some modest praise.
"Not bad, Patty. Nice firm tits and a very tight cunt. Our guests should really enjoy the pleasures you will surely provide them this week. Keep up the good work, babe."
'At least he remembered my name' she thought.
Their time was ending and Captain Ron had other responsibilities waiting. He rolled his little fuck-mate to the edge of the mattress. She stood and searched about for her clothes and heels. He watched the cute little minx move about and mused on a scenario of fucking Ginger and Patty in one double team session later in the week, perhaps Thursday afternoon when most of the guests were ashore browsing the local wares and amenities.
Finding her duds, Patty leaned over and buckled on her heels before standing and hugging her bundle of clothes to her front. He sat up on the mattress edge, the amusing plans for a ménage a trois still playing in his head. She puckered up and he happily accepted a last parting peck from her pretty lips. When she turned to leave, he snickered quietly and, to her surprise, landed a hard smack on her bare ass, thereby giddily dismissing her from his quarters, for now, and completing her 'welcome aboard'.
-----
Embarkation
The line of limousines on the wharf rolled slowly forward. Arinya opened the rear door of each one as it stopped in front of her. She gave a crisp greeting salute to each alpha male guest exiting his opulent ride. The gentlemen were motioned to follow the red carpet leading to the gangplank. Ophelia stood with an iPad at the base of the ramp and checked them in before handing them over to a junior staff member.
The young ladies guided their guests to their individual cabin suites. The rooms were explored and explained, the pretty escort pointing out the luxurious features and furnishings. The eager men were politely curbed as the girls fended off the premature grapples and clutches with promises of good times aplenty over the coming week. Dinner would be served in the dining room when everyone had gathered there at dusk.
-----
Dinner Show and Contest
The faux candelabras cast soft light around the dining hall. The nine VIP passengers were seated at round tables in tuxedoed groups of three.
Myra, dressed in a stunning evening gown, held the floor as the event's Mistress of Ceremonies.
"Welcome aboard again. I hope you found your accommodations suitable."
There was a general buzz of agreement, with a spattering of glum complaints about the delay in the carnal activities debut.
"We will be serving dinner shortly but not before establishing an order of precedence. And nothing would be more fair or fun than a contest."
Myra nodded to three waitresses. They strolled among the dispersed tables. Ginger, Patty and Claire each selected a table and stood behind one of its male occupants. Each waitresses leaned into her choice and whispered in his ear, inviting him to follow her to the front of the room and stand in front of one of the three lined up chairs. The Mistress of Ceremonies got things rolling.
"This contest is called 'first cum, first served'. Ladies, you may begin."
The waitresses had chosen the best looking candidate from their table. They hurried to lower pants and expose the raw cocks. Kneeling quickly, they guided their man to sit and dove onto his flaccid meat. The girls were not topless but the sheer tops left very little to the imagination of the fellated males. The girls worked feverishly, eager to get the first mouthful of cum and the associated bragging rights. Their nipples jittered on their quivering titties under the translucent tops.
Claire, a lithe blonde, was entering her fourth straight week of cruising. She had lost her first Sunday night contest but the following weeks' unremitting practice had given her time to experiment and perfect her anonymous guest spontaneous blowjob techniques.
She concentrated on her task, using an index finger to feather touch her man's hairy inner thighs while gobbling down his entire rod. Deep throat swallows and tickly thigh rubs gave her what she wanted. With a loud groan, her male spewed forcefully into her mouth. He was the first ejaculator and the winning contestant, but was soon followed by his tournament peers.
Claire had won the contest again for herself and the table that her freshly gratified man represented. Decorum was restored and the men rejoined their comrades. The three waitresses jointly served the winning table first, circling next to the second finisher's table and then to last place. The last table's rep suffered some good-humored ribbing from his sex and food famished tablemates.



The meal was devoured and the tables cleared. The men lolled afterwards, engaged in cognac and conversation. In a while, after the dinner cleanup tasks were completed, the waitresses and kitchen staff, freshly preened and glamorously attired, wandered back into the room and mingled quietly among the seated men. The young women wore flirty cocktail dresses and the quick preening of makeup and hair style added to their allure. There was no need for invitations or negotiations as each man simply selected an enchanting crewmate that caught his fancy and led her off to his cabin.
Claire was delayed and entered the dining room after all but one man had departed. Willie was an older gentlemen, a veteran of many TWA hospitality events before and since becoming a widower. The little waitress strolled slowly to his chair. Willie watch her gentle approach and gave a wry grin. Claire took on a little girl's sympathetic tone of voice.
"Seems like you got left behind."
"Oh, no, it's okay. Their all young and frisky and eager to get things started. An old guy like me needs to pace himself."
He patted her rump in the slinky party dress and opined "But I'll have my share of fun this week."
Claire smiled and let him play. His hand smoothed across her ass but in a doting grandfatherly way, not a fondling way. He gave a thoughtful sigh.
"You remind me of my dear departed Louisa. She was blonde and pretty like you. I miss her."
Claire's heart went out to the elder alpha male.
"C'mon, sir. Let's get you back to your cabin and into bed."
He accepted her help to shakily stand. He leaned on her and his cane as they tottered down the passageway to his assigned cabin.
Therein, she attended his bedtime habits. She undressed him and lowered him to the mattress, rolling him to lay on his side facing the middle. He looked so lonely there. Doffing her dress, she climbed across him and cuddled to his front.
Willie appreciated her kindness. He did not want to fall asleep alone. He smelled her fragrant perfumed scents and saw her smiling face as his eyes slid shut. It was times like these when he most missed Louisa and his twilight slumber filled with age old visions of his wife's grace and beauty.
Claire guessed his mood and touched his groin, finding him swelling moderately. She guessed his spousal musings and moved to facilitate his familial dream with a slow hand caress. He wasn't actually sleepwalking, he was lying in bed, but his insentient actions were like-minded. He rounded forward and placed pecks and pips on Claire's stiff little nubile nipples. She liked the feel of that and believed that she was enhancing his dream. Her gentle sidesaddle handjob, with a fingertip pressing on the slit, and her soft voice encouraged him.
"Yes, my sweetie, I'm here for you. Make love to me, just like we used to. Does it feel good, my big man? You make me feel like a real woman, pressing so deep inside me. So strong... So powerful..."
His hands moved to cup her ass cheeks and his hips made small moves as if stroking into her vagina. He was uttering soft sounds of fondness until, with a few grunts, he discharged a thin seminal liquid. She caught the small wad in her cupped hands and continued the manual caress until he shrank back to complete softness. She disposed of the ejaculated fluid in a handy towel and decided to stay until she was certain he had fallen into a deep sleep. She fell asleep herself, comfortable in his presence.
She opened her eyes to dawn's early light. He was laying still, awake, watching her face.
"My darling little girl, you are so kind and gentle and considerate. And an absolute beauty to behold. I was split between two worlds last night: a twilight dream, yes, but still aware of your nostalgic gifts to me. Thank you for caring for me."
Claire's demeanor melted and her eyes watered. Willie reminded her of her own granddaddy and his long unsuccessful convalescence. She had innocently cared for the old man before entering TWA. He had passed away while she was there. During junior level, she and her classmates had sucked and fucked their older cousins, uncles, and fathers as a standard part of the poise curriculum. Some classmates even had vibrant grandfathers who joined the mix. She had missed out on that elderly incestuous poise acclimation. Maybe Willie was fate's strange way of granting Claire a belated recompense.
------
Monday - Ship Tour
Control and Engine Rooms
A normal part of the onboard pastimes was a tour of the ship. In addition to the usual exhibits of public lounges, deck areas and recreational spaces, a few of the guests followed Ophelia around the working spaces onboard as she described the various areas and functions. They visited the Bridge and saw the ship's computerized navigational and safety controls monitored by Captain Ron and his navigator helmswoman. The ship rode easily through the light waves on the sun sparkled sea.
They descended to the stern Engine Room where Gus and her supporting female mechanic kept the ship's motors and electro-mechanical systems in tiptop shape. The space seemed unoccupied until there was a dropped-tool metallic clang and a grease smudged figure crawled out from under the massive diesel engine.
Samantha stood and sheepishly greeted her visitors. Augustina asked if she was making the necessary motor adjustment and got an affirmative reply. Sam waited for any other questions from her boss but hearing none, wiggled her body, head first, big boobs and all, into another tight space to continue the tuning task.
The men were quite taken with the buxom lass, even in her baggy oily coveralls. One of them, Ethan, questioned under his breath how the girl could squirm her curvaceous body into such tight engine compartments. He figured her tits must be very pliable and joked about contriving a chance to test his theory. Gus heard his hope and let him down gently.
"Regrettably, Sam is kept busy here and isn't a part of the sensual creature comforts available to the guests."
"Such a pity" was Ethan's quiet reply as he ogled Sam's beautiful ass confined within the dirty, but strangely sexy, overalls.
-----
Laundry Room Housemaids
There were two attendants in the Laundry Room when the tour arrived. They were sorting cum-stained linen and loading the washing machines. One of the gentlemen recognized his housemaid from earlier this morning. He caught her eye and winked. She smirked and looked away, remembering their sunrise encounter.
All housemaids had clear instructions from Layda. They were assigned to freshen the guest cabins each morning, on a rotating room schedule, throughout the week. A different cabin and a different occupying male each morning.
This morning, John's overnight junior staff bedmate had just left and Leticia entered soon thereafter without knocking. She found him laying naked atop the sheets, waggling his half hard cock. She was not startled or surprised at the scene before her. Ladya had instructed all the housemaids on the established ship rules. If a guest was still present when the maid entered, she was obligated to offer titjobs, blowjobs and handjobs as requested, but she had personal discretion for vaginal sex.
"Good morning, sir. I am assigned to fix your room this morning. I'll freshen the linens and restock the hygiene items. Are there anything special that you need?"
John held his semi-erection upright.
"Sure, babe. Come on over here and take care of this. But, first... loose the top. Show me your tits."
Unfazed by his boldness, Leticia slowly unbuttoned her uniform smock, unclasping the bottom button at waist level. Her cleavage and bellybutton peeked through the split lapels. With a shy but willing smirk, she slowly spread it open and exposed her bare nipples. With her arms pressed back, a shoulder shrug shimmied her loose boobs as the garment slid down her arms and dropped to the floor.
When she stepped forward, her nude guest swung his legs over the edge and sat on the mattress. He spread his knees and pointed to the floor between his legs.
"Right here, missy."
Keeping eye contact, Leticia knelt between his bare, hairy thighs. She looked down at the stiff meat, half dangling - half bobbling, its swollen purple knob trembling in anticipation. She spoke with a soft voice, mindful of her status.
"May I touch it, sir?"
"Yes, you may..."
She cradled it gently, hefting the big-headed rod on fingertips, lightly feathering finger taps along the shaft before kissing the tip. She leaned back, boldly licked her lips for his visual benefit.
"I think it needs lubrication"
He nodded his ascent. She took him through her plush red lips. John watched the oral performance. Her head twisted in movements made for his benefit, both visual and tactile. He admired how she enticed him with her skillful ways.
But it was only a prelude, a wetting of his cock for a pillowy breast encasement. She held his erection vertical against her breastbone, clasping the knob in her red lipstick oral nuzzle. Her freed hands pressed her tits together and swathed his shaft in her generous masses of soft warm boob. She rubbed her boobs up and down along his cock.
The mammary swaddled strokes were so natural. It was the female fondling the male, the slick wet rod swaddled and stimulated by the loving friction. As he voiced higher volume groans, she voiced her own encouragements in little girl high toned squeals.
"Oh, yes... yes... Look! See how the tip peeks out on the top of the stroke?"
She giggled with glee.
"Does it feel good for you? Okay... Okay... Keep going... Keep going... "
Her voice erupted in a triumphant cheer when John's first jet shot up and hit her chin. She held his rod snugly in her cleavage and tilted her face forward. The next shot quickly hit her lips and her open mouth engulfed the knob. She captured the remaining pulses on her fluttering tongue.
"Mmmmm, tasstes gooodd" she purred through meat constricted lips.
John flopped back on the mattress but her tits followed him there. His cock remaining swaddled between her boobs while his tip retreated with the deflation of his prick. She looked at her chest and chortled. He glanced at her sperm speckled neck and face and gave a fallacious admonition.
"What a mess you've caused, my dear. We must get you cleaned up."
He clambered upright and towed her to the bathroom. She joined him in the shower stall after removing her panties and shoes.
He lathered up his hands and rubbed her everywhere, spending inordinate time kneading her full chest masses. Before the rinse, she returned the favor, soapy hands covering his body with foam and ending on his flaccid groin.
Back and forth, they rubbed and scrubbed. The rinsing was accompanied by snickers and a playful spray nozzle skirmish. He kept manhandling her wet tits. His cock waggled in half hardness but not enough for vaginal sex. Morning extras were her option and she wanted to exercise the pussy choice. He watched her frustrated face as she tried to give his manhood more heft but to no avail.
"Do you want to cum, my little darling?"
"I am here to serve your needs, sir, but yes, it would be a nice extra for me."
John pressed her back against the stall wall. She quickly grabbed the handicap rails and didn't resist when he dropped down and spread her pussy lips. His tongue swept her labia, up each side in turn. She leaned her head back against the stall wall and closed her eyes. Her knuckles went white in her fierce grip of the chrome rods. He paused momentarily to catch a deep breath and then reburied his face in her cunt. His tongue probed stiffly inside. She was already on a high verve and before long she careened out her orgasm and drenched his face with pussy juice.
He rose, held her behind the neck, and planted a hard kiss. She tasted herself and found arousal in the flavor. His free hand fingers dug deep in her pussy, stroking rapidly until she built to another orgasm and howled into his tongue as it lashed her open mouth. She swooned and, rather than gripping the handrails, hugged his neck through her elongated drawdown.
Leticia slumped down to her knees in a semi-consciousness, a naked body with a drenched skin and a soul drained of passion. She was distantly aware of his moves as he exited the shower stall and donned shorts and tank top. He ducked his head back in and saw her recumbent form in the warm shower spray. He nodded to himself, knowing she would be fine in a little while.
John departed for breakfast, leaving her to recover her energy and resume her housekeeping duties now that she had performed her duty of providing his morning relief.
Leticia roused herself out of the shower cabinet. She redressed in her panties and cleaning smock uniform. She made up the room and visited the two others that were assigned to her this day. They were unoccupied after her delay with the first room dawdle. Those chores went quickly without erotic interruption.
It had been a good start to the week and she hoped her subsequent morning encounters would be similarly satiating.
-----
Dancer-cize
The sunrays beamed off the blue sea as the super yacht sliced the water towards its first port of call. The guests lounged on the afterdeck, some in full sun and others shielded by shade umbrellas and overhanging upper decks. A mix of the female staff, some of the housemaids and dining room waitresses, tended to their appetites. A healthy diet of food and drinks met their nutritional needs. The topless displays with booty shorts and heels supplemented their libidos. Vigor and vitality were again on the rise after the previous night's taxing pursuits. However, decorum prevailed as all understood that building up their energies would make later events that much more fun.
But not all the guests were lazing about and Bunny was leading the more virile group through a jazzercise workout in the onboard gym. As the rhythms got speedier, the participants were getting more than just warmed up, despite the air conditioned space.
Bunny was a risqué fitness influencer; she peeled away her sports bra, her sweaty boobs bouncing to the beat of the music. Her booty kept time.
As the class wound down to its cool down period, Fred rubbed his thigh, limping a few steps. Concerned Bunny offered her gammy guest a post workout rubdown and deep tissue massage. She dismissed the rest of the attendees and led the fitness newbie to the massage parlor. Behind closed doors, they stripped naked and she laid him out face down. She kneaded his back, his arms and his strained thighs. She ran a monologue of compliments for the alpha male's bulky muscle mass and tone.
Rolling him over, she was equally impressed by the mass and tone of his grand erection. She was always on the lookout for extraordinary masculine largesse. Forgoing any more body massage, she concentrated her double hand grip on the long thick shaft, cooing further praises about the pussy pleaser in her grip. She watched her slick hands run up and down the now oily shaft. She turned her head to look in his steel blue eyes.
"Mind if I try it out?" was her perky query.
"Not at all" he mumbled.
Holding the rod in one hand, Bunny hopped on the table, sprung her leg across his hips and straddled his thighs. Her hands returned to stroking up and down on the thick pole jutting up near her groin. She gathered that he was now as large as he would get and further efforts were pointless.
Her hips rose and straddled the manly pillar. Lining up the connection, she pressed down. Fred's erection was slick from her handiwork and, following the extended foreplay, her nether lips were glossy with feminine lubrication. But she was encumbered by nature with fitting his thick cock into her slender cunt. Bunny diligently worked her way down the pole until her clitoris pressed his groin. She bumped a few jogs to light up her nerves and allow time for some stretch of her channel.
Bunny's subsequent body quaking strokes bounced her tits before his eyes and attracted his tactile attentions. Her eyes were closed as she focused her mind on the genital connection that was sending sparkles through her body. She felt Fred squeeze her boobs and accordingly squeezed her vaginal rings around the embedded man meat as she rose and feel in quickening rhythm. She hummed a favorite disco tune in her head, keeping the beat with her bounding ass.
Bunny's energetic moves brought them to the culmination of the act. She felt the spray of semen in her core and jogged her hips harder until she tensed and creamed out her own ecstasy. They collapsed into a gratified bundle of sweaty flesh and lay exhausted. The next massage appointment arrived and found the pair still lolling atop the padded table. The appointment offered to return a bit later but Bunny declined. She helped Fred dress and gave him a parting kiss before turning her attention to her next alpha male client.
-----
Tuesday - Beach Luau
After another round of post dinner all-nighters in the cabins and the discretionary pre-breakfast culminations the next morning, the guests and their fleeting paramours emerged to a new day. By noon, a change of venue was in store. The ship anchored off a secluded strand of beach fronting a small uninhabited island. The guests and non-essential ship staff rode the power launch ashore.
It was a lazy day as they cavorted in the tropical sun: tanning, swimming, sail and paddle boarding and similar leisure games. The sun travelled the afternoon sky into dusk and the tired beach-goers huddled serenely around a driftwood bonfire ring. The flickering flames were a natural strobe effect, catching instant images of smiles and laughter and dancing shadows.
Myra and her kitchen staff produced a fine menu for an evening luau. The motif was Hawaiian despite being almost halfway around the world. The servers wore grass skirts over their skimpy bikini bottoms, the tops having disappeared earlier in the daylight hours. Their shapely legs, hips and asses peeked through the shaky curtains whenever they walked. Their tits were on full display.
The barbequed meat and tropical fruits were lightly consumed. Fire browned marshmallows added sugary delights to the playful scene. The girls sampled the mood with intermittent dances; pseudo Hulas in the thongs without the skirts. They gyrated their hips to infer their agility at coupled cock massages. Augmenting the hip gyrations were the topless boob shimmies that added a bit of spice.
In line with the anonymous flirting across the fire pit, unspoken but willing hookups snuck away for beach blanket sex in hideaway dune hollows. After inner warming of a carnal nature, the satisfied couples wandered back to cuddle at the external warmth of the bonfire. A flare shot skyward from the ship, signaling the call to return. Arinya gathered her guests for the shuttle launch back to the ship.
The power launch galloped the light waves and pulled up at the suspended gangway. The guests and staff jostled aboard across the wavering gap in the gunnels with giggles and grabs of assistance from their latest intimate acquaintances. A jostled intermingling in the entrance salon evoked impulsive new hook ups between the genders. Swapped or abandoned beach partners found fresh connections and the reshuffled couples traipsed to the cabins for another overnight fuck-a-thon.
-----
Wednesday - Beach Sports
Next day, it was back to the beach for more energetic sports and competitions. The obvious choice for the first game was Women's Beach Volleyball. Any points scored forced one of the other team's players to remove an article of clothing. Sports bras, shorts and thongs accumulated beyond the sand court boundary where tantalized alpha males catcalled lewd comments to the steadily denuded girls.



Offshore, Seadoos and water skiing speckled the splashed riders with salty sea spray. Wet tits and asses bobbled on the water borne sports craft as they leapt the swells and plowed into the roiled up water waves.
Bunny took Danny on an innovative ride in a paraglider rig. The naked pair strapped in face to face and were lifted high in the air. The tow boat driver drove racetrack patterns in the open sea. The spotter watched the airborne riders wiggle about and then settle into a calm embrace.
The elevated gliders enjoyed the soaring vistas and the windy hush that drowned out much of the seashore clatter. They especially enjoyed the intimate genital connection, their slipped together flesh jostled by the slack and pull of the tow line whenever the boat's progress was impeded by the rolling waves during its dash through the bounding swells.
Soon the sky-high copulation achieved Danny's ejaculation and they could descend to a post coitus splashdown. Bunny waved her arm toward the spotter, signaling the tow craft to slow and let them land gracefully in the warm sea.
Gus maintained the water machines all day, turning from one task to another in a seemly endless round of fueling and wet engine restarts. By late afternoon, the alpha male guests had gotten their fill of thrills and the women had gotten their corresponding fill of cum.
All, that is, except for Gus. She cleaned, stowed and secured the power toys, ready for redeployment during next week's cruise visit. As she finished, she noticed a hunky man near her boat storage area, hanging back from the others, furtively watching her complete her chores. She had foregone any sexual activity, concentrating on her duty to enliven the day for her guests.
'But', she thought, 'he's a guest and I am here to serve our guests as best I can. And he seems interested in my services as more than a toy mechanic. Maybe as a living breathing sex toy?'
She search her memory. What's his name? Maybe... Harry? Howie? NO... Hank!
She walked casually across the beach towards the sand slapping surf, peeking a furtive glance over her shoulder. Hank was following her at a distance. She waded in to her knees, her back turned to the beach. Her hands slipped the ties of her bikini top. She pulled it off, wadded the wet pink triangles into a ball and tossed them back over her shoulder towards the sand. She heard a splish-splash of feet in the water and turned to face her welcome stalker. He came to her and wrapped his strong arms around her, pressing hard muscled chest to soft pliant breasts and took a deep kiss.
Her hands were busy below, pulling off both their swim bottoms. The discarded suits drifted away in the restless surf. He grabbed her ass and lifted her up, feeling her thighs wrap his waist and her pussy nestle against his raging hard-on. He executed a simple maneuver that dropped her body and drove his hardened cock into her wet cunt.
Hank duck walked them deeper into the sea. The strides wiggled his cock inside her and she hugged his neck as her tits rocked against his chest. Their semi-submerged buoyancy helped their juggling efforts but the salt water diluted the necessary genital lube and abraded the sensations.
He exited her body and let her stand. They waded hand in hand, out of the shallow surging swells to an abandoned blanket just past the wavelet edges. A few of the others saw them lay down and recouple in a missionary tangle of hugging arms and legs.
Hank built the rhythm, engaging in a wilder and wilder jostling of fevered passions until he lifted his torso, pressed his ejaculating cock deep and let Gus' cry of ecstasy join with his own. They collapsed into a wet tangle of gratified lovers.
Arinya finished loading up the returning passengers on the ship's launch. She was two head counts short. Spying the recumbent pair laying quiet on the beach, she went to the edge of the water and retrieved the flotsam swimsuits. Returning to the blanket cuddled couple, she calmly urged them to join their peers and maintain her expected schedule.
"Time to go, lovebirds."
The naked paramours wobbled to stand, and took the offered sodden swimwear. But the wet suits would have felt too cold on their still sex-warmed skin. So they carried them along as they trod hand-in-hand, following Arinya to the launch. They clambered aboard and rode naked to the ship with the other semi-garbed passengers.
That evening, after dinner and the after dinner pairings, Gus waited in her cabin until she heard the midnight bells. By now, Hank should have enjoyed some good fucking with his post-dinner choice. His guest privileges had been served. Now it was me-time for Gus.
She tiptoed to his cabin, ejected the tousled staff member, and crawled in with a newly awakened Hank. His egotistic vanity was on display, undeniably caused by this amusing bedtime rivalry for his cock. He took up the challenge and drove Gus through a series of mini-and maxi-orgasms. Gus emerged from his cabin in the morning when, despite Hank's continued prowess, her exhaustion ended her ability to claim any more of the man's carnal attentions.
-----
Thursday - Shopping
No cruise is complete without a shore trip for curio shopping, the opportunity to discover the usual array of bawdy trinkets and curative potions with dubious claims.
The Bluewater Maiden hove to at its scheduled port call. The staff knew of selective shops which the guests could patronize; places where the more exotic mementos could be found.
The alpha males moseyed down the gangplank, paired with an accompanying staff hostess. Teeny bikini clad Ginger and Patty waved from the upper deck, held back from the shore leave when notified last minute that their schedules had changed. Captain Ron had assigned them to an, as yet, unspecified special duty aboard. The redhead pseudo twins were animated and impatient to discover what special mission could possibly necessitate their combined efforts.
The shore bound couples meandered through the town, stopping to window shop, some entering the stores to browse the handcrafted wares or ogle the local female flair.
In an out-of-the-way alley was a small coffee shop. The barista saw her friend from the ship, Leticia, guiding her way a handsome middle aged man, stately even in his casual shorts and Hawaiian shirt. The hanging brass doorbell tinkled on entry and the girls exchanged a subtle wink out of the man's view. The weekly plot was afoot.
The touring shipmates took seats at the front window. Chuck studied the menu card, pondering a selection. His eyes cycled between the drink list and the bikini clad waitress looking in his direction. She was bright and fit, a tanned complexion with round island girl curves. Her long wavy brown hair framed her smiling face. Her bikini bottom ties were clipped with a name medallion that said 'Wendy'.
She approached her newly arrived customers.
"See anything you like?"
The alpha male was silent and thoughtful as he stared at her beauty. Like his weekly predecessors, Leticia had foreseen Chuck's probable interest in Wendy, whose surreptitious return wink acknowledged she was game to deliver the extra special daily drink special. The ship guide moved things along.
"Chuck will have the daily special."
Wendy smiled back, obviously delighted with the recommended choice. The other customers were leaving and the barista flipped the sign to 'Closed' behind them, locking the door but leaving the front window curtains open.
The alpha male suspected a scene was being set and smugly leaned back in his chair to await developments. Wendy returned to her coffee bar and fussed with the hissing equipment. She loaded the steaming mug on a serving tray and performed a hip swaying model's walk back to Chuck's table. She leaned over at the waist as she placed it on the table, careful not to spill the house's fabled special brew. In contrast, her straining bikini top just barely kept her tits from spilling out. But words did spill from her smiling cherry red lips.
"Here you go, sir, the daily special."
She stayed bent over as Chuck's gaze stayed on the deep cleavage display while he took up the mug. He sipped the mixture and nodded; it was very tasty. Wendy righted herself but stayed at the table. The girls watched and waited as he drank a little more. The man relaxed further as the covert aphrodisiac took hold.
Leticia smoothly rose and stood behind him as he slumped further in his chair. She unbuttoned the languid guest's shirt, exposing his hairy chest. Wendy leaned in and unzipped his pants, exposing his hairy groin. She doffed her small two piece barista uniform, fully exposing her luscious body to his muddled eyes. She placed the uniform pieces on the table.
Wendy shuffled in and straddled Chuck's thighs, tenderly stroking his tumescent dick, which stiffened quickly under the influence of the potion and her palms. The time was right; she placed him and plunged.
His mind was foggy but even in his twilight dream, he was aware of the wonderful sensations emanating from his groin and the view of bobbing brown nipples in his face. His full service barista was smoothing her hands on his chest, pinching and flicking his nipples to further the stimulation. His breath huffed and puffed in frenzied surges.
The island girl was thoroughly enjoying herself, an aficionado of the safe and anonymous quickies brought to her door by her cruise ship friend. She watched her stud's slack idyllic face, his misty eyes swimming in moist pools of passion. His body may have been relaxed but his cock was hard as a steel rod. It fitted perfectly inside her juicy pussy. She was in control of the intercourse, varying the pace and depth to nurture her own sexual excitement, but still paying close attention to the pleasure of her paying customer.
Wendy ratcheted up the action as she sensed Chuck's orgasm approach. Her pussy throbbed in ever increasing bliss but she held herself in check and timed her release with his. Their mighty cries of joy bounced off the walls of the room, vibrating the windows, as his mighty volume of cum bounced off the walls of her womb, vibrating her cervix. Their bodies jittered together for a long time, a mutual satiation of lust that dwindled down to a body slumping end.
Strolling residents had looked in the windows during the bawdy scene but kept moving. They had seen it all before when the Bluewater Maiden was in port. There were few employment opportunities for the local youth outside of tourism which was the main support for the island economy. And if someone found a better, and more fun, way to exploit the situation and earn a fun filled better living, well then, well done. Just another day in paradise.
Wendy lay with her satisfied bare body on his heaving chest and lightly kissed his insentient face. Her girlish voice whispered repeated praises and thanks as his mind emerged from its deeper sensuous fog of pleasure. She rose and was ready to redress in her sexy uniform. The top was there but the thong was missing, as usual. She spied Leticia secreting the wad of cloth in Chuck's pants pocket, a sneaky souvenir he would find later to remind him of the time he partook of the island coffee shop's extra special daily drink special.
The girls fixed up Chuck's shorts and shirt as he remained slumped in his seat. Wendy rummaged beneath the bar and took a new thong from her colorful box of souvenir panties. She was running low and would order another box from Racy Panties Galore, her favorite online fetish store. The replacement thong bikini panties had her refitted into tourist business attire.
She packaged up a dozen souvenir bags of the aphrodisiac coffee beans and gave them to Leticia to carry back to the ship. Then she unlocked the door, flipped the 'Open' sign, and restored the shop to normal caffeine disbursement. She attended to the next arriving customer with a renewed smile and blushing glow lacking just a half hour ago.
Leticia sat with her alpha male guest at the window table, waiting patiently for him to arouse some more from his drug induced swoon. She knew in about an hour that Chuck would be sober enough to walk and she would dutifully guide him back to the safety of the ship.
-----
Across town, Claire and her guest, Alfred, entered a Tee-shirt boutique. The walls were lined with suggestively phrased merchandise and the alpha male browsed the displays, liking some sayings and others less so. As he made his way to the rear of the narrow store, he spied the shop girl, Kelsey, wearing a shirt several sizes too small with a particularly bawdy logo. The symbol showed a male gender sign with the arrow fully pierced into a female gender sign. Both circles had smiley face eyes and grins. He pointed to her chest with the prominent pokies that formed the smiley face noses.
"Now, I like that one."
"Me, too. It's a best seller."
"I'll bet. But I mean 'I like THAT one'. Can I buy it?"
"Yes, but before you make any final decisions, let me show you what else you may like."
Kelsey thought Alfred was a very handsome and she had been instantly attracted to him. Here on the secluded island, it was the same ole' same ole' with the lackluster resident men and the usual pudgy tourists. She was ready for a flirtatious adventure, as short and as one off as it may be.
Her hands gripped the shirt hem and she peeled it over her head. Her big tits bounced once and were a sight to behold. Her boobs jiggled enticingly when she leaned over to reach under the counter, withdrawing another tee. She wiggled into that one and pushed out her chest to full display the new sexy phrase stretched across her breasts. It said 'You make me so horny'.
"What do you think?"
"I like that one, too. Do I?"
"Do you what?"
Kelsey looked down and saw the phrase where his eyes still rested. Her eyes lifted to his face.
"Oh... Well, maybe... but just for chuckles, let's try one more."
She repeated the strip and switch, again arching her back to clearly show the shirts lettering: 'His Blowjob Bitch' with an arrow pointing sideways. She turned in profile, pointing the arrow towards him and glanced down to where he was again focused on her full breasts and hard nipples. She looked across the counter and saw the swell of a well-endowed package in Alfred's shorts. She returned her gaze to his face, smiling as he spoke.
"Well, I like everything I've seen. How much?"
"Today, we are running a special. Full price for one, half price for the second."
She paused to remove the third shirt and stood bare chested again before her potential customer. She stood tall, hands on hips, pushed her tits forward and winked.
"But today, just for you, if you buy all three at full price, I'll be your designated 'Blowjob Bitch' in the back room."
The man's lips crinkled a grin as he contemplated the offer. 'Nothing ventured, nothing gained' he figured.
"Okay, deal!" was Alfred's reply.
The girl bobbed her head towards the curtain covered doorframe separating the front and back rooms. He followed her sashaying booty into her lair.
Kelsey tipped her man backward against a pile of unboxed merchandise. She leaned in for a kiss, pressing her boobs against his chest. She released the lip lock and his hands found her chest masses. She steadied herself while he hefted and kneaded her big firm boobs. She gently extracted herself from his clutch by kneeling down. Opening his fly, she withdrew his cock and confirmed her earlier size assessment. A hand held his mighty rod level as her lips descended and she suckled her treat.
In the front of the shop, Claire folded her man's triple set of purchases and settled the invoice against her guest's ship bursar account. The doorbell tinkled as a pair of older customers entered the shop. Kelsey paused at the sound, her mouth full of cock, a frown crinkled her face.
'No... No... Not now... Please, no interruptions...' she worried.
Feeling her angst, Alfred's hands shot to her head, holding her in place, opposing any suspension of his blowjob.
Appreciating the importance of oral sex continuity, Claire rose to her ship guide responsibility of assuring privacy for the backroom fellatio session. She greeted the browsing customers as if she was the shop attendant. Her voice was loud enough to be heard in the back room.
"Good day, folks. Can I help you? We always offer you a great selection and it's a big job to take it all in. So spend all the time you need; I'll be here for as long as it takes."
Kelsey heard her friend's double entendre intervention and smiled around her oral probe. She looked up at her man's face, gave a double nod 'yes', before plunging back down on her mouthful. It WAS a big job to take it all in but she managed to slide the excess into her throat. He released his grip on her head and let her take control of the action.
Kelsey was a masterful fellatrice and used all the time she needed to steadily build him to the summit. As she heard him crest the carnal apex, she pulled back and held the sputtering knob snuggly between her vacuumed cheeks. Her mouth was coated with solid shots of his jism. It was a sizeable ejaculation and she was proud of her ability to cause such a copious spew.
Kelsey let the goo rest on her tongue, savoring the musky tang of fresh male cream as the sputtering cock slackened in her mouth. She relished the taste of her favorite summer flavor.
She sucked hard and held him in until he mostly deflated. These short weekly sessions, no matter how long, were never long enough to her liking. She sighed and glumly swallowed the yummy treat. She held the loose tube level in her grip and popped a kiss on the sticky knob, slurping a lingering last dribble that emerged at the tip. She looked up and swiped her tongue across her cum stained lips, mewing her thanks for the generous milky gratuity that Alfred had added to the bawdy merchandise charges.
Kelsey felt deep gratitude to her thoughtful friend Claire who brought her the weekly fix for her persistent oral addiction. The recurring dose of alpha male extract was a soothing balm to her spirits while she also stomached the boredom of abiding all summer here at her parents' mundane island home.
-----
Ginger and Patty, still clad in their teeny bikinis, scurried down the passageway, stopping at Captain Ron's cabin door. They were almost late but arrived just at the appointed time. They settled their giggles and, holding each other's hand, knocked politely on the door.
"Enter" they heard.
They opened the portal, stepped through and closed it behind them. They stood side by side, examining the Commander's cabin for the first time. It was the largest personal space onboard, well-appointed with fixtures and nautical decorations. But what dominated the room was the man who occupied it.
Captain Ron must have been napping, possibly forgetful of their assigned meeting. He was laying naked in bed, rolled on his side, facing the summoned redheads. They spied his loose long cock, lolling across his lower thigh, familiar to them both.
"Come closer."
They stepped nearer the bed. Their gaze beheld the exposed manly tool that each had been introduced to on their Sunday arrival, one in the throat and the other in her tight little pussy.
Captain Ron waved them closer still, motioning for them to get on the bed. As they climbed on, he pulled them on either side as he rolled onto his back. Each was encompassed by a strong arm and he cuddled them close to lay against his side. He gave each a welcoming kiss in turn. They lay their heads on his chest and looked down at his semi-hard cock. Their hands magnetically moved towards it but skittered back when they realized he lack of directive. He saw their hesitation and intervened.
"Go ahead. You may touch it" he allowed. "Get me ready."



The dual assignment was now clear to the girls but the individual steps were yet to be determined. But they perceived that the alpha male embracing them would determine those next steps.
Two soft hands circled his dick and cooperated to improve the sturdiness of his manhood. The sight brought back recent memories of packed throats and cunts. Would the other girl experience the pussy or throaty thrills that each had experienced separately? Probably so.
And, sure enough, the man made his next choice.
"Suck me, Patty. All the way."
Patty glanced to Ginger, who read Patty's apprehensive look about the size of his cock.
"It's okay, you can do it. I did."
"But you're better at it, at least I think so. You didn't gag when you swallowed the whole thing up on the bridge."
"Yeah, I know. But just take a deep breath before you force it down. Let it slide naturally and you'll be okay. Gulp a few times at the bottom; he'll really like that. Well, at least I think all men like that."
Captain Ron watched the reassurance exchange play out, okay with a short delay as long as it didn't last too long. Patty shuffled her head to his groin and kissed the knob. He turned to Ginger and kissed her lips as Patty slid the first inch or two into her suckling mouth. It felt good, for Patty and for him.
His arm was less encumbered by Patty's bent down body and he was free to pluck at her bikini top back snap. The elastic bands shot apart and he pulled the cups sideways across her chest, grazing her nipples. He casually tossed the fabric on the floor. Ginger loosed her own top and tossed it away as well. His hand rounded the unoccupied redhead's prone torso and squeezed her modest boob.
Ginger looked downward and saw Patty fully engaged, bobbing on a mouthful of dick. Always ready with a helping hand, she reached out and pressed the back of Patty's head, encouraging her to go deeper. She felt a moment's hesitation while Patty took a deep breath. Then down she went and took the long stiffness inch by inch into her throat until her nose touched his slack scrotum. She swallowed once to test the fit.
Captain Ron lay his head back and moaned at the ripple sensation on his corona. Ginger saw his acceptance of the move and leaned in to Patty ear, whispering for her to keep going as long as she could. She watched the fellatrice's throat ripple and moments later Patty drew back to catch her breath. Ginger laid again at his side, allowing Ginger freedom to do her duty. She felt his hand slide over her ass and between her thighs from behind. His digit wormed under her panties and rubbed tenderly on her vulva and clitoris. Her emerging dew coated his finger as he shallowly poked at her cock lacking orifice.
The man's hand pressed the head where Ginger had and, with another heavy intake of air, Patty dove back down, a little less nervous about gagging. She swallowed a quick series and the ripple was almost a vibration. Hearing her man moan anew, she was inspired to combine hums with the swallows, sounding like a little girl mewing over the taste of her new favorite Popsicle proxy, albeit this one warm rather than cold and musky rather than fruity.
Captain Ron grabbed a handful of redhead strands and jerked Patty free of his erection. He didn't want to squander his discharge in her mouth and endure a refraction delay. Patty had proven her skills and gotten him ready. He now wanted to see if Ginger's cunt was as tight as her friend Patty's had been on Sunday.
He rolled on his side towards Ginger and pulled away her bottoms, handing them back toward Patty, who had assumed a kneeling pose on the mattress where she could watch Ginger's looming fuck.
"Here, save these for me."
Another roll brought him atop Ginger, who dutifully spread her thighs to let him saddle up. His arm circled between the mattress and her back, bracing her body to his as his other hand left off her pussy fingering to grab a handful of ass. She turned her face to the kneeling Patty, who had just turned back after depositing the stripped off panties on the bedside nightstand.
Irresistibly trapped beneath the bulk pressing her hard into the mattress, Ginger's vision was fixed on Patty's face, who was staring back in fascination. Patty gave a sly thumbs up, a smirk and a brief nod, silent assurances of Ginger's looming bliss. Captain Ron's saliva coated cock wiggled its way to her nether lips as he shuffled to a good position. She reacted with her own limb clutches of the beefy man's body.
He punched in, and even with the slickness of both their parts, it was an awkward stretch. Her eyes popped wide and her mouth formed a wide open soundless O. Patty watched and remembered the raw pleasure of her own pussy packing. Earlier this week, he had fingered her pussy liberally before gradually implanting himself. And she still recalled the uncomfortable fit. It must be the same bitter sweet agony for Ginger, more so without any real prior loosening. Patty bit a knuckle to hold back an impulsive cry of empathy for her friend.
Now Ginger sensed how Patty had felt, apprehensive about the deep throat packing she had just experienced, after enduring Captain Ron's welcome aboard cunt stretching fuck. Well, if Patty could survive a cunt fucking by the skipper, then so could she. And she set her mind to make this the best tight pussy fucking Captain Ron ever had, even better than Patty's.
She rocked and rolled, squirmed and squeezed, eagerly thrashing under the confining weight of the man, whose mighty cock shuttled to deep plunges in her cunt. Indubitably, her totally engaged performance was getting to her as well. Ginger felt a growing buzz in her groin and weird tickles as her excited nipples were burnished by his sweaty chest.
Patty watched Ginger's wild gyrations and impulsively stole a fondling finger inside her own panties. She was spellbound by the bounding bodies and rubbed up a sexual fervor in unison with her bed-borne playmates.
Ginger went over the top first, barely perceiving through her ecstatic mindlessness the loud manly growls, vocalized simultaneously with the warm flow jetting deep into her womb. Her teary eyes glimpsed Patty's face turned upwards and the strained expression of an inaudible cry.
Ginger liberated her consciousness and allowed it to soar aloft on misty clouds of her tantric passion. Then she plummeted from the foggy dream-state, descending back to consciousness under Captain Ron.
The satiated pair both laid relatively quiescent, except for gusty breaths as they each recovered their mentality. They wiggled loose from their reciprocal clinging, his seminal dregs oozing from her cunt, uncorked by his withdrawn softened cock. Patty watched the slowly disentangling paramours, suckling her dew flavored finger through a satisfied smile.
He rolled on his back; Patty and Ginger resumed a post-coitus sandwich cuddle along his sides. The trio relaxed and lightly petted as their bodies more fully recovered.
But time was up for this Thursday. They rousted themselves to attend to other individual duties waiting elsewhere on the ship. Would they have more special duty next week? The redheads hoped so. Captain Ron knew so.
-----
All Aboard
At dinner that evening, the returned guest males shared the tales of their experiences and purchases. The three waitresses wore the bawdy tee shirts during dinner. The coffee shop patron distributed small gifts of the aphrodisiac laced coffee beans to his comrades. The after dinner coffee brew was purposefully made from the same secret beans.
For tonight, it was the female staff's turn to select the pairings for the overnights in cabins. The aphrodisiacs would render the men completely amenable to each young lady's favorite copulation preferences and practices. None of the alpha male guests would have complained anyway, with or without the chemical inducements.
As usual, Claire emerged later than the others and found Willie alone... again. She helped him to his cabin, where Willie was delighted to be administered a small dose of the caffeinated love drug. Claire enjoyed a night of grandfatherly cuddles followed by a semi-hard sidesaddle insertion that culminated in Willie's seminal discharge into her welcoming womb. Claire was pleased, even joyful, that she had finally gotten the yearned for experience of coital incest with her pseudo granddaddy, Willie.
-----
Fetish Friday - Staff Auction
The day was spent at sea, the ship slowly plowing through the blue sea back toward its home port from the farthest reaches of the fun filled voyage. It was an at-will day, allowing the men to form new hookups or resample a favored past one. The only rule was that the pairings were consensual by the girls. In late afternoon, some guests chose a staff girl to attend him in his cabin while he preened for the evening's concluding cruise action, the Captain's Farewell Dinner and Staff Auction in the main lounge.
It was a tradition onboard that the last night afloat included a gala where the individual staff leadership were auctioned off and the proceeds were split 50:50 between the crew's pooled gratuities and the TWA Scholarship Fund. Captain Ron acted as the Auctioneer. The dining room was all abuzz with anticipation throughout the Banquet Meal. The men eagerly departed the dining room and assembled with drinks in the yacht's main lounge.
Captain Ron mounted the low stage before the assembled men and called for their attention. He delivered a standard safety speech, cautioning the alpha males that all TWA Rules of Conduct were to be honored. Permission for bawdy and raucous activities was conceded but no harm must come to any of the ladies delivered into their custody. He accepted their murmured assent. And called the first bid item to the stage.
Melody, the start-off auction item strode into the room in her high heels and bodycon dress. She was one of the housemaids, dressed in glamourous attire as opposed to her working uniform. She wore a sequined sleeveless party dress, hem well above the knees, curly hair coiffed atop her head and makeup and jewelry perfectly applied to accent her lovely features.
She was almost unrecognizable to the several men whom she had gratified with handjobs and blowjobs in her housemaid uniform on past weekday mornings. She stood in model stance, one heeled foot a half step forward, raising her hem and exposing another few inches of her shapely thigh. Her bright smile filled the room with glee. The men were fascinated by the difference in the presentation, a high style lady of fashion versus a uniformed working girl. The looming encounter would feel like the conquest of a fine lady of luxury rather than the simple relief of their sexual pressure.
Captain Ron asked for bids. It started well but slowed and stalled; the affluent but mindful businessmen were hesitant to commit too heavily to the first proffered female, pondering the unknown possibilities soon to come. Captain Ron knew his role and facilitated the process.
"Ah, com'on, gents... You can do better than that! Let me stir your fantasies..."
With that, he zipped her bodycon dress down the back. She helped with a shoulder shrug as he pushed it forward and peeled it down her body. It pooled about her feet at the floor. She resumed her smile filled model pose and arched her back a little more. Her shapely round tits and makeup enhanced nipples drew all eyes to her near naked body which now sported only heels, panties and jewelry.
The bidding re-gathered steam and Fred won the bidding. Melody's heart skipped a beat. She had sucked him to completion during a weekday morning but he had not asked for real sex. Hoping to discover those talents soon, Melody gladly accompanied Fred out of the lounge. The other men watched them leave, a little envious and now more motivated to obtain their own sexy bedmate. They settled down quickly and paid attention as Captain Ron motioned for the next auction participant.
Ladya was next on the fund raising roster. She entered the stage dressed in her traditional cultural saris. The translucent covers cloudily hinted at the dark hues of her broad nipples and shaved nether regions under the single, very sheer layer of fabric. Her face and hair were primed to perfection, her demur smile and soft body exuding an open invitation for a man to wallow in the warm nooks and crannies that stood before them on shadowy display.
"What will you bid for a night of legendary Kama Sutra pleasures in the company of this maven of those sensuous arts?"
One, then another, bid was called out. A weaker voice raised a third bid and all eyes turned to its source, Willie. His frail arm held his hand up; all the other gentlemen gave a knowing look around at their fellows. Captain Ron perceived the consensus. Ladya would be the perfect companion for elder Willie, a suitable gentle ending to his annual attendance on this TWA Event.
Captain Ron called "Sold" and light applause accompanied Ladya's slipper silent steps as she moved delicately past the seated men towards her prize winner. She motioned to Ginger, one of the waitressing co-eds. Together, they helped Willie to his feet, bracketing him, while he leaned heavily on Ladya during his shuffle from the lounge towards his cabin.
The auction room hummed lowly at the murmured good feelings at the generous gesture to Willie. It soon cooled when Arinya walked on stage. The seated men sat taller, almost at attention, as they expected some harsh directives and stern admonishment from the authoritative Security Chief. She was dressed in a military style blue blouse and skirt, boldly staring down the assembled audience. Captain Ron broke the spell.
"Who thinks he's man enough to subdue this brassy bitch?"
The men glanced around at the others, wondering if anyone was brave enough to take the challenge. A tentative voice offered a modest bid, testing the waters. There was a long pause and Captain Ron knew he had to ease their apprehensions.
Arinya maintained her at-attention pose as he reached around and unbuttoned her uniform blouse, pulled out the tails and exposed her bra encased bulging breasts. Arinya didn't flinch, the blouse hanging loosely on her arms limp at her side. She maintained bold eye contact with her audience, sweeping her gaze slowly from man to man.
"Anyone?" the auctioneer quizzed.
With still no response, he zipped the side zipper, peeling open the panels and slipped the skirt over her hips, dropping it to her ankles and letting her flesh toned panties appear. That got a few nervous catcalls of encouragement and one bid was timidly offered. Another and another, gaining tepid confidence, but dying away at a less than optimal plateau.
Captain Ron upped the ante. He reached around and plucked the clip between her breasts, pulled aside the cups and exposed her firm high boobs with their puckered nipples. If anything, Arinya's chin tilted up a little higher, stoically assenting to her public stripping. Continuing, he unclipped her thong panties, tossing them aside dramatically.
The next scene had him pressing on her shoulders. Her knees bent forward and she settled her ass on her heels, kneeling with open palms turned upward, resting on her thighs. She tilted her head down, focused on the floor between her spread knees, rescinding the bold stare and presenting herself in the willing female pose.
He snapped his fingers towards Ginger and Patty who skipped onstage carrying black leather restraints. They guided her hands behind her back, helping the Auctioneer bind Arinya's wrists in cuffs and circle her neck with a sturdy collar.
Rising bids were called out in quicker cadence at the sight of a more controllable Arinya. The price reached a level that Captain Ron thought was suitable and he called 'Sold' to end the bidding. Hank, the sturdy beau hunk, strode to the stage to take possession of his prize but Ginger and Patty knew of further plans. Their hands signaled him to halt his closing progress just as he mounted the stage. He stood where they had stopped him and they opened his fly, extracting his large cock, and stroking it to a sufficient firmness.
Captain Ron grabbed a handful of Arinya's blonde hair and pulled her face level for an initial foreplay blowjob. Hank retreated a step, fearing a bite. Captain Ron produced a dog switch and reminded both of the newly matched pair about the consequences for causing hurt to the other in violation of the TWA Rules of Conduct.
Hank hefted his growing cock and broached a witty query to Arinya's temporary controller.
"Does gagging count as causing hurt?"
"Only if it leads to asphyxiation."
"I'll be careful" assured Hank.
Captain Ron used his handful of Arinya's hair to yank her head back further and look up at his face.
"The same TWA Rules of Conduct apply to you as well."
He emphasized the seriousness of the rules by brandishing the switch threateningly in her view and sliding a warning touch of the leather end flap against the side of her left boob.
"No biting!"
She nodded her agreement and Captain Ron handed the dog switch over to Hank. He leaned her forward within range of the stiff cock awaiting her and she dutifully opened her mouth. Hank held himself level as her lips touched the tip and she vacuumed half of his shaft inside. They fell into a spontaneous collaboration. His hips jiggled and her head bobbled. He enjoyed the knob massage, especially the tongue rubs on his underside cleft and her hollowed cheeks swiping over his corona. He let her work his forward half shaft, postponing his intended gagging challenge until their soon-to-be private time.
The audience cheered them on but Captain Ron stopped the action short of completion. He handed the winning bidder a silver chain leash. Hank clipped it to her buckled leather collar and used it to haul her up on her high heels. He led Arinya off stage, tugging on the connected leash. Then he steered her to walk in front of him as they left the auction room. Just before exiting the lounge, a sharp swat on her exposed ass cheek got a 'yip' and a hop from the bound female. It got a giggle from Hank. Everyone else imagined that Arinya was headed for what would be a night of rough and edgy sex.
Myra entered the stage just as the previous couple exited the room, drawing the men's attention back to the next bidding session. The Indochinese emigre was, of course, decked out in a French maid's outfit. And, as might be expected, this version of the daily uniform would have gained approval from the chateau's lord and master but probably not from the lady of the house.
The attire consisted of a silky laced up corset, with stockings held up by attached elastic clips. The cupless corset was brief, leaving her tits, ass and cunt bare. The translucent waist apron did almost nothing to conceal her shaved pussy. She accessorized the outfit with high heels, a throat circling velvet choker and a bowtie satin ribbon that captured her gathered black straight hair into a sensible working girl hair bun.
Even before the auctioneer could address the interested buyers with the maid's introduction, a high starting bid rang out. Myra gave a smirking smile at that. She had followed the other offered women's starting bids from the wings and knew this was the best opening bid of the night so far. She watched as a mad scramble ensued to secure her overnight favors. In the end, surmounting the frenzied competition, John placed the paramount offer.
She was delighted that the handsome man was willing to hand over such a sum for a passing night of her favors. She intended to reward his investment with exquisite intimate dividends. The latest lucky pair held hands as they sauntered happily out of the room, her firm ass and boobs bestowing future fetish memories in the minds of the men they left behind.



Captain Ron called for the next bid lot and began describing Gus but trailed off as the female who walked into the room wasn't Gus. Some of the men were disappointed, but many others were thrilled when Sam sauntered onstage.
Sam had begged Gus for a slot in the auction roster, asserting that, as a TWA graduate, she had the tools and skills to operate a man's precious equipment just as well as she could run the ship's precision equipment. She complained of the week-long sexual dry spells that she endured between weekend shore leaves. Gus gave in, just this once, but Sam vowed to herself that her performance tonight would earn her a regular slot on the weekly auction lineup.
The glamorous Sam standing before the assembled men was anything but the grease covered mechanic they had met on the first day's tour. Gone were the baggy overalls, replaced by an elegant strapless red gown with a waist to floor slit that flashed her heels and leg as she walked to center stage. The dress's built in under-boob shelving supported her loose breasts, bulging with cleavage. The hard model step jiggled her sensitized nipples against the thin body-draping fabric. The rubbing produced the prominent pokies that became the focus of every man's eye. She felt the flushing tingles at her flimsily covered sensitized nipples and detected the men's attentions focused there. She upped her game accordingly.
She seductively pivoted sideways to her audience, displaying the stiff nubs in cone capping profile. At the same time, the leg slit widened all the way to her waist and displayed a generous view of her toned hip and sculpted leg. She tilted her head to the side and turned her face to her rapt spectators. Her long brown waves slid over the side of her face. She looked past the partial shrouding and winked at the men, a flirty smirk on her bright red lips.
She wanted the men to feel how much she wanted to be wanted, to be part of this decadent sexual festivity. She needed them to get the message that she desperately wanted to be fucked, fucked hard and fucked now. Her pussy tingled with excitement, and she felt her vaginal dew wetting her temporarily unseen silken thong.
A bid rang out, twice the usual starting amount. She saw the elevated hand and recognized Ethan, the man whom she had overheard mumbling his hope in the engine space for a chance to try out the pliancy of Sam's boobs. The others looked his way, grinning, recognizing his special interest in Sam. Playing on his fervent desires, they counter bid in small increments, goading their lust sodden colleague into offering a suitable gratuity for the rare opportunity to mate with Sam.
She saw the game play out among the teasing colleagues and Ethan's facial expression piqued whenever someone temporarily outbid him. Her unconscious body language hinted at glee when he bid and gloom when he was outbid, reflecting his similar mood through the back and forth rising counter bids. Finally, the other men ended their little amusement and let Sam's destined paramour, the one who had admired her even in her dirty overalls, win his yearned for boob play and cock plunge.
As Captain Ron proclaimed her 'SOLD', Sam felt the throbs of desire drumming louder in the depths of her cunt. She flipped her hair back, smiled broadly and boogied her way into the midst of the applauding men. Her gown played along and swished open for flashes of calves and thighs. She stood before her champion, leaned forward at the waist to give him a down dress view as she took his hands in hers and planted a chaste little smack on his lips. She pulled him up and, holding Ethan's arm in a boob crushing hug, sashayed away with him from the room. They both couldn't have looked happier at the turn of events.
Captain Ron paused the action long enough for the amused men to watch Sam's swaying ass saunter off to her imminent fuck fest. As the couple moved out of sight, the attention returned to the stage.
"Gentlemen, I think you are really going to like what's next. It's always the highlight of auction night, probably the whole week."
He clapped his hands twice and Ginger and Patty, the two flimsily clad hostesses returned to the area trailing a silver leash chain. The chain connected to a leather collar fastened around the neck of the First Officer.
Ophelia, blindfolded and obviously nude beneath a calf length velvet cloak, unseeingly followed the leash's lead. She stepped up on the low stage and was posed standing, facing her audience. Captain Ron stepped beside her and commenced his auctioneer duties.
He ordered her attendants to remove her cloak, which revealed that underneath she wore cuffs and a shelving corset. The men mewed and moaned at the sight. Even with the blindfold covering her eyes, the men could tell she was primped and primed for the evening with face and body makeup, accented by sparkling jewelry.
Bidding commenced and again stalled at a suboptimal plateau. Captain Ron directed the attending maidens to twist Ophelia in contorted stances, presenting in detail her features and orifices to the dwindling crowd of anxious alpha males. The bids climbed higher and when a suitable price was offered, Ophelia heard the words she wanted: 'SOLD'. Chuck quietly rose and stepped purposefully to the stage. The leash pulled at her collar and she was led her off blindly for her auction prize duties in the winner's bed.
Ginger and Patty were left alone at the stage. The remaining two Pledge Contributors, Alfred and Danny, scrambled to bid for the two remaining females but halted midway. Recognizing their advantage, they shook hands, agreeing to a foursome and offered a joint bid for both females. Captain Ron acknowledged the situation and accepted their reasonable bid. The two men each grabbed one of the fetish clad waitresses and headed for the exit door. The girls were hauled off down the narrow companionway to Alfred's cabin, joined by an equally fervent Danny. Along the way, they stripped the girls frantically, piece by piece, leaving a trail of discarded clothes for unencumbered housemaids to pick up in the morning.
-----
Captain Ron meandered around the empty salon, gathering up the littered cocktail napkins, empty drink glasses and abandoned pieces of glamourous and fetish stripped costumes.
He mused how well Sam's surprise appearance had been received at the auction. Gus had implied a surprise substitution. He thought it would be one of the waitresses or a housemaid. So he had been also surprised at Sam's emergence, but he trusted his Chief Engineer's judgement. Sam was safe in the alpha male's care and he would get an informal report of her performance when he queried her auction winner tomorrow. This could be a serendipitous boon that would add to the cruise's prized reputation and increase its profits. If not, it was a one off trial; nothing ventured, nothing gained.
Gus? So where was Gus? He headed towards the stern lower deck to see if she was watching the mechanical system statuses from the engine room. And there he found her, in casual uniform, in the engineer's cubicle.
"Everything okay?"
"Aye, Aye, Captain. Just giving Sam some onboard liberty to enjoy herself."
"That's very kind of you. Any special reason?"
"Sam complained of the week long sexual dry spells she endured between weekend shore leaves. She said she felt second class and wanted to prove otherwise. So I gave in, just this once."
Captain Ron thought about his packed schedule. Then he thought about Sam in her tantalizing red dress, seductively posing at the auction. She was obviously more than the ship's gear head. He could find time to squeeze Sam into his morale booster schedule; or better said, he could find time to squeeze his cock into Sam. Crew morale was a key part of his responsibilities but so was his morale.
He imagined Sam, naked, sweaty, and writhing beneath him, throating staccato moans as his cock power-fucked her to ecstasy. Wednesdays were too busy, with Gus ashore working the watercraft. Tuesdays were better, mostly anchored with light duty watches.
He recollected how Sam had wowed the crowd at the auction in her sexy red dress. He felt a bit of envy. No doubt by now, her prize bidder had stripped her out of it and was furiously fucking her bodacious body. Captain Ron craved a similar experience, one with the ego boost which comes with a woman's avid efforts to ensnare the affections, and spunk, of an alpha male.
"Sam should not feel second class and I think I know how to make her feel better. Let's set aside a weekly time, say every Tuesday at noon. I'll fuck her in my cabin for an hour or so.
"And don't let her traipse through the guest spaces in her overalls. Glamour and etiquette; heels, bikini, hair and makeup. A presentation at my cabin door that will fire me up quickly, something that will shorten the foreplay. We'll only have an hour, so she needs to set a proper scene right off, if she really wants my recurring favors. "
"Yes, sir. I think she'd like that very much. It should make her feel truly wanted."
Gus knew how Caption Ron felt obliged to be generous with his time and talents when it came to satisfying his subordinates' needs. And if he enjoyed his time with Sam, that was just so much the better.
Captain Ron was suddenly feeling his verve. The sexy auction, the memory of Sam's exhibition and his future plans for her weekly morale boosts, brought it together all at once. He felt a need for release and his best chance for relief was right here in front of him. But he didn't want to lessen his command authority with a show of personal weakness. He turned his carnal need outward, posing it as a gift to his subordinate.
"And, how about you, Gus? You also deserve a reward for your empathy to Sam's needs."
He fingered open her top blouse button and then the next and then another. Gus smiled at the direction that her reward was headed. She glanced at the mechanical status board; all the annunciator lights glowed green. She could take a break and she was ready to turn her own status from green to redline and back, the quicker the better.
She reached forward and zipped open his fly, extracting his penis. He plucked open her front bra closure and her boobs spilled out. She kneeled forward and engulfed his cock in her cleavage.
They petted and played, systematically undressing the other and ended up with the pant-less skipper seated in the chair and a naked Gus straddling his lap, his cock embedded deep in her core. She waggled her hips, stirring his hardness inside, agitating her clitoris against her groin.
His arms braced her lower torso. Gus sloped her torso away in his easy embrace, entrusting her breasts to his whimsical manhandling. She dropped her head back, choosing to focus her senses on the audio and tactile sensations without visual distraction, eyes closed, hair spilling behind her scalp in a blond cascade.
His face fell to her nipple, a first suckling kiss, a lazy circling tongue swipe that tickled the bumps of the areolar glands ringing her broad disk. He heard her moan and she did again when he worked the other side in similar fashion, thoroughly salivating the caps. Her nubs were hard and the little ring bumps prominent now, leaking their natural mammary emollient, a sure sign of her growing arousal. Her nipples were coated with the blended liquids.
He slackened her tit titillations and bounced her on his hips, not so much as regular strokes, more like erratic thumps. It jostled her moisture crowned breasts in rippling waves; the quaking visuals validating his egotistical sense of manly fortitude. The boob hops synced with the wet smacks of the groin impacts. The mutual feelings of unrestrained lust and genital buffeting took on a life of its own and they were unwilling, or quite unable, to halt its climax.
They rode out the wild shaking and bouncing when Gus careened out her orgasmic delight and he spurted his teeming cum into her throbbing pussy. She fell forward, hugging his neck and shedding tears of ecstasy. They stayed in collapsed seated position, letting their redlined sexual romp rev back to a nominal green condition. Playtime was over and, with a few smooches of gratitude, it was time to return to their separate responsibilities of managing a luxury yacht.
-----
Melody, the Housemaid sex kitten, walked slow and sensual on the journey from the lounge to the man's cabin, amused at how her bidding man acted the perfect gentleman during this room bound stroll. The next morning, she would reflect back on the manly manners Fred had shown during their extended lovemaking, accompanied by sensuous cuddling and petting between several deep coital connections.
Inside his cabin, after accomplishing a slow strip and lots of kiss filled foreplay, he had taken charge and moved her to the bed. He lay his body over her. They kissed and cuddled as the skin on skin contact brought smiles and giggles. Melody warmed to his tenderness and calmly spread herself into a welcoming pose. He squirmed around until they were saddled, hip to hip. A few more light smooches followed before staring expectantly into each other's willing eyes. Fred acceded to her erotic summons and inserted himself in her feminine grotto.
The pace was gentle and rich with tender touching. Melody let herself peak easily and enjoyed her first orgasm of the night. Fred paused to let her emotions play out and then rekindled the strokes. Soon, she felt him swell inside her and hugged him close. She chose a learned technique from her TWA days and moved her lips to his ear. Listening for the perfect time, that magic moment just before he spewed, she poked her tongue tip in his ear canal and he cried out in surprise as a prickly 'zing' shot down his spine to his groin.
She felt the first heated volley bang into her womb. Before the imminent second pulse, she clamped down hard on his erection, squeezing the sperm conduit nearly shut, forcing his body to compress his bloated prostate even harder to emit his manly secretions. Fred howled through the follow on arduous jism expulsions but finished with the macho pride of triumph over Melody's sexual challenge.
The night became a series of petting, fucking and stupendous gratifications for Fred. In between, his pillow talk was a braggadocios recounting of his career and life achievements. Melody knew that a man's physical satisfaction was usually coupled with a boosted ego. And she knew how to play both to achieve a higher return on investment. She boosted his macho ego with admiring flattery, working to hasten his refractions. As a result, he fucked her as often as he could manage and they enjoyed a full night of sequentially harder orgasms. Morning brought a sorrowful parting for the exhausted sex mates but it was a most memorable night for both.
-----
Ladya and the coed waitress helped settle Willie in his room, sitting him on the edge of the mattress. Ladya dismissed her aide. The softly curved Hindi woman swayed a sensual belly dance strip. The music was slow and light with flutes and tiny brass finger cymbals. The cloaking silks seemed to melt away until she was naked before an appreciative Willie. Then the private performance moved to the next act when the naked woman unfastened and patiently removed his clothes. She whispered her loving compliments to his healthy physique, smoothing her warm hands over his bare skin and cooed praises to his continued fortitude when she saw his stiffening penis. She kneeled before him and cuddled his manhood in her cradling buxom as he laid his hands on her shoulders for bracing and support.
He smiled as her tactile caresses generated swelling at his groin and his erection got harder. She pecked little kisses on the tip of his spongy knob when it emerged above her bountiful cleavage.
Ladya shifted to increased oral stimulation, tongue laps and shallow sucking. She was an expert in many love making forms, each time adjusting her methods to the needs and capacities of her sex partner. And now she drew the mature man to his yearned for ejaculation.
She rose and continued her praises to his fortuitous continuing manliness as she gently arranged him side-lying on the bed. She crawled in with him and spooned his body, pressing her mammary softness against his back in bed. Her arm lay on his hip as her hand lovingly cradled his flaccid cock. As the night moved on, she bestowed more smooth comfort and great satisfaction to the elderly Pledge Contributor. The morning was greeted by a gentle side-saddle ejaculation that finished his weeklong sensual sojourn on a proper note and granted him memoirs to contemplate on his homeward journey.
-----
Arinya stepped lively as her man drove her ahead of him down the passageway, an intermittent snap of the dog switch on her bared ass cheeks. She stumbled at the clipped pace as she pranced ahead, trying to lengthen the distance between them. But he clutched the silver chain leach, holding her at a strike ready distance, reminding her of his hegemony.
Nearing his quarters, Hank yanked back on the leach to halt her stride and pressed her naked front to the coolness of the door as he opened the latch and pushed her into the room. She fell to the floor and twisted to a half sit, turning her head to glare at him. She recoiled at the quick swat on her tit that cautioned her to suppress her willfulness. She lowered her eyes and shuffled into the presentation position that had preceded her fellatio on the lounge stage: seated on her heels, hands cuffed behind her back, torso at attention, head erect with eyes lowered. The pose fully exposed her tits to his molestation.
She waited for the expected exploitation of her submissive stance and her mind drifted back to her Senior Year at TWA where she had discovered her affinity for this kinky fetish.
It was a Free Will Weekend and the Friday evening soiree, the senior participants mingling in the Ballroom with the newly arrived Pledge Contributors. Her attending co-ed classmates, just like her, had been dressed to impress, flaunting their most glamorous attire and demeanors. She had fulfilled her role as seductress and had been selected by a handsome and fit middle aged man to be his first night's bedmate. They strode happily to her dorm room and, inside, had continued the erotic night with a passionate standing kiss and fondle interlude.
Her aroused man had unzipped her shiny sequined cocktail dress and the red body-con sheath soon puddled at her ankles. She let him admire her loveliness, now adorned only with heels, jewelry, makeup and a smile. He smiled back and she had taken that as a cue to disrobe her alpha male companion.
Suitably naked, the man had hoisted her onto the bed and mounted her, setting a casual pace. Arinya had reveled in the skin-on-skin friction heating her core. She moaned towards an orgasm but heard his demand.
"Not yet... wait for me... hold... Hold... HOLD..."
But she couldn't hold back and had careened out her ecstasy. The man, unfinished, had pulled out and stepped to the bedside. He had roughly dragged her off the mattress and posed her with knees spread wide on the floor, hands clasping her ankles as she leaned back against the edge of the bed. Her tits with the ecstasy engorged nipples had thus been thrust forward to his view.
He had rummaged in her TWA furnished sexual toy toolbox and retrieved the dog switch which had not been used on her before. He tapped it against her puffy pussy. She had winced and her peripheral vision saw his large cock, still inflated, waggling at his groin. He sawed the switch shaft through her juicy crevasse and she had unexpectedly moaned anew at the sensation. He had paused, contemplating his options and had chosen his next target.
The switch landed square on her left nipple, stinging her into a wail. That barely ended before her other tit was similarly attacked. A half dozen back and forth swats followed quickly before she wailed out another orgasm. Her panting mouth was still open when it was filled with sticky flesh and her head was forced back against the mattress. With her head pinned between mattress and hairy groin, she had cooperated, as best she could, while he drove his cock in and out of her throat. She had careened again when he had hollered, withdrawn to half-mast and spewed his cum on her tongue.



Later in the night, she rode his cock in cowgirl as he pinched her nipples and manhandled her tits. She had exhibited better self-control by waiting him out and then had enjoyed her own orgasm after she felt him jet inside her excited cunt. From then on, she was hooked and, ever since, had taken every opportunity to perfect her rough sex techniques.
Tonight, aboard the Bluewater Maiden, Arinya felt her man's presence as he moved to her and returned her thoughts to the here and now. The man's semi-turgid cock sagged from his open fly, having made the journey from stage to cabin still exposed. He stepped forward and bumped her nose with the sticky tip. She tilted up just enough for her tongue to scoop his knob into her open mouth. Hank leaned in to press it home. His dog switch tapped her lightly on her bare hip.
"Remember! No biting!"
She gave a cock muffled 'yuss, ssir'.
She recommenced her earlier interrupted blowjob, pivoting at her waist, a motion that jiggled her boobs as her head nodded on his erection. She pressed him to the back of her mouth, testing her gag suppression techniques. His palm cupped the back of her head and pulled her forehead to bump his beltbuckle. His knob slid past her tonsils and she controlled the autonomic convulsion in her throat, hoping to impress him with her capacity to give a man a prolonged deep throat. She hadn't neared her limit when he halted her efforts early, again grabbing handfuls of hair and yanking her off his dick. He used the hair clutch to force her head back and look up at his stern set face.
"Lay back on the floor; spread your legs. I am going to fuck your cunt."
He released his hair hold and she smoothly complied with his rude command, suppressing a wince at the floor's coolness against her back. Her ass was boosted up by her cuffed hands trapped beneath, prominently presenting her flowered open pink pussy.
Hank stripped off his clothes and dropped to his knees between her wide spread heeled legs, bracing above her body on his arms, lining up for his first pussy penetration. He stared into her eyes as he drove in, stroking down hard and fast, his saliva slickened cock finding easy entrance. His spend happened quickly, too quickly, over energized by the elongated foreplay. He backed out and told her to stay where she was as he fell wearily onto the bed.
Later in the evening, he dragged her off the floor and rudely fucked her doggy style, pressing her face down at the edge of the mattress, using her cuffed wrists as hand held reins. After achieving his personal pleasure, he rolled her back on the floor before he lounged and dozed again in the sheeted bed.
He hauled her off the floor later and allowed her some time in his bed, at first because he wanted to watch her bouncing on his prone hips in a reverse cowgirl. After the several previous ejaculations, it took a long time for him to near his peak, but when it finally arrived, he leaned her back onto his chest, his hands mashing and mauling her tits as jetted his cum again into her pussy. He rolled her beside him, hooked her restraints to the headboard and admonished her to be still while he rested. She also slept but was awakened at dawn to endure a rough, restrained missionary pounding. Hank forgot, or didn't care, to release her restraints when he departed.
Soon enough, the housemaid found her alone, tied spread-eagle to the bed, cum seeping from her swollen labia. The fretful girl moved to release the senior staff officer but Arinya slipped her bonds easily before the housemaid could assist. With her special military training, she could have done so anytime during the previous night but that would have broken character and spoiled her client's macho amusement.
And also would have ruined the spiritual liberation she found in rough bondage sex whenever she abandoned her dominating nature and surrendered to the impulsive whims of an arrogant alpha male.
-----
Myra stood in the French maid costume as John surveyed his acquisition. There was no hurry to remove any of her clothes. In fact, he liked the idea of fucking her in the fetish uniform. Instead, his hands smoothed across the velvety corset, laced tightly to constrict her waist and make her rounded ass and bulging tits even more prominent and alluring. His hands roamed her body, a pat here and a pinch there, validating the tone and texture of her exposed skin.
Myra thought John's appearance reminded her of her mother Marie's employer years ago. M. Cartier employed the woman at his Paris office. It was a moderate affair with a few dozen office workers. Myra had been born years before in Vietnam, the product of her mother's tryst with a French soldier of fortune. He was gone by the time the mother and teenaged daughter escaped before the fall of the south. A refugee in France, the mother had found survival work in a few places while completing a business school certificate. That led her to a steady job with M. Cartier's firm.
Myra had visited her mother's office several times over the years. M. Cartier was always courteous and doting to the young girl. A summer internship at the firm followed her high school graduation.
Myra noted that some of the young secretaries held closed door meetings with the boss during the day, some for an hour or more. They must have been satisfactory meetings as the women emerged smiling, though often flushed, and a little disheveled.
One day Myra was summoned and the meeting took an un-businesslike turn. Marie noted her daughter's absence from the desks and cubicles and asked around. Learning of the unscheduled meeting, the mother rushed into M. Cartier's office and found her giggling half-naked daughter redoing her dress.
A sputtering M. Cartier, sticky cock still exposed, tried to calm the situation. He offered excuses and, in the end, promised a full tuition and board scholarship for the girl at an educational academy, but one of his choice. The mother, though making a fair living, knew she had no resources available for Myra's educational advancement and finally agreed to the arrangement. That fall, Myra was enrolled at Total Woman Academy, with M. Cartier as her benefactor.
She thrived during her years at the exclusive and elusive campus. She chose the Culinary Arts as her academic major. She was a natural at the Poise curriculum. In her junior and senior years, M. Cartier was a regular guest coach tutor, and along with other Pledge Contributors and the regular staff, trained and coached Myra in the magnificent ways of Eros. She graduated with Honors.
Mundane employment in the food service industry was never a considered option. A series of risqué assignments had fast-tracked her career and led her to this senior staff placement on the Total Woman Bluewater Maiden.
"Dad promised you would be a great fuck."
Myra was startled away from her memories and looked closer. Now she saw the resemblance in a new light. John Cartier was the son of M. Cartier, her first employer, first sex mentor, and then TWA Pledge Contributor benefactor. She had seen the youthful Cartier on rare occasions at the office, younger then, but still a number of years older than her.
She relaxed in his presence, stepping closer, putting her arms around his neck, speaking confidently, closely, face to face. She pressed her groin against his and crinkled her almond shaped blue eyes as she retorted his taunt.
"That sounds like a challenge, dear sir. Do you think you can keep up with me?"
He grinned back at her gloating expression. His father had not previously divulged to his son this luscious creature's TWA enrollment and the educational journey. The old man had invited John to be his proxy for a few Freewill Weekends but never at Myra's particular campus. Those ribald retreats were realistic illustrations of the virile profligacies available to highly successful businessmen.
Taking the hint, John had proved his prowess as a flourishing entrepreneur. His father encouraged his desire to traipse through the dominion of elite alpha males by booking him on this weeklong sex cruise. And thereupon informed him of a special feminine delicacy to be had onboard, but only if he had accumulated a disposable bankroll large enough to attain it.
John had stretched his resources on his father's advocacy and now the object of the Cartier men's desire was pressing her bare nipples into his chest. He smelled her scented breath and the flowery, musky aroma of her aroused body. He tasted the sweetness in her kiss and the soft mewing filled his ears. A tingle ran his spine and skittled at his groin. His cock was uncomfortably swollen in his pants. He needed Myra to continue her role as the succor to his libido and lust.
Breaking stance, he told her to get him ready. Her hands deftly loosened his buttons, zippers and clasps; he was soon naked and his tumescent cock cradled in her warm hands. Her fingers touched and rubbed his vein rippled tube until he was fully erect.
All week, he had seen her in passing, waiting his chance, dreaming all week of gaining this moment. His impatience had been a torture that he had eased with seminal deposits into other onboard cunts.
She knelt without requesting permission and bathed the pink hard shaft with oral caresses, not letting the knob past her tonsils, suppressing whatever gag reflex there might have been. Dad was right again; she was also a truly great cocksucker.
He lifted her under the arms, a signal for her to stand. Hugging her maid-uniformed body to his, he rotated her onto her back, onto the mattress. She spread her thighs in welcome, favorable to his feral need to fuck her. His erection burrowed in, aided by their mutual wetness and wiggles, packing her tight dewy dell. They paused to exchange a potent kiss, basking in their bodies' carnal connection at top and bottom.
But he was too overwrought with lust and impatience to tarry, quickly slamming hard thrusts, her cunt hugging his sturdy manhood as her arms and legs grappled his strong body. And his ejaculatory vigor drove them both to cry out, wrestling to wring the last ounce of pleasure from the fuck.
Petting in bed after two more hard orgasms, one a cowgirl, another an inverted doggy, Myra mused quietly on her past life: a single parent raised half-breed, the perilous escape, the first time with his father at his office and her fortuitous graduation from TWA.
John pondered silently whether his business travel trysts in Thailand or the Philippines may have launched a similar exotic saga. If his one night stands begot another erotic godsend like Myra, he figured the world of men was all the better for it.
Myra wondered aloud why John hadn't been part of her incest acclimation roster at TWA.
"I guess Dad wanted you all to himself. And my uncles and cousins never told me about you either. But I attended visiting coach tutor events at other campuses. None of those co-eds came close to what you just did to me."
Myra snuggled closer at the praise, the kind she heard often from her cum-drained lovers but appreciated anew each time all the same.
Their time was sadly drawing to a close. He asked for an intimate souvenir but she had arrived san panties or brassiere. She still wore the little lace-edged waist apron, now somewhat sullied with dribbled genital juices. Myra gladly gifted him the stained decorative memento and John appreciated the tangible token of their sexual frenzies.
They smooched a final goodbye and she alighted the bed. She still wore only what she had been auctioned and fucked in: heels, stockings, laced up corset, velvet choker and satin hair ribbon but minus the apron. Her hair was a mess but still exuded her beauty. Her model step walk to the door swayed her toned bare ass. She turned back at the door, a final display of her stiff nipples and well fucked pussy, its puffy pink lips clearly visible without the flirty apron. She blew a pucker kissed farewell to John Jacques Cartier, junior magnate of the family empire. And then she was gone.
-----
Sam seldom wore her high heels and her inexperienced runway style footsteps bumped and rubbed her hip against her prize winning man. She hugged his arm for stability and her minimally shrouded left boob squashed against his right bicep during the swaying saunter. It was his initial validation of the Engine Room reckoned pliability of her breasts.
In his cabin, he reluctantly disentwined his arm from her flesh pressing boob hug but she remained close, warm and vibrant with excitement.
He stood before her and directed that she undress him. She took to the task slowly, lovingly, gently. Her red dress revealed little flashes and slips of intimate skin as she moved. She unbuttoned and unbuckled, removing each piece with care, kissing his nipples. Unbuckling his belt, she kneeled to remove his slacks, slyly posing for a down blouse cleavage display. Ethan liked what he saw and wanted to see more... and feel more.
She completed her remaining tasks quicker. He stepped out of his sox and she slid off his boxers. It was the moment she wanted, her first real view of his cock and she liked what she saw. It was beautiful, partially inflated and smooth, a prominent vein snaking along the bottom and side. She looked up, one hand holding the thick shaft, pursed her lips in query and he nodded his ascent.
She kissed his knob tenderly but not sucking, a sign of reverence. He touched her arms and she stood, neutrally eyeing his face, awaiting his next chosen act on their tantalizing journey towards ecstasy.
He turned her back to his chest before the full length mirror, crossed arms to tunnel hands beneath the dress and palmed her boobs. He liked the way she responded, leaning her full weight against him, pressing her ass against his prick. She closed her eyes and murmured a purr of contentment.
Etan's hands kneaded her full breasts, conceding that her breasts tonight were his favorite playthings. His index fingers skimming back and forth across her engorging nubs. He widened the moves into circular patterns around her areolae, producing deepening moans. Her eyes slit open and she squinted a smile. She leaned her head back on his shoulder, twisting her neck for a kiss. She reached back and steadied her pose with a reverse neck hug.
He obliged her ardent gesture without interrupting his boob play. He tasted her cherry lipstick and smelled the floral bouquet of her wavy raven hair. Her body was soft, warm, and ripe, burning with need. He knew she wanted him just as much as he wanted her and his chest swelled with macho pride.
He flicked his tongue at her lips and she reflected his lingual play. Keeping their mouths busy, his fingers hooked her dress shoulder bands, slipping them down her arms. He pressed the fabric lower and off her waist, pushing more until the bunched garment fell off her magnificent hips. She stood in nearly nude glory, only panties and heels.
One hand stayed at waist height as the other ascended back to cup and knead a boob. His fingertips poked inside her panties. At the welcome touch, she broke the kiss and looked down. Her free boob shifted with fluid fullness as the other was pressed harder into his clutching grip. She assisted, unclipping the side catches on her thong, allowing him freer access to her labia. He obliged with gentle circles on the dewy pink flesh. She righted her mirrored gaze to stare uninhibited into his eyes, holding up the tiny stringed triangle on a crooked finger. Ethan tipped a nob of thanks as he left off her pussy and grabbed the proffered silkiness, tossing it on his piled clothes as a souvenir to be secured later.
He caught a whiff of musky femininity as his fingers pushed over her labia again and a finger split the groove. She was wet, very wet.
He probed deeper into her vaginal recess, feeling the warmth and moisture. One knuckle, two and then his middle finger was buried to its maximum depth. She pulsed a compression on the digit. He diddled a few slow cycles. She squinted in pleasure and cocked a smile. She took his wrist and guided his sticky digit up to their faces. His nose filled with the mixture of her feminine musk and expensive perfume. She coolly sucked her own juices off his finger.
She twisted her red lips against his again for a deep lip-locked kiss. He tasted again the cherry flavor, tanged now with her natural musk. Her soft resilient boobs mashed beneath his still clinging hand and hugging arm. She turned in his arms and pressed her soft boobs to his chest, hugging him close, his erection trapped between their bellies.
Sam hoped she had done enough to demonstrate that she was ripe, ready and craving to be fucked at that very moment.
She had.
Ethan cupped her ass cheeks and lifted her body against him as he turned and placed her on the sheeted mattress. She murmured while wiggling her body into pose. He scooted into her spread leg saddle and felt her legs corral his waist and hips. They were both too excited to go slow and employed frantic hip rolls and twists to find the connection. They pushed together, his cock sinking smoothly into her dew soaked cunt, one thrust that got him well seated.
"Oh... my... God... YES!" she blurted out at the sudden jammed packed feeling of fullness. His response was an echoing moan of pleasure as his cock snuggled in her warm, moist tightness. She rolled a quick series of clitoral rubs on his pubis. The motions shuttled his corona against her inner membranes, stiffening him even more, if that was even possible. They couldn't hold back the follow-on desperate hip jogs.
This first fuck was a rambunctious quickie. Unintelligible sounds accompanied their ultimate corporeal elation and evanescent sparkles. After crying out their orgasms, they kissed away the mental vapors that evaporated as they slipped back into physical reality.
After a brief rest, the second fuck was even more soothing and satisfying. With the edge off their fervor, they played tender little sex games throughout the rest of the night. The man explored her body thoroughly, fondling her curvaceous softness and stuffing her mouth and cunt with firm meat and pearly gobs of his manly essence. Eventually wearying past midnight, Ethan slept.
His mental haze dissipated into a sunny new day. The man was barely awake but Sam still dozed, her naked body and limbs splayed across his body, her luxurious black hair spread across the pillows and his shoulder. Her perfume still smelled fresh, tickling his nose despite her energetic devotion during their sexual escapades.
At that moment, the housemaid entered to find them entangled in arms and legs and bedsheets. The man looked at the housemaid and nodded towards his semi-tumescent prick. She took the silent cue and went to his aid. She climbed on the bed and then tongue lapped and sucked the sticky appendage clean.
Sam stirred at the mattress quivering and saw her man's cock embedded in the housemaid's mouth. She leaned up and kissed him 'good morning' and then rested her cheek on his chest, watching the oral show. The housemaid was diligent, aspiring to turn the man-meat to hardness. But Sam had accomplished her best and highest purpose through the night and had effectively drained her man's balls. There would be no more penile rigidity, for now anyway. The housemaid puckered one last deep suck before relinquishing the task and rooting her tongue around his groin to ferret out any obscure dregs of their lust filled night.
The trio doffed their remaining duds and stumbled fully naked to a threesome shower. The maid soaped and rinsed the paramours. He graciously helped the housemaid insert Sam's douche tube, flushing his deposited residues from her womb. It occurred to him that he was preparing Sam for her next man, which would not be him. Ethan felt a jolt of melancholy at the realization that after this one night stand, he would probably never see Sam again.



He allowed the girls to help him towel off and dress. He headed for the cabin door and gave one last glance at Sam's wet naked figure and the sight tempted his resolve. But, no, it was best to sever this temporal sexual relationship quickly and break away without the demeaning false farewells. He departed alone for breakfast.
Sam watched him go and her emotions were also conflicted. But her musings were sidetracked by the housemaid's room cleanup routine. Sam wrapped herself in a fluffy bath towel and picked her fiery red dress and strappy heels off the floor. She cradled them carefully and walked to her quarters near the engine room.
The dress and heels were carefully stowed in her hanging locker. She hoped for another chance to wear the lust inciting ensemble, when it would again garner her the wild sexual debauchery she craved so much. Soon, she hoped, very soon... as soon as next week's Bluewater Maiden Staff Auction.
-----
Ophelia followed the leash that pulled irregularly at her collar, walking calmly behind her winning bidder to the man's cabin, still deprived of sight and resistance by the blindfold and cuffs. Her mind and body were calm and composed inside, although unknowing of the man's plans and direction for tonight's activities. But her experience foretold of the many fetishes that could be unfurled by a man who spent an extravagant sum for unbounded use of a bound female.
Inside the cabin, she waited patiently, corseted, cuffed and heeled, as she heard him hurriedly undress. He maintained a low voiced rambling monologue of comments throughout, broken only by nervous chuckles, apparently steeling his nerves for the prospects of feeding his fetishes.
"Damn, what luck... she's luscious and willing... shapely and submissive... what can I do, what will I do, to make this night even better than I could imagine?"
She sensed his close presence as he walked around her and stood a little stiffer, shoulders back, tits higher and pushed forward, holding her head steady. She felt and heard the sudden sting of a spank on her ass. She settled from the jolt and renewed her quiet stance. He hit her even harder on the other ass cheek. She continued her silence. Another slap, this time on the side of her boob. And then a pinch of the opposite nipple.
Chuck squeezed her soft flesh features, sometimes massaging smoothly, other times gripping them roughly. Either could be followed by a sudden slap. He kissed her lips and tits, alternating those acts of affection with acts of affliction. She became edgy and nervous as the sporadic intensity increased. Then he left her standing without touching her at all, for what may have been minutes but seemed longer in her hyper-attentive apprehension.
He reengaged and laid her down on the bed, still restrained. A quick missionary released some of his pent up angst but not her discomfiture. His prick deflated but he didn't dismount. She lay bound beneath him, bearing his weight, smelling his musky scent, listening for his heavy breathing to ease. He wiggled against her labia and his stiffness soon renewed. He fucked her again, this time rolling off afterward and resting fitfully beside her. She allowed herself to doze as well, saving her energy for more sexual exploitation.
Chuck slept fitfully... and dreamed. He was swathed in a foggy daze, naked, his cock almost painfully rigid. The warm softness of the bed and sheets swayed with the motion of the Bluewater Maiden riding little wavelets, even while docked. Apparitions of past fetish clad lovers, with smiles and come hither body language, solicited him to grant them another serving of his sexual favors.
In his mind, lithe strippers, nattily gowned beauty queens, preppy college co-eds, unruly housemaids and fellating whores dissolved into writhing bundles of tearful suffering, abused to satisfy his sexual perversions. The hauntingly suggestive shadows floated successively through his dreamy visions, their passionate pleadings for leniency going unanswered. But their services were unnecessary tonight; Ophelia's erotic submission had him feeling satiated, peaceful and calm.
He awoke fully erect and moved to straddle his bedmate's chest. His hands pressed her breasts around his shaft. He stroked a slow pace, enjoying the soft, warm friction on his cock. He poked her chin with the tip of his knob. He used a handful of hair as a handle to tilt up her face and braced it in place with a handy pillow. Her boobs were molded again by his hands into the penis snuggle. Now his tip poked her lips but he withheld any significant penetration.
Chuck suddenly pinched her nipples and pulled her breasts into tall cones. Her mouth opened wide as she cried out, succumbing to his intent. He plunged in, filling her oral cavity with his thick meat. She gurgled in surprise but closed to the task, ready to burnish his sensitive cock flesh with tongue swipes. He released his vice like pinching grip on her tits and held her head firmly by the sides, gripping handfuls of hair over her ears. She endured his long and mighty strokes during the brutal face and throat fuck. She tasted his cum, the gobs coating her mouth at the conclusion of his pleasure.
She lay quietly at his side after that, feeling joy and honor at having provided her lust sodden fuck mate with pleasure. And the weary rapture of her own satisfaction drawn from his anonymous pussy and tonsil poundings. In the morning, the housemaid found her alone in her anonymous capturer's cabin, still restrained in bondage and tangled in the rumpled bedsheets.
-----
Ginger and Patty were down to bikini panties by the time they had jaunted down the passageway to one of their pair of men's cabin. They had giggled and pranced, Alfred and Danny playfully chasing them and grappling their evasive bodies. Despite their feigned resistance, they let their owners snatch away their tops, keeping their now freely bouncing boobs just out of finger grasping reach. This game boded well. Both girls expected a bawdy energetic multi-position fuck fest, interrupted intermittently by shared cries of orgasmic passion. Why else would they be heading for a foursome?
At the door, Danny fumbled with the handle, so excited that he couldn't manage the task of unlatching it. His nearly undressed co-ed companion reached around and turned the knob. The door popped inward and the four jostling bodies tumbled into the room.
The men had been impatient throughout the auction, dreaming of having any one of the senior leadership women as their overnight fuck-mate. Then the lusty jaunt to the room with its fondling and stripping had ignited their libidos to a volatile extreme. Alfred stood quickly and dropped his pants to his ankles. Hauling Ginger upright, he pressed her back to the closed door, intending to slip her panties aside and spear her cunt with his raging cock. Danny interjected.
"We paid for a foursome and not two twosomes. Come on. Let's put them together on the bed and share a dual doggy."
They arranged the pair kneeling, expecting to place them face to face across the bed. But the mattress proved to be too narrow and they were forced to overlap their positions, posing them side by side, looking past their classmate, touching shoulder to shoulder. Standing each behind a luscious smooth ass, the men grinned at each other across the top of the bent over females before ripping away the colorful bikini bottoms. They lined up and stood poised for a foursome doggy fucking. The girls yelped in unison when the thick male cocks suddenly pierced and stretched their tight ready pussies.
The men only paused to brace and take a firm hold on the girls' asses. They stroked at a unified pace, grinning across the bare backs of the penetrated pair. The bed rocked from the manly lunges and the girls tried to counter the wobbly sex position. They furtively looked sideways towards the other for reassurance but were too far lapped to see the other's face. They hung their heads and their strawberry tresses obscured their elated expressions from even the other man.
Alfred pressed home and paused, reaching out to touch beneath Patty's chin, lifting her gaze to his. He wiggled his cock as he pulled out of Ginger. Danny followed suit and watched his friend for suggestions on the next move.
Alfred cupped Patty's jaw and drew her towards him, straight for his bobbing erection. She shuffled a single step forward, all that was needed, extended her tongue and scooped his sticky penis between her lips. The other man did the same with his newly swapped partner. The dual pairs resumed the orgy with oral stimulation.
Patty tasted the tang of Ginger's vaginal juices coating her exchanged man's cock. She had tasted her own cunt cream multiple times during her undergraduate poise studies at TWA. Several staff coach tutors and a visiting uncle had taught her the mouth to pussy to mouth fellatio fuck. But now she was tasting the flavor of another female and it was a new experience. Adventurous by nature, and magnified by the TWA culture, she chose to embrace the novel situation and enjoy it.
A hand cupped her chin again and guided her off the man-meat she was suckling. She looked up and Alfred smiled down at her, apparently enjoying her tongue talents. He lifted her by the shoulders and set her on her feet, back stepping to a chair where he seated himself. He drew her close and she straddled his lap.
It was a familiar practice and she complied readily, rising up and sliding down onto his erection. She was tight and he was big but she was experienced with the situation and managed. She soon bottomed out and shuttled a few strokes before he hugged her upper body to his and whispered in her ear.
"How can you be so tight after all the fucking you got this week? No matter, just keep me deep and squeeze me. Yes... like that... again... a little slower this time and hold... okay, like that... ohh... how nice... that's good..."
Patty's cunt felt very full. Yes, she had fucked a lot this week and some of the men had been as big as her current lover. But she was young, toned and elastic; vibrant pluses that allowed her to truly enjoy this sensual life. She worked harder on the masculine probe in her core. Alfred moaned his delight in her efforts. His breathing gusted louder in her ear and then he cried out and Patty felt the geysers of sperm jetting into her deepest womb space. Her heart warmed with pride and she hugged his neck, kissing his ear.
The other pair had not opted for seated sex. Danny was standing beside the bed, Ginger's back on the mattress, her legs propped on his shoulders and his cock pounding away into her cunt. She wailed with delight, clutching her hair in a bun about her head and her tits quaking uncontrollably on her chest from the whole body jostling. Drawn by the sight, Danny took the invitation presented and fondled her dancing boobs, the clutches boosting his ego and further powering his fucking. She cried out when his body rose rigid and his sputtering cock spewed its load. They trembled down to a dull whimper of joy.
The foursome huddled in bed thereafter. Twice more they swapped mates during the night. Once for a synchronized cowgirl and then for a final missionary fuck. In the morning, the housemaid entered the room, ready to fulfill any final morning relief requests. She found the men and co-eds still in bed. She poked her head out the door and called her workmate as reinforcement.
The men invited, or ordered, the four young lasses to engage in daisy chain cunnilingus as they watched and then chose a juicy cunt to probe. The two unpenetrated females supplied intermittent fellatio during lapses in the coitus strokes. In the end, the last of the men's reserves of sperm were expended in one of the crewmate's womb.
-----
Saturday - Farewell
Disembarking
It was sweet sorrow as the staff formed a line at the departure portal. Each guest paused to say their farewells. The goodbyes involved kisses, boob fondles, ass grabs and cock rubs as the men shuffled down the line of women, many but sadly not all, of whom they had fucked during the week. A final wave as they exited the ship and were directed down the gangplank with cautions from Arinya to watch their step. The chauffeurs held limousine doors open, tipped their caps and secured their TWA Pledge Contributor passengers inside before driving off to the alpha male's next destination: home, work or more leisure.
With guests successfully ported, tips and salary allotments were distributed to the well deserving crew. With the ship secured to the pier and a skeletal crew of security and ship monitors, the remaining rejuvenated women were granted shore leave, accompanied by Captain Ron. They sped off to the town for their once a week carousing among the locals. It was always a night of bar and bed hopping, some repeating regular hookups, others passed on to friends, or friends of friends, to the spontaneous delight of ship-mates and shore-mates alike.
Ophelia and Captain Ron returned early in the evening to enjoy their weekly dose of soothing, relaxing sex. Tomorrow would bring a new week, starting the cycle over again with a new group of TWA Pledge Contributor alpha male guests and the inherent bawdy recreations dispensed aboard the Total Woman Bluewater Maiden.
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First Tuesday
Sam studied herself once more in the mirror. Captain Ron had decreed that she shouldn't traipse through the guest spaces in her overalls. Glamour and etiquette; heels, bikini, hair, and makeup. A presentation at his cabin door that would fire him up quickly, something that would shorten the foreplay.
She hoped the sensuous details reflected in the mirror met the skipper's expectations. She saw a tight camel toe in red bikini bottoms, tits overflowing the Wonderbra top, makeup, hair, gold hoop earrings, a thin gold chain at waist with a small red bauble dangling towards her pussy and the ubiquitously mandated red high heels. She daubed her cleavage, neck, and bellybutton with a flowery but subtly musky perfume, hoping it would please his olfactory senses and elevate his arousal. As ready as she thought she could be, she departed for her rendezvous with the ship's commander.
Sam sashayed through ship spaces, noting how the wandering alpha male guests and distracted shore crew ogled her revealed beauty. She slipped a sly smile of smugness, imaging that they barely recognized her without her greasy overalls and do-rag bandana.
Arriving at Captain Ron's cabin door, she drew a deep breath to settle the tickling tummy butterflies, exhaled her nervousness, and knocked.
"Permission to Enter?" she tentatively requested.
Captain Ron called from within, "Permission granted".
She opened the portal slowly, peeking only her dark-haired head into the Commander's spacious cabin. It was well equipped with a big bed and other furnishings, suitable for the commander's private space. Captain Ron sat waiting at room center wearing only a towel waist wrap, otherwise barefoot and bare-chested. She saw again that he was a physically fit man, toned muscles, and spare body hair. A thin gold chain hung around his neck with what looked like a jewelry box key. She knew that key's purpose but held her sentiments in check.
Captain Ron lazily motioned her forward. She stepped fully inside, a cautious pause to let her man take in her presentation. Her boobs jiggled as she twisted to close and lock the door. She resumed her bikini model stance.
Sam red bikini was the same color as the sexy dress she had worn on the previous Friday's shipboard auction. That dress had exposed lots of her body and had garnered the high bid she deserved and the feverish night of ecstasy she had earned. Captain Ron now saw much more of the woman's beauty and a small lump of lust caught in his throat, holding him speechless. He quietly motioned her closer.
She did a quarter turn on her heels and stood tall in profile. Her legs were towers of beauty, supporting her body with its proportional balance of curvy ass and tits. Her face showed little emotion, despite the return of the tummy butterflies.
She turned her head half towards him and a hand brushed back her hair to expose her left face and neck, the mutually recognizable signal of her budding sexual arousal for the Commander that was rapaciously looking her over.
His finger motioned a spin move and she lifted her arms outward as she pirouetted away slowly on the toes of her heels, toned muscles flexing beneath the smooth skin of her legs. The thong rear strap was buried between her ass cheeks and fully exposed her smooth half globes that were a transitory vision to behold as they rotated across his vision. After providing him a full panorama of her hourglass stature, she lowered her arms and returned to a neutral stance.
He stood, moving closer to her, a head above her height even in her heels. He strode a slow circle around her, examining her in detail.
Captain Ron mused: toned ass and legs, nice slim waist, long wavy hair that obscured much of her shoulders and upper back but still exposed her smooth skin over a muscularity stemming from her manual duties. He fathomed that she would be a lively and energetic mate in his fervent embrace.
He knelt down and inspected the high heels. He liked the ruby red color, decorated with little rows of sequins centered on the leather straps, and coordinated with the red color of her toenail polish. He recognized the footwear's special sturdy manufacture adored by TWA students and associates. The ankle buckle was a gold push snap with a hidden key lock. He clutched her foot and, using the key on his neck chain, locked the mechanisms on each shoe. He removed his chain suspended key and tossed it away to a far corner of the room. He might need it later but its function was finished for now.
Sam looked down when he touched her ankle and watched him lock the heels on her feet. She was accustomed to this macho preparation task. At TWA, many of the visiting Pledge Contributors played this game. The more gentlemanly assertion was that the ankle bondage added a touch of female vulnerability, subverting any resistance to the alpha male's dominion during sex. A cruder version she had heard often enough was that they 'found a bitch trussed in her high heels easier to rein in during a frenzied fuck.' Sam wondered which attitude Captain Ron was going to exhibit. But she really didn't as long as it was a true 'frenzied fuck'.
Standing again behind her, he pulled her wrists around and crooked her thumbs together. He ripped the Velcro bands on his waist wrap, dropping it to the floor. He laid his tumescent cock on her cupped fingers.
"Hold me."
Her cupped palms supported his shaft, her cupped fingertips held his scrotum. He commenced her disrobing while his manhood rested on her warm soft hands. He clicked open her bikini top back clasp. The strained straps snapped apart but the sidebands were pinned between her rearward curled biceps and ribcage, holding the tit covers mostly in place. Even still, her boobs were relieved of the cleavage squeezing support and drooped to resume a more natural shape inside the loosened cups.
Reaching around, he gripped the band between her breasts and pulled downward; the cups slid off and he got his first view across her shoulder of her exposed nipples, the broad disks, and stiff nubs boldly colored with makeup. He dropped the fistful of bikini top on the floor and hefted both her wonderful boobs in his hands, more than a handful each, soft, warm and pliable in his kneading grip.
He pulled her in, bracing her back to his chest. Sam flexed her back, pressing her boobs forward into his hands, her gaze finding his eyes looking back at her in the wall mirror. His fingers gripped harder and her eyes squinted at his manly grasp, welcoming his tacit prerogative as her boss and the man who would soon be banging her body to ecstasy.
"Caress my cock, Sam."
She adjusted one hand to circle the base of the shaft with thumb and index, still cupping his ball sack with the remaining fingers on that hand. Her other thumb and index formed a ring and she slid her velvety digits back and forth on his growing erection.
He left off her right tit to run his fingers up and down the captured cameltoe, sawing his middle finger in the cleft. The finger tunneled under the side of the cover, slipping between the moist membranes, poking inside, deeper, then deeper still until he had both joints buried. He wormed around until she uttered a startled 'Ohh' and he knew he had found her 'spot'.
'Good to know' he thought.
He left off her cunt and fiddled with the bikini bottom side clasps, briskly ripping off her thong in a mighty yank. She hopped once up on her toes at the sudden jolt of aggression. Captain Ron dropped the skimpy thong on the small pile of their other minimal garbs. His hands patted the round orbs of her ass. They bumped unintentionally against her stroking fingers on his full-sized hard-on. She continued working throughout the inadvertent interruption. He sensed she was ready to get on with the main event and he was most certainly ready as well.
Captain Ron pushed her ass forward and kept pushing until she crawled onto the bed. She rotated on her back and looked down her prone body to the man who had paused, hands on hips, to survey his impending fuck-mate. She coyly spread her knees, drawing her locked red heels closer to her butt. She pulled the brunette waves from behind her face, clutching the tresses as she stoically watched his face looking her naked body up and down. She unconsciously pushed her heels firmer into the mattress, bracing her legs to lift her pelvis up against his expected hard thrusts.
The foreplay was over and he crawled in between her legs. Leaning in, he aligned his hips and, without further ado, sank his hard meat fully into her moist channel. She closed her eyes and moaned at the swift invasion. Her hands left her head and surrounded his shoulders, pulling his upper body down to press her boobs. He laid more weight on her buoyant chest and his hands grabbed firm holds on her ass cheeks. She pressed her ear to his as the strokes began.
Captain Ron set a moderate pace, often tarrying to press their pubic mounds together with a stimulating wiggle. He played with the depth and rubbed his expanded corona on her pre-discovered 'spot'. Sam felt her nether nerves come alive and was brought nearly to orgasm. 'Too soon' she fretted. She tried to delay the culmination and purposely entered a twilight reverie. But she succumbed to the woman's procreative nature and her body convulsed in orgasm.
As the mental dimness faded and she came to life again, she found her man still slowly stroking, keeping his erection hard. She wanted more and rocked her hips in counterstroke to his cock, speeding him up, while working towards her next orgasm. She timed it perfectly and stayed lucid this time as he joined her ecstasy and filled her core with his manly procreative essence.
Cuddling away the remainder of the hour, they eventually alighted the bed and donned their shipboard compatible outfits. He retrieved the key and unlocked her heels.
Captain Ron had some instructions for their next week's session.
"Next week, wear some summery street clothes, like a horny vacationing bitch on the prowl for male companionship."
"Aye, Aye, Skipper."
-----
Second Tuesday
She arrived on time and, after requesting and being granted entry, stood in his cabin, patient and attentive, a neutral gaze and a relaxed posture. Her hands were lightly clasped across her waist. Captain Ron, having fully filled his eyes with her seductive image, rose from his chair. He was barefoot and bare-chested again, wearing only a pair of silk boxers.
He gave her the walk-around inspection, sliding his fingertips over her hips and ass. The smooth skin beneath the red silky sundress was even, unmarred by pantie straps. She skittered slightly at his touch, the tremor a sign of her enthusiasm for this return engagement.
He perused her cleavage, a deep valley between the full globes. Her breasts were unfettered under the single sheath covering, the hint of pokies through the flimsy cloth. He pecked her lips playfully and returned to his seat, a narrow plain wooden chair.
"Dance for me" he commanded.
She raised her arms to level and swayed her hips in a stepped rotation. Pausing as she faced away, she waggled her ass in his direction, peeking back over her shoulders through the gap in her long brunette tresses. She continued the turn and, with fluttering arms still spread out to the sides, stopped to face him. She shimmied her shoulders and her boobs jostled side to side, loose beneath her top.
She rotated quickly and bent at the waist, the dress hem riding up her thighs to expose the lower half of her ass and the bare puffy pussy framed by her toned thighs. She flaunted her flexibility by looking back between her spread legs, her hair draped on the floor. She saw him admiring the pose, gazing steadily on her lewd display. She reflected his delight with a broad inverted smile of her own. One set of fingers caressed up a thigh from the knee until her fingertips found the fleshy groove. She split the pink gash and rubbed little circles.
Captain Ron crooked a finger and wagged a 'Come Here' wiggle. Sam righted just enough to shuffle backward on her heels, small half steps, and closed the distance towards her man. She felt his knees bump the back of her calves and stopped. Between her feet, she saw her man's silk shorts drop to his ankles and he pawed them off. He was now seated naked behind her.
His hands pushed the dress higher on her ass and held her bare hips. She took over, lifted the hem, pulled the red sheath over her head and tossed it aside. A shake of her head swished her hair into a loose drape over shoulders and back. Captain Ron's nose was filled with the aura of flowery perfume emanating from her hair.
His hands guided her to straddle his lap and he pulled her back until her warm ass pressed against his abs. His right arm circled her waist, hugging her to his torso as the left hand cupped her right tit, his arm squashing the left one. His cock was engorged and strove to lever up into the cleft of her ass.
She leaned back against him and enjoyed the boob fondles. Her hair was trapped between them and she flexed her back just enough to flick the dark strands over his left shoulder. Her left arm circled behind his neck and she twisted her head until her lips found his ear.
Her other hand was not idle. She slinked it over his hugging arm and her fingers found her pussy. She massaged her clitoris. Captain Ron saw her self-pleasuring move and worked her nipples with his fingers. He moved back and forth between the puckered pair and had both nubs fully erect in a short time. Sam's moans gave him the encouragement he needed to follow through with this rarely sought after pose. He tilted his lips toward her face, kissed her succulent lips and whispered his desire.
"Put me in."
Her thighs scissored open and her hand fumbled between, finding his knob. He held her tighter around the waist, giving her stability to perform the task. She pointed his erection towards her gash and they managed enough wiggles to attain a shallow conjunction.
Sam took her man pleasuring role to heart. She rocked her hips, massaging his knob and the buried half shaft. Her fingers rubbed the exposed length and occasionally dipped down to press the loose scrotum saddle between his balls. Her thumb diddled her clit throughout and the energetic efforts raised her heat to the ultimate goal. She shuddered through a breathtaking earthquake of ecstasy, shaking and shivering for a long time until she settled wobbly in her boss's embrace.
Captain Ron waited impatiently for her to wind down from the full-body shaking. He had not climaxed but let her journey freely through her personal pleasure. This position did not facilitate the macho sense of command and control he embodied aboard the ship. He pushed her to her feet, his wet dick sagging on pull out and supported her stupor dulled walk as she staggered to the edge of the bed.
He bent her over and planted her face on the mattress, kicking her inner ankles until she lazily widened her stance for a semi-standing doggy mount. He braced against her body by gripping handfuls of her hips and lined up. With his knob perched against her pussy, he leaned over to reposition hands to where he could grab fistfuls of her boobs underneath. Bracing their bodies' pose, he took a deep strengthening breath.
He rammed in.
She mewed awake at the sudden penetration and lifted her head. With his hands engaged under her body, he engaged other parts of his body to maintain full control. He planted his face in her scalp and pressed her face and body tight to the mattress, trapping her beneath him.
His hips cycled to and fro, long and slow at first and then a quickening pace. The force of the grip on her breasts mirrored the increasing ferocity of his pistoning strokes. Sam was the immobile receptacle of his lust. He finally growled a manly howl and spewed his pent up load of spunk into her cunt. She felt the seminal surge and a sense of relief as the rough ordeal wound down. But not before a mini-gasm reverberated through her groin.
She lay languid after he pulled out. Her hands shifted to her chest, replacing his as she cuddled her bruised breasts. She stifled soft sobs, unknowing herself if they were from pain or pleasure.
The lunch hour rendezvous was finished and it was time to go. Sam teetered to a stand and slithered into her red sheath dress. She smoothed it down as she looked in the mirror. Her hair was a tousled mess, her mascara smeared on her cheeks and her face sported the telltale rosy blush of a freshly fucked bitch.
She perked up at the lascivious sight, felt a kind of pride, picturing the jaunt to her quarters as her crewmates empathized and coveted her dichotomous plight. She turned and dove to her alpha male's startled face, giving him her last grateful kiss. At least, her last grateful kiss for this week.
Captain Ron was already musing on the coming Tuesday and had some instructions for their next session.
"Next week, wear your typical work outfit but make it look sexy."
"Aye, Aye, Captain"
-----
Third Tuesday
Sam stood in the captain's cabin, wearing a pair of new bib overalls. Her bare shoulders and arms showed that she was obviously topless underneath the bib. But lower down, the side ties of her bright red bikini bottoms were just visible, peeking through the gap at the unfastened overall side buttons. Red had done her well on all her encounters so far, so why change now.
Captain Ron held her gaze as he fingered the bib strap buttons but didn't unfasten them. Rather he slid his hands under the bib and fondled her warm tits, his fingers pinching the unseen nubs. He felt them stiffen as Sam squinted. He had discovered her affinity for breast mauling. With his hands still engaged in caressing her boobs, he leaned in for a kiss, combining the tit torment with the gentleness of smooching.
He relented and fingered her bib buttons, flicking them open. With no support at shoulders or waist, the denims dropped to the floor. He leaned down and kissed her excited nipples. A kiss, a suction, a nip, back and forth. She guided his face as his lips switched from tit to tit. Elsewhere, his hands fumbled to untie the red thong. The bikini finally loosed and fell. Captain Ron leaned up and saw her naked but for her red heels. She smiled as he perused her buxom willing body.
Sam had found that Captain Ron was captivated by her youthful pussy and enjoyed its snug stimulation on his cock. And his shuttling cock thrilled her to the core whenever it pounded away in her cunt. But she was a Total Woman Academy alumnus and had many other sensual skills to reveal.
She knelt quickly before Captain Ron could continue his own sexual inclinations. Caught unawares, he watched from above as she pulled down his shorts and freed his half erection. She was enthralled, looking intently at the object of her desire. She pressed her flat hands to its either side, holding the vein rippled probe in a supplicant's prayer pose.
Sam puckered her lips, pressed their plush softness to the spongy end, and added a quick peck of her tongue. Her oral poke grazed the sensitive tissues barely inside the slit. Captain Ron flinched at the unusual sensation but her two-palmed hold on his rod held her oral target where she wanted it, just inside her cherry painted lips. Her tongue tip tickled the tip once more and moved lower to waggle in the cleft in his corona. He flinched again, physically acknowledging the undeniable signs of her proficiency at fellatio.
She pushed forward and slid further over the knob and corona until he was half inside her mouth. Her tongue and suckling cheeks combined to light up those special places around the forward end of a man's sensitive organ. She was very adept at this man-pleasing art.
Captain Ron liked this altered course of foreplay and was ready to get on with the main event. But Sam didn't cooperate so quickly. She sensed his move for extraction and resisted. Her hands flew to grip hard handfuls of his ass cheeks, mirroring the previous times Captain Ron gripped hers at the passionate culminations of their vaginal fucks. She pulled him close and drove his cockhead past her tonsils, deep into her throat.



Now she could show her real expertise. She combined hums, swallows and bobs to fully stimulate her man's libido. Captain Ron gusted with pleasure and was mildly surprised at the hidden talents revealed today by this magnificent piece of feminine flesh.
'Damn! She's REALLY good!' he mused as he squeezed his eyes shut with a firm grimace and struggled to control his ejaculation.
Sam knew he was as close to the edge as she could drive him. She didn't want to waste a good erection when it could be of better use in her cunt. She had primed him to the 'redline' and she was ready to get on with their looming groin focused penetration. She pulled her head back, maintaining a suction and let his cock pop from her mouth where it felt the cooler air in the room. That should be just enough waning of the stimulus for Captain Ron to regain his tottering composure.
She slowly stood before him and watched his taut face slacken and his eyes blink open. She smirked as he broke a smile. He grabbed her by the arms and brusquely tossed her on the bed. He watched as her loose hair whipped the air and her naked body bounced once with reflected tit wobbles. She scurried onto her back and took the missionary pose with her luxurious dark wavy hair fanned out around her head.
He scrambled between her spread legs and braced above her on hands and knees. Leaning in, he sank his cooled cock quickly into the warmth of her body, this time into her nether lips in lieu of her oral lips. Sam felt her core stretch, snuggling the firm meat.
Captain Ron fell into long powerful strokes. She embraced her jogging fuck-mate's body, hugging tightly with arms and legs, writhing in his arms to bolster his strokes. She settled her hips into an autonomous rhythm that rubbed his under corona hard against her membranes. Then, she let her mind drift into a pre-ecstatic state, going foggy. Her vaginal core buzzed with the growing feelings until they overwhelmed her. Her orgasmic tremor bounded from her pussy, quivered up her spine, and anesthetized her brain.
He felt Sam go over the edge and paused his strokes, feeling her cunt muscles compress in orgasmic rhythms along his fat cock, an inner massage from a totally sexualized being. At that moment, Captain Ron was the lucky beneficiary of Sam's Total Woman Academy training, fulfilled for both of them, as her convulsing body honored his alpha male hegemony. The elongated rapture ebbed and she emerged from its grip with tears in her eyes. She hugged his shoulders, pressing her lips to his neck, trying to stifle her soft sobs of elation.
Captain Ron lay quiescent, resting his full weight upon her. His cock was warmed by the blood still surging through Sam's vagina membranes. He demanded that she continue, insisting she must fulfill her duty of achieving his gratification.
"Work your cunt muscles, girl, massage me without stroking."
Sam refocused on her existential role of pleasuring the alpha male. She rippled her vaginal rings, compressing each layer in turn, increasing the intensity with each cycle. Despite the fatigue of her own ecstatic crescendo, she worked tirelessly, building a fresh layer of sweat on her glowing skin.
Ron concentrated his thoughts on his cunt-squeezed cock and it swelled even more, a bit from the vaginal pulsations but more from the ego boost of knowing this supreme sexual being in his arms was going all out to please him.
In due time, he reared up, surrendering his willpower to a macho need to demonstrate his dominance. He braced and stroked two more powerful thrusts, drenching the Total Woman Academy alumnus' welcoming womb with her coveted treasure, an alpha male's vital masculine essence.
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Ned, the Total Woman Academy Coach Tutor Emeritus, looked out the window of the G280 Gulfstream as the gaps in the billowy clouds peeked through with vistas of the passing ground below. He had just completed a multiday transfer recruitment and a special coed evaluation assessment last week.
Though Ned was still in good shape for a middle aged man, the younger Coach Tutors were more adept at a typically packed schedule of Evaluation Assessments and he had scheduled himself for a holiday break to recuperate from the professional burden. But right on the heels of the last round of assignments, TWA Headquarters had decided Ned was the perfect man for this imminent series of engagements.
It was the organization's endless ordeal to solicit sufficient numbers of fine young ladies for Total Woman Academy Scholarships. Most coed recruitments arose from covert referrals by former graduates and current Pledge Contributors. But to supplement that substantial, though insufficient pipeline, TWA Recruitment contingents trolled college campuses, modelling agencies and cheerleader summer camps for external aspirants.
After applicant candidate background checks, the affirmatively graded ladies were rostered for additional culling.
Confidential preliminary briefings divulged vague details of the curriculum, the residential campus roles and rules, and the incomparable merits of graduation. The final roster of selectees was then assigned to Coach Tutors for pre-enrollment evaluation assessments. If those were successful, then complete program details and enrollment itineraries were shared.
-----
Abby, the Blonde Southern California Naturalist
-----
The flight deck cabin door was open and Ned could see Krystal, his dedicated Pilot and Recruitment Tour Coordinator, studying the horizon and her flight instruments. This was her annually scheduled time to fulfill her post-graduate month of service to the TWA Scholarship Fund.
Her long blonde hair was captured like a headband under the yoke of the flight headphones. He overheard Krystal's call to the control tower requesting landing permission and instructions.
"Van Nuys Control, this is TWA 001 requesting a vector for landing."
"TWA 001, proceed to outer marker for Runway 34, winds from the northeast at 15 MPH, you are cleared as next in line. Happy Landings, Lil Miss Sunshine."
Krystal smirked at the chummy chatter. The lilt of her voice seemed to bring out the sass in the small airports' air controllers. She keyed the jet's internal intercom.
"Six minutes to touchdown, sir. Please buckle in."
Ned fixed his seatbelt and watched the ground rise up closer and closer. The concrete runway appeared beneath his view, the wheels bumped down, and the plane shuddered as Krystal reversed engine thrust. They slowed and taxied to the private jet terminal.
She shut down the engines of TWA's G280, trotted down the foldout stairs, and gave directions to the ground crew to have the jet fueled and ready for takeoff tomorrow. She focused again on her VIP passenger.
Krystal escorted Ned to the black town car waiting on the apron, opening the rear door and seating her alpha male charge inside. She wheeled the car from the airport, down I-405 to Santa Monica, turned north on the Pacific Coast Highway, and ended their 30 minute ground trip at Malibu.
Pulling into their beachfront rental bungalow's driveway, Krystal carted their luggage inside and they changed to swimwear for Ned's first scheduled appointment, a meeting on the adjacent topless beach.
The pair strode across the bungalow's beachside entrance patio, shielding their eyes with flat palms as they surveyed the expanse of nudist beach speckled with tanning female flesh, searching for the blonde they were there for Ned to meet.
Krystal scanned the long surf-lapped sand and pointed out a topless sun worshipper standing at mid-distance.
"Over there."
Ned looked where his Coordinator pointed.
A tall, tanned, athletic built female, her waist length blonde hair fluttering in the sea breeze, was scanning beyond the sunbathing crowd. She also seemed to be looking for her party at this meeting's appointed time.
Ned turned his head back from the nude cornucopia of flesh distributed on the beach towels. He surveyed his bikini clad combination pilot, chauffeur and coordinator.
"Damn, girl. You're positively overdressed!"
Ned swiftly pulled the center front tie and removed the congenial Krystal's bandeau bikini top. He nodded admiringly at her generous tits. She playfully flexed her back, giving a tit waggling shimmy to give him a frisky show. He tossed the top aside on the sand; it was now superfluous for their day at the nude beach.
"Much better" he laughed, patting her thong exposed ass cheeks. She smiled at his repartee and marched toward the shore and their rendezvous with the waiting blonde.
Both strolled inconspicuous through the half-naked lounging bodies to Abby, who was waiting at her oversized beach towel laid out on the sand. Ned plopped down at her side for a nonchalant rapport building chat.
Krystal kept an alert watch for nosy neighbors while the pair got to know each other. Several muscle beach bodies scanned her direction as they passed by and she was sure they made eyes contact with her. 'Check that out later' she thought.
Ned queried Abby about her life story, why she was here with him now and let her confirm in her own words what he had reviewed in her scholarship application and background check summary.
Abby hailed from Minnesota, fourth generation Swedish heritage, the youngest of four sisters. Her older siblings had married young and birthed a brood of children.
Her father owned a successful machine parts manufacturing conglomerate, traveled alone frequently for weekend meetings and conferences, but over the last year he had invited Abby to tag along on several marketing trips to Florida and California. She fell in love with sand and sea, and everyday sunshine.
She met several of her father's tycoon business associates in social settings. Some were overly attentive, indelicately remarking on her physical comeliness, even while chaperoned by their own stunning young eye candy.
Growing ambivalent about her higher education choices in the snowfields, when approached by a boutique modelling agency, Abby fled the cold winters and foreseeable motherhood in Minnesota to the sunny shores of California.
After stagnating a few months at waitressing, modelling, and being a stand-in extra for advertising shoots, her agent favored an alternate path to success through an elite academy scholarship.
When she asked her father's advice, his voice boomed through the phone line.
"Go For It!"
She was secretly vetted by TWA Recruitment and vaguely briefed on the beauty, intelligence and poise curriculum and its enrollment prerequisites, including today's Evaluation Assessment by an Academy recruiting representative.
Ned had reviewed her file and knew her physical particulars, but he wanted to gauge her candor for sharing her personal, especially intimate, details with a new male acquaintance similar in age and attitude to her father's over-friendly middle-aged business associates.
So he nudged the conversation to questions regarding Abby's sexuality,
He noted she exhibited no piercings or tattoos, indicating a wholesome attitude about her body. She volunteered her new found love of healthy habits, a low carb-low fat diet, Yoga, fresh air, and lots of sunshine.
Ned queried her on her weight and height. Average for her top heavy tallness.
"Is your public hair shaved, trimmed or fuzzy?" "Shaved for cleanliness."
"What are your favorite erogenous zones?" "Pussy, nipples, behind my knees, and my neck just below my ears."
"Do you orgasm easily?" "Generally, but it depends on how much I like the man." "We'll work on expanding that feature."
"Can you hold back or speed up your orgasm timing and control." "I usually let nature take its course." "We'll work on improving that, too."
"Nice boobs. What size?" "36 C" "Natural or implants?"
She tilted her head back with pride.
"I'm a naturalist. They're real." "Really? Let me see for myself."
He reached out and cupped each boob, squeezing firmly to confirm her claim of natural.
"How many past boyfriends?" "Six" "Was the sex mutually enjoyable?" "Mostly."
"What was your age when you lost your virginity?" "19."
"Did you have any blowjob or handjob experience prior to that?" "Maybe a few."
"How about deepthroat?" "Managed it once." "Do you swallow?" "I do when I have to."
She confessed to a series of inadequate boyfriends who cried when she dumped them, after finding them unsophisticated about her emotional and physical sexual satisfaction. That's why, when TWA Recruitment had promised her access to an intimate network of many powerful alpha males, she had agreed to apply for the scholarship.
"I'm still amazed by my singular stroke of luck."
Ned knew that, with Abby's sexual allure, her poise curriculum would be repeated strokes of lust instead of a singular stroke of luck. He assured her that, if recommended, she would find that intimate network very deep and very satisfying for many years to come.
Ned and Abby left at late afternoon, walking hand in hand to the beach bungalow where she had been staying since yesterday, awaiting the interviewer. Krystal hung back at the beach to give them privacy.
It was time for Abby's afternoon yoga practice and Ned agreed to join her on the living room foam mats, feeling the need for muscle and libido stress relief built up by the travel and Abby's tantalizing presence.
Toned, flexible Abby led Ned through a full body yoga stretch routine.
She steered him through standing, inverted and seated stances. Her twisting naked body gave him multiple angled views of her exquisite physique. She touched him often during the hour, correcting his form, finally laying her bare breasts and body weight against his back when he needed help reaching his toes during the final seated forward fold.
Ned felt light headed from the strain of the body contortions and his growing genital pressure. Abby let him ease up a little from the forward fold, her fingers gripping his ankles and bending his legs into a Lotus pose with the soles of his feet placed together inches in front of his ball sac.
Her fingertips tickled his inner thighs as she walked her digits up to his genitals. One hand cupped his sac, the other lifted into a slow stroke on his cock, bringing life and hardness to his manhood. Soon he was erect, just the way she wanted him.
She slithered around him; her legs hugged his waist, her arms circled his neck, leaning her weight away to keep him seated upright. She settled her groin against his, with her ankles crossed behind his back. It was a lap mounted match to his Lotus pose.
She threw her hair back, unhampering his contact with her bare breasts. She hugged his body and nuzzled a kiss. His arms circled around her, loosely hugging her body beneath the long blonde hair fall. Her stiff nipples brushed his chest.
She lifted her hips and then melted her hot wet pussy down over his erection. He moaned under her hair, his lips suckling her neck just below her ears.
She took control of the strokes, her lithe Yoga-toned strength driving her body movements, sliding up and down his shaft. She knew how to do fluid ass rolls at the bottom that dragged his deeply buried coronal nook against her quivering inner membranes as she drew back up his shaft.
He was immersed in her erotic plan. He smelled her presence, the green botanical aroma of her hair softener, and the coconut oils in her sunscreen. Her hard nipples tickled his chest. He closed his eyes and his mind emptied of all worldly cares, focused solely on the sensations. He felt tingles building in his cock and balls.
She never let up and he soon discharged his bodily aches and his teeming sperm into her comforting body and soul. Abby had soothed his sexual anguish with her mind dimming tantric fuck.
She held him in but stretched out her legs behind him, bracing her feet wide to stabilize their seated stance. Her lips pecked his forehead, his nose and moved to his ear. Her whisper barely registered.
"Can you hear me, my darling? Are you back in our waking world?"
He groggily mumbled his response. She stayed in genital connection until she felt his erection soften and fall out. She laid him in post Yoga savanna nana pose, a camphor scented cloth over his face as he rested and recovered.
Remaining nude, she prepared her culinary specialty, a healthy seaweed salad with poached white fish. She served it as a candle lit dinner, shared naked and ending with a sugarless orange and lime sorbet.
During the light post orgasmic conversation, Abby juxtaposed their sensational tantric fuck to the quickies and banal rutting of the studio producers whose empty promises she had succumbed to. They never offered her substantial roles in the industry. She felt passed around, used. She wanted a surer pathway toward real career advancement, something the TWA philosophy more reliably promulgated.
She softly took his hand, drew him from the table and led him toward the sea-facing bedroom. The sliding window wall was open. Moonlight filtered in and gave the bedroom a romantic glow.
She pulled him into bed, moved them into a sidesaddle pose. He was fully awake this time for the insertion and sweet movements inside her. She responded with coos of pleasure but his macho ego needed more control and he rolled to get himself on top.
His strokes were masterful, a deep slow plunge while in lip locked kiss. They paused as he lifted his face to watch her blue eyes swell as he dragged his fat knob back along her warm channel. Halting just at the entrance, he stopped with barely his knob connected. Then another kiss while he pushed a long firm stroke back down to depth.
The light sea breeze billowed the loose curtains on open wall facing the sea, cooling the heated bodies connected in coitus. They were serenaded during their slow sensual mating by the background sea and fauna sounds, the staccato patter from a light sprinkle of rain.
Abby's breathing rose in pace and volume until she naturally went rigid, her pussy pulsating along Ned's cock. He waited her out as she climaxed with a loud cry, hugging him tightly. He felt her body soften and initiated the vigorous strokes that put him over the top and drenched her womb with his spunk.
They lay cuddled in the pose and fell asleep.
Krystal returned late in the night, carrying the beach paraphernalia, after having completed a quickie hookup with an infatuated beach bodybuilder. She never found her bikini top, probably collected by a passing beachcomber.
The disturbance stirred the sex fatigued pair, but not so fatigued that they couldn't engage in another round of relaxed petting and fucking.
In the morning, Ned, Krystal and Abby shared a breakfast of fruit, yogurt and green tea.
Krystal gathered Ned's discarded clothes and packed them into the car, laying out today's travel clothes on the bed. They readied to depart for their next appointment elsewhere; Abby had satisfactorily completed Ned's Evaluation Assessment.
She was informed her escort to the TWA Campus Induction would arrive in a few days. Meanwhile, she could enjoy the bungalow for the intervening time, including guests, since according to Krystal there were apparently some manly men in the vicinity. Abby nodded brightly in concurrence.
The town car was gassed up and waiting for them in the driveway. Krystal whispered to Ned as they stood at the bungalow door.
"Oh, yes, thank you, Krystal. Abby, I almost forgot. I need one more thing from you to finalize your Evaluation Assessment."
Before she could even respond, he pulled the side ties of her white bikini thong, drew the cloth off her hips, and gripped the wad in his fist.
"I always retain a token reminder, a memento of my successful inductees."
After bijou kisses all around, naked Abby waved her Evaluation Assessment team goodbye as they drove off.
As Krystal wheeled them back to the airport, Ned mulled over the astonishing future being afforded the magnificent Abby, and her passing befuddled anxiety when she eventually encountered her generous TWA Scholarship benefactors.
Abby's father, a few Hollywood producer buddies and other TWA Pledge Contributor business associates were going to realize spectacularly gratifying returns for their generous scholarship fund investment. They would augment her poise lessons, booking roster slots as her guest coach tutors for private sessions, family incest acclimation and Freewill Weekends.
Her father should inevitably be satisfied with the Total Woman Academy reputation for instilling sensual excellence in its graduates when he finalized Abby's graduation requirements at her obligatory Father-Daughter Weekend.
-----
Brenda, the Brunette Cowgirl
-----
Tom sat behind his big desk. Bob, his friend and business collaborator, sat across from him. They had discussed their latest business venture. Tom had purchased some adjacent acreage with his past profits and Tom had gained additional oil leases on the expanding parcels of Bob's modestly successful horse and cattle ranch.
Tom was feeling jolly about their state of affairs and offered Bob a celebratory cigar.
"No thanks, you know I don't smoke."
"Or drink, you teetotaler. Mind if I do?"
"Nah, go ahead."
Bob seemed subdued today, concerning Tom. He liked their arrangement and wanted his friend to be happy.
"Everything okay at the ranch?"
Bob sighed, "Yeah, but I'm worried about Brenda."
"What's up?
"She's going to Casper College now, just as I promised her late mother. But I don't like the look of things. She's hanging out at the state fairgrounds with that bunch of rowdy cowboys. I was just a cowpoke myself but got lucky when you found oil on my small holdings."
"And made us both a shitload of money!"
"Yeah, thanks. But luck's a fickle thing and Brenda may not get any more out of life than a ranch hand cowboy and a bunch of kids. I want more for her. She deserves better than that."
Tom leaned back and blew a puff of bluish smoke at the ceiling. He had seen Brenda grow up after her mother passed away, a little wild without an adult woman's guiding hand at home. He found the buxom lass quite alluring and even now, his cock gave a twitch. But he always followed the sometimes silly rule about never fishing off the company dock. It was bad for business.
But maybe there was another way. Tom, the oil and cattle magnate and, unknown to Bob or any of his local friends, was a TWA Pledge Contributor, and his cock twitched at another thought of Brenda joining him in bed. She was a vivacious pretty young woman, and he imagined anew the carnal possibilities.
"So Bob, what if she transfers to another college out of town, or even out of state, something upscale, mingled on-campus with men of substance and stature?"
"As good as that sounds, Tom, I'm getting along okay but I don't have the money for that. Land rich but cash poor."
"Leave it to me, my friend, I know of scholarships available for worthy young coeds. Let me make some calls and see what I can arrange."
"Thanks, Tom. I really appreciate your interest in Brenda's development."
"Not at all, Bob. I'll take care of everything."
-----
A few weeks later, the TWA G280 business jet sliced the blue sky above the prairie.
"KCPR Business Airport, Casper Control, this is TWA 001 requesting a vector for landing."
"TWA 001, proceed to outer marker for Runway 8/21, winds from the northwest at 25 MPH. Welcome to the Cowboy State, darling."
Krystal grimaced. 'Darling? Not cowgirl or prairie bunny? This guy's game is lame.'



Krystal keyed the jet's intercom.
"Ten minutes to touchdown, sir. Please buckle in."
Ned buckled in. The sparse grass and flat terrain rose up towards him. They crossed the outer edge of the concrete runway and the jet nose tilted up as the wing wheels bumped down. The nose wheel connected with mother earth and the plane slowed swiftly when Krystal reversed thrust. It was a short taxi to the small craft terminal.
She shut down the engines, trotted down the foldout stairs first, and made the arrangements for tomorrow's mid-morning takeoff. The ground crew promised to have the jet ready to go for the darling blonde pilot.
She got Ned settled in the black town car and followed directions down US29 towards the Central Wyoming Fairgrounds.
He thumbed again through Brenda's briefing packet. Her father was anxious for Brenda to escape the remote cattle range, to find more than a broke down cowboy and a herd of kids. He wanted her to rise up in the world and stake a claim to a better life.
Brenda had been approached by TWA Recruitment and they pledged her to not share the scholarship details with her widowed father. He would only know that his oil lease business associate had located for her a scholarship for an innovative academy.
Ned knew her father's secret TWA Pledge Contributor associate was sponsoring his business friend's brunette daughter for the scholarship, and that the father implicitly trusted his friend, dampening his curiosity.
Ned and Krystal found Brenda, the amateur rodeo clown, still in costume: face painted, baggy dungarees, oversized plaid shirt, dusty hair and cloggy boots. She was hanging with the local young cowboys after practice.
Krystal played hostess and introduced Ned, first to Brenda and then the young male crowd.
Each tall lean cowboy, at one time or another, had invited Brenda out, mostly to local cowboy bars with the ubiquitous bull riding machines.
They all remembered that one time when an inebriated Brenda writhed on the slow moving hump, inadvertent pantie and nipple flashes tantalizing the bar slackers. They were trying again for her attendance tonight but were put out when she declined their urgings and walked to the town car, escorted by the middle-aged Ned.
The jilted boys immediately turned to hitting on bodacious Krystal who deflected their attentions, claiming work duties all day.
"No, got work to do tonight. But just in case I'm free later, where's the party?"
"Buster's. You ever ride a bull, Cowgirl?" they jostled.
Krystal reimagined the question as not about a machine but a stud bull alpha male, prone in bed with his bulky cock solidly up her cunt as she ground her hips atop his groin.
"Sure, plenty of times."
"Well, I'd like to see how long you can last!"
Krystal thought the cocky young cowboy was cute. Maybe later tonight he would feel, rather than see, her bull riding talents, and she would see how long he could last.
Krystal dropped Ned and Brenda, still clad in her plaid shirt and blue jeans, at her ranch home outside of town.
Her father was absent, off in Jackson Hole, on a fly fishing weekend with Tom, a last minute invitation. She knew he loved fly fishing for trout in the bar channeled streams during the day. She was less aware he enjoyed fishing for barflies at night. Her father was widowed but not dead; he still liked the occasional roll in the hay.
Ned relaxed on the back porch, surveyed the prairie spread out to the horizon. Small herds of cattle and horses leisurely grazed among the oil well pump jacks.
Brenda set up the charcoal grill and added thick steaks, the smoke rolling out from under the barbeque cover. He heard her fuzzing with other meal courses in the kitchen, retrieving the steaks and advising Ned that dinner would be ready soon. She needed to change.
Half an hour of quiet was broken by her plaintive dinner summons.
"Come and get it!"
Ned tracked inside and followed the smell of food to the ranch house dining room. Its wood paneled walls were decorated with stuffed animal trophies around the roughhewn table and chairs.
There stood Brenda, and Ned was stunned by the transformation. From her shiny neat hair to her long legs stretching below the short dress hem, she had trans-morphed into a preppy wholesome Casper College student. The little black spaghetti strap dress, high heels, preppy face makeup, and modest jewelry were picture perfect.
'Come and get it' suddenly took on a different meaning. She graciously guided him to a seat and sat on the other side of the narrower dimension.
The charcoal steaks were sumptuous, with bread and salad and warm apple pie for dessert. Her generous cleavage spiced the atmosphere, jiggly invitingly when she laughed.
During the meal, Ned conducted the initial light conversation to start her Evaluation Assessment interview. He queried her details and life goals. Her conversation and manners were gentile and erudite.
Her Associate's Studies were just like everyone else's in these parts: Agribusiness, the classic Central Wyoming curriculum for a land full of cattle, horses and oil. She saw that the elite academy scholarship would open higher career possibilities, for more refined topics like Human Relations, Anatomy, and Hospitality.
Ned heard her wish list but in his mind he thought Sexual Relations, Erotic Anatomy and Alpha Male Hospitality. He told her that her looming education would include staff and visiting lecturers providing her deep lessons in all those topics. He warmed to her forthright answers, providing an opportunity to Segway into the real meat of the interview.
She liked all sex positions, claimed sensitive nipples, orgasmed easily. She practiced feminine genital hygiene, used a shaver. Her glamor cosmetic skills were limited here with few chances to use them. Ned assured her she would assimilate those talents and much more at the Academy.
He saw Brenda in a different light, seeing beyond her outward unsophisticated rowdiness, perceiving a wild heart inside a cultured young woman.
The dishes were abandoned on the table as Ned took her hand and ascended the stairs to her bedroom suite. It was a natural thing, no more questions needed, just a move from the verbal interview to the next level of intimacy.
They were unhesitant about stripping each other completely. He twirled her panties playfully on a finger, his arm high like twirling a lasso. He tossed them on his pile of clothes, staking his claim to his traditional souvenir and memento of an interview.
Brenda stood calmly, watched his rodeo pantomime, awaiting his lead in the next stage of this uncommon interview. And he provided it, broaching the obvious question.
"What's all this talk about bull riding?"
"It's not talk about it. Let me show you how we do it."
Brenda pushed him on the bed. She smiled and leaned over his groin, her silky hair brushing his cock as she noodled around until her lips found his knob. She proficiently sucked him to a full standing erection.
Mounting up, she recreated her infamous bull riding burlesque, one hand waving over her head as the other braced on his chest. She writhed her hips on the genuine stud bull wedged between her legs, using his embedded cock as a pinion. Her tits wobbled freely, her pussy massaging his erection in all the right places.
Ned manhandled her bouncing boobs and too soon hollered his semen into her womb.
Throughout the remaining night, she demonstrated her other agilities at sucking, missionary and doggy sex. The fucking was accompanied by the nature's outdoor symphony of prairie dog whistles and a coyote answering one of Ned' howls of delight during a particular solid burst of orgasm.
Before morning, they fucked in missionary and when he was pressing her farthest feminine depth, at the very moment of spew, she probed his open mouth with her tongue. She tickled his gums behind his front teeth, as her cervix rubbed his cock tip. It was the hardest cum Ned had experienced in a long time.
They rose early the next morning, and dressed in casual riding clothes.
Brenda toured Ned through the barns and stables, where they saddled a pair of horses for a ride.
The early spring sun grew warm quickly and she took off her shirt, going topless away from the homestead. Her breasts bouncing to the pace of the trotting horse as they followed a side trail into Rotary Park.
They stopped at the waterfall, hobbled the horses who found sprigs of grass to munch. They sat on a viewing area bench. Ned beheld the overlook vistas spread out towards the city.
He perceived Brenda kneeling and opening his pants. He let her perform an affectionate blowjob while he watched hawks soar high over the foothills. He spewed pleasantly as he watched the idyllic scenery and she swallowed his ejaculated cum.
They rode double back to the ranch, her naked, and him bare-chested. The horse's slow gait wobbled Brenda's breasts against Ned's back as they led her horse along on a halter. She opened his pants and exposed him. Her hands cupped his soft cock and balls dangling between his splayed thighs, but got no effective reaction from Ned's weary manhood. But her naked pussy against the moving oiled saddle leather. She closed her eyes and enjoyed a mild orgasm, hugging Ned's body and kissing the back of his neck in the afterglow.
They put the horses in the corral, dressed and ate a light breakfast on the back porch. The Evaluation Assessment had run its course.
She sadly escorted Ned to the town car that had arrived during their naked morning ride, waiting in the driveway, but apparently unattended. He rapped on the dark tinted window and heard a bustle inside.
The far rear door popped open and a lean cowboy struggled out to his feet, pants unbuckled, working feverously to zip up his blue jeans fly. A pair of white panties dangled from his hip pocket.
A disheveled Krystal tumbled out behind him, tucking her big tits into her uniform blouse and jacket, and smoothing her skirt back over her bare ass. The cowboy tipped his hat to Ned.
"Sorry, sir, we're running a little late."
Grinning, Ned shook his head in wonder. Or, actually, no wonder at all.
"It's okay. A last one for the road, Krystal?"
"Yes, sir."
His chauffer grabbed the cowboys open shirt collars and dragged his face down to hers for a smothering 'goodbye' kiss.
Set free, the cowboy tipped his hat again and hustled towards the stable, embarrassed at being busted by the boss man's daughter. Brenda called after the retreating farm hand.
"Go on, Bucky. The horses in the corral need feed and water. Hurry up."
Krystal came around and opened the nearside door for Ned. He leaned in and took a parting kiss from Brenda before loading himself into the town car.
Brenda offered a caution to the chauffer.
"Careful, ma'am. That cowboy's as wild as an unbroken mustang."
Krystal took a last longing look at the fleeing Bucky and mumbled a giggle under her breath, fanning her forehead.
"Yeah, I know..."
The women shared the laugh.
As Krystal wheeled them to the airport, Ned thought of the potentials in life awaiting the magnificent Brenda, and her eventual short-lived shock when faced with worldly realities on the day she encountered her familiar benefactor. Tom and his TWA Pledge Contributor Coach Tutor buddies would help Brenda ride happy trails towards a bright horizon, as they rode her body to brilliant gratifications.
Her Father Daughter Weekend would probably require a surrogate alpha male, likely Tom, unless by then he confessed his subterfuge to her father. Then he could send his friend for a few times as his Freewill Weekend surrogate and eventually arrange his surprise attendance at Brenda's Father Daughter weekend.
Before exiting the town car at the airport, Ned directed Krystal to make the computer entries that would approve Brenda for enrollment at the Total Woman Academy.
-----
Cate, the Redhead Ivy League bookworm
-----
Cate was born Catherine to an affluent couple in an upscale Connecticut ex-burb. Her mother descended from 'old money' and her father, a hard charging New York City financial lawyer, had considered her the perfect match: wealth and beauty. He had wooed and won the Scottish heiress and used her money to run up his own sizeable fortune.
But fortune was not as kind in their home. His wife turned out to be sexually aloof woman who, after having done her duty by delivering Catherine, lost all further interest in sexual congress. The marriage devolved into an arrangement where the husband spent his weeks in Manhattan and maybe half his weekends back in Connecticut.
As she grew and matured, their daughter's name morphed through childhood as Cathy, to teenaged Caty in her preppy high school to her current collegiate age moniker of Cate.
Her pre-college influences came mostly from her mother, a socially challenged suburbanite who wanted her lonely life validated by creating a kindred spirit, instinctively steering her daughter towards the same sexually-repressed existence.
By fate alone, Cate lost her virginity on prom night to one of her exclusive prep school's football players, a painful non-event where she lay motionless as he rutted at her groin. Its only purpose was to get equal post-virginity status with her more outgoing clique mates.
As her high school days ended, her parents explored various high-class universities. Ivy League was a foregone conclusion. But her father wanted a more rounded education and leaned on his network to achieve his aims. He generated Cate's Scholarship Referral as a TWA Pledge Contributor who regularly attended Guest Coach Tutor events without the mother's awareness.
Cate's mother wanted her daughter to be like her, a coy chaste wallflower. On the contrary, her business scion father wanted to be a Wall Streeter cock chasing wild thing, a future deal closing aid in his drive to financial dominance. He wanted his demure daughter's life enriched by the TWA curriculum, nixing her mother's suppression of Cate's sexual passions, hoping to grow her into a viable helpmate in his fiscal empire.
His TWA colleagues had met Cate at family and community gatherings. They found her demure character both charming and provocative. They saw that she was socially detached and almost never smiled. They suspected she was perpetrating a shrewd subterfuge and speculated that she cloaked a vivacious libido underneath the sour disposition.
They asked their friend if he was fucking his daughter yet. His shifty denials only fueled their fantasies and gave his locker room standing a bogus boost. They complained he was hogging her succulent pussy all to himself.
After all, he was freely fucking their female offspring on his frequent visits to TWA campus events. They nagged him incessantly to enroll his nubile daughter and divvy up his selfish hoard of her sexual favors.
"Fair was fair" they whined, "Caring is Sharing".
He desperately wanted to but hesitated; it wouldn't be easy. If her mother suspected anything, well... divorces are fickle affairs. He loathed letting go of any of the family bankroll, let alone a potential half. So her mother must remain oblivious to Cate's intended incursion into the exotic realm of elite alpha males.
Still, he was dying to have TWA acclimate her to physically gratifying older males as part of her TWA guest coach tutor encounters. That would be their deeply gratifying component of her poise curriculum. After prep school graduation, or sooner if practical, he wanted to leverage her erotic participation in closing some of his stalled business deals.
And he was not himself immune to her shy sexual allure. He looked forward to the time when TWA unencumbered her mind from her mother's prudish brainwashing. And made her accessible to him like the other TWA coeds he fucked, but especially during Father Daughter Weekend although he prayed it would be sooner.
Her parents enrolled her that fall in the coveted Ivy League college, Cornell University, tucked away in the vineyards and wineries in Upstate New York's Finger Lakes. And keeping with her superior affluent standing, housed her in a converted downtown boutique dormitory, an old Victorian mansion. Accommodating just four bedrooms, the shared common areas were equipped with modern luxury furniture and fixtures.
Cate never really emerged from her homebody routine, engrossed in reading poetry, shunning any attempts at campus social interaction. But fate has a way of moving things forward.
Cate's housemates, unknown to her as recent TWA graduates, encouraged her to answer the anonymous summons and clandestinely abetted the TWA Recruitment's vetting, who then apprised Cate of the elite scholarship availability.
The Recruiters shared vague highlights of the tri-fold curriculum, and its prerequisites for enrollment, including a decision making evaluation assessment of her basic feminine maturity by a TWA Coach Tutor.
"Will I be able to peruse studies in poetry?"
"You will be challenged to embrace the depths of your passions and sensations in TWA's lively and exhilarating romantic curriculum" they assured her.
Unadventurous by nature but foreseeing some life enrichment possibilities, she agreed.
-----
"ITH, Ithaca Thompkins Control, this is TWA 001, requesting a vector for landing."
"TWA 001, this is Ithaca Control, proceed to outer marker for Runway 32. Winds from the north, 5 MPH, gusts 20 MPH. Welcome to the Finger Lakes, sweetie."
Krystal rolled her eyes, she was only a 'sweetie' now?
"Roger that, Control."
She keyed the intercom.
"Seven minutes to touchdown, sir. Please buckle in."
Ned had already secured himself and peeked outside at the low rolling hills of Upstate New York. The countryside was a patchwork of private vineyards and the pressing vat barns, filled with last fall's harvested barrels of wine, aged and waiting to be bottled and distributed for the regional consumption. The wheels bumped down, and the plane shuddered as Krystal reversed thrust, slowed and taxied to the terminal.
Per routine, she shut down the engines, trotted down the foldout stairs first, and gave directions to the ground crew to have the jet fueled and ready for takeoff tomorrow. She focused again on her VIP passenger.
Krystal escorted Ned to the black town car waiting on the apron, opened the rear door and seated her alpha male charge inside. She wheeled the car from the airport, down Route 13, towards the town of Ithaca, overlooked by the Cornell University campus perched on a ridge beside Cayuga Lake.
Ned had reviewed the assignment package in flight. It described Cate and her background and spurred his thoughts on his approach to her erotic emergence.
Ned's challenge was to tease out Cate's repressed sexual decadences. He knew she had them, those same buried carnal passions innate in every fertile woman, even chilly ones like Cate and her mother. He must go slow and easy, not spook her, but still move her steadily towards the primary goal. And he only had one night.
He strolled into Carl A Kroch Library to the William Wordsworth Collection. He found her serenely waiting for him at a tucked away reading space at Kroch Library.
She was folded into a big comfy chair: green headband, plaid skirt, turtle mock neck green sweater, low heeled walking shoes, long thick auburn hair laying down her front and back. She was reading a book of poetry.
Ned quietly greeted her. He asked what she was reading. It was "Perfect Woman", a 19th Century short poem by William Wordsworth, her personal copy since the original manuscript was stored hermetically within the nearby Rare Manuscripts Collection. She just liked being close to it, as if its romantic aura could seep through the protective walls and into her heart.



She knew he was coming. He said they should get started, and gave a hand, helping her out of the chair.
She asked if before the formal interview began, could they first attend a Bohemian café poetry reading nearby and he could get an impression of her present life passions, the real life example might help him jumpstart the interview.
Ned was already enthralled by the eye-catching redhead and thought he would prefer jumpstarting her interview by jumping right into bed. But with a curiosity and being professional patience, Ned abided her request and she led him to the nearby smoky, low lighted bar.
They sat at a small table, each with a glass of local merlot. He watched her emotionally burble sweet nothings under her breath as the wimpy onstage presenter nasally intoned his non-rhyming tome.
Ned recognized her romantic admiration for these shallow toadies would bode well for the staff and guest coach tutors. They would get an ego boost from bursting through her prim preppy shell and forcing her body and soul expeditiously and deeply into the TWA poise curriculum.
But not yet. She needed to be gently drawn to her fated future.
He maintained his amorousness subterfuge as they strolled in the chilly spring evening through the street lamp lit town, his arm across her shoulders, holding her body close.
He halted their walk several times for sweet touching in shadowed places. Cate behaved complaisant and unaccommodating, like any shy young lover would.
He stopped once to press her back gently to a wall, she looked down and away but his index finger lifted her chin. She closed her green eyes as she bashfully accepted his light kiss on her lips.
Ned huddled his arm tighter on her shoulder, walking slower, closer together. They traveled a bit further and he stopped her again in a doorway alcove.
She tilted her face up, shrouded by her thick red hair. He took another light kiss from her more willing lips. His furtive hand stole inside her wool felt coat to cup her breast through the thin sweater and bra. It was warm and pliable, a fine handful of feminine flesh.
Ned's libido was hyper-fueled by her coy cooperation. Now she walked in time with his stride, signaling her growing ease in his masculine presence.
They arrived at her address, ascended the stone steps to the Victorian porch with its white painted wood columns and gingerbread eaves edging. She opened the door and they held hands on entering.
Her three roommates were lounging in the front room. Cate stutter stepped, uncomfortable under their judgmental gazes, self-conscious about being escorted by a man at least twice her age. Ned didn't falter and kept going, towing her by the arm, a silent demand to keep up.
He perceived but didn't acknowledge the fascinated and amused stares from her girlfriends at his bold control of their normally shy housemate. His peripheral vision saw a couple of appealing ones that he might schedule for somewhat routine TWA Fine Tuning. It was a post-graduate program just for keeping the TWA graduates primed with regular doses of alpha male cock.
Entering her quarters, he closed the bedroom door, locking it this time because it would let Cate feel safer. He undressed the redhead coed in this private space: the green wool felt coat, her gray wool pencil skirt, the green pullover sweater, and her flat heels.
All the while she looked shyly down, moving in cooperation but nothing more. He unclipped her bra and slid off her panties. She stood naked with hands clasped shyly in front, a sign that she unconsciously wanted to cover her feminine places but consciously resisting the urge in deference to Ned.
Ned saw that she was a natural beauty, a well-built body, sparse freckles sprinkled evenly from her forehead downward, and fading out at her teardrop shaped handful of boobs. Her overall figure was balanced between proportionate chest, hips and legs.
However, her red pubic hair was only scissor trimmed, not shaved. Her downturned green eyes were highlighted by chestnut brownish colored cosmetics, her only attempt at makeup, none for her rosy erogenous zones.
The long deep red hair covered her ears and half the cheeks of her lowered face, flowing down her chest and back. She wasn't playacting. This was her pure look of innocence that immediately spurred the lust of the men she met and it was working quite well on Ned, who was mulling his judgmental thoughts.
'She's been left to get by on her own for too long. But the TWA curriculum will indoctrinate her with exceptional man pleasing arts. And she will blossom like a budding flower into a full blown rose.'
He still held the simple cotton panties which he had removed last and he stashed them in his pocket as his collected souvenir.
He didn't require her to assist him as he removed his clothes. He saw her green eyes go wide when she first saw his stiffened cock emerge to her innocent view. She stared at the long, thick penis with the purple knob, only the second one she had ever seen since before her virginal prom night long ago.
He steered her by the shoulders and laid her in her own bed, her singular comfort zone that he was about to violate. He eased his naked body above her, on knees and elbows, hovering himself over top of her. He brushed back her hair for a gentle kiss. Her floral shampoo and rinse fragrance filled his nose and her lips tasted like the red wine they had sipped at the poetry café.
She showed a small hint of true acceptance when she loosely hugged his neck. He embraced her body for a stable hold, one hand delving beneath her ass, the other cupping the back of her neck. It was a masculine grip, needed for the looming lunge and, if she reneged her cooperation at the last minute, a tighter control of her body.
He moved his hard erection into position, barely touched her vaginal portal with his cock tip. He felt her hips flinch at the contact.
This was the magic moment that stirred men's souls; the tense female's instinctive last misgivings at the ultimate intimacy with a new man. It was this moment that her father and his buddies had each dreamed of: the innocent maiden trapped beneath them, no chance for her to escape but her final act of consent not yet realized.
Those thoughts alone swelled cocks and egos with a macho sense of sexual dominance. Ned was not immune to the fantasy. Even if she balked now, it was too late. He was set to penetrate her pussy and he would not be denied his conquest. He held her just a tad tighter, ready to do more if needed.
For a flashing moment, he felt the ghostly presence of Cate's crafty father and his old friends, hovering in the room like spectators. A faint gallery of dim faces, tart with resentful expressions, floating in the air above him. Their envious eyes watched where Ned's veteran cock was perched against Cate's novice cunt, exactly where they longed themselves to be now or, at least, would be someday soon.
Their turns would come. Her years at TWA would yield them a multitude of opportunities. Each would have his chance at his first time with her. But right now it was Ned's turn. His swollen cock twitched and swelled a little more at the jealous imaginings.
He held her steady and tried again, touching her plump labia gently with his spongy tip.
She reacted again but, this time, rather than a pullback, she widened her thighs out just a little more, offering him easier access for the sexual junction that she had experienced only once before. Ned pressed forward and felt her moisture wet his tip. It eased his angst towards forcing her.
'So she's not completely opposed to my presence, whether outside or inside her body, just edgy as this relatively unknown act unfolds.'
He pressed half of his knob in, retreated, pressed again to the coronal rim, and retreated again, gained some moisture and another inch, and again, and again, bit by bit, until he was partially in. All the while, she emitted small throaty moans.
'God, she's so tight!' he thought.
He rested a moment, feeling the compression on his knob, allowing her to stretch while bathing his cock in her juicy warmth. But he couldn't stay immobile for long. He pressed and retreated some more until he worked his erection fully inside her.
He felt her heartbeat throb on the tip. He adjusted their body angle so that he rode high on her hips; his pubic bone pressed to her clitoris.
He fucked her gently with long, slow strokes, burnishing their sensitized conjoined skin and membranes. She lay almost still. Her ass was rocked by his forceful thrusts but she was not moving of her own volition. He sensed she was struggling to control her reactions.
He sped up. She intermittently held her breath, hugging his neck tighter, pressing cheek to cheek. He felt her jaw clench whenever she did.
Three ascending breathes escaped her mouth. Cate suddenly surrendered to her passions and cried out her orgasm in his embrace, biting her lip to still the sound, fearing the embarrassment of disturbing the household.
Ned paused his pumping, heard girlish giggles of glee from the next bedroom. He figured the other girls were listening through the thin old walls and thoroughly enjoying the imagined scene.
Slowly, Cate relaxed her body to dwell in the tingly afterglow buzzing in her pussy. Ned held her in his tight embrace and reignited his strokes, quick piston thrusts that finished himself off in her womb, jetting his semen deep inside. His grunts were joined by another round of next door giggles.
He stayed with her in her bed, and tried her out again in the middle of the night.
They were lying prone, side by side, after midnight, when Ned awoke. He looked at his sleeping bedmate and rolled towards her. Her firm nubile boobs lay open to his view. Her dense freckles spaced out as they swept from her neck to her upper cleavage, becoming almost nonexistent around her areolas. He stealthily moved a finger to trace the outer border of the claret wine colored disk. He touched his fingernail imperceptibly and scraped a full circle, reaching across and rounding the other one. The center nubs rose up ever so slightly.
Cate's drowsy eyes stirred opened; she was awakened by a weird tickle on her breasts. She lay quiet at first, her mind clearing while she took stock of her situation. She was in bed, her own bed, and a naked man she had met only today lay next to her. Her pussy still tingled with the lingering afterglow of this new experience of sexual ecstasy. His finger was moving on her nipples. He craned his neck and planted a kiss on her cheek.
She turned her face to his and accepted his second kiss on her lips. He shifted and lifted his body up and over hers. She was more willing now, opening her legs as he crawled atop her. He positioned their bodies and repeated his cramped insertion, bit by bit, easier this time with her growing sexual awareness.
Ned took his leisure now. With both his hands under her ass, she helped roll her hips to get a nice massage on his under-corona. He stretched up, got mounted high on her pubes, stimulating her clitoris on each full depth bump. He felt his chest roll her supple nubile boobs between them as his body slid over hers.
He built his pleasure steadily until he heard her telltale ascending breaths. He let himself go just as she joined him in another bout of rapture. The orgasmic outburst was met with silence this time, unheeded by her slumbering housemates.
Cate lay awake afterwards, pussy throbbing with even more pleasure, staring at the ceiling as Ned dozed beside her. Her thoughts were befuddled by her first ever orgasms, induced by a man she had just met. She considered him her first true man, discounting her virgin termination rutting last year. Were these the promised worldly pleasures awaiting her at TWA? She really hoped so.
Ned arose at dawn and showered alone in her ensuite bath. He returned to the bedroom, found her naked on top the rumpled sheets, a rosy flush across her freckled neck and boobs. She was strangely stoic after the intense emotions she had recently experienced. She wore black rimmed reading glasses, cuddled up with her habitual book of poetry.
Ned saw how quickly she could revert to her coy chaste wallflower persona. Her father wanted her feminine spirits molded into a Wall Streeter cock chaser, turning her into a viable helpmate in his financial empire. Her TWA Coach Tutors would have their work cut out for them but if they weren't the men who could do it, then no one could. He was confident they would. And so was her father, generously funding the expensive scholarship endowment.
She casually asked her recommendation status. Ned gave a diffident reply.
"We'll be in touch."
She resumed her reading without any outward change of sentiment. He walked from her room and down the stairs, past the gazes of Cate's mates, who he overheard comparing notes on the physical aspects of their various encounters with Cornell football and rowing team players. A bold one merrily called out to Ned.
"How was she? It sure sounded pretty good."
He didn't break pace but at the front door he retorted back over his shoulder.
"A gentleman never tells. Ask her yourself."
-----
Krystal also queried him during the ride back to airport.
"How was she? Will you recommend her?"
"I'm not sure. She's got a dynamite body but she couldn't self-describe her erogenous zones sensitivity or her orgasmic timing and control before tonight. No experience. And I don't think it was best to have her evaluation assessment conducted at the rooming house's congested setting. She feared the teasing of her friends and that probably dampened her freedom to release her inner lust."
"That could be true, sir."
"I'm going to recommend that she get a couple full weekend tryouts by two different evaluation assessment coach tutors. But some out-of-town venues, like a secluded vineyard cabin or a houseboat anchored in the middle of Cayuga Lake."
"So she'll be rocking the boat?"
"Nice one, Krystal. Or maybe scaring away the wildlife outside the cabin with her passionate screams."
They shared the laugh. Then Ned got thoughtful.
"No, it will be more like getting her away from communal judgements, scenarios where she can freely express herself throughout the foreplay, sex and orgasms. Then TWA Recruitment can make a decision by a ruling of two or more out of three."
"Sounds like a good plan. I'll make the arrangements. This month, I assume?"
"As soon as possible. The sooner, the better. Even starting this weekend. And make sure they add some oral, a blowjob, either before or after coitus, or maybe both. Let's see how responsive she is to that, let's see how she reacts to a cock in her mouth."
Ned imagined the then uninhibited redhead's deep lustful passions, freely released over a couple of days during her two subsequent team Evaluation Assessments. He didn't know whether to be sympathetic for or resentful of the yet to be designated coach tutor teammates.
But 'Fair is Fair', and 'Caring is Sharing'.
-----
Danika, the Brunette Motorhead Tomboy
-----
"TYQ, Indianapolis Executive Airport Control, this is TWA 001, requesting a vector for landing."
"TWA 001, proceed to outer marker for Runway 36, winds from the north at 15 MPH. Welcome to America's Racing City, honey."
Krystal smiled at the banter and keyed the jet's intercom.
"Five minutes to touchdown, sir. Please buckle in."
Ned had been napping and his seatbelt was loosely fastened around his waist. He pulled it tighter for the landing. He was starting to get a bit fatigued from the back-to-back Evaluation Assessments. He closed his eyes again and felt the jet land, taxi and stop. He unbuckled and roused himself to face another rendezvous.
She shut down the engines, trotted down the foldout stairs first, and gave directions to the ground crew to have the jet fueled and ready for takeoff tomorrow.
One maintenance man asked what she would be doing between now and then; he was a handsome young man, even in his service overalls.
"Down at the Race Track."
"I can show you more of the City than that. How about it?"
"I can't. Work. Maybe next trip."
"I'll be here. Let me know."
Krystal escorted drowsy Ned to the black town car and he nodded off again as she wheeled the car from the airport, down US 421 and I-465/74 towards the Indianapolis Motor Speedway.
Their flight path had backtracked into flyover country, the Heartland, home to the material world of American commerce and industry and the sacrosanct power sports playgrounds that showcased and perfected the world leading motor technologies.
They drove to a NASCAR training facility while Ned reviewed his mission statement. It revealed some background descriptions of the candidate and the usual gallery of suspects supporting the anonymous scholarship.
Danika grew up in a middle class home, surrounded by scant luxuries in a comfortable lifestyle. Her father was a successful investor and holder of several valuable patents, spending his time as a board member for a few manufacturing conglomerates.
Indianapolis was motor racing central and Danni absorbed the competitive excitement of the local culture. Approached by TWA Recruitment, she was wooed to compete for a scholarship, and passed her initial vetting. She was vaguely briefed on the curriculum and enrollment prerequisites, including today's evaluation assessment by an Academy representative.
The meet and greet occurred at her afternoon practice session for the upcoming pit crew competition. Ned took a spectator's seat and watched the repetitive timed exercises.
Danni was part of a 10 person tryout roster which had to be whittled down to a core pit crew of five with two alternates. Those were the top spots, the make-it-or-break-it core of the team. Seven others teammates would round out the field support crew to a total of twelve, with the IT and utility roles important, but working behind the scenes. A winning four tire change and full fuel loading should take less than 15 seconds.
Ned watched the five athletic females struggle through the drills, each hoping not to be cut and their slot filled by an eager aspirant waiting in the wings. The gruff coach harshly bull horned their failures at the slow turnarounds.
"Damn it! 18 seconds. Not good enough! Rack 'em up, toe the line and try again. Ready? GOI!"
Again and again, they sprinted and worked under the hot spring sun beating down on the asphalt practice apron. They drove their time down to 16 seconds before exhaustion set in and they faltered back up to 17 seconds. The pit crew training coach called an end to the practice session. They have given their all, for now.
Krystal pointed out Danni to Ned. He wouldn't have been able to pick her out himself. All the girls were trim and athletic, wearing dungaree style overalls, leather work boots and do-rags today, reserving the bright red leather logo patched sets for the later dress rehearsals, race fan pre-shows and the actual competitions.
The competitors were smeared with grease, grime and sweat. Danni unzipped the front of her overalls to cool her exerted body, exposing her packed sports bra and mounded cleavage.
Ned saw other gals in the crew who he might have pick for his no-compete scholarship recommendations. The four annual Scholarships from the General Fund were part of his perks as the Coach Tutor Emeritus. He asked Krystal to catch their names for later consideration. He thought them good looking and energetic, perfect qualities for a potential TWA coed.
Krystal caught up with Danni and introduced herself as the Evaluation Assessment Coordinator. Danni was tired but friendly.
The pilot-chauffer led Danni to the town car and handed over a small valise. She walked with Danni to the locker room. Along the way, Krystal shared tips and tricks for her dress and etiquette, and other successful interviewing advice for this evening's crucial rendezvous with Ned. Inside, she casually got the names of the other girls for Ned's later scholarship consideration.



At early evening, the TWA Evaluation Assessment team arrived at Danni's suburban residence. Ned let his buxom uniformed chauffer open his door and strode up the entrance walk in black slacks and spandex tee-shirt, met at the open door by her watching, welcoming parents.
He greeted the smiling pair who commented on his classy appearance, proud that the handsome cultured stranger displayed respect for their daughter's collegiate potential.
He assured them Danni certainly showed strong potential and hoped to discover more of her qualities this evening. He deflected their curiosity about the interview specifics.
The mother was noticeably subdued in spirit, a bit concerned about Danni's tomboy attitude. This debonair man would expect to meet a cultured young lady. She hoped Danni had paid attention when she admonished her not to wear blue jeans or a crappy shirt, like she did at the track. This was a serious interview and she must make an appealing first impression.
Footfalls clicked in the upstairs hallway and all eyes turned to the staircase. Danni's feet appeared at the top of the stairs. She stepped down the trends; first the strappy heels came into view, then her lithe toned legs, the short dress and then the rest of her interview costume revealed itself as she descended the steps.
She had transformed her style from grit to glamor with a slinky bodycon party dress, low cut, high hemmed with strategic gaps baring abundant cleavage and waist baring cutouts. Her brown hair was coiffed with thick loose tendrils tickling her neck. Her makeup was perfect, accessorized by gold hoop earrings and matched woven chain wrist bracelets. A small ankle bracelet graced her left leg.
She smiled timidly, crinkling her hazel eyes, felt her braless breasts jiggle seductively in the sexy dress as she made the last hard step on the first floor entrance hall. She hoped Krystal's fashion freebies and her astute advice were setting the right tone.
Ned's eyebrow popped at first sight and his face assumed an irrepressible smug smile that showed he approved of her bid for an appealing first impression. Krystal must have been very believable when advising Danni at the track.
Her mother stuttered her protests at Danni's choice of risqué attire for a college enrollment interview. She had demanded 'no blue jeans' but this outfit was way over the top for an aspiring student's first impression.
Danni stopped her walk, waiting for some sign of guidance from the attentive adults. Her father stepped to his beautiful daughter and rested a hand on her slinky fabric covered ass. He gave his little darling a sweet cheek buzz for 'good luck'.
"Do your best, Danni",
"You know I'll really try, Poppa"
She was still shyly smiling as her father pushed on her ass, moving her closer to an admiring Ned. Then he turned to comfort his wife, still open mouthed in shock.
"Now, now, dear. She's all grown up and can take care of herself."
Ned took Danni's hand, ignoring any additional motherly objections and quick pranced Danni to the waiting limo, giving the horrified mother a parting view of her daughter's bobbing ass. He pushed her to 'hurry up' when she dipped to enter the rear open town car door. He quickly dove in behind her. Krystal secured the door and tipped her hat to the parents watching from the porch.
Ned let down the rear window, waved his arm 'goodbye' and called out "Don't wait up." The mother still stood dumbstruck but the father returned Ned's hearty farewell.
Krystal drove them through the city to an elite disco dance club. In the backseat, Ned skipped the interview's scripted rapport building questions about friends, school and family. They were superfluous. Danni's embrace of the interview mien communicated that he should move right to the erogenous part of the interview.
Height? Weight? Bust size? 36C.
Shaved or trimmed? "Good, I like shaved."
Nipple sensitivity? "You're not sure? Okay, I'll check that out for myself later."
Orgasm easily? Multiple times? How many? How often? "EVERY time? Wow!" Hard ones? "Okay, good to know."
Oral? Of course. Swallow? "Only sometimes? Okay, we'll see." Deepthroat? "Don't know? We'll try that, too."
Danni answered everything confidently, cock sure aware of her sexuality. The standard erotic questions ran out just as they arrived at their destination.
Inside, they were ushered to a reserved table and settled close together, the mirrored ball sparkling the walls around them. The music level was bearable and they could talk normally. Her flowery perfume infused his nostrils; her happy voice tickled his ears. She gazed fondly, directly at his eyes, whenever he looked her way. Her glistening brown eyes told him of her interest.
They tried some exuberant dancing, Danni flashing her stuff in the sequined club dress, blithely risking a nip-slip or more. Her body shook seductively to the beat, teasing every watching man in the club. Ned and she got giggly and touchy-feely as they bounded.
Ned's willpower fractured first. He accepted her irresistible erotic invitation, drawing her away to a dark corner off the dance floor, sneaking away into the furtive shadows unnoticed by the crowds.
He rucked up her tight hem, lowered her panties which she laughingly helped prance off her feet, and pocketed his accustomed souvenir. He opened his pants, extracting his hard cock. Hugging her close, he lifted one sculpted leg to wrap around his hip, splaying open her cunt. He placed his cock knob at the juicy portal and rammed upward, deep into her moist slot.
She yipped at each bump and clung to his neck as he bounced her bare ass off the wall. He was overwrought by her appearance and attitude. Soon he groaned out his spew as she muffled her yips, but forwent the ecstasy. He leaned on her heavily against the wall as he shrank and fell out, a trail of spunk trickling down her inner thigh.
She wiggled out of his embrace, knelt and licked him clean, swallowing the dregs of cum. Then a quick tuck and zip up, a smoothing of their rumpled clothes, and they were ready to return to the disco floor.
A series of slow melodies allowed them to embrace and nuzzle on the dimmed dance floor through the lingering coital afterglow. Her hair smelled lovely, her perfumed aura now tinged with traces of her genital musk.
They escaped to his hotel suite for a wild all night fuck fest. Her untamed lust boiled over after satisfying Ned at the club while stifling her own free expression. He pressed her beneath him in a robust missionary, gaining her a solid orgasm.
They cuddled in bed, her hand lazy on his cock and balls, his thumb brushing her nipples. She mewed at the touch and he explored her sensitivity there, as he had promised, and drew her passions out anew.
She took the initiative and mounted up. She impaled herself on his embedded cock, shaking her tits in his face, as she drove him hard towards the checkered flag of ecstasy, coming in second right behind him as his fingers twitched and pinched her nipples, validating their sensitivity.
Later, as they rested, he saw her naked boobs and remembered their bouncy disco dancing. The Evaluation Assessment mandatory parts were done, but he was feeling playful. He straddled her chest and placed his cock in her malleable cleavage. She watched his cock shuttle her soft furrow, licking the tip when offered.
When he cried out, she bungled his wobbling knob and the first rope traversed her upper lip, her nose, between her eyebrows and the spotted the hair at her temples. Her quick lips snagged the spurting cock tip before another discharge and the following ropes emptied into her suctioning mouth. She had said only sometimes, but this was one of the times she swallowed.
During the morning ride back to her parents' house, Ned asked about her future academic choice of study. Mechanical Engineering, of course, with the outlook to be a pit crew team member for her heroine namesake, the famous female race car jockey.
As they pulled to the curb in front of her house, Ned confirmed that he would recommend her for TWA enrollment. She bounced joyfully on the seat, clapped her hands and placed a solid smooch on his cheek.
Krystal opened the rear door and Danni popped out, a leggy pussy-flashing exit. Her disheveled dress, smeared makeup and a bright happy smile, showed her joy at the successful interview. Ned watched from the car as she skipped up the front steps to her distraught mother waiting at the door.
He overheard her exuberance.
"Good news, I passed!"
Her smiling father seemed more pleased than the frowning mother, who shot Ned an evil look before hustling her daughter inside.
"What's that spot in your hair?"
"Oh, nothing, Momma."
Her father waved from the porch with a stealthy 'thumbs up' to Ned's departing limo. Unknown to mother, he was a TWA Pledge Contributor, a visiting guest Coach Tutor to TWA Campuses on his frequent 'business trips', and had formed a consortium of his colleagues to fund Danni's scholarship. She would now be available to him, and them, over the coming years during TWA events.
He especially looked forward to her initial shock and their destined shared delight, as she hosted him for incest acclimations, Freewill Weekends and the culminating Father Daughter Weekend in her senior year at Total Woman Academy.
-----
Elisha, the African American Southern Debutante
-----
"SAV, Savannah/Hilton Head Air Traffic Control, this is TWA 001, requesting a vector for landing."
"TWA 001, this is Savannah Control, proceed to outer marker for Runway 28, winds from the east at 5 MPH. Welcome to the Hostess City, sugar."
Krystal liked that one. She keyed the intercom.
"Five minutes to touchdown, sir. Please buckle in."
Ned fixed his seatbelt and watched the Low Country pass by as the jet descended. They landed smoothly and parked next to Gulfstream's on-airport facilities. They would take an extra day on the ground this time, get the Gulfstream folks to kick the tires, light the fires and give the G280 a preventative maintenance checkup. Arrangements complete, Krystal escorted Ned to the black town car waiting on the apron, opened the rear door and seated her alpha male charge inside. It was a short trip as she wheeled the town car from the airport, down I-16 towards the Victorian Historic District.
Ned's assignment package had four black coed candidate summaries. It was a team interview assignment with three younger staff coach tutors. As the Coach Tutor Emeritus, it was his prerogative to get first choice.
Shuffling through the glamour photos and resumes, he was repeatedly drawn to one particular young lady.
Her resume described Elisha as having gracious southern charms, prim and courteous manners and the smarts expected of an upscale African American college student at SCAD, the local fine arts college. Her two years of fashion studies were completed and her finances were exhausted. She was being offered a full TWA Scholarship, anonymously of course, to complete her junior and senior years elsewhere.
Elisha was made aware that her upcoming interview would be interracial. She was sexually experienced but had never been with a white man. She asked for advice from her white classmates, portraying the looming encounter as a blind date, which in part it was. But she held back that it was so much more. It was critically important to her future.
"Men are all alike. Be yourself and go with the flow. Enjoy the color contrast and the spicy intrigue."
Elisha hoped she was up to the challenge.
Ned met her at a back alley boutique teahouse in the afternoon. Their conversation was light; her social etiquettes filled with Southern charm. But he immediately sensed that the gracious etiquette was a cover. He suspected she had an untamed spirit beneath her posh cultured style.
He gave her some guidance on their evening. He expected her to be dazzlingly glamorous when he collected her from her off-campus apartment at dusk. Then he would escort her to the formal graduation ceremony, a pseudo cotillion with a more intimate private soiree later that evening.
And thus, when he arrived, she was festival ready for her big night: strappy heels, long lacy white cotillion dress, black shoulder length dreadlock ringlets, face highlighting makeup and silver jewelry, all set to thrill her man and her party cohorts. Her debutante style formal dress was a perfect complement to Ned's tuxedo.
Krystal drove the town car through the narrow streets, winding from Elisha's place to the convention hall venue in the Historic District of Old Savannah. She dropped them at the entrance with its white gloved ushers, Greek revival columns and Georgian façade.
Ned escorted Elisha inside to the main cotillion, where their entrance was announced along with the others in line. He socialized with her friends and danced with her in the luxurious chandeliered hall.
The graduation announcements and diploma distributions wound down the evening, with champagne toasts, hugs and congratulations. They eventually took their leave of the main company and joined a small group of her companions and their escorts.
The select group of four couples retired to a nearby Victorian bed and breakfast and settled into the landmark building's Drawing Room. The proprietress wished them 'good evening' and left them to continue their affairs in private.
The men waited and watched. An aphrodisiac spiked champagne had been served to only these four young ladies at the graduation cotillion. The slow building and long lasting potion now kicked in. Its delayed reaction turned the supposed staid post-soiree gathering into an unruly mini-rave.
Elisha lay against Ned as they reclined in an overstuffed upholstered chair. She wiggled in his lap, her dark skin showing a flush as she sought Ned's amorous attentions. Her canoodling was interrupted by one of the other couples.
The first couple stood to room center near a long, wide padded hassock. Her chaperoning young alpha male zipped open her prom gown, exposing her frilly lingerie. He tossed the removed dress aside.
She took his cue and giddily strip danced out of her bra and panties, leaving her stockings, heels, coiffed hairdo, and jewelry intact.
Her alpha male escort laid her partially clothed but erogenous exposed body on the bench. He dropped his pants and exposed his rampant black cock. Mounting up on her spread hips and thighs, he swiftly penetrated her pussy. She cried out at the piercing and careened all the while he fucked her.
Elisha continued squirming in Ned's lap as they reclined. Her face and suckling lips pressed his neck, as his hands swept across her gowned hips and bare shoulders, petting her, building her emotions until it would be their turn.
He lifted her face and pointed it towards the second couple in action at room center, laying her head sideways on his chest.
"You're missing the show. Keep watch, see and feel the other lovers' passions."
The sequential strip and fuck performances revealed each debutante had worn racy undies beneath the ball gowns. They had anticipated some intercourse with their escorts, hoping for a private affectionate fuck with the young black alpha male studs. This semi-public chemical induced orgy wasn't foreseen.
The couples cuddled before and after their turns in the surrounding divans, snuggling and watching. The third couple cried out their orgasms and retired to their chair.
They all turned their focus to Ned and Elisha, the last couple and the only interracial pair. Ned's libido was driven to the max by the sexy sights and Elisha's amorous aphrodisiac fueled squirming in his lap. Her gown cover ass rubbed almost continuously against his cock, which was now uncomfortably swollen and constrained in the tuxedo pants.
The moved to center stage. Overwrought Ned was as much of a gentleman as possible when he briskly stripped Elisha out her clothes. He dropped his pants and pressed her to her knees for some oral foreplay.
He heard the admiring remarks from the watching ebony girls, murmured comments on their first view of a white cock, or rather a pink one to some. He heard their thoughts on how the light skin tones brought to light the textured shaft's veins and the circumcised purple knob. It sounded a lot like a college art study.
Fully erect in Elisha's mouth, he drew her off and laid her on the cassock bench. His saliva wet cock lined up in full readiness and probed her dark skinned labia. Her moisture flowed and they were both raring to go.
He plunged her depths and it was heavenly: snug, warm, and wet. He pumped quickly in his hyper aroused state and relieved his balls of his pent up sperm.
The shared group couplings were accomplished and each man led his half-naked date to their individual bedrooms for sexual continuations.
Upstairs, Ned removed Elisha's lacy leftovers, climbed them both into bed and resumed the lazy petting.
When he felt revived enough, he pulled her into a down doggy stance on the mattress. He turned her head sideways, pressing a cheek to the pillows and lifting her wide black butt in the air.
He drilled in, focused only on his own pleasure. The domination scenario increased her angst and her uttered vocalizations unknowingly boosted Ned's machismo. He could have selfishly ignored her grunts of discomfort but instead he gave in and diddled her clit so she would peak when he did.
As they cuddled in afterglow, Elisha expressed her gratitude for being Ned's selection.
"I'm glad you picked me and not my twin sister."
Need raised a quizzical eyebrow. She gave him a little dismissive hand wave, challenging his denial.
"Oh, come now. Didn't you notice? The other one with big boobs like mine?"
Ned had noticed the big boobs on another pretty debutante candidate but hadn't made the connection. His mind filled with future TWA Freewill Weekend possibilities, an interracial ménage a trois with the buxom ebony siblings. It perked his libido just imaging the pair sharing his cock.
It perked his libido enough to raise up his orgasmic need, and he rolled atop the immediately available sister and quenched his sudden lust in her cunt.
Morning brought more little cuddles before descending to breakfast on the rear sunporch. The surrounding backyard hedges shielded it from prying neighborhood eyes.
The men wore terrycloth waist wraps, the girls wore short translucent slips, nipples shadowing through. No panties; those had been forfeited last night to the alpha males as souvenirs.
The proprietress had returned, fixed a traditional Southern breakfast of poached eggs, grits with bacon bits and toast. She removed herself to the pallor and neatly hung the discarded gowns in clothes bags for collection by the pretty ladies when they exited her home later in the morning. It was her usual cleanup duty when hosting the annual well-paying TWA contingent. The extra money bought her silence and generated repeat business. She was not a gossip.
Over after-breakfast coffee, the men's blithe conversations compared the females' intimate details. The girls were silent, listening for lewd clues to their recommendation verdicts.
The men took out their checklist scorecards, preparing to grade the candidate females on the standard performance parameters. But Ned suggested a final session while they considered the coeds' scores. He ordered the girls under the table cloth. Before the men concluded their Evaluation Assessments, the candidates would retrieve some last pearly morsels of male virility.
The girls crawled underneath and shuffled around, the draping tablecloth hiding their identities and the random exchange of partners.
Ned felt plush lips surround his knob and they suctioned him in. Whoever it was, she had good tongue and tonsil technique. Was she Elisha's sister?



The men filled out the forms during the anonymous blowjobs, pausing only to groan aloud at the culmination of the Evaluation Assessments. Ned was the last man to finish spewing into his fellatrice's mouth.
They all wearily agreed aloud that all four candidates would receive recommendations for enrollment at Total Woman Academy.
The announcement was met by triumphant girlish clapping and cheering from under the table.
The jet was still undergoing maintenance for another day and Krystal saw how tired Ned was from his energetic schedule these past days. A day off would do him good. She took him to a Tybee Island condominium for rest and recreation. She let him rest but also saw to his recreation. They strolled the family beach and enjoyed a Low Country boil for dinner. Lacking a female candidate for him to interview, she gave him her full attention, keeping him at a primed low simmer.
Before this tour, she hadn't encountered Ned since her undergraduate days at TWA when he had been one of her many poise coach tutors. He had been her best sexual mentor and she learned many advanced techniques. She gently showed him how much she remembered his trainings, spawning recovered memories of her sexual talents. In lieu of her panties, she hoped those recollections sufficed as his memento for their night together.
-----
Francine, the Brunette Cajun Carnival Dancer
-----
Francine grew up on the bayou, her father made his living as a shrimper. She found the coastal rural life constricting to the dreams of an ambitious high school girl. Shrimping was hard work and, while assisting her father whenever she could, she grew hale and hearty in body and spirit. High school graduation left her future rudderless in the bayou waters.
Her father's younger brother, her successful bachelor uncle Bobby, invited her to live at his house in New Orleans and attend a college there, a safe place, Xavier University. She begged her parents and they relented. She moved to his historic mansion near the north edge of downtown.
As time passed through her first semester, she assimilated her girlfriends habits, became more adventurous in her clothes, more revealing, teasing the boys at school with her toned body and flirty attitude.
Uncle Bobby enjoyed her presence in his big empty house. She added a vibrancy he hadn't even known was absent. He liked her Cajun hue and bouncy nature. And her curves were a relentless attraction to his libido, even as the big city life added a bit of extra flesh. Even though he was her uncle, he gave her some 'fatherly' advice, cautioning her to indulge less in the ubiquitous cappuccinos and beignets.
Then, through her college mates, she got interested in the Krewe parade floats and was a natural at the high stepping, ass and boob shaking Carnival style dancing.
Young, vivacious and shapely, she was intrigued by the anonymity of being a masqued topless parade performer, ogled by the crowd. Her vain thoughts dwelled on the vulgar thoughts of the voracious men who watched her strut by. She did like being the tease.
Now her uncle was even more captivated by his shapely niece and her new sexy antics. He noted how her body slimmed back to her healthy Bayou days, recovering the hourglass curves built during her working youth on the family fishing boat. And now her bodacious form was even more on display in her evolving flirty college vogues.
Francine's second year at the college was nearing completion and he asked of her future intentions.
"Cajun Cuisine and Hospitality Services" was her reply. He thought Xavier a mediocre venue to pursue those subjects.
Creole gumbo ran almost naturally in her blood but he plotted to have the hospitality services trajectory take a decidedly exotic turn. As a surreptitious TWA Pledge Contributor, he stealthily arranged her transfer scholarship candidacy, confident she would acquire the erotic talents and techniques that a TWA coed devoted towards hospitably servicing elite alpha males.
Francine was subsequently vetted and rostered by the TWA Recruiters and informed that her final interview meeting for recommendation would be sometime that week. The Interview schedules were running tight and she would only get the one chance, so she mustn't hesitate when summoned. Her Coach Tutor would find her when he was ready and would, at his sole convenience, initiate her Evaluation Assessment forthwith. Until that time, she should go about her normal business.
-----
"KAPS, South Louisiana Executive Regional Airport Control, this is TWA 001 requesting a vector for landing."
A distinct Cajun drawl came through her headphones.
"Roger, TWA 001, this is KAPS Executive, NOLA, proceed to outer marker and turn for Runway 17, light winds off the Gulf at 10 MPH. Welcome to the Big Easy, Lil' Cher."
"Roger, KAPS. Descending for landing and taxi to VIP Apron."
"VIP, huh? Where ya' gonna be a-stayin', Lil Cher?"
Krystal grinned at the flight controller's sassy rap. She wondered what he looked like and how he liked his 'Lil Chers' that he probably courted to zydeco tunes in local bars off duty.
"Far away from you, 'bad boy'."
"Aw, shucks. Well, just the same, let the good times roll."
She keyed the jet's intercom.
"Five minutes to touchdown, sir. Please buckle in."
Ned fixed his seatbelt and watched the ground get closer in his window, broken by the wide roll of Old Man River, better known as the mighty Mississippi. The concrete runway popped into view and the jet trembled down the runway to a halt. The ground crew ran out and crowded around, alerted by the tower that a VIP passenger deserved their extra attention.
They thought the pretty blonde pilot was the special guest but she escorted a middle aged gentleman to the black town car waiting on the apron, opened the rear door and ushered him inside. Now they thought that Ned was either wealthy, or well-endowed, or both, to warrant an hourglass molded babe like Krystal for his personal aviator.
Either way, they were jealous all the same. Some guys have all the luck. She rolled the town car down I-10 towards the French Quarter.
She and Ned took their reserved rooms at the Hotel Montesino, setting the scene for his next Evaluation Assessment.
It was Fat Tuesday, the culmination of the Marti Gras Parades in New Orleans. The French Quarter crowds packed the streets near Jackson Square, and as dusk fell, the parades got underway.
Ned and Krystal stood out in front of the hotel on the sidewalk, checking out the multi-colored floats and near naked performers. They watched for Francine.
Krystal pointed out her approach to Ned. She was dancing in the vanguard of her Krewe's Float, semi-anonymous in her feathered costume and masqued headdress. Her bared breasts were decorated with festive body paint.
Ned stood taller, looked over the crowd and saw her, dancing in the middle row of three abreast. He waited until she was moving almost directly in front of him.
He darted from the sidewalk crowd into the passing dance file, momentarily jumbling the parade flow, drawing attention as he got in front of Francine. She tried to sidestep around what appeared to be a callous drunk.
Ned called her name and yelled about the noise that her TWA interview rendezvous started right now.
She stutter stepped, hesitated, unsure, a bit confused. So Ned took her hand and pulled her swiftly out of line. She pranced beside him towards the curb. Lewd catcalls rang out. Her headdress feathers wavered and her big decorated tits jogged as she quickstepped along in her dance heels. The crowd jeered as she was towed across the crowded sidewalk into Ned's hotel entrance.
He marched her through the lobby to the elevator. Krystal had gone ahead and now held the lift's doors open for them. It happened all too quickly for any of the bellhops to react.
The short elevator ride was silence as Francine's mind fought to mentally digest what had just happened. The bell dinged as the door slid open at the Third Floor. Krystal guided them to Ned's suite, popping the door open and ushering Ned and his bewildered interviewee inside. She closed the door after wishing them 'good night' with a snicker.
She descended again to the lobby. Intrigued by the air traffic controller's cheekiness, she had called the control tower and invited him to meet her in the lobby of the Montesino this evening.
She spied a tall, young man in black wool slacks, black dress shirt and necktie. He had dark hair, blue eyes and a scruffy but trimmed 'bad boy' beard. He stood out from the cluster of fat tourists with his shoulders broad and his waist slim. His black Oxfords were spit shined polished, a sign sure of discipline in a man who cared about his first impression appearance. Her tummy fluttered at the sight of the well-dressed man.
'Bless my dumb fucking luck!' she muttered to her excited self. 'He's gorgeous!'
He was scanning the crowded lobby, apparently trying to figure out which one was his 'Lil Cher' this evening. Krystal marched toward him. He saw her direct approach and his jaw fell open, then broke into a big smile. He liked what he saw, he liked it a lot, and extended a gentleman's hand in greeting.
She saw his extended arm, looked up at his face and left the handshake hanging. Her voice was assertive.
"I'm looking for a certain 'bad boy' tonight. Is that you?'
His eyes travelled up the chicly clad Krystal, from her strappy high heels, up past her short ass hugging skirt, pausing momentarily at the packed bra and blouse and arriving at her pretty blonde face with its blue eyes and perfect makeup.
"Yes? I mean, YES, MA'AM!" he stuttered. His posture stiffened to gentlemanly attention and he assumed a respectful tone towards this stunning vision of womanly beauty, dropping his Cajun sassy slang.
Krystal took a grip on his tie and turned an about-face on the toes of her heels, draping his tie over her shoulder. She started walking back toward the elevator, her 'bad boy' in tow.
"Come along, 'bad boy'."
"Uh... sure thing, ma'am... By the way, my name's Kevin. What's yours?"
"Krystal. Come on, Kevin. You're going to show me how you 'let the good times roll' on Mardi Gras in New Orleans."
"Yes, ma'am!" he replied more docilely as he picked up the pace to stay even with hers. He was absolutely committed to showing this pretty 'Lil Cher' how he 'let the good times roll', whether it was here in NOLA or anywhere else on earth.
-----
Soon after Krystal had installed the interview pair inside Ned's suite, he and Francine emerged on the third floor balcony. He pressed her towards the decorative wrought iron railing.
He leaned her tummy against the balcony railing in full view of street crowd below. She gave a tentative wave towards the gawkers watching from the street, who saw she was still enticingly topless.
Ned positioned himself behind her and tilted her forward over the railing. Her big tits dangled as her chest hung well beyond the edge. A few drunken catcalls rose from the street. She returned another tentative wave, quickly returning both hands to gripping hard on the railing to balance herself.
Ned searched for the costume bottom catches and found what he sought. He unclipped her sequin decorated panties and yanked them off her butt. His hand thrust high in the air, displaying his prize to the crowd that yelled a jolly cheer that matched his smiling face.
He positioned himself square behind her naked ass, and needing both hands, placed her thong in his clenched teeth, the straps dangling over his chin.
He spread his stance, gripped her hips, braced, and drove his cock forcefully into her cunt. Francine's ruby painted lips formed a sudden 'O' at the potent penetration. The inebriated audience got a good look at a big first bounce of ass and tits and they cheered again. She grunted and braced her hands on the railing, expecting more, and she got it.
Ned hammered away at her pussy. Her tits bounced freely and she used one hand to brace against toppling over and the other to occasion a sheepish wave to the fully engrossed cheering crowd. Her colorful feathered headdress wavered to the pace of Ned's powerful strokes.
Whatever Francine had imagined in her vain thoughts about the vulgar thoughts of the voracious men who watched her, they never rose to being taken in an anonymous public fucking. But, although not planned, she was aroused by this sudden turn of events. She kind of liked it. She liked to tease.
Ned stroked his last, tilted back his head and gave a mighty groan, unheard but well seen by the cheering onlookers. The sparkly thong dropped from his open mouth onto her naked bowed back. His first spew coated her cunt, amplified by the following volleys. He laid over her in post coitus fatigue, feeling the sequined thong trapped between her back and his belly. His slow deflation and fall out opened the escape path for his ejaculated spunk to drip from her cunt.
Francine felt the flood both times, the ejaculated jets and the unplugged cum trickling down her inner thigh. She hung her tired head lower, catching her breath; the feathered headdress blocked the crowd's angle of view of her trembling tits. She and Ned stayed like that for a moment as Ned recovered.
He reached around and cupped her painted boobs, tight gripped handholds that he used to haul her upright on her heels. Holding hands, they jointly waved a cheerful goodbye to the rowdy crowd as he pulled her into his room. A last cheer died below as he shut the balcony doors and closed the curtains.
The public indecency, though nominally enigmatic, fueled her lust and she tackled him onto the bed. She was fired up and Ned hugged her wiggling body but was unable to rise to the immediate occasion. He removed her face masque but not the headdress, held her close, engaged in a bout of feverish kissing, stalling for refraction time.
When he was ready again, he fucked her wildly, tearing away the few remaining pieces of her costume and feathers in the tumble. Vivid memories of her robust exhibitionist act energized her to repeated orgasms.
After another rest for refraction, and when she had wound down a bit, Ned hugged her soft, warm body in sidesaddle, rubbing his knob deeply within her welcoming channel. The smeared body paint added a skin slipperiness that aided her boob rubs and rolls on his chest as the somewhat satisfied Cajun maiden focused herself to his pleasure again. And she knew she had achieved her goal when she felt his body stiffen and his powerful jets of cum again struck the walls of her womb.
She cuddled him through his immediate afterglow and settled warmly next to him as he drifted off to sleep.
-----
She awoke alone the next morning, the sheets stained with colorful body paint and splashes of cum. There was a handwritten note from Ned on the bed stand, a piece of the gold trimmed hotel stationary.
'Francine, the room has an early checkout time of 7 AM, previously arranged by Krystal to accommodate our early dawn flight out. Go home. A representative from TWA will be in touch with our decision, and if favorable, you will be briefed on your immediate enrollment itinerary. Ned.'
Francine gathered her bits of costume but was unable to find the face masque. Her sequined costume panties were also gone. There were no bathrobes in the closet or towels in the bathroom. She would have to make her journey home on foot, unclothed.
She tottered back to her Uncle's house through the empty early morning streets, quickly scooting past the street cleaners hosing away last night's debris. They seemed undeterred by her condition, wholly accustomed to the sight of naked morning-after traipses following the bawdy parades.
Uncle Bob sat dining in the front pallor breakfast nook, scanning The Times-Picayune, dwelling on page three, which had a spread of pictures from the parades In the French Quarter last night. One in particular showed an unidentified near-naked Carnival dancer getting doggy fucked over the third floor railing of an upscale hotel. The hotel manager gave a 'no comment' response to press inquiries, reasoning the free publicity and a saucy street cred were a welcome way to increase business.
Her uncle smiled when he looked up at a commotion out front and saw Francine skitter mostly naked across the front porch, then bound up the stairway to her room. He was smugly titillated when he glimpsed her jiggling half naked body in its tattered pieces of costume, already aware of the unidentified railing fuck's identity.
His cock twitched at the thought of his frenzied voluptuous niece. The TWA Recruitment interview had obviously gone well, and he was confident that she had been thoroughly fucked all night by his TWA associate.
He hoped she would be available this coming year for TWA Freewill Weekends and a startling intimate poise lesson when her mysterious guest coach tutor turned out to be her uncle. He smiled into his sugar sweet chicory sip of coffee and daydreamed of the coming possibilities.
-----
During the pre-dawn town car ride to the airport, Krystal asked Ned's verdict.
"How was she?"
Ned placed a hand on the Mardi Gras costume face mask and panties lying next to him on the seat. He had taken them in the morning as she slept. He had also stripped the room of towels and bathrobes; those went down the housemaid's laundry chute. Francine should have had quite a nervous scurry home.
He was pleased by Francine's embrace of the kinky costume lifestyle. She would surely become a favorite for the more fetish prone staff and guest coach tutors. He told Krystal to record his hearty recommendation for Francine's enrollment in the scholarship program.
"Will do, boss. Her uncle's scholarship investment should earn him a very kinky dividend."
Krystal passed a manila envelope package into the rear compartment.
"Headquarters needs you for an unscheduled urgent assignment."
Ned sighed and blew his breath out slowly. He had hoped for the vacation breakaway that he had been denied before embarking on this last series of evaluation assessments. But he was a professional dedicated to his specialized vocation.
"Where to?"
"A longer flight this time. We have to trade out the TWA G280 for the G600 model with a longer range. So we'll need a second pilot. Turns out my 'bad boy' from last night was a retired military pilot as well as an air traffic controller. I convinced him to take some time off from the tower and come along as my co-pilot. He'll meet us at the airport."
"I'm sure you were very persuasive."
He saw Krystal smile brightly at him in the rearview mirror and nodded assertively.
"Yes. Yes, I most certainly was."
"So, where to? A long flight leaves me pretty lonely in the cabin with you two upfront flying the plane."
"Don't worry, I've got you covered. Do you remember Holly, the blossoming belly dancer you escorted to the Middle East last year? You delivered her to the Grand Vizier Hassan for cross cultural experiences?"
Ned thought a moment and then his face brightened. He remembered her very well. A sinuous beauty of great accomplishment that swelled the hearts and cocks of any man she met. And she had a talented body that she used to bringing soothing comfort to those uncomfortable swellings.
"The Grand Vizier needs to get his daughters into TWA quickly, before they become child brides of the local Emirs' sons. He's sponsoring an International Belly Dance Competition as a ruse to get his daughters out of the Kingdom. He has secretly prearranged them as winning finalists and the contest prizes are TWA Scholarships. But TWA Recruitment insisted at the last minute on full Evaluation Assessments of all the contestants to mask the disingenuous plot. So you're urgently needed there."
"How many contestants?"



"About a dozen."
Ned groaned wearily. 'A dozen!'
"Okay, but again, where?"
"Morocco. And Holly is joining us on the flight. She has been assigned duties as the contestants' dance proctor and as my Evaluation Assessment co-coordinator. But, of course, that's later. She'll have plenty of time to keep you comfortable during the long flight. So maybe now, you don't think the flight will be long enough, huh?"
Newly enthused at the fortuitous turn of events, Ned eagerly tore open the package and perused the summary and enclosed photographs of his next dozen critical recruitment missions. He was feeling refreshingly faithful to his professional ethics. After all, despite being overworked, he was still responsible for his obligations as Coach Tutor Emeritus of the Total Woman Academy.
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** Abby Johannsen 01
Ned, the Total Woman Academy Coach Tutor Emeritus, looked out the window of the G280 Gulfstream as the gaps in the billowy clouds peeked through with vistas of the passing ground below. He had just completed a multiday transfer recruitment and a special coed evaluation assessment last week.
Though Ned was still in good shape for a middle-aged man, the younger Coach Tutors were more adept at a typically packed schedule of Evaluation Assessments and he had scheduled himself for a holiday break to recuperate from his professional burdens. But right on the heels of the last round of assignments, TWA Headquarters had decided Ned was the perfect man for this imminent series of engagements.
It was the organization's endless ordeal to solicit sufficient numbers of fine young ladies for Total Woman Academy Scholarships. Most coed recruitments arose from covert referrals by former graduates and current Pledge Contributors. But to supplement that substantial, though insufficient pipeline, TWA Recruitment contingents trolled college campuses, modeling agencies, and cheerleader summer camps for external aspirants.
After applicant candidate background checks, the affirmatively graded ladies were rostered for additional culling.
Confidential preliminary briefings divulged vague details of the curriculum, the residential campus roles and rules, and the incomparable merits of graduation. The final roster of selectees was then assigned to Coach Tutors for pre-enrollment evaluation assessments. If those were successful, then complete program details and enrollment itineraries were shared.
-----
The flight deck cabin door was open and Ned could see Krystal, his dedicated Pilot and Recruitment Tour Coordinator, studying the horizon and her flight instruments. This was her annually scheduled time to fulfill her post-graduate month of service to the TWA Scholarship Fund.
Her long blonde hair was captured like a headband under the yoke of the flight headphones. He overheard Krystal's call to the control tower requesting landing permission and instructions.
"Van Nuys Control, this is TWA 001 requesting a vector for landing."
"TWA 001, proceed to the outer marker for Runway 34, winds from the northeast at 15 MPH, you are cleared as next in line. Happy Landings, Lil Miss Sunshine."
Krystal smirked at the chummy chatter. The lilt of her voice seemed to bring out the sass in the small airports' air controllers. She keyed the jet's internal intercom.
"Six minutes to touchdown, sir. Please buckle in."
Ned fixed his seatbelt and watched the ground rise up closer and closer. The concrete runway appeared beneath his view, the wheels bumped down, and the plane shuddered as Krystal reversed engine thrust. They slowed and taxied to the private jet terminal.
She shut down the engines of TWA's private aircraft, trotted down the foldout stairs, and gave directions to the ground crew to have the jet fueled and ready for takeoff tomorrow. She focused again on her VIP passenger.
Krystal escorted Ned to the black town car waiting on the apron, opened the rear door, and seated her alpha male charge inside. She took the wheel and drove them from the airport, down I-405 to Santa Monica, turned north on the Pacific Coast Highway, and ended their 30-minute ground trip at Malibu.
Pulling into their beachfront rental bungalow's driveway, Krystal carted their luggage inside and they changed to swimwear for Ned's first scheduled appointment, a meeting on the adjacent topless beach.
The pair strode across the bungalow's beachside entrance patio, shielding their eyes with flat palms as they surveyed the expanse of nudist beach speckled with tanning female flesh, searching for the blonde they were there for Ned to meet.
Krystal scanned the long surf-lapped sand and pointed out a topless sun-worshipper standing at mid-distance.
"Over there."
Ned looked where his Coordinator pointed.
A tall, tanned, athletic built female, her waist-length blonde hair fluttering in the sea breeze, was scanning beyond the sunbathing crowd. She also seemed to be looking for her party at this meeting's appointed time.
Ned turned his head back from the nude cornucopia of flesh distributed on the beach towels. He surveyed his bikini-clad combination pilot, chauffeur, and coordinator.
"Damn, girl. You're positively overdressed!"
Ned swiftly pulled the center front tie and removed the congenial Krystal's bandeau bikini top. He nodded admiringly at her generous tits. She playfully flexed her back, giving a tit waggling shimmy to give him a frisky show. He tossed the top aside on the sand; it was now superfluous for their day at the nude beach.
"Much better" he laughed, patting her thong exposed ass cheeks. She smiled at his repartee and marched toward the shore and their rendezvous with the waiting blonde.
Both strolled inconspicuously through the half-naked lounging bodies to Abby, who was waiting at her oversized beach towel laid out on the sand. Ned plopped down at her side for a nonchalant rapport building chat.
Krystal kept an alert watch for nosy neighbors while the pair got to know each other. Several muscle beach bodies scanned her direction as they passed by and she was sure they made eye contact with her. 'Check that out later' she thought.
Ned queried Abby about her life story, why she was here with him now, and let her confirm in her own words what he had reviewed in her scholarship application and background check summary.
Abby hailed from Minnesota, fourth-generation Swedish heritage, the youngest of four sisters. Her older siblings had married young and birthed a brood of children.
Her father owned a successful machine parts manufacturing conglomerate, traveled alone frequently for weekend meetings and conferences, but over the last year, he had invited Abby to tag along on several marketing trips to Florida and California. She fell in love with sand and sea, with its everyday sunshine.
She met several of her father's tycoon business associates in social settings. Some were overly attentive, indelicately remarking on her physical comeliness, even while chaperoned by their own stunning young eye candy.
Growing ambivalent about her higher education choices in the Great Northern snowfields, when approached by a boutique modeling agency, Abby fled the cold winters and foreseeable motherhood in Minnesota to the sunny shores of California.
After stagnating a few months at waitressing, modeling, and being a stand-in extra for advertising shoots, her agent favored an alternate path to success through an elite academy scholarship.
When she asked her father's advice, his voice boomed through the phone line.
"Go For It!"
She was secretly vetted by TWA Recruitment and vaguely briefed on the beauty, intelligence, and poise curriculum and its enrollment prerequisites, including today's Evaluation Assessment by an Academy recruiting representative.
Ned had reviewed her file and knew her physical particulars, but he wanted to gauge her candor for sharing her personal, especially intimate, details with a new male acquaintance similar in age and attitude to her father's over-friendly middle-aged business associates.
So he nudged the conversation to questions regarding Abby's sexuality,
He noted she exhibited no piercings or tattoos, indicating a wholesome attitude about her body. She volunteered her newfound love of healthy habits, a low-carb low-fat diet, Yoga, fresh air, and lots of sunshine.
Ned queried her on her weight and height. Average for her top-heavy tallness.
"Is your public hair shaved, trimmed, or fuzzy?"
"Shaved for cleanliness."
"What are your favorite erogenous zones?"
"Pussy, nipples, behind my knees, and my neck just below my ears."
"Do you orgasm easily?"
"Generally, but it depends on how much I like the man."
"We'll work on expanding that feature."
"Can you hold back or speed up your orgasm timing and control."
"I usually let nature take its course."
"We'll work on improving that, too."
"Nice boobs. What size?"
"36 C"
"Natural or implants?"
She tilted her head back with pride.
"I'm a naturalist. They're real."
"Really? Let me see for myself."
He reached out and cupped each boob, squeezing firmly to confirm her claim of natural.
"How many past boyfriends?"
"Six"
"Was the sex mutually enjoyable?"
"Mostly."
"What was your age when you lost your virginity?"
"19."
"Did you have any blowjob or handjob experience prior to that?"
"Maybe a few."
"How about deepthroat?"
"Managed it once."
"Do you swallow?"
"I do when I have to."
She confessed to a series of inadequate boyfriends; after finding them unsophisticated about her emotional and physical sexual satisfaction. Some even cried when she dumped them. That's why, when TWA Recruitment had promised her access to an intimate network of many powerful alpha males, she had agreed to apply for the scholarship.
"I'm still amazed by my singular stroke of luck."
Ned knew that with Abby's sexual allure, her poise curriculum would be lots of strokes of lust instead of a singular stroke of luck. He assured her that, if recommended, she would find that intimate network very deep and very satisfying for many years to come.
Ned and Abby left in the late afternoon, walking hand in hand to the beach bungalow where she had been staying since yesterday, awaiting the interviewer. Krystal hung back at the beach to give them privacy. It also gave her time to browse the beach hunks.
It was time for Abby's afternoon yoga practice and Ned agreed to join her on the living room foam mats, feeling the need for muscle and libido stress relief built up by the travel and Abby's tantalizing presence.
Toned, flexible Abby led Ned through a full body yoga stretch routine.
She steered him through standing, inverted, and seated stances. Her twisting naked body gave him multiple angled views of her exquisite physique. She touched him often during the hour, correcting his form, finally laying her bare breasts and body weight against his back when he needed help reaching his toes during the final seated forward fold.
Ned felt light-headed from the strain of the body contortions and his growing genital pressure. Abby let him ease up a little from the forward fold. Her fingers gripped his ankles and bent his legs into a Lotus pose with the soles of his feet placed together inches in front of his ball sack.
Her fingertips tickled his inner thighs as she walked her digits up to his genitals. One hand cupped his sac, the other lifted into a slow stroke on his cock, bringing life and hardness to his manhood. Soon he was erect, just the way she wanted him.
She slithered around him; her legs hugged his waist, her arms circled his neck, leaning her weight away to keep him seated upright. She settled her groin against his, with her ankles crossed behind his back. It was a lap mounted match to his Lotus pose.
She threw her hair back, unhampering his contact with her bare breasts. She hugged his body and nuzzled a kiss. His arms circled around her, loosely hugging her body beneath the long blonde hair fall. Her stiff nipples brushed his chest.
She lifted her hips and melted her hot wet pussy down over his erection. He moaned under her hair, his lips suckling her neck just below her ears.
She took control of the strokes, her lithe Yoga-toned strength driving her body movements, sliding up and down his shaft. She knew how to do fluid ass rolls at the bottom that dragged his deeply buried coronal nook against her quivering inner membranes as she drew back up his shaft.
He was immersed in her erotic plan. He smelled her presence, the green botanical aroma of her hair softener, and the coconut oils in her sunscreen. Her hard nipples tickled his chest. He closed his eyes and his mind emptied of all worldly cares, focused solely on the sensations. He felt tingles building in his cock and balls.
She never let up and he soon discharged his body aches and his teeming sperm into her comforting body and soul. Abby had soothed his sexual anguish with her mind dimming tantric fuck.
She held him in but stretched out her legs behind him, bracing her feet wide to stabilize their seated stance. Her lips pecked his forehead, his nose, and moved to his ear. Her whisper barely registered.
"Can you hear me, my darling? Are you back in our waking world?"
He groggily mumbled his response. She stayed in the genital connection until she felt his erection soften and fall out. She laid him in post Yoga savanna nana pose, a camphor-scented cloth over his face as he rested and recovered.
Remaining nude, she prepared her culinary specialty, a healthy seaweed salad with poached white fish. She served it as a candlelit dinner, shared naked and ending with a sugarless orange and lime sorbet.
During the light post-orgasmic conversation, Abby juxtaposed their sensational tantric fuck to the quickies and banal rutting of the studio producers whose empty promises she had succumbed to. They never offered her substantial roles in the industry. She felt passed around, used. She wanted a surer pathway toward real career advancement, something the promised TWA philosophy more reliably promulgated.
She softly took his hand, drew him from the table, and led him toward the sea-facing bedroom. The sliding window wall was open. Moonlight filtered in and gave the bedroom a romantic glow.
She pulled him into bed, moved them into a sidesaddle pose. He was fully awake this time for the insertion and sweet movements inside her. She responded with coos of pleasure but his macho ego needed more control and he rolled to get himself on top.
His strokes were masterful, a deep slow plunge while in a lip-locked kiss. They paused as he lifted his face to watch her blue eyes swell as he dragged his fat knob back along her warm channel. Halting just at the entrance, he stopped with barely his knob connected. Then another kiss while he pushed a long firm stroke back down to depth.
The light sea breeze billowed the loose curtains at the open wall facing the sea, cooling the heated bodies connected in coitus. They were serenaded during their slow sensual mating by the background sea and fauna sounds, the staccato patter from a light sprinkle of rain.
Abby's breathing rose in pace and volume until she naturally went rigid, her pussy pulsating along Ned's cock. He waited her out as she climaxed with a loud cry, hugging him tightly. He felt her body soften and initiated the vigorous strokes that put him over the top and drenched her womb with his spunk.
They lay cuddled in the pose and fell asleep.
Krystal returned late in the night, carrying the beach paraphernalia, after having completed a quickie hookup with an infatuated beach bodybuilder. She never found her bikini top, probably collected by a passing beachcomber. She saw the closed master bedroom door and settled herself in the guest suite.
The disturbance stirred the sex fatigued pair, but not so fatigued that they couldn't engage in another round of relaxed petting and fucking.
In the morning, Ned, Krystal, and Abby shared a breakfast of fruit, yogurt, and green tea.
Krystal gathered Ned's discarded clothes and packed them into the luggage, laying out today's travel clothes on the bed. They readied to depart for their next appointment elsewhere; Abby had satisfactorily completed Ned's Evaluation Assessment.
She was informed her escort to the TWA Campus Induction would arrive in a few days. Meanwhile, she could enjoy the bungalow for the intervening time, including guests, since according to Krystal there were apparently some manly men in the vicinity. Abby nodded brightly in concurrence.
The town car was gassed up and waiting for them in the driveway. Krystal whispered a reminder to Ned as they stood at the bungalow door.
"Oh, yes, thank you, Krystal. Abby, I almost forgot. I need one more thing from you to finalize your Evaluation Assessment."
Before she could even respond, he pulled the side ties of her white bikini thong, drew the cloth off her hips, and gripped the wad in his fist.
"I always retain a token reminder, a memento of my successful inductees."
After bijou kisses all around, naked Abby waved her Evaluation Assessment team goodbye as they drove off.
As Krystal wheeled them back to the airport, Ned mulled over the astonishing future being afforded the magnificent Abby, and her passing befuddlement when she eventually encountered her generous TWA Scholarship benefactors. The tightknit funding cabal would realize spectacularly gratifying returns for their generous scholarship fund investment when they visited her on campus. They would augment her poise lessons, booking roster slots as her guest coach tutors for private sessions, family incest acclimation, and Freewill Weekends.
** Abby Johannsen 02
He couldn't help it. His eyes teared up. Not dripping with tears but very watery.
She had said 'No'.
Last night had been unbelievable. He had chatted her up at the beachfront bar, attracted to her giggles and blond-haired, blue-eyed charms. She took a similar interest in him and had led him back to her bungalow. He had planned to make her body his heavenly playground. But she had turned the tables and used him as an unstoppable fucking machine.
He was smitten and begged her to stay, for a night, for a week, forever.
"I can't. I have a destiny elsewhere. I'm leaving today."
Abby saw his angst and guessed his pain. He was not the first to become clingy after a single night with her. She smoothed a finger down his cheek, made a gracious pouty face, and cooed sweet words about how wonderful he had been.
"You'll soon find another. There will be others like me."
"No. Never. I really mean that" he whimpered.
She had come upon him in the nearby beachfront bar, a handsome beefy beach body. Rocky claimed to be independently wealthy, had inherited family money and she didn't doubt his sincerity. He had been a magnificent fuck-mate, bestowing on her numerous mini- and maxi-orgasms throughout the night, just as she had rocked Rocky's world.
Her hands pressed his broad chest and he loosened his hug. She gently guided him out the back beach portal and kissed him farewell.
Alejandro, her TWA Escorting Coach Tutor, was scheduled to show up at any minute and she just had enough time to pack her belongings and prepare for her travel to the TWA campus, as yet an unknown location.
And as expected of the fabled enigmatic organization, Alejandro arrived exactly on time. She answered the doorbell and found a dark and handsome, lithe, and muscular Latino. She was struck by his beauty and refinements as he greeted her with polite but condescending respect and then entered confidently, discounting any pretense of her permission.
He saw her packed luggage set in the entranceway. Uninvited, he opened the valises. He sorted roughly through her clothes and other things, discarding much of her belongings in a heap on the floor.
He smiled as he lifted out her lacy bras and panties and tossed them aside as well. They joined the growing pile by cotton and wool blouses, skirts, and denim shorts.
What remained were toiletries and some personal items. He opened a smaller kit that he had brought along and produced her travel clothes ensemble furnished by TWA.
He informed her that, from now on, TWA would furnish her with their sole judgment of her every need, including her prescribed wearables.
Alejandro ordered her to strip off her outfit, snatching the sundress from her. She waited and then realized he was waiting on her. She slid off her thong panties, held them out and he tossed them towards the pile of other discarded items.



In return, she dressed in what he had held out to her: satin lime green booty shorts, under-boob exposing white spandex crop top, and low summer sandals, no underwear. Her outfit molded her curves and she sported a tight camel toe and pokies.
"Come along. Bring the case. We have a train to catch."
He spun on his heel and disappeared through the door. She took one last look around at the pile of clothes, grabbed the TWA case, and quickly added her toiletries.
She followed him outside, carrying the repacked bag with its few mementos of her fading former life. A luxury-class Uber waited in the driveway, the rear door opened and attended by the tall Alejandro. He helped her sit inside.
The silent Uber driver kept checking her out in the rearview mirror as he drove them to the train station for the Amtrak to San Antonio.
Abby grew self-conscious about this flaunted public exposure. She was used to the protected atmosphere of the sheltered nudist beach. But at the train platform, ordinary male commuters gawked at her toned figure and sexy outfit. Her long straight blond hair swayed loosely at her back as she walked and looked around at her spectators, drawing their eyes to her telltale pokies and the molded camel toed crotch.
She held her head up, her posture dignified but her gaze kept lowering atypically to the floor. Her blue eyes felt more than saw their attentions. Alejandro seemed oblivious to the stares. He held her on the platform until the last minute. The whistle sounded; the train was ready to depart and she boarded quickly when Alejandro allowed it.
They found their compartment, a well-appointed two-person special suite aboard the Sunset Limited, with its large bed, private shower, and a swiveling dual seated recliner. He told her to sit on one side and turned it to face the window. The train car lurched and they were on their way.
Abby watched the scenery change as the train moved from city to suburb to open country. She sat beside Alejandro who lounged in the other close-by seat. He seemed more relaxed now, having met the departure schedule.
They commenced some get acquainted chatting. His fingers furtively touched her exposed skin, a hand rubbing her leg. He sidled closer and lay his arm across her shoulder. As they talked, his palm reached down to cup her far tit.
She told her story, her dreams, and her trepidations about her near future. He was somewhat reserved in his answers, saying repeatedly that she would see what she would see as the journey unfolded. The talking and touching eased her tensions and he noticed her calmness returning.
"That's an interesting history. I want to learn more, maybe over dinner later in the dining car. But I need to get to know you better, in a different way."
As he had at the beach house, he presumed her compliance, took his leave, and simply peeled off her top and shorts. She stoically sat naked as he removed his own clothes.
She expected him to offer her another, less revealing getup for the dining car. But instead, he stood her before the room's large vista window.
Alejandro fucked her in standing doggy. Her nipples were pressed to the wide glass. She watched the passing desert vistas and the occasional person staring at her naked body on display when the train sped past. She would have felt more amorous in a less exposed situation.
In recompense, Alejandro diddled her pussy and she let him draw out her orgasm before he flooded her womb. He clung to her as he came down from his high before collapsing back into the recliner.
After she preened away his dribbling manly discharge in the shower, he produced her dinner wardrobe from the TWA travel clothes luggage: a thin see-thru red dress. Ankle length and sleeveless, it draped her toned figure closely and made no attempt to conceal her pert pokies with their pink halos. The flesh-toned panties camel-toed her pussy, a mollification for public decency. One couldn't tell without close inspection whether or not she was bare there.
She was led, walking hand in hand with Alejandro, to the dining car. She was daring eye candy in contrast to his dignified dark shirt and slacks wardrobe. Her mood was pensive and self-conscious, subdued by another grudging public display. But despite many amused second looks from the male patrons, she didn't note any outward disdain from the female diners.
Quick glances and darting stares fell her way throughout the mealtime. Alejandro ordered for them both and they consumed the Land & Sea Combo of sirloin and crab cake.
Abby settled down somewhat in her obscured seat by the window. She didn't relax her guard but intentionally veiled her embarrassment. She teased her intimate companion with subtle playfulness. Tongue swipes over succulent lips, compounded with air kisses and suggestive pantomimes of oral sex with tubular food items. She leaned back open-mouthed and suckled the longer pieces of steamed vegetables.
Envious men rubbernecked to see the show when their wives' attentions were diverted elsewhere. When they caught their husbands' darting looks at the escapades in the corner, the wives became less amused by Abby's immodest display.
Alejandro noted their disapproval but dismissed their concerns when he quietly opined to Abby that those unenlightened fuming wives would get the benefits of her display when they received wild spousal sex that night, despite their jealousy and peevishness.
After coffee and brandy, the traveling pair made their flaunting exit back to their cabin. Strangely, or probably not, in view of Alejandro's savoir-faire, Abby was fired up by the unescapable exhibitionism. She stepped a little harder in her heels, jiggling her pokies beneath the shroud, imaging hard cocks getting harder still as she strolled past.
In the cabin, she gazed with growing arousal as her escort casually shed his shirt and slacks, revealing his commando groin, thickened already by his hour-long simmering at dinner. His fists gripped her dress at the neck and ripped the thin fabric apart, exposing her thinly veiled tits and ass to his view. She rushed off her panties in equal haste.
Lying prone, his manly erection angled up from his belly, he didn't need to ask or command; the sexy blonde swung atop and hurriedly mounted him in cowgirl. Two strokes were all it took to bury him in her wet warmth.
She composed her emotions and rode him gently. They were aided when the train hit an unsteady section of track and bounced them unevenly. Alejandro was miffed by the distraction; he would register his displeasure to Amtrak.
But Abby used the transport's assistance to waver her body with the random motions. He felt her cunt sway and bob on his cock, adding delightful quivering sensations. His displeasure turned to pleasure and he decided 'never mind' about the complaint.
Abby arched her body above him. Her hands held to hanging ceiling straps and she braced for leverage as she swayed with the train's motion. Alejandro was attracted to her jostling breasts now fully presented before him. He kneaded and pinched her boobs.
Abby cycled into a series of Yoga inspired cunt strokes and compressions as Alejandro's bounding erection hammered her cunt and battered her clitoris. She cried out as she ascended to her ecstasy and cloudily sensed his discharge drench her feminine niche.
She abandoned the handholds and collapsed satiated onto his seemingly gratified body. He languidly hugged her in a loose arm cuddle as he collected his own consciousness. He shrank but she used his body as she could, wiggling small caresses on her tingling nipples and labia. He let her move in his loose embrace, too tired to object. Eventually, they rolled aside and dozed as they nested on the bunk.
Meanwhile, Abby's evocative dining car apparition had infused a sexual fervor throughout the train compartments.
In an adjacent cabin, Mr. Carmine's mind imagined Abby trapped beneath him. His ears conjured up girlish whimpering evoking praise for his fortitude, fueling his lust as his colossal cock pounded into a magnificent pussy. In fact, Mrs. Carmine laid beneath him and was getting the most robust fucking she had enjoyed in quite a while.
'What's gotten into George?' she wondered.
Whatever it was, she hoped he found more of it more often. Tonight he was a cock master on fire as he drove himself inside her, a far cry from what was usually their stale weekly ritual. With a mighty growl, George shot hard and deep. Mrs. Carmine's musings were distracted as she also peaked, pitching her hips up to meet his staccato bursts.
Other couples aboard the sleeping car heard the disturbance. But it didn't disturb their sleep; nobody was sleeping, as evidenced by matching cries of passion that burst and died from other compartments throughout the evening.
The train chugged into the San Antonio train station. Alejandro allowed her only the same skimpy travel outfit she had worn on the platform in southern California.
During the disembarkation, they saw many smiling middle-aged couples leaving the train cars with none of the disgruntled looks thrown her way by the previously judgmental wives. She believed a few of them even threw appreciative winks and nods of 'Thanks' in her direction.
The trekking TWA pair transferred to a boutique River Walk hotel. They lounged the day away by the pool and viewed the passing tourists, waiting for the other pairs to arrive before this latest TWA Induction Class journeyed together on the final leg to the assigned TWA campus.
** Imminent Graduation
Abby got to be close friends with her other co-ed classmates. They all liked the curriculum of intelligence, beauty, and poise, and enjoyed the friendly competition and cooperation for higher Evaluation Assessment scores from staff and guest coach tutors. They assumed their senior roles as Undergraduate Advisors and tended to the next class of coeds, just as they had been tended to by the previous seniors.
Now it was the culmination of their TWA undergraduate studies and the looming Father-Daughter Weekend.
Campus lore told that the alpha male fathers should be primed and then cooled from their excess ardor by the other coeds before the main incestuous event with their own female progeny. That would lead to less feverish actions and enable them to tranquilly engage in prolonged, multi-orgasmic reunions with their offspring and enjoy the rewards of their substantial scholarship support.
** Abby Johannsen 03
The Gulf of Mexico was a different kind of beach than her accustomed Pacific shore. The ocean swells were gentler on the sandy beach as opposed to the crashing southern California waves.
But some things were all the same. Although her encounters were controlled by the TWA Campus rules, she still enjoyed flirting with the public access area lifeguards at the edges of the campus beach exclusion zone.
She wore her top when chatting but dramatically removed it as she sauntered away, dangling it from her outstretched arm as her ass cheeks undulated her string thong bikini to the beat of her stride.
Over time, the staff coach tutors acclimated her to beach blanket fucking and it became one of her favorite seaside activities. She preferred dusk for the occasional guest coach tutors to teach her different strokes. She developed an impressive array of variations.
Beach fucking was not her only lesson. The poise curriculum had its abundant share of indoor activities, including bed borne fucks, kneeling sucks, and, most thrillingly, pairings with the male family members of her closest classmates. Some sessions were kinky, favoring blindfolds and bondage, providing requisite fetish acclimation.
For one, she was informed to prepare her very best to welcome an exceptional alpha male for his campus visit. Someone only a select few coeds ever met; someone whose opinion could have a great impact on her future. Asked but not answered was his identity. Excited by the lofty challenge, she went about her preening with a particular purpose, intent on gaining a Grade-A rating.
While Abby focused on her preparations for the mysterious encounter, a town-car pulled up to the campus main entrance. Ms. Smith, the Campus Housemother greeted her honored guest.
"Oh, Ned, it's been so long! I'm so glad you're here."
The TWA training superiors buzzed sweet greetings.
"Ned, some of our girls have exceeded our resident staff's capacity to raise their abilities any further. We really need you. I've arranged some special sessions that will take advantage of your unmatched skills."
His smile was effusive and impish.
"Always willing to help out however and whenever I can."
Ms. Smith touched his cheek and twinkled her own conspirator grin.
"Once you're settled into your Guest Coach Tutor Suite, you should take a stroll on the beach. You might discover a perky treat I left waiting for you there."
In his guest tutor suite, intrigued by Ms. Smith's genial coaxing, Ned changed from his travel clothes into loose swim trucks, tank top, and sandals. He headed out to explore the beach for his 'perky treat'.
It wasn't long before he came across Abby sunbathing nude except for sunglasses. She sensed his approach but lay still until his shadow moved across her face. She had been directed to give a special welcome to whoever was sent. She took a deep breath and opened her eyes beneath the shades. Seeing Ned, she smiled broadly.
She lifted her shades and peered at her special and familiar guest.
"Hello, sir. What a welcome surprise."
She braced up on her elbows and Ned dropped to his knees on the edge of her beach blanket. She forgot her manners in her subdued eagerness to make a second first impression on the Emeritus Coach Tutor who had launched her on this wonderful journey through TWA.
Without further words, she sat up, rubbed his groin over his shorts. Her hand tunneled up one side and touched his heavy balls and shaft. He didn't show any sign of objection, so she descended into her proper female role at the feet of an alpha male. Her other hand unfastened the waist and lowered the zipper. His manhood emerged and her hands cooperated to lower his shorts and handle her prize.
She leaned in for a genital kiss. Her lips and tongue suckled his cock to erection. Then, looking up at his face, she slowly laid back, gently guided him to kneel between her legs, and pulled him down into a nude beach missionary position.
It was a natural conjunction. She facilitated his entrance and they fucked smoothly. The sun warmed sand-and-sea tainted breeze comforted them to a pleasant mutual ecstatic satisfaction. While Ned reveled in the afterglow, she expressed a verbal formality to her corporeal greeting.
"Welcome to the campus, sir. I hope your visit is pleasant."
"It certainly has started out very well."
They cuddled and fondled and reminisced on their first night together at another beach setting. The sun descended to dusk, coercing them back to the campus facilities. Parting with a kiss, they traded promises of another meeting soon.
Ned spent the following days and nights in similar engagements with a variety of the coeds, sharpening their skills for the looming Father-Daughter Weekend at the coming end of their campus borne studies just prior to graduation. Some bedmates were familiar acquaintances from his recruitment tours while others were new adventures.
The students gratefully absorbed whatever sexual lessons and manly gifts he cared to share. He gave all he could before his time and talents were bidden to campus venues elsewhere and he departed their environment.
As he was leaving, a parade of limousines entered through the compound gates. In the backseat of one, Mr. Johannsen was a flutter of nerves as his ride stopped before the TWA campus front door. It had been a few years since he had encouraged Abby to 'go for it'. And she had. And now he would find out if his Pledge Contribution investments would bring him the bawdy thrills that he had dreamed of during the intervening time.
The experienced campus staff understood his thoughts, for he was not the first male parent that needed careful handling to assure the finest eventual reunion with his progeny. His first day and night were filled with poolside and other casual venue warm up sex with Abby's coed classmates in order to take the edge off. He was impatient all the same as he witnessed her doing the same with the other coeds' fathers nearby.
The run-up sex with young coeds did as expected and he grew less physically harried but even more psychologically passionate for the looming Father Daughter exhilaration. And then, finally, Saturday evening arrived and the stage was set for the facilitated paternal incestuous encounter.
Mr. Johannsen was led by a topless undergraduate to a romantic dim-lit dinner table on a poolside terrace. He waited edgily for his daughter to join him. He was not disappointed by her elegant appearance.
Abby strolled in angelically, swishing towards him in a sheer sexy see-thru gown. The dim light and shadowed feminine areas hinted at but didn't reveal the absence of anything between the dress and her skin. He stood as she entered his space. He held his lusty impatience in check as they exchanged chaste bijou kisses.
The fine dinner was served by the same topless undergraduate coed and her equally lovely classmate. They were unconscious visual intrusions to Mr. Johannsen's musings on his impending appointment with destiny as he perused Abby's near-naked body across the candlelit table. His bloated balls teemed with sperm, restless to burst forth from their torrid confinement.
The meal ended and they rose from the table, linking arms. Now close up, he was convinced the dress was her only sheath. The family paramours cuddled and fondled along the moonlit path leading to the secluded cabana that would be their introductory love nest. Therein, more kisses and caresses accompanied their mutual brisk stripping as the magic moment came at hand. He found the dress to be her sole covering and he delighted at her obvious scheme for his seduction.
Still kissing and cuddling, they simply fell into bed, clutching at each other's bodies. He settled above her spread out beauty, aligning for the conjunction. He probed lightly, touching her feminine moisture with the tip. A slow inch intruded.
Abby pulled him down and hugged his neck. Her lips barely moved as she hummed a Yoga mantra tune. It helped him relax in her embrace and he pressed another inch.
Her purring waivered as she whimpered once at the sensation. Her neck hug firmed perceptively, hanging on to her Daddy as she flexed her toned vaginal muscles, massaging the knob of his dick. He felt the compressions and mumbled his own praise for his daughter's TWA inveighed pleasuring skills.
He pressed again, another inch, another murmur from her, another round of moist compressions, and his moaned reply. Another cycle, and then more again, until the moaning man was balls deep in his purring daughter's cunt. He rested deep inside as his soul was solaced by her soft vocals and his cock steeped in her active vagina.
His heated libido overruled his euphoric tranquility and he grudgingly drew back, but only to thrust a full-length stroke. Another, and another, banging his groin hard against her clitoris, as his pace quickened.
She employed all of her Zen-based skills to delight her Daddy, receiving the thrilling genital jolts of his impacts. Her efforts were rewarded with pleasure and treasure as his massive ejaculation warmed her insides and he returned her hard clutches during their mutual ecstasy.
They lay side by side, staring at the ceiling. He thought of Abby's little cousin, a younger blonde version of his current incestuous conquest. He had interceded with his gullible brother early after her high school graduation and she was already enrolled at an overseas TWA campus. But it would be years before he would be allowed to fuck the little minx. He wanted to stay satiated in the interim now that he had tasted the forbidden fruit censored by nitwitted 'polite' society.



He apprised Abby of his newest enterprise, a small manufacturing firm in Southern California.
"Would you like to live in San Diego? Run my new business? I will pop in often... very often!"
She smiled unseen, delighted with the idea of him popping in, dreaming that 'popping in' meant his cock popping into her cunt.
"I'd like that" she enthused.
But that would be later, weeks or months away. Now was now. She touched his tumescent manhood, one finger rasping the coronal nook, and her fingernail flicks gained its stiffness. He growled with good humor and rolled atop her, leisurely fucking her again.
All through the night, they fondled, licked, sucked, and fucked. He was amazed at how she managed to draw out his pearls of paternal offerings so many times. In the morning, her exhausted father cuddled her in spoon, his hands fondling her luscious breasts. He decided his TWA Pledge Contribution had earned its rightful dividends with more to come.
"It's time for me to go."
He squeezed a nipple for emphasis and felt her rub her smooth bare ass against his ephemerally worn-out cock as a sign of halfhearted consensus. She alighted the bed and facilitated his shower and dressing.
Ready for travel, he answered the knock on the door and found the same coed from before dinner last night, suitably topless still, waiting to guide to his waiting limousine. But not before some final family tender farewells and the prospects of recurrent incestuous affections in the years to come.
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** Brenda Bradford 01
Tom Crawford sat behind his big desk. Bob Bradford, his friend and business collaborator, sat across from him. They had discussed their latest business venture. Bob had purchased some adjacent acreage with his past profits and Tom had gained the oil leases on the expanding parcels of Bob's modestly successful horse and cattle ranch.
Tom was feeling jolly about their state of affairs and offered Bob a celebratory cigar.
"No thanks, you know I don't smoke."
"Or drink, you teetotaler. Mind if I do?"
"Nah, go ahead."
Bob seemed subdued today, concerning Tom. He liked their arrangement and wanted his friend to be happy.
"Everything okay at the ranch?"
Bob sighed, "Yeah, but I'm worried about Brenda."
"What's up?
"She's going to Casper College now, just as I promised her late mother. But I don't like the look of things. She's hanging out at the state fairgrounds with that bunch of rowdy cowboys. I was just a cowpoke myself, yet her mother married me anyway. But then I got lucky when you found oil on my smallholdings."
"And made us both a shitload of money!"
"Yeah, thanks. But luck's a fickle thing and Brenda may not get any more out of life than a ranch hand cowboy and a bunch of kids. I want more for her. She deserves better than that."
Tom leaned back and blew a puff of bluish smoke at the ceiling. He had seen Brenda grow up after her mother passed away, a little wild without an adult woman's guiding hand at home. He found the buxom lass quite alluring and even now, his cock gave a twitch. But he always followed the sometimes silly rule about never fishing off the company dock. It was bad for business.
But maybe there was another way. Tom, the oil and cattle magnate, unknown to Bob or any of his local friends, was a TWA Pledge Contributor, and his cock twitched at another thought of Brenda joining him in bed. She was a vivacious pretty young woman, and he imagined anew the carnal possibilities.
"So Bob, what if she transfers to another college out of town, or even out of state, something upscale, mingled on-campus with men of substance and stature?"
"As good as that sounds, Tom, I'm getting along okay but I don't have the available money for that. You know: land rich but cash poor."
"Leave it to me, my friend, I know of scholarships available for worthy young coeds. Let me make some calls and see what I can arrange."
"Thanks, Tom. I really appreciate your interest in Brenda's development. You're a good friend."
"Not at all, Bob. Leave the details to me. I'll take care of everything."
----------
A few weeks later, the TWA G280 business jet sliced the blue sky above the prairie.
"KCPR Business Airport, Casper Control, this is TWA 001 requesting a vector for landing."
"TWA 001, proceed to the outer marker for Runway 8/21, winds from the northwest at 25 MPH. Welcome to the Cowboy State, darling."
Krystal grimaced. 'Darling? Not cowgirl or prairie bunny? This guy's game is lame.'
Krystal keyed the jet's intercom.
"Ten minutes to touchdown, sir. Please buckle in."
Ned buckled in. The sparse grass and flat terrain rose up towards him. They crossed the outer edge of the concrete runway and the jet nose tilted up as the wing wheels bumped down. The nose wheel connected with mother earth and the plane slowed swiftly when Krystal reversed thrust. It was a short taxi to the small craft terminal.
She shut down the engines, trotted down the foldout stairs first, and made the arrangements for tomorrow's mid-morning takeoff. The ground crew promised to have the jet ready to go for the 'darling' blonde pilot.
She got Ned settled in the black town car and followed directions down US29 towards the Central Wyoming Fairgrounds.
He thumbed again through Brenda's briefing packet. Her father was anxious for Brenda to escape the remote cattle range, to find more than a broke down cowboy and a herd of kids. He wanted her to rise up in the world and stake a claim to a better life.
Brenda had been approached by TWA Recruitment and they pledged her to not share the scholarship details with her widowed father. He would only know that his oil lease business associate had located for her a scholarship for an innovative academy.
Ned knew her father's secret TWA Pledge Contributor associate was sponsoring his business friend's brunette daughter for the scholarship, and that the father implicitly trusted his friend, dampening his curiosity.
Ned and Krystal found Brenda, the amateur rodeo clown, still in costume: face painted, baggy dungarees, oversized plaid shirt, dusty hair, and cloggy boots. She was hanging with the local young cowboys after practice.
Krystal played hostess and introduced Ned, first to Brenda and then the young male crowd.
Each tall lean cowboy, at one time or another, had invited Brenda out, mostly to local cowboy bars with the ubiquitous bull-riding machines.
They all remembered that one time when an inebriated Brenda writhed on the slow-moving hump, inadvertent pantie and nipple flashes tantalizing the bar slackers. They were trying again for her attendance tonight but were put out when she declined their urgings and walked to the town car, escorted by the middle-aged Ned.
The jilted boys immediately turned to hit on bodacious Krystal who deflected their attention, claiming work duties all day.
"No, got work to do tonight. But just in case I'm free later, where's the party?"
"Buster's. You ever ride a bull, Cowgirl?" they jostled.
Krystal reimagined the question as not about a machine but a stud bull alpha male, prone in bed with his bulky cock solidly up her cunt as she ground her hips atop his groin.
"Sure, plenty of times."
"Well, I'd like to see how long you can last!"
Krystal thought the cocky young cowboy was cute. Maybe later tonight he would feel, rather than see, her bull riding talents, and she would see how long he could last.
Krystal dropped Ned and Brenda, still clad in her plaid shirt and blue jeans, at her ranch home outside of town.
Her father was absent, off in Jackson Hole, on a fly fishing weekend with Tom, a last-minute invitation. She knew her father loved fly fishing for trout in the bar channeled mountain streams during the day. She was less aware that he enjoyed fishing for barflies at night. Her father was widowed but he wasn't dead; he still liked the occasional roll in the hay.
Ned relaxed on the back porch, surveyed the prairie spread out to the horizon. Small herds of cattle and horses leisurely grazed among the oil well pump jacks.
Brenda set up the charcoal grill and added thick steaks, the smoke rolling out from under the barbeque cover. He heard her fuzzing with other meal courses in the kitchen. She popped her head out the kitchen door.
"I need to clean up and change. Can you watch the steaks?"
He turned them often, letting them turn juicily brown, smelling the fat sizzle. He moved them to the platter, placed them inside, and returned to enjoy the prairie sundown. His half an hour of cooking and quiet was broken by her plaintive dinner summons.
"Come and get it!"
Ned tracked inside and followed the smell of food to the ranch house dining room. Its wood-paneled walls were decorated with stuffed animal trophies around the roughhewn table and chairs.
There stood Brenda, and Ned was stunned by the transformation. From her shiny neat hair to her long legs stretching below the short dress hem, she had trans-morphed into a preppy wholesome Casper College student. The little black spaghetti strap dress, high heels, preppy face makeup, and modest jewelry were picture perfect.
'Come and get it' suddenly took on a different meaning. She graciously guided him to a seat and sat on the other side of the narrower dimension.
The charcoal steaks were sumptuous, with bread and salad and warm spicy apple pie for dessert. Her generous cleavage also spiced the atmosphere, jiggly invitingly when she laughed.
During the meal, Ned conducted the initial light conversation to start her Evaluation Assessment interview. He queried her details and life goals. Her conversation and manners were gentile and erudite.
Her Associate's Studies were just like everyone else's in these parts: Agribusiness, the classic Central Wyoming curriculum for a land full of cattle, horses, and oil. She saw the elite academy scholarship as an opening to higher career possibilities with more refined topics like Human Relations, Anatomy, and Hospitality.
Ned heard her wish list but in his mind, he thought Sexual Relations, Erotic Anatomy, and Alpha Male Hospitality. He told her that her looming education would include staff and visiting lecturers providing her deep lessons in all those topics. He warmed to her forthright answers, providing an opportunity to Segway into the real meat of the interview.
She liked all sex positions, claimed sensitive nipples, orgasmed easily. She practiced feminine genital hygiene, used a shaver. Her glamor cosmetic skills were limited here on the range with few chances to use them. Ned assured her she would assimilate those talents and much more at the Academy.
He saw Brenda in a different light, seeing beyond her outward unsophisticated rowdiness, perceiving a wild heart inside a cultured young woman.
The dishes were abandoned on the table as Ned took her hand and ascended the stairs to her bedroom suite. It was a natural thing, no more questions needed, just a move from the verbal interview to the next level of intimacy.
They were unhesitant about stripping each other completely. He twirled her panties playfully on a finger, his arm high like twirling a lasso. He tossed them on his pile of clothes, staking his claim to his traditional souvenir and memento of an interview.
Brenda stood calmly, watched his rodeo pantomime, awaiting his lead in the next stage of this uncommon interview. And he provided it, broaching the obvious question.
"What's all this talk about bull riding?"
"It's not all talk. Let me show you how we do it."
Brenda pushed him on the bed. She smiled and leaned over his groin, her silky hair brushing his cock as she noodled around until her lips found his knob. She proficiently sucked him to a full standing erection.
Mounting up, she recreated her infamous bull riding burlesque, one hand waving over her head for balance as the other braced on his chest. She writhed her hips on the genuine stud bull wedged between her legs, using his embedded cock as a pinion. Her tits wobbled freely, her pussy massaging his erection in all the right places.
Ned manhandled her bouncing boobs and too soon hollered his semen into her womb.
Throughout the remaining night, she demonstrated her other agilities at sucking, missionary, and doggy sex. The fucking was accompanied by nature's outdoor symphony of prairie dog whistles and a coyote answering one of Ned's howls of delight during a particular solid burst of orgasm.
Once, when they fucked in missionary and when he was pressing her farthest feminine depth, at the very moment of spew, she probed his open mouth with her tongue. She tickled his gums behind his front teeth, as her cervix rubbed his cock tip. It was the hardest cum Ned had experienced in a long time.
They rose early the next morning, and after an energy renewing breakfast, dressed in casual riding clothes. Brenda toured Ned through the barns and stables, where they saddled a pair of horses for a ride along the edges of the ranch.
The early spring sun grew warm quickly and she took off her shirt, going topless away from the homestead. Her breasts bouncing to the pace of the trotting horse as they followed a side trail into Rotary Park.
They stopped at the waterfall, hobbled the horses who found sprigs of grass to munch. They sat on a viewing area bench. Ned beheld the overlook vistas spread out towards the city.
He perceived Brenda kneeling and opening his pants. He let her perform an affectionate blowjob while he watched hawks soar high over the foothills. He spewed pleasantly as he watched the idyllic scenery and she swallowed his ejaculated cum.
They rode double back to the ranch, her naked, and him bare-chested. The horse's slow gait wobbled Brenda's breasts against Ned's back as they led her horse along on a halter. She opened his pants and exposed him. Her hands cupped his soft cock and balls dangling between his splayed thighs but got no effective reaction from Ned's weary manhood. But her naked pussy against the moving oiled saddle leather felt good. She closed her eyes and enjoyed a mild orgasm, hugging Ned's body and kissing the back of his neck in the afterglow.
They put the horses in the corral, dressed, and ate a light lunch on the back porch. The Evaluation Assessment had run its course.
She sadly escorted Ned to the town car that had arrived during their naked morning ride, waiting in the driveway, but apparently unattended. He heard a dual cry of pleasure from inside. He rapped on the dark tinted window and heard the sudden bustle of its occupants.
The far rear door popped open and a lean cowboy struggled out to his feet, pants unbuckled, working feverously to zip up his blue jeans fly. A pair of white panties dangled from his hip pocket.
A disheveled Krystal tumbled out behind him, tucking her big tits into her uniform blouse and jacket, and smoothing her skirt back over her bare ass. The cowboy tipped his hat to Ned.
"Sorry, sir, we're running a little late."
Grinning, Ned shook his head in wonder. Or, actually, no wonder at all.
"It's okay. A last one for the road, Krystal?"
"Yes, sir."
His chauffeur grabbed the cowboy's open shirt collars and dragged his face down to hers for a smothering 'goodbye' kiss.
Set free, the cowboy tipped his hat again and hustled towards the stable, embarrassed at being busted by the boss man's daughter. Brenda called after the retreating farmhand.
"Go on, Bucky. The horses in the corral need feed and water. Hurry up."
Krystal came around and opened the nearside door for Ned. He leaned over and took a parting kiss from Brenda before loading himself into the town car. Brenda offered a caution to the chauffeur.
"Careful, ma'am. That cowboy's as wild as an unbroken mustang."
Krystal took a last longing look at the fleeing Bucky and mumbled a giggle under her breath, fanning her forehead.
"Yeah, I know..."
The young women shared the laugh.
As Krystal wheeled them to the airport, Ned thought of the potentials in life awaiting the magnificent Brenda, and her eventual short-lived shock when faced with worldly realities on the day she encountered her familiar benefactor. Tom and his TWA Pledge Contributor Coach Tutor buddies would help Brenda ride happy trails towards a bright horizon, as they rode her body to brilliant gratifications.
Before exiting the town car at the airport, Ned directed Krystal to make the computer entries that would approve Brenda for enrollment at the Total Woman Academy.
** Brenda Bradford 02
Brenda took a longing last look around the family ranch house before she walked from its porch to the driveway. A small gathering of familiar faces waited to wish her 'good luck' and 'farewell'. The waiting men were bemused by her impressive fashion change. Gone were the farmworker and rodeo clown duds of blue jeans, baggy shirts, and boots.
She presented her nattily dressed self in a fashionable skirt, blouse, and blazer. But she couldn't bear to relinquish her cowboy boots.
Bucky, the young farmhand, held the reins of her two favorite horses. The mare and its colt had been the 4H prize-winning pair that she had raised during her teenage years. She fondly nuzzled the animals farewell.
Her father, Bob, saw in his daughter the beauty reminiscent of his late wife, her mother, and it brought tears to his eyes. She would have been so proud of their daughter. He had strived these many years to raise her right, being her sole parent through the adolescent and teenage times, but he had been sorely tested as she matured to rowdy young womanhood.
He fretted for her future. He wanted her to become a real lady, with graces and talents that could only be acquired beyond the confines of the rural ranch, far away from the oil and prairie lands of central Wyoming.
Still, he played the stoic Western rancher as he hugged her goodbye; it might be years before she came home from her year-round studies at the enigmatic elite school.
Bob's close friend and business collaborator, 'Uncle' Tom, gave her a farewell that might have seemed a bit too friendly. His hand clutched her ass under the skirt, his tight hug compressed her boobs against his chest. He pressed his cheek to hers and whispered an odd and boding "see you soon" in her ear.
Diego, her TWA Escorting Coach Tutor, had stood back but now impatiently sauntered to the family group. He took Brenda's bicep gently but firmly and offered his polite farewell to the three men who were passing the young lady into his care for the propitious journey. Bucky help load the luggage and closed the sports car trunk. Diego held her door graciously as she sat in the passenger seat.
As Diego wheeled them away, she climbed up in the convertible's seat and waved vigorously until the waving paternal men she was leaving behind were out of sight. She faced forward again as Diego drove the sports car, headed down the Front Range and along the Rio Grande valley towards their San Antonio destination, several days, and nights, away.
Diego was not talkative and she listened to iTunes and watched the passing scenery. It was a full day's travel and, late in the afternoon, they were ready for a scheduled break from the road. Their first overnight stop was the Great Sand Dunes National Park at the base of the Sangre de Cristo Mountain Range.
They played the tourists, rambling in the mounded sands, slipping frequently with tussle grabs and playful wrestling. Tired and jovial, they drove over to their pre-booked Taos Bed and Breakfast. That evening they enjoyed a local outdoor evening Hispanic cuisine, guitar music lilting the atmosphere as they ate, drank, and engaged in 'get acquainted' chit chat.
The return to the guest cabin afforded Diego his first real opportunity to engage in 'get acquainted' sex. He took macho control of the sexual intercourse, driving Brenda through multiple ecstasies. She peaked on an initial cunnilingus, then withstood a missionary pounding timed by him for his selfish enjoyment but which consequently produced mutual bliss for her.
Her orgasms with this talented Latino were nothing like her experiences with her rodeo cowboy fuck-mates. They seemed to have treated sex like a 'quick draw' contest, testing who could shoot first; she rarely got her trigger pulled. Diego was a real man, earning his alpha male designation. At dawn, Brenda instigated more foreplay but he allowed her only a morning blowjob for him. She was left with a residual sex drive, feeling fervent and frustrated.
Diego rummaged through her packed luggage, disposing of much of her former life's apparel. He left her with toiletries, her riding boots, and a few other personal items. Then he handed over the pre-packaged wardrobe that TWA had provided for her Enrollment journey.
For today's drive, she wore booty shorts, a braless pokies-revealing crop top, and low heels, no panties.
Brenda wiggled and sighed in the passenger seat, simmering all day. When she moved a hand to stroke her traveling companion's inner thigh, he silently removed it. Further trials gained the same negative response.



Diego smirked inside; he sensed her annoyance at his aloofness. It was a key part of his stratagem. He mused on the reliable curriculum-based ploys for exploiting her overwrought obsessions tonight. His role as the alpha male coach tutor dictated that he force her to staunch her feminine desires and act solely to enrich his masculine pleasure.
They checked into an El Paso hotel. It was still the afternoon so he arranged her for some poolside lounging. She wore the skimpy bikini he chose; the thin white fabric was even less cover than the travel duds.
She endured overly attentive waiters, escaping briefly for a dip in the pool. When she emerged dripping wet, the nearly see-thru suit displayed her aroused state, with prominent camel toe and pokies. She couldn't help it; her desires had grown and grown all day after the previous night's round of delightful orgasms.
She pestered Diego to return to the room for sex, fingered his cock over his swim trunks, and rubbed his chest and inner thighs. Other male guests noticed her moves; she noticed their jealous looks, but Diego could not be persuaded to promptly ease her hyper-sexed body. He told her to behave; she must wait for his preference of time and place. She lay back again, a notable blush of lust coloring her face and highly visible bodice. When he decided to leave, she skittered on tiptoes, prancing beside him as he led her back to their suite, boobs hopping in the overstuffed bikini top. Soon, she hoped.
Diego showered with her, soaping and rinsing her body, caressing her feminine zones, working her to a fever pitch, but still provided her no sexual relief.
He dressed her in a little black dress for a candlelit terrace dinner. The bodycon cocktail dress showed her excited hard nipples throughout the romantic evening. The return to room jaunt was a cornucopia of Brenda's boob hugs on Diego's arm as she whimpered in a little girl voice, pleading that they hurry the cavorting stroll to the room.
Inside, Brenda begged for sex, Diego acceded only teasingly to her desires.
He stripped her down, except for heels. He stripped as well, exposing his half tumescent manhood.
"You want it? Then earn it. Make me hard, girl. Use your lips and tongue."
Hyper-sexed, she knelt and dove on his cock. He held her back from her frenzy with handful grips of her hair. He made her go slow, controlling the intensity of the fellatio. He talked her through the exercise, step by step instructions that followed his favored routine.
A tip kiss, a knob suction, a slow draw in, a bit of tongue that swiped the shaft. Then back to the knob, more tongue tip tickles, a sudden forced deep throat, a long hold, and a slow withdrawal. None too soon, even he was set; hard and ready to grant her pleas. He drew her to stand and laid her in the bed. He climbed in and hovered over her.
His body descended in stages. On his elbows, watching her anxious face, he maneuvered his cock tip, touched and teased her dew smeared labia. She wiggled her hips upward, demanding to engulf his cock. He pulled away, playing with her frustration. She impermissibly moved her hand between them and handled his shaft, maneuvering the tip of his knob back to her sodden pussy lips.
Acknowledging her day-long devoted diligence, he finally relented and slowly penetrated in teasing short thrusts, maintaining control as he slowly rooted down to depth inside her. He held there, watching her face grimace with need. Her hips wiggled as she swooned and moaned her lust. Amused, he finally gave in and moved.
His slowly stroking cock manipulated her emotions, building her sexual fire by degrees until she felt the tingled hair follicles on her scalp stand up. Her back arched with a cry. The orgasm slammed into her groin, creating cock-massaging vaginal ripples as her whole body vibrated through the sexual convulsions.
Diego was a skilled Coach Tutor and maintained masterful control of his libido and macho throughout her orgasmic tremors. Her taut muscles gradually unwound and she lay back on the mattress, still clutching Diego's body in arms and thighs. Her pussy tingled from the smashing ecstasy, impulsively tormenting her to insist on more. Her voice broke with a girlish whining, pleading with Diego to go again.
"Please... more... again... please..."
Maintaining control, he made another series of strokes, building up her heated emotions, shuttling his cock along her moist and excited channel. He drove her through another earthquake of ecstasy and waited her out as she descended into more whimpering continuance of her undiminished lust.
Diego had gone on long enough; unsated, he started up once again. But as she orgasmed this third time, he felt her pulsations massage his throbbing cock and he joined her in animalistic howls, spewing a huge pent-up load in her vibrant cunt. Their bodies vibrated together to the heights and then descended down to a normal composure. The sweaty man lay his weary body fully on his emotion drained fuck mate.
Diego had fulfilled his professional Escorting Coach Tutor responsibilities by rousing Brenda to a full measure of her current level of sexual intensity. He would record the episodes for later study by her residential campus staff coach tutors. They would use it to fine-tune her introductory training sessions into her predestined penultimate raptures.
The remainder of the night with her would be for his own macho recompense. He rested next to her sensual body and refracted. Twice, he woke her and rolled atop her. Her moist warm pussy assuaged his spermatic tension as he took pleasure in two leisurely fucks and their cleansing ejaculations which she seemed to revel in as well.
An early dawn 'good morning' fuck gave them 'one for the road'. Brenda, dressed again in her traveling outfit, simmered anew during the daytime driving but was less clingy after her final overnight polishing fucks. Diego acted cagy, standoffish, but in reality, he was less spirited for more fucking after thoroughly draining his balls in her pussy the night before.
They checked into the boutique San Antonio River Walk hotel to await the incoming class gathering and the final leg of the journey.
** Imminent Graduation
Brenda got to be close friends with her other co-ed classmates.
They all liked the curriculum of intelligence, beauty, and poise, and enjoyed the friendly competition and cooperation for higher Evaluation Assessment scores.
They assumed their senior roles as Undergraduate Advisors and tended to the next class of coeds, just as they had been tended to by the previous seniors.
Now it was the culmination of their TWA undergraduate studies and the looming Father-Daughter Weekend.
Campus lore told that the alpha male fathers should be primed and then cooled from their ardor by the classmates before the main incestuous event with their female progeny. That would lead to less feverish actions and enable them to tranquilly engage in prolonged, multi-orgasmic reunions with their offspring and enjoy the rewards of their substantial scholarship support.
** Brenda Bradford 03
Brenda thrived on the Total Woman Academy tri-fold curriculum of intelligence, beauty, and poise. She fell easily into the routine of studies and training that would fashion a future lifestyle of happiness and fulfillment.
Her online academic studies showed her how manipulating the rural terrain of Wyoming could be her fountain of abundant wealth from its mineral and agricultural largesse. Her natural beauty shone all the more brightly with each passing fitness and cosmetology enrichment.
And, most of all, the staff coach tutors ran her through poise exercises, teaching her the ways to please a male companion. Their lessons increased her skill and intensity at sexual performances until they deemed her ready for semi-independent encounters.
She was rostered for selection by Guest Coach Tutors and participation in Freewill Weekends.
She faced this new frontier as she had her rugged surroundings in youth with bold courage and confidence in her ability to handle all challenges.
Some Guest Coach Tutors were gentle, some rough, but all were left fully sated when they departed her presence. Then a special Guest Coach Tutor opened her eyes to the means by which she arrived at this wonderful position as a privileged coed at TWA.
Brenda was selected by a Guest Coach Tutor for a full weekend experience. It could be a trying time for the same young woman to please an elite alpha male repeatedly over several days. The men inherently needed increasing zest and pizazz to maintain their libidos. The coed was expected to finalize the encounter with a fantastically exciting crescendo of satisfaction in order to receive a rave review.
She prepared perfectly for the session: cosmetics, hair, perfume, jewelry, and an alluring skimpy costume for a good first impression. She awaited his arrival in the special guest coach tutor suite, equipped with luxurious fixtures and fittings, fully stocked with sexual aids. The door opened and her surprise visitor entered.
"Hello, my dear. My, you seemed to have done very well here."
Benda fought off her initial shock and recovered her manners.
"Welcome to TWA, Uncle Tom."
'Uncle' Tom Crawford, her father's friend and business partner, smiled broadly as he surveyed the young lass he had lusted for these many years. He had watched her grow from a sprout to a sexy teen and now beheld the sensual female ready to make this weekend journey the culmination of his erotic fantasies. He pointed to the carpet at his feet as he unzipped and extracted his manhood.
"Come, sweetie, kneel here."
Brenda knew what was expected and complied. She looked up at the older man's face as he stared down at her, admiring the cleavage display from above. Her red lips kissed the tip and her tongue flickered the coronal vee as she slowly sucked him in. Halfway in, she paused momentarily as she painted the underside of the shaft with her rolled back tongue tip.
Uncle Tom moaned at the amplifying flourish. Just the thought of her had gotten him in a high state of arousal before he had even entered her room. He found her tutored talents impeccable. His groin buzzed and he almost lost control, but not quite.
He held her head still and drew her off. She played out the move with a 'pop' of her lips on exit.
"I going to fuck your cunt first. Up on the bed, ya' frisky filly!"
She moved with sensual grace, maintaining a longing look on his face as she doffed her flimsy wrap and slinked onto the mattress. Uncle Tom was almost frantic as he whipped off his own clothes. She was bemused by his eagerness and, neck crunched forward, radiated an honest smile down past her spread thighs as she laid back in missionary welcome.
He accepted her summons, crawling between her legs, leaning in for a smooth kiss. She handled him towards her moist labia. With a growl, he pushed in and set a rhythm, fucking her fast and hard to his initial satisfaction.
But once was not enough. They spent the remaining weekend sucking and fucking to exhaustion, in the bed, in a chair, in the bath and shower, and even a roll on the lawn outside the bungalow.
Those were the nights. Days were spent at the pool deck while Tom was attended by Brenda and entertained by the sight of many topless coeds enjoying their own encounters with other visiting Guest Coach Tutors.
During one of their refraction periods naked in bed, Uncle Tom revealed his benefactor role in the parental subterfuge and his scholarship funding that led to Brenda's enrollment in the Total Woman Academy. Grateful for the part Uncle Tom had played in her fortuitous path, she rewarded the middle-aged man with a stupendous deep throat blowjob.
From that moment on, he was transformed in her mind from Uncle Tom to Mr. Tom, or simply, Sir.
Had she known of these things before, her short inter-semester trips home to Casper would have had different agendas.
She remembered her warm but unrevealing conversations with Father. He seemed pleased to see her with more preppy fashions and manners. He was grateful for Tom's intervention and never voiced his wayward suspicions. Better to leave well enough alone in the face of unexplained success.
Some of Brenda's evenings in Casper were spent at the old haunts fending off her former cowboy sex mates' advances. The coach tutor imbued poise training had elevated her acceptable standards and left the local roughnecks as much less desirable fuck mates. If she had known of Uncle Tom's support and his Pledge Contributor status, she would have expressed her Thanks to him much sooner in a carnal fashion.
The ranch hadn't changed during her absence. Bucky still worked for her father and she was impressed with how he had taken good care of her favorite horses. Of course, it was part of his job responsibilities but he seemed to treat them especially well as a response to his memories of the boss man's kind daughter.
She continued that kindness by rewarding him with a veritable 'roll in the hay'. Inside an unoccupied stable, she struggled with his oversized belt buckle. When it finally fell away, she was motivated at the size of his cock. Even oversexed and overexcited, he surprised her as a good lover. She took his edge off the first time and took her own ecstasy the second. Her thoughts flashed back to Krystal's apparent joy at Bucky's cock work and now understood why.
The academic years passed and Brenda's graduation would happen in a few months. Uncle Tom needed to acclimate his friend Bob Bradford to his impending revelation of Brenda's transition to feminine marvel. Rather than a fishing trip, Tom led his friend through a visit to a Midwestern campus Freewill Weekend.
At first, a bit reluctant, Bob capitulated and succumbed to the cornucopia of nubile flesh, enjoying blowjobs and doggies and, especially a kinky fuck of a blindfolded co-ed. When Tom offered him another such weekend, Bob was all in, unaware of his friend's lustful conspiracy. They traveled, this time, to the Texas coast. As the weekend transpired, Tom arranged for Bob to enjoy another anonymous seated blindfold fuck, but with a reverse scenario.
On the way to the proposed meeting, Bob couldn't keep his eyes off the undulating ass of the gorgeous nubile blonde leading him there. Her thong was barely visible in the crack with hardly a thin ribbon of neon green strap stretching low on her waist. Her boobs gave him sidewinder peek-a-boos as he followed her to a simple bedroom scenario suite. He had seen her bouncy round orbs full front when she had merrily greeted him earlier. Arriving at their scheduled venue, she turned after opening the door, the lovely masses swaying gently, and his eyes drank in the view.
She smiled at his mesmerized look of admiration. It was the usual expression of the men she hosted. They couldn't keep their eyes, and more notably, their hands and lips off her tits. She let him stare for an elongated moment and then motioned him to enter their secluded nest.
The room was a Victorian motif and contained a full set of scrolled wooden furniture with plush fabric padding. The carpet beside the four-poster bed bore one wooden captain's chair, somewhat out of place, more often found at a dining room table. She let him take in the scene before disturbing his wonder.
"May I, sir?"
Standing completely in her thrall, enticed by her boobs, ass, and the romantic scenario, Bob would have responded 'of course', even if not knowing what she was requesting. He just stared back at his buxom blonde hostess and nodded.
She approached, gently captured and lowered the bewildered man's hands when they stretched forth to handle her breasts and loosed the drawstring of his shorts. They dropped to his knees and she knelt to assist him through the double tread removal.
"Come with me, sir."
He would have followed her anywhere but she only led him to the rug and its wooden chair. She sat him there and handled his hands again when they reached for her tits. She placed them on the chair arms and stepped behind him, breaking off his view of her near-naked body.
From behind, she leaned in, pressing the mammaries that he hadn't grasped, into his shoulder. She held a black velvet cloth in front of him.
"May I, sir?"
His voice didn't fail him this time. He politely replied.
"Yes, my dear, you may."
She carefully folded the blindfold over his eyes and fastened it behind his head. He was disappointed for his concurrence when it resulted in her warm boobs leaving contact with his skin. But she reinitiated the pressing as her hands swept his shoulders, down his arms across his stomach, and flittered along his inner thighs.
"Comfy?" she inquired. He whispered a choked "Yes".
She leaned her soft boobs into his back.
"Ready?' she whispered.
"Yes' he quipped.
Her hands grazed up his thighs and circled his slack penis and drooping balls, one handful each. Her whispered words found his ear.
"I don't think so. This won't do. Let me help."
Her soft hands caressed the shaft, her sweeping fingertips grazed the knob tip, gaining some girth.
"Mmm, that's better, sir. Maybe a little more? Something different?"
He nodded at her thoughtful suggestion, unable to force out any more verbal responses in his choked up zeal. He felt the air eddy on his arms and legs as she floated away from his back, suspending the boob and tactile touches.
He sensed her kneeling between his legs. Her hands regained their sensitive holds. Warm softness pursed his knob before cuddling lips slowly descended his shaft. His tip bumped spongy membranes deep in her mouth. A moan forced its way from his throat at the deep oral embrace. Her tongue worked its magic and she left off the fellatio when she decided he was fully erect.
Lifting slowly, she shuffled forward and straddled his thighs. Her knees bent over the chair arms, holding his forearms in place. She shuffled further forward and pushed her labia to his erect cock. It was trapped against his tummy.
Her hips cycled and smoothed vaginal dew along his penile underside, lubing him for what was to come next. She shifted again, adding weight to the legs that locked his arms to the chair. He felt the soft plushness of her nether lips find the tip and wiggle downward, encasing his solid manhood. She paused at the bottom, leaned in, and touched his panting lips with a nipple. He instinctively suckled. They tasted of strawberries.
With all the visual and tactile stimulus, he only now noticed the scent of her perfumed hair. It was vaguely familiar and then he singled it out. It was the scent of his departed wife, the true love of his life. Her favorite perfume had quickly become his, as she completely fulfilled his carnal wants. His mind bent unconsciously into fond spousal memories. It paged through the hazy scenes of the many times they had shared their love in bed. And then, in his dream, his wife gave a caring admonition.
'I'll always be with you in spirit even if I can't be there in body. Go back into your present time and fully enjoy the pleasures of the real world. I want you to be happy, emotionally and physically. We'll be together again when the time comes.'
The visions dissolved as he emerged back to the present and her edicts allowed him permission to follow his ingrained lust. He relished the real feel of the smooth vaginal sex occurring in his lap. Memories and reality merged and melted away any ejaculatory obstacles. He was primed and ready, mentally and physically, to complete this semi-anonymous fuck.
He bounced his hips, sucked hard on her tit, and heard her murmured encouragements. She hugged his face tight into her compressed boob, hearing his muffled cry as he roared his ecstasy and pumped his sperm deep into her womb. The shots continued as she hugged him close, then eased off to let him catch his breath. She leaned on his shoulder, panting her own descent from ecstasy.



They rested through the afterglow and his seated sex mate nestled his gratified body as he leaned his face on her shoulder.
When he was revived enough to lift his head, his lap bound co-ed peeled up his eye cover. As his foggy vision cleared, he imagined that the blonde had turned brunette. Clearer still, he saw that she actually was a cheerfully smiling brunette. In fact, the face framed by the ruffled brown locks was his own offspring.
He was taken with hasty consternation and a father's incestuous guilt. He huffed and ruffed in dismay. The shock wilted his erection completely and his words were staccato stutters at best.
"Oh, no... OH, No... OH, NO!"
She cooed her soothing for his feelings.
"Didn't you like that, Daddy? Wasn't I good for you?"
Brenda leaned in for their first true lover's kiss, far removed from the family pecks of yore. She felt his tension ease as he instinctively returned a beautiful woman's smooch. She held his face in her hands, holding his eyes with hers.
"Yes, I liked it too, Daddy. Don't feel bad; this was meant to be. I still want to be your dear little girl, even as the worldly young woman I have become."
She didn't let him reply, repeating the deep lover's kiss. Bob seemed to settle a bit and truly returned her affections. His spirit wife's advice echoed in his mind. Brenda sensed his change of attitude.
"That's better, Daddy. We'll be okay together. You'll see. Trust me."
She scissored her legs off his forearms and rose from his lap. Taking both of his hands in hers, she backpedaled towards the bed as she kept her eyes on his eyes watching hers. She maneuvered him prone and cuddled in next to him. He was still a bit dazed and confused but not enough to avoid his instinctive fondling of a bedmate's boobs. She took that as a sign that his angst seemed to be abating. She let him play to his heart's content.
The night was still young and, when he was ready, she rode her sturdy steed again, still wearing her strappy heels in bed, a favorable change from cowgirl boots. The added black Stetson cowgirl hat provided the right ambiance to the familiar coitus position.
The following days wore out the old man as his daughter plied him with blow jobs, tit jobs, and even missionary sex, at the pool and patio as well as his guest coach tutor suite, as often as he could endure.
It was a great launch to a new family paradigm that they would continue unabated during her recurrent post-graduation visits home. And, just to continue her sincere gratitude for their support, she might sneak in some raucous fun with Uncle Tom, and even Bucky.
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** Cate Cassidy 01
Cate was born Catherine to an affluent couple in an upscale Connecticut ex-burb. Her mother descended from 'old money' and her father, a hard-charging New York City financial lawyer, had considered his wife the perfect match: wealth and beauty. He had wooed and won the Scottish heiress and used her money to run up his own sizeable fortune.
But fortune was not as kind in their home. His wife turned out to be a sexually aloof woman who, after having done her duty by delivering Catherine, lost all further interest in sexual congress. The marriage devolved into an arrangement where the husband spent his weeks in Manhattan and maybe half his weekends back in Connecticut.
As she grew and matured, the daughter's name morphed through childhood as Cathy, to teenaged Caty in her preppy high school to her current collegiate age moniker of Cate.
Her pre-college influences came mostly from her mother, a socially challenged suburbanite who wanted her lonely life validated by creating a kindred spirit, instinctively steering her daughter towards the same sexually-repressed existence.
By fate alone, Cate lost her virginity on prom night to one of her exclusive prep school's football players, a painful non-event where she lay motionless as he rutted at her groin. Its only purpose was to get equal post-virginity status with her more outgoing clique mates.
As her high school days were ending, her parents explored various high-class universities. Ivy League was a foregone conclusion. But her father wanted a more rounded education and leaned on his network to achieve his aims. He generated Cate's Scholarship Referral from his TWA Pledge Contributor network which he had developed through his regular attendance at Guest Coach Tutor events; of course, without Cate's or her mother's awareness.
Cate's mother wanted her daughter to be like her, a coy chaste wallflower. On the contrary, her business scion father wanted to be a Wall Streeter cock chasing wild thing, a future deal closing aid in his drive to financial dominance. He wanted his demure daughter's life enriched by the TWA curriculum, nixing her mother's suppression of Cate's sexual passions, hoping to grow her into a viable helpmate in his fiscal empire.
His TWA colleagues had met Cate at family and community gatherings. They found her demure character both charming and provocative. They saw that she was socially detached and almost never smiled. They suspected she was perpetrating a shrewd subterfuge and speculated that she cloaked a vivacious libido underneath the sour disposition.
"Aren't you fucking her yet?!" his friends chided him.
His shifty denials only fueled their fantasies and gave his locker room standing a bogus boost. They complained he was hogging her succulent pussy all to himself.
After all, he was freely fucking their female offspring on his frequent visits to TWA campus events. They nagged him incessantly to enroll his nubile daughter and divvy up his selfish hoard of her sexual gifts.
"Fair is Fair" they whined, "Caring is Sharing".
He desperately wanted to bed his little beauty but hesitated; it wouldn't be easy. If her mother suspected anything, well... divorces are fickle affairs. He loathed letting go of any of the family bankroll, let alone a potential half. So her mother must remain oblivious to his intentions for Cate's coital incursion into the exotic realm of elite alpha males.
Still, he was dying to have TWA acclimate her to physically gratifying older males as part of her TWA guest coach tutor encounters. That would be the deeply gratifying component of her poise curriculum. After prep school graduation, or sooner if practical, he wanted to leverage her erotic participation in closing some of his stalled business deals.
And he was not himself immune to her shy sexual allure. He looked forward to the time when TWA unencumbered her mind from her mother's prudish brainwashing. A time when they made her accessible to him like the other TWA coeds he fucked, but especially during Father-Daughter Weekend, although he prayed it would happen sooner.
That fall, her parents enrolled Cate in the coveted Ivy League college, Cornell University, tucked away in the vineyards and wineries in Upstate New York's Finger Lakes. And keeping with her superior affluent standing housed her in a converted downtown boutique dormitory, an old Victorian mansion. Accommodating just four bedrooms, the shared common areas were equipped with modern luxury furniture and fixtures.
Cate never really emerged from her homebody routine, engrossed in reading poetry, shunning any attempts at campus social interaction. But fate has a way of moving things forward.
Cate's housemates, unknown to her as recent TWA graduates, encouraged her to answer an anonymous summons and clandestinely abetted the TWA Recruitment's vetting. The institution then apprised Cate of the elite scholarship availability.
The Recruiters shared vague highlights of the tri-fold curriculum, and its prerequisites for enrollment, including a decision making evaluation assessment of her basic feminine maturity by a TWA Coach Tutor.
"Will I be able to pursue studies in poetry?"
"You will be challenged to embrace the depths of your passions and sensations in TWA's lively and exhilarating romantic curriculum" they assured her.
Unadventurous by nature but foreseeing some life enrichment possibilities, she agreed.
-----
"ITH, Ithaca Thompkins Control, this is TWA 001, requesting a vector for landing."
"TWA 001, this is Ithaca Control, proceed to the outer marker for Runway 32. Winds from the north, 5 MPH, gusts 20 MPH. Welcome to the Finger Lakes, sweetie."
Krystal rolled her eyes; she was only a 'sweetie' now?
"Roger that, Control."
She keyed the intercom.
"Seven minutes to touchdown, sir. Please buckle in."
Ned had already secured himself and peeked outside at the low rolling hills of Upstate New York. The countryside was a patchwork of private vineyards and the pressing vat barns, filled with last fall's harvested barrels of wine, aging and waiting to be bottled and distributed for the regional consumption. The wheels bumped down, and the plane shuddered as Krystal reversed thrust, slowed, and taxied to the terminal.
Per routine, she shut down the engines, trotted down the foldout stairs first, and gave directions to the ground crew to have the jet fueled and ready for takeoff tomorrow. She focused again on her VIP passenger.
Krystal escorted Ned to the black town car waiting on the apron, opened the rear door, and seated her alpha male charge inside. She wheeled the car from the airport, down Route 13, towards the town of Ithaca, overlooked by the Cornell University campus perched on a ridge beside Cayuga Lake.
Ned had reviewed the assignment package in flight. It described Cate and her background and spurred his thoughts on his approach to her erotic emergence.
Ned's challenge was to tease out Cate's repressed sexual decadences. He knew she had them, those same buried carnal passions innate in every fertile woman, even chilly ones like Cate and her mother. He must go slow and easy, not spook her, but still move her steadily towards the primary goal. And he only had one night.
He strolled into Carl A Kroch Library to the William Wordsworth Collection. He found her serenely waiting for him at a tucked-away reading space at Kroch Library.
She was folded into a big comfy chair: green headband, plaid skirt, turtle mock neck green sweater, low heeled walking shoes. Her long thick auburn hair lay down her front and back. She was reading a book of poetry.
Ned quietly greeted her. He asked what she was reading. It was "Perfect Woman", a 19th Century short poem by William Wordsworth, her personal copy since the original manuscript was stored hermetically within the nearby Rare Manuscripts Collection. She just liked being close to it, as if the original manuscript's romantic aura could seep through the protective walls and into her heart.
She knew he was coming. He said they should get started, and gave a hand, helping her out of the chair.
She asked whether before the formal interview began they could first attend a Bohemian café poetry reading nearby so he could get an impression of her present life passions. The real-life example might help him jumpstart the interview.
Ned was already enthralled by the eye-catching redhead and thought he would prefer jumpstarting her interview by jumping right into bed. But with curiosity and professional patience, Ned abided her request and she led him to the nearby smoky, low lighted bar.
They sat at a small table, each with a glass of local merlot. He watched her emotionally burble sweet nothings under her breath as the wimpy onstage presenter nasally intoned his non-rhyming tome.
Ned recognized that her romantic admiration for these shallow toadies would bode well for the staff and guest coach tutors. They would get an ego boost from bursting through her prim preppy shell and forcing her body and soul expeditiously and deeply into the TWA poise curriculum.
But not yet. She needed to be gently drawn to her fated future.
Ned maintained his amorousness subterfuge as they strolled in the chilly spring evening through the street-lamp lit town, his arm across her shoulders, holding her body close.
He halted their walk several times for sweet touching in shadowed places. Cate behaved complaisant and unaccommodating as any shy young lover would.
He stopped once to press her back gently to a wall, she looked down and away but his index finger lifted her chin. She closed her green eyes as she bashfully accepted his light kiss on her lips.
Ned huddled his arm tighter on her shoulder, walking slower, closer together. They traveled a bit further and he stopped her again in a doorway alcove.
She tilted her face up, shrouded by her thick red hair. He took another light kiss from her more willing lips. His furtive hand stole inside her wool felt coat to cup her breast through the thin sweater and bra. It was warm and pliable, a fine handful of feminine flesh.
Ned's libido was hyper-fueled by her coy cooperation. Now she walked in time with his stride, signaling her growing ease in his masculine presence.
They arrived at her address, ascended the stone steps to the Victorian porch with its white painted wood columns and gingerbread eaves edging. She opened the door and they held hands on entering.
Her three roommates were lounging in the front room. Cate stutter-stepped, uncomfortable under their judgmental gazes, self-conscious about being escorted by a man at least twice her age. Ned didn't falter and kept going, towing her by the arm, a silent demand to keep up.
He perceived but didn't acknowledge the fascinated and amused stares from her girlfriends at his bold control of their normally shy housemate. His peripheral vision saw a couple of appealing ones that he might schedule for later routine TWA Fine Tuning. It was a post-graduate program just for keeping the TWA graduates primed with regular doses of alpha male cock.
Entering her quarters, he closed the bedroom door, locking it this time because it would let Cate feel safer. He undressed the redhead coed in this private space: the green wool felt coat, her gray wool pencil skirt, the green pullover sweater, and her flat heels.
All the while she looked shyly down, moving in cooperation but nothing more. He unclipped her bra and slid off her panties. She stood naked with hands clasped shyly in front, a sign that she unconsciously wanted to cover her feminine places but consciously resisting the urge in deference to Ned.
Ned saw that she was a natural beauty, a well-built body, sparse freckles sprinkled evenly from her forehead downward, and fading out at her teardrop-shaped handful of boobs. Her overall figure was balanced between proportionate chest, hips, and legs.
However, her red pubic hair was only scissor trimmed, not shaved. Her downturned green eyes were highlighted by chestnut brownish colored cosmetics, her only attempt at makeup, none for her rosy erogenous zones.
The long red hair covered her ears and half the cheeks of her lowered face, flowing down her chest and back. She wasn't playacting. This was her pure look of innocence that immediately spurred the lust of the men she met and it was working quite well on Ned, who was mulling judgmental sentiments.
'She's been left to get by on her own for too long. But the TWA curriculum will indoctrinate her with exceptional man-pleasing arts. And she will blossom like a budding flower into a full-blown rose.'
He still held the simple cotton panties which he had removed last and he stashed them in his pocket as his collected souvenir.
He didn't require her to assist him as he removed his clothes. He saw her innocent green eyes go wide on first sight of his stiffened cock. She stared at the long, thick penis with the purple knob, only the second one she had ever seen since before her virginal prom night long ago.
He steered her by the shoulders and laid her in her own bed, her singular comfort zone that he was about to violate. He eased his naked body above her, on knees and elbows, hovering himself over top of her. He brushed back her hair for a gentle kiss. Her floral shampoo and rinse fragrance filled his nose and her lips tasted like the red wine they had sipped at the poetry café.
She showed a small hint of true acceptance when she loosely hugged his neck. He embraced her body for a stable hold, one hand delving beneath her ass, the other cupping the back of her neck. It was a masculine grip, needed for the looming lunge and if she reneged her cooperation at the last minute, tighter control of her body.
He moved his hard erection into position, barely touched her vaginal portal with his cock tip. He felt her hips flinch at the contact.
This was the magic moment that stirred men's souls; the tense female's instinctive last misgivings at the ultimate intimacy with a new man. It was this moment that her father and his buddies had each dreamed of: the innocent maiden trapped beneath them, no chance for her to escape but her final act of consent not yet realized.
Those thoughts alone swelled cocks and egos with a macho sense of sexual dominance. Ned was not immune to the fantasy. Even if she balked now, it was too late. He was set to penetrate her pussy and he would not be denied his conquest. He held her ass and neck just a tad tighter, ready to do more if needed.
For a flashing moment, he felt the ghostly presence of Cate's crafty father and his old friends, hovering in the room like spectators. A faint gallery of dim faces, tart with resentful expressions, floating in the air above him. Their envious eyes watched where Ned's veteran cock was perched against Cate's novice cunt, exactly where they longed themselves to be, if not now then at least someday soon.
Their turns would come. Her years at TWA would yield them a multitude of opportunities. Each would have his chance at his own first time with her. But right now it was Ned's turn for 'first time'. His swollen cock twitched and swelled a little more at the jealous imaginings.
He held her steady and tried again, touching her plump labia gently with his spongy tip.
She reacted again but, this time, rather than a pullback, she widened her thighs out just a little more, offering him easier access for the sexual junction that she had experienced only once before. Ned pressed forward and felt her moisture wet his tip. It eased his fear of having to force her.
'So she's not completely opposed to my presence, whether outside or inside her body, just edgy as this relatively unknown act unfolds.'
He pressed half of his knob in, retreated, pressed again to the coronal rim, and retreated again, gained some moisture and another inch, and again, and again, bit by bit until he was partially in. All the while, she emitted small throaty moans.
'God, she's so tight!' he thought.
He rested a moment, feeling the compression on his knob, allowing her to stretch while bathing his cock in her juicy warmth. But he couldn't stay immobile for long. He pressed and retreated some more until he worked his erection fully inside her.
He felt her heartbeat throb on the tip. He adjusted their body angle so that he rode high on her hips; his pubic bone pressed to her clitoris.
He fucked her gently with long, slow strokes, burnishing their sensitized conjoined skin and membranes. She lay almost still. Her ass was rocked by his forceful thrusts but she was not moving of her own volition. He sensed she was struggling to control her reactions.
He sped up. She intermittently held her breath, hugging his neck tighter, pressing cheek to cheek. He felt her jaw clench whenever she did.
Three ascending breathes escaped her mouth. Cate suddenly surrendered to her passions and cried out her orgasm in his embrace, biting her lip to still the sound, fearing the embarrassment of disturbing the household.
Ned paused his pumping, heard faint girlish giggles of glee from the next bedroom. He figured the other girls were listening through the thin old walls and thoroughly enjoying the imagined scene.
Slowly, Cate relaxed her body to dwell in the tingly afterglow buzzing in her pussy. Ned held her in his tight embrace and reignited his strokes, quick piston thrusts that finished himself off in her womb, jetting his semen deep inside. His final grunts were joined by another round of next door giggles.
He stayed with her in her bed and tried her out again in the middle of the night.
They were lying prone, side by side, when Ned awoke. It was after midnight. He looked at his sleeping bedmate and rolled sideways towards her. Her firm nubile boobs lay open to his view. Her dense freckles spaced out as they swept from her neck to her upper cleavage, becoming almost nonexistent around her areolas.
He stealthily moved a finger to trace the outer border of the claret wine-colored disk. He touched his fingernail imperceptibly and scraped a full circle, reaching across and rounding the other one. The center nubs rose up ever so slightly.
Cate's drowsy eyes stirred opened; she was awakened by a weird tickle on her breasts. She lay quiet at first, her mind clearing while she took stock of her situation. She was in bed, her own bed, and a naked man she had met only today lay next to her. Her pussy still tingled with the lingering afterglow of this new experience of sexual ecstasy. His finger was moving on her nipples. He craned his neck and planted a kiss on her cheek.
She turned her face to his and accepted his second kiss on her lips. He shifted and lifted his body up and over hers. She was more willing now, opening her legs as he crawled atop her. He positioned their bodies and repeated his cramped insertion, bit by bit, easier this time with her growing sexual awareness.
Ned took his leisure now. With both his hands under her ass, it helped roll her hips to get a nice massage on his under-corona. He stretched up, got mounted high on her pubes, stimulating her clitoris on each full depth bump. He felt his chest roll her supple nubile boobs between them as his body slid over hers.
He built his pleasure steadily until he heard her telltale ascending breaths. He let himself go just as she joined him in another bout of rapture. The orgasmic outburst was met with silence this time, unheeded by her slumbering housemates.
Cate lay awake afterward, pussy throbbing with even more pleasure, staring at the ceiling as Ned dozed beside her. Her thoughts were befuddled by her first-ever orgasms, induced by a man she had just met. She considered him her first true man, discounting her rutting virgin termination last year. Were these the promised worldly pleasures awaiting her at TWA? She really hoped so.



Ned arose at dawn and showered alone in her ensuite bath. He returned to the bedroom, found her naked on top of the rumpled sheets, a rosy flush across her freckled neck and boobs. She was strangely stoic after the intense emotions she had recently experienced. She wore black-rimmed reading glasses, cuddled up with her habitual book of poetry.
Ned saw how quickly she could revert to her coy chaste wallflower persona. Her father wanted her feminine spirits molded into a Wall Streeter cock chaser, turning her into a viable helpmate in his financial empire. Her TWA Coach Tutors would have their work cut out for them but if they weren't the men who could do it, then no one could. He was confident they would. And so was her father, generously funding the expensive scholarship endowment.
She casually asked about her recommendation status. Ned gave a diffident reply.
"We'll be in touch."
She resumed her reading without any outward change of sentiment. He walked from her room and down the stairs, past the gazes of Cate's mates, who he overheard comparing notes on the physical aspects of their various encounters with Cornell football and rowing team players. A bold one merrily called out to Ned.
"How was she? It sure sounded pretty good."
He didn't break pace but, at the front door, he retorted back over his shoulder.
"A gentleman never tells. Ask her yourself."
-----
Krystal also queried him during the ride back to the airport.
"How was she? Will you recommend her?"
"I'm not sure. She's got a dynamite body but she couldn't self-describe her erogenous zones sensitivity or her orgasmic timing and control before tonight. No experience. And I don't think it was best to have her evaluation assessment conducted at the rooming house's congested setting. She feared the teasing of her friends and that probably dampened her freedom to release her inner lust."
"That could be true, sir."
"I'm going to recommend that she get a full weekend tryout by a different evaluation assessment coach tutor. But rather some out-of-town venue, like a secluded vineyard cabin near Cayuga Lake."
"No houseboat on the lake? She could 'rock the boat'!"
"Nice one, Krystal. No, more likely scaring away the wildlife outside the cabin with her passionate screams."
They shared a laugh. Then Ned got thoughtful.
"No, it will be more like getting her away from communal judgments, scenarios where she can freely express herself throughout the foreplay, sex, and orgasms."
"Sounds like a good plan. I'll make the arrangements. This month, I assume?"
"As soon as possible. The sooner, the better. Even starting this weekend. And make sure to add some oral, definitely a blowjob, either before or after coitus, or maybe both. Let's see how responsive she is to that; let's see how she reacts to a cock in her mouth."
Ned imagined the then uninhibited redhead's deep lustful passions, freely released over a couple of days during the second Evaluation Assessment. He didn't know whether to be sympathetic for or resentful of the yet-to-be designated coach tutor.
But 'Fair is Fair', and 'Caring is Sharing'.
** Cate Cassidy 02
'Ping'
The sound distracted Cate from her lingering studies, editing her final paper that was due later that day, the last of her semester assignments at Cornell.
She lifted the cell from her shoulder purse, hanging on the back of her dorm room desk chair.
'Congratulations! You have been conditionally approved for advancement by your first TWA Evaluator Assessor. Your next TWA EA will be in touch today. Are you ready to proceed? Reply YES.'
'First'!? This was not what her housemates had insinuated. She assumed fucking one strange man was challenge enough. Should she decline?
No.
The vision that her friends had laid out was truly enticing and, although Cornell was top-ranked, she wanted to seize the educational opportunities at an even more elite and exclusive institution, with its promised emotional liberation.
She quickly pecked 'YES" and Send. Then saved her final edits and transmitted her last paper that ended her involvement with the now previous university. She looked about the room. Her closet was full of expensive, though dowdy outfits. She would need several suitcases to accommodate her possessions for the move to her future campus. A shopping trip was needed. Closing the laptop, she donned her coat, grabbed her shoulder bag purse, and headed out.
She was still in her room when her cell pinged again and the message said 'I'm here. Aaron'. Simultaneous, the front doorbell rang. She hustled downstairs to open the door to a handsome young man holding up his phone and smiling.
"Hi. I'm Aaron. Ready to go?"
"Where are we going?"
"Anywhere I decide for however long I decide. Ready to go?"
Unsure of her response, she stood silently. Aaron took her hand when she didn't move and led her off the porch to his waiting car, assertively but gentlemanly helping her into the passenger seat of a black Audi A3.
He made no conversation and she was also quiet during their drive into the regional wine country cabin. The distance from town meant they wouldn't be back before dark. She realized she had no change of clothes if Aaron intended on keeping her out overnight. They arrived at a secluded cabin nestled in the vineyards. She compliantly followed along as he held her hand and led her inside.
It was a mood-setting scene. The caretaker had set the fireplace before leaving the cabin, having readied it for its imminent guests. The flickering fire warmed the wood-paneled interior with soft heat and light.
A light supper spread was waiting on the kitchen table. They ate a small meal: cheese, wine, bread, honey, and a fruit torte for dessert. The conversation emerged casually but Aaron skillfully steered the exchange toward her intimacies. At first, she felt awkward discussing her sexuality but Aaron's candid manner brought forth the better part of her memories.
How was her first session with a TWA Coach Tutor? Enjoyable? How enjoyable? You had multiple orgasms? Marvelous.
He noted that her face was slightly flushed. He knew the genial exchange was wooing her into an amorous mood. He popped the obvious question.
"Are you ready to repeat those ecstasies?"
She nodded silently.
"Yes? Good. Let's get started now."
Standing from the table, he took her hand and led her to the middle of the main room, beside the fireplace. He was uninhibited in removing her clothes as she uncertainly responded In kind. They leisurely stripped away each other's clothing, piece by piece, with light kisses and gentle caresses.
He laid her back in a familiar missionary pose on the shag throw rug. Mounting up, he affected a smooth and easy entry. A few strokes to establish the conjunction was followed by a roll into cowgirl.
Cate's reddish skin tones looked even rosier in the firelight glow. Her bare jittery chest delighted his eyes. Aaron mused that her perfectly shaped breasts could inspire the finesse of numerous artistic portraits. But sooner than that, they would inspire the firmness of numerous alpha male pricks.
He jogged his hips, jiggling his cock inside her carnal tube and watching her titties jiggle. She cooperated by matching his rhythm. Too soon, she brought him to a rapturous spew in her tight juicy cunt.
They cuddled in his afterglow. Stress relieved and rejuvenated by his first cleansing ejaculation, he could manage a more measured pace going forward. They retired to the bedroom, continuing the cuddling beneath the sheets and flannel blankets until they eased off into a doze.
Awaking later, he fucked her again in sidesaddle; the comfortable position allowed Cate to enjoy a whole-body orgasm. She was enraptured now, a pliable playmate in his hands.
It dawned morning and she murmured her pleas for more fucking. But Aaron explained she needed to learn ways to entice and prepare a man for their mutual pleasure.
He led her back to the fireplace, stirred the coals into a small warming blaze, and brought a kitchen chair to place beside the glowing warmth. He sat and had her kneel between his knees. He talked her through her first blowjob.
"Hold the shaft... Gently... Kiss the tip... Now, use your tongue tip to tickle the knob nook... Nice! Now slide your lips over the knob... Further, past the corona... a little more... okay, there! Now apply suction... Take some more inside... Keep going... keep sucking... Press further... more... okay, good... Bob your lips up and down the shaft... OH, good girl... that's it... yes, I think you've done it... See? You've got me hard!"
He pressed her back and crawled over top of her, slipping his erection inside and stroking slowly. They fucked in missionary on the fireplace rug. It was a longer session his time, and she orgasmed twice. On the second one, her vaginal membrane ripples set him off. His howl accompanied his spew and her groin buzzing orgasm balanced with his. He let her relax through some of her afterglow, but there was more oral to be taught. Aaron sat in his chair again and called her back to her kneeling position.
"Now, it's time for cleanup."
She winced at the thought but leaned in to follow his directions.
"Kiss the tip again... Now suck it all in... Swirl your tongue... Get all the spunk."
She did as told, finding the taste sweeter than she expected. He stopped her when he thought she had enough practice. She looked about for a spot to spit out her mouthful of fluids but he told her to swallow, testing her acceptance of the female's duty to the alpha male. She grimaced again but did it.
A quick preen and breakfast before he drove her back to campus and dropped her at the curb.
"Grab your things. It's time to go. I'll take you to the airport for the next leg of your journey."
She hustled up the sidewalk and steps to her residence. In the foyer, she recognized her small travel bag waiting. Her housemates were gathered and had packed her personal belongings, separating the toiletries and cosmetics into the small carry-on. One of her housemates explained.
"We'll discard your old wardrobe at a used clothing donation center. You wouldn't need or miss them ever again. TWA will provide you with the proper travel wardrobe you'll need now. And when you get to campus, they will furnish a generous stock of the proscribed daily wear uniforms."
The housemates who were not talking snickered at the reference to 'uniform'. Solely a thong and high heels would not be considered a 'uniform' anywhere outside a TWA campus.
Thus, by their knowledge of her future, they revealed their subterfuge and assistance in her Recruitment. They formed a group hug and cheek buzzed her 'good luck', chattering their delight that she would become their newest TWA Co-ed colleague.
She bade them farewell and hustled back with her small valise to Aaron and the car that would carry her onward.
Aaron drove her to the airport. A TWA G280 was waiting with two pilots, Edgar and Peter. He introduced Cate to the men. Both young alpha males flagrantly indicated their fascination with Cate's allure by their bawdy quips and lecherous looks.
From their expressions, Cate construed that they would also sample her growing sexuality. She was becoming more responsive to the intimate attentions of attractive male acquaintances.
Aaron pecked her lips 'goodbye', planted a light smack on her ass for 'good luck', and drove away. Edgar led her aboard and gave her a quick guide to the cabin arrangements. He asked her to get seated and belted in. They would leave shortly for San Antonio, a 2100 mile, 8-hour flight.
It was a non-stop flight and the fucking and sucking by Cate was almost non-stop. The pilots took turns piloting during the 2-hour refraction breaks while the other tagged teamed her. She was simply exhausted at touch down.
Peter handed her a skimpy tank top and short shorts costume for the ground transportation, then drove the co-ed candidate to the boutique San Antonio River Walk hotel. Her outfit was the focus of over-attention by bellhops and lobby guests during check-in. Settled in their suite of rooms, Peter produced a small TWA standard travel kit valise.
From that stash, he dressed her sexily in a skimpy cocktail dress and matching high heels, but without undergarments. They went to a fine dinner where Cate got more than her fair share of the waiters' and patrons' attentions. Afterward, they strolled the River Walk back to the hotel.
With his ego boosted by the pride of escorting the sexy young beauty about town, the smitten pilot spent the night relieving his still pent-up libido and spunk into and onto the redhead beauty.
By morning, Cate had fulfilled Peter's expert expectations for a co-ed candidate's obliging conduct towards her Escorting Coach Tutor.
** Imminent Graduation
Cate got to be close friends with her other co-ed classmates.
They all liked the curriculum of intelligence, beauty, and poise, and enjoyed the friendly competition and cooperation for higher Evaluation Assessment scores.
They assumed their senior roles as Undergraduate Advisors and then tended to the next class of coeds, just as they had been tended to by the previous seniors.
Now it was the culmination of their TWA undergraduate studies and the looming Father-Daughter Weekend.
Campus lore told that the alpha male fathers should be primed and then cooled from their ardor by the classmates before the main incestuous event with their female progeny. That would lead to less feverish actions and enable them to tranquilly engage in prolonged, multi-orgasmic reunions with their offspring and enjoy the rewards of their substantial scholarship support.
** Cate Cassidy 03
Cate closed her book of poetry resting on her bare thighs as she lounged in the shade at the campus swimming pool deck. It was a quick break from her assigned readings in International Banking. Although she still craved the poetic life, she had been counseled to pursue a more lucrative academic curriculum. She developed an unexpected fascination with Business Finance studies.
She settled her bug shield style sunglasses over her eyes and scanned about the area. Other coeds were lounging similarly, all topless in tiny thongs, a recess from this morning's academic and beauty training sessions. This afternoon would be taken up with poise activities. She found that part of the trilateral curriculum both challenging and cheering.
Thus, some rest and regeneration before more of the hard physical demands of the staff coach tutors who drilled the females to develop their roles as worthy companions to elite alpha males.
Her newfound expertise had not come easy. She had started demur, albeit grudgingly compliant. The staff gradually overcame her ingrained sexual shyness with bondage sex play. They honed her innate coyness into a beneficial technique. She was hesitant at first, before learning its liberating effect. The anonymity of blindfolds and constraint eased her angst.
During a guest coach tutor encounter in the dungeon scenario suite, she had been blindfolded, cuffed and otherwise naked, seated backward in the custom bondage chair. Her wrists were thrust through wooden stocks and locked in place.
A man entered and moved behind her. His erection bumped her exposed upper ass crack. He cupped her ass cheeks. She lifted her hips and he sat under her butt. His cock slid to her cunt lips and they affected an entry. Cate energetically rode him as he manhandled her vulnerable tits with one hand and diddled her clit with his other. She worked him to a howling ejaculation, shuddering through her quivering cunt-fingered orgasm.
When he removed her eye cover, while she was still restrained and pinned on his fat cock, she saw his face reflected in the forward wall mirror. She was dismayed by the revelation that he was one of her father's business colleagues, a faint acquaintance from past office visits. He laughed at her distress, happy about his 'first time' with her.
Their second fuck soon followed, missionary on the floor, on a carpet he sympathetically allowed her to arrange so as to protect her ass from the chafing cold stone pavers. He pounded her vigorously and her aggrieved mood did not grant her a second orgasm.
There was a subsequent unconcealed session with another business partner, a fat leering middle-aged oaf. She recognized him when presented, dressed as a sexy secretary.
She recalled visiting his office with her father in her youth. The fat executive employed several pretty Special Executive Assistants. She now realized she was dressed like one of them in a cinched waist, high-hem business suit, displaying lots of cleavage and feeling vulnerable sans bra, blouse, or panties. His reaction to her suggestive outfit was crude. His fly was open and his flaccid cock already exposed.
"Show me your tits, bitch!"
She slowly but dutifully unbuttoned her blazer, pulling the lapels aside. He reached out and fondled her boobs, cupping and manhandling them roughly. She withstood his sleazy lust and played out her role; her collaborating fingernail rub on his exposed penis vee gained an instant erection.
He growled and rucked up her pencil skirt, exposed her naked pussy, and threw her on the office scenario overlarge sofa. The fat man mounted her briskly, driving his cock inside her, and huffed away in crude missionary rutting.
Cate was a bit miffed by his lack of gentility. She had spent some time on her preening and makeup, preparing carefully to entice her assignment. He had barely noticed.
But he rose quickly to his peak, crying out as she felt the discharge in her womb.
"Take that, Betty... take it all, you prudish bitch!"
She now recalled one of his younger assistants was named Betty and Cate felt cheaper still, used as his cum dump while he fantasized about his standoffish employee.
She endured a variety of guest coach tutors thereafter and, as time passed, she learned to enchant and indulge the whims of the different men she was consigned to. She developed into a prime TWA coed.
-----
Father-Daughter Weekend approached immediately prior to graduation, and Cate's first night's anonymous engagement with a classmate's parent was followed by the next day's gathering at the pool.
Abby, her sister coed, was doing her part to ease the sexual tension of the visiting fathers prior to their highpoint incestuous events. She was riding Mr. Cassidy's embedded cock, rubbing her tits on his chest, her sun-bleached platinum hair pulled scalp tight and clasped in a long ponytail.
It swished her back while she worked to release more of his initial lust. He must be less impetuous later that evening when he finally was in the arms of his daughter Cate. But she felt him lessen his enthusiasm as she bounded in his lap.
Mr. Cassidy's colleagues had teased him mercilessly, telling him of the oral and vaginal charms that Cate had bestowed on their cocks during their guest coach tutor visits with her. He had shunned their supposed good-natured ripostes, knowing he would eventually discover such things for himself. But now he was faced with the reality of his daughter's dalliances prior to attaining his paternal prerogatives.
Leaning away slightly, Abby saw him spying on one of his colleague Pledge Contributors being similarly serviced by his daughter. Mr. Cassidy's face blushed with emotion, doubtless a bout of paternal jealousy or anger. His erection withered just perceptibly in Abby's cycling cunt.
She palmed his face and turned his attention to her, made eye contact, and kissed his lips lovingly. That brought his attention back to her, physically reminding him of the blonde's presence here and now, in his lap, before his forthcoming rendezvous with Cate.
"Yes. Cate is fucking my father, just like I am fucking you. Sharing is Caring. Right?"



Now his flush was from a bit of embarrassment, and he sheepishly nodded.
"I know my tits are not as big as Cate's but they're yours to play with now. Go ahead, I like when they're cuddled."
He took her suggestion and squeezed handfuls of the lithe blonde's boobs, stiffening again as he redirected his attention to the feel of her juicy cunt sluicing his cock. Abby moved into a side-to-side hip slide along with the up and down and fore and back motion. Her wiggles on his cock were good for them both. At the bottom, she rotated his tip on her cervix, stimulating her clitoris with his pubic mound.
But she felt his head turn towards his daughter again, peering where she was astride her steed in the distance. Abby pressed her handheld boobs to his chest, hugged his neck, forcing his face away from the nearby distraction. It seemed to work as she led them in soft guttural vocalizations. His moans rose with hers and she fed his ego with praises of his size.
"Oh my God... you fill me so full... what a great feeling... ohh... OHH!"
The last utterance was her response to a particularly good buzz on her clit. As their breaths lifted and deepened, and they neared the peak, she spurred her stallion onward, pressing her whispering lips to his ear.
"That's it... that's it... come on... cum inside me... more... more... YES!"
She hugged her stiff nipped breasts to his chest, tickled his ear with her tongue tip, and felt the warm flood deep inside. At his second rope, she heard him moan 'Oh my God, Cate'. She clung to his sweaty body, held him closely through his shuddering orgasm and incest fantasy, suspecting it was only one of many unrequited dreams over the past years.
He was still spewing shots of sperm when she let herself go and vibrated out her own orgasm, visualizing her own 'first-time' father encounter later this weekend. They collapsed in a swoon. Abby's dreamy murmurs soothed out his paternal angst during a clinging sensual cooldown. Their post-coital insentience ended when a distant masculine howl confirmed that Cate had similarly finished off Abby's Daddy.
A general calm descended on the poolside patio as the copulating men and coeds eased apart, conversed gently, and then peeled away separately to prepare for tonight's culminating events.
-----
Cate discovered men's hearts melted at first sight when she offset her bright green eyes with a thematic red aura: red hair, scarlet lips, reddish eyeshadow, reddish blush, deep rose nipples and fire engine tinted nails. For her ultimate Father-Daughter Weekend encounter, she added red bauble jewelry, and red matching sequined short dress and heels.
Mr. Cassidy chatted nervously with three other fathers in the formal dining room at a table arranged for eight. The door opened and four mesmerizing young ladies silenced the conversation as they strode in and presented themselves to their quieted spellbound parents. The men rose and each daughter joined the octal rendezvous at her daddy's right side.
The gathering continued in mannerly conversation as the men's thoughts were sidetracked by the enticing cleavage bounty across the table and then mentally drawn back by the opinions addressed by their chaperoning daughters.
The meal was served and bussed by four topless coed waitresses. A palpable sexual tension rose throughout the meal as lingering hands beneath the table cloth glided over tingling groins and warm laps in easy reach. Luckily, the pre-pairing with earlier campus residents had achieved its goal of tentatively subduing rampant libidos.
When the dessert dishes were cleared, there were no more extraneous topics to discuss. The daughters were ready to demonstrate the benefits of their parents' scholarship support with cultivated TWA finesse. As if by a common conclusion, each family pair retired quietly to their assigned guest coach tutor suite.
Cate started her focused reunion posturing as her former reticence self. Although she had long ago outgrown that perception, she had discovered it was a very effective cock magnet. She waited dismissively, as her father had known her before, playing her role, while her aroused Daddy anxiously opened the frontal full-length dress zipper.
His eyes widen in wonder as the slinky dress, her sole covering, bloomed open to reveal her naked body, exposing her marvelous breasts with the rosy nipple makeup. He was further pleased by the downy triangular landing strip above her plush pussy. He stood back a step, getting a grand view.
She shrugged her shoulders and the dress slid to the floor. He stepped forward, embraced, and kissed her. She broke character a bit when her hands fiddled at his zipper and worked to remove his pants. His ready cock popped out and she dropped the pretense of shyness.
She knelt, gently handling his balls and holding his semi-erect manhood horizontal. She peeked up at his downward looking face, closed her green eyes, and softly pecked the tip. Holding the touch, she added a tongue tip tickle beneath the corona vee.
Opening her eyes again, she watched as he watched her red cherry lips engulf the bulk of his knob, and then slid her mouth farther down the shaft until his knob touched her tonsils. She suckled, nestling her Daddy's cock in her warm wet mouth. His hips waggled as he hastily tore off his shirt. She drew off his manhood and rose, perceiving the end of his chaise forbearance.
She was right. He quickly cupped her ass and plopped it with the rest of her naked body on the bed. A wild frenzy ensued as he wiggled and shuffled himself into alignment.
Mr. Cassidy's mind flashed with memories of his colleagues' mocking banter, his years of impatient waiting and repeated dreaming of this very moment. He succumbed to his lust and plunged into his daughter's pussy with one mighty power stroke.
His friends had been right when they bragged about their discoveries upon sampling and feasting on Cate's treasures and charms. She was tight and juicy, accompanied by sensuous cunt slithers on his cock and against his body that had him blazing with a heat that he had rarely experienced before. He couldn't hold back, peaked suddenly, and spewed mightily, clamoring his cry of ecstasy.
He collapsed, rolled, and cuddled naked against his panting offspring, enjoying a serene post-orgasmic glow. They repositioned to laying on their sides facing each other, fondling. Her lips stirred over his lips and cheeks; his thumb pad looped circles around and strummed her warm, erect nipple. His nostrils smelled her perfumed hair, only fainted appreciated during the dinner and foreplay. The tantalizing aroma was now edged with genital musk and sweat.
Cate hesitantly inquired about any future together. He assured her his plans included many more such trysts post-graduation.
"I intend to set you up as a Special Executive Assistant with one of my business collaborators. You will occupy a luxury penthouse apartment in Manhattan. We can enjoy family affairs, just you and me, as often as possible. Does that sound like something you would enjoy?"
"That would be wonderful. And will you allow your other Pledge Contributor colleagues to visit me, too? After all, Sharing is Caring, right?"
He could not deny her logic and Mrs. Cassidy need never be the wiser.
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** Danika Dandridge 01
"TYQ, Indianapolis Executive Airport Control, this is TWA 001, requesting a vector for landing."
"TWA 001, proceed to the outer marker for Runway 36, winds from the north at 15 MPH. Welcome to America's Racing City, honey."
Krystal smiled at the banter and keyed the jet's intercom.
"Five minutes to touchdown, sir. Please buckle in."
Ned had been napping and his seatbelt was loosely fastened around his waist. He pulled it tighter for the landing. He was starting to get a bit fatigued from the back-to-back Evaluation Assessments. He closed his eyes again and felt the jet land, taxi, and stop. He unbuckled and roused himself to face another rendezvous.
She shut down the engines, trotted down the foldout stairs first, and gave directions to the ground crew to have the jet fueled and ready for takeoff tomorrow.
One maintenance man asked what she would be doing between now and then; he was a handsome young man, even in his service overalls.
"Down at the Race Track."
"I can show you more of the City than that. How about it?"
"I can't. Work. Maybe next trip."
"I'll be here. Let me know."
Krystal escorted drowsy Ned to the black town car and he nodded off again as she wheeled the car from the airport, down US 421 and I-465/74 towards the Indianapolis Motor Speedway.
Their flight path had backtracked into flyover country, the Heartland, home to the material world of American commerce and industry and the sacrosanct power sports playgrounds that showcased and perfected the world leading motor technologies.
They drove to a NASCAR training facility while Ned reviewed his mission statement. It revealed some background descriptions of the candidate and the usual gallery of suspects supporting the anonymous scholarship.
Danika grew up in a middle-class home, surrounded by frugal luxuries in a comfortable lifestyle. Her father was a successful investor and holder of several valuable patents, spending his time as a board member for a few manufacturing conglomerates.
Indianapolis was motor racing central and Danni absorbed the competitive excitement of the local culture. Approached by TWA Recruitment, she was wooed to compete for a scholarship and passed her initial vetting. She was vaguely briefed on the curriculum and enrollment prerequisites, including today's evaluation assessment by an Academy representative.
The meet and greet occurred at her afternoon practice session for the upcoming pit crew competition. Ned took a spectator's seat and watched the repetitive timed exercises.
Danni was part of a 10 person tryout roster which had to be whittled down to a core pit crew of five with two alternates. Those were the top spots, the make-it-or-break-it core of the team. Seven other teammates would round out the field support crew to a total of twelve, with the important IT and utility roles working behind the scenes. A winning four-tire change and full fuel loading should take less than 15 seconds.
Ned watched the five athletic females struggle through the drills, each hoping not to be cut and their slot filled by an eager aspirant waiting in the wings. The gruff coach harshly bull-horned their failures at the slow turnarounds.
"Damn it! 18 seconds. Not good enough! Rack 'em up, toe the line and try again. Ready? GOI!"
Again and again, they sprinted and worked under the hot spring sun beating down on the asphalt practice apron. They drove their time down to 16 seconds before exhaustion set in and they faltered back up to 17 seconds. The pit crew training coach called an end to the practice session. They had given their all, for now.
Krystal pointed out Danni to Ned. He wouldn't have been able to pick her out himself. All the girls were trim and athletic, wearing dungaree style overalls, leather work boots, and do-rags today, reserving the bright red leather logo speckled sets for the later dress rehearsals, race fan pre-shows, and the actual competitions.
The competitors were smeared with grease, grime, and sweat. Danni unzipped the front of her overalls to cool her exerted body, exposing her packed sports bra and mounded cleavage.
Ned saw other gals in the crew who he might have picked for his no-compete scholarship recommendations. The four annual Scholarships from the General Fund were part of his perks as the Coach Tutor Emeritus. He asked Krystal to catch their names for later consideration. He thought them good looking and believed they would prove to be delightfully energetic, perfect qualities for a potential TWA coed.
Krystal caught up with Danni and introduced herself as the Evaluation Assessment Coordinator. Danni was tired but friendly.
The pilot-chauffer led Danni to the town car and handed over a small valise. She walked with Danni to the locker room. Along the way, Krystal shared tips and tricks for her dress and etiquette, and other successful interviewing advice for this evening's crucial rendezvous with Ned. Inside, she casually got the names of the other girls for Ned's later scholarship consideration.
In the early evening, the TWA Evaluation Assessment team arrived at Danni's suburban residence. Ned let his buxom uniformed chauffer open his door and strode up the entrance walk in black slacks and spandex tee-shirt until he was warmly welcomed at the open door by her watching parents.
He greeted the smiling pair. They commented on his classy appearance, proud that the handsome cultured stranger displayed respect for their daughter's collegiate potential.
He assured them Danni certainly showed strong potential and hoped to discover more of her qualities this evening. He deflected their curiosity about the interview specifics.
The mother was noticeably subdued in spirit, a bit concerned about Danni's tomboy attitude. This debonair man would expect to meet a cultured young lady. She hoped Danni had paid attention when she admonished her not to wear blue jeans or a crappy shirt, as she did at the track. This was a serious interview and she must make an appealing first impression.
Footfalls clicked in the upstairs hallway and all eyes turned to the staircase. Danni's feet appeared at the top of the stairs. She stepped down the trends; first, the strappy heels came into view, then her lithe toned legs, the short dress, and then the rest of her interview costume revealed itself as she descended the steps.
She had transformed her style from grit to glamor with a slinky bodycon party dress, low cut, high hemmed with strategic skin-baring gaps showing abundant cleavage and side waist cutouts. Her dark blond hair was coiffed with thick loose tendrils tickling her neck. Her makeup was perfect, accessorized by gold hoop earrings and matched woven chain wrist bracelets. A small ankle bracelet graced her left leg.
She smiled timidly, crinkling her hazel eyes, felt her braless breasts jiggle seductively in the sexy dress as she made the last hard step on the first-floor entrance hall. She hoped Krystal's fashion freebies and astute advice were setting the right tone.
Ned's eyebrow popped at first sight and his face assumed an irrepressible smug smile that showed he approved of her bid for an appealing first impression. Krystal must have been very believable when advising Danni at the track.
Her mother stuttered her protests at Danni's choice of risqué attire for a college enrollment interview. She had demanded 'no blue jeans' but this outfit was way over the top for an aspiring student's first impression.
Danni stopped her walk, waiting for some sign of guidance from the attentive adults. Her father stepped to his beautiful daughter and rested a hand on her slinky-fabric covered ass. He gave his little darling a sweet cheek buzz for 'good luck'.
"Do your best, Danni",
"You know I'll really try, Poppa"
She was still shyly smiling as her father pushed on her ass, moving her closer to an admiring Ned. Then he turned to comfort his wife, still open-mouthed in shock.
"Now, now, dear. She's all grown up and can take care of herself."
Ned took Danni's hand, ignoring any additional motherly objections and quick pranced Danni to the waiting limo, giving the horrified mother a parting view of her daughter's bobbing ass. He pushed her to 'hurry up' when she dipped to enter the rear open town car door. He quickly dove in behind her. Krystal secured the door and tipped her hat to the parents watching from the porch.
Ned let down the rear window, waved his arm 'goodbye', and called out "Don't wait up." The mother still stood dumbstruck but the father returned Ned's hearty farewell.
Krystal drove them through the city to an elite disco dance club. In the backseat, Ned skipped the interview's scripted rapport-building questions about friends, school, and family. They were superfluous. Danni's embrace of the interview mien communicated that he should move right to the erogenous part of the interview.
Height? Weight? Bust size? "36C".
Shaved or trimmed?
"Good, I like shaved."
Nipple sensitivity?
"You're not sure? Okay, I'll check that out for myself later."
Orgasm easily? Multiple times? How many? How often?
"EVERY time? Wow!"
Hard ones?
"Okay, good to know."
Oral?
Of course.
Swallow?
"Only sometimes? Okay, we'll see."
Deepthroat?
"Don't know? We'll try that, too."
Danni answered everything confidently, cocksure aware of her sexuality. The standard erotic questions ran out just as they arrived at their destination.
Inside, they were ushered to a reserved table and settled close together, the mirrored ball sparkling the walls around them. The music level was bearable and they could talk normally. Her flowery perfume infused his nostrils; her happy voice tickled his ears. She gazed fondly, directly at his eyes, whenever he looked her way. Her glistening brown eyes told him of her interest.
They tried some exuberant dancing, Danni flashing her stuff in the sequined club dress, blithely risking a nip-slip or more. Her body shook seductively to the beat, teasing every watching man in the club. Ned and she got giggly and touchy-feely as they bounded.
Ned's willpower fractured first. He accepted her irresistible erotic invitation, drawing her away to a dark corner off the dance floor, sneaking away into the furtive shadows unnoticed by the crowds.
He rucked up her tight hem, lowered her panties which she laughingly helped prance off her feet, and pocketed his accustomed souvenir. He opened his pants, extracting his hard cock. Hugging her close, he lifted one sculpted leg to wrap around his hip, splaying open her cunt. He placed his cock knob at the juicy portal and rammed upward, deep into her moist slot. The first stroke was followed by more.
She yipped at each bump and clung to his neck as he bounced her bare ass off the wall. He was overwrought by her appearance and attitude. Soon he groaned out his spew as she muffled her yips, but forwent the ecstasy. He leaned on her heavily against the wall as he shrank and fell out, a trail of spunk trickling down her inner thigh.
She wiggled out of his embrace, knelt, and licked him clean, swallowing the dregs of cum. Then a quick tuck and zip up, a smoothing of their rumpled clothes, and they were ready to return to the disco floor.
A series of slow melodies allowed them to embrace and nuzzle on the dimmed dance floor through the lingering coital afterglow. Her hair smelled lovely, her perfumed aura now tinged with traces of her genital musk.
They escaped to his hotel suite for a wild all-night fuck fest. Her untamed lust boiled over after satisfying Ned at the club while stifling her own free expression. He pressed her beneath him in a robust missionary, gaining her a solid orgasm.
They cuddled in bed, her hand lazy on his cock and balls, his thumb brushing her nipples. She mewed at the touch and he explored her sensitivity there, as he had promised, and drew her passions out anew.
She took the initiative and mounted up. She impaled herself on his erect cock, shaking her tits in his face, as she drove him hard towards the checkered flag of ecstasy, coming in second right behind him as his fingers twitched and pinched her nipples, validating their sensitivity.
Later, as they rested, he saw her naked boobs and remembered their bouncy disco dancing. The Evaluation Assessment mandatory parts were done, but he was feeling playful. He straddled her chest and placed his cock in her malleable cleavage. She watched his cock shuttle her soft furrow, licking the tip when offered.
When he cried out, she bungled his wobbling knob and the first rope traversed her upper lip, her nose, between her eyebrows and spotted the hair at her temples. Her quick lips snagged the spurting cock tip before another discharge and the following ropes emptied into her suctioning mouth. She had said 'only sometimes', but this was one of the times she swallowed.
They were late and dressed hastily, with no time for a shower or preening. During the morning ride back to her parents' house, Ned asked about her future choice of academic study. Mechanical Engineering, of course, with the outlook to be a pit crew team member for her heroine namesake, the famous female race car jockey.
As they pulled to the curb in front of her house, Ned confirmed that he would recommend her for TWA enrollment. She bounced joyfully on the seat, clapped her hands, and placed a solid smooch on his cheek.
Krystal opened the rear door and Danni popped out, a leggy pussy-flashing exit. Her disheveled dress, smeared makeup and bright happy smile showed her joy at the successful interview. Ned watched from the car as she skipped up the front steps to her distraught mother waiting at the door.
He overheard her exuberance.
"Good news! I passed!"
Her smiling father seemed more pleased than the frowning mother, who shot Ned an evil look before hustling her daughter inside.
"What's that white spot in your hair?"
"Oh, nothing, Momma."
Her father waved from the porch with a stealthy 'thumbs up' to Ned's departing limo. Unknown to 'Momma', he was a TWA Pledge Contributor, a visiting guest Coach Tutor to TWA Campuses on his frequent 'business trips', and had formed a consortium of his colleagues to fund Danni's scholarship. She would now be available to him, and them, over the coming years during TWA events.
He especially looked forward to her initial shock and their destined shared delight, as she hosted him for incest acclimations, Freewill Weekends, and the culminating Father-Daughter Weekend in her senior year at Total Woman Academy.
** Danika Dandridge 02
Danni was dressed for action. Anyone who spied her in her short skirt, high heels and the red tummy baring bandeau bra covered by a fashionable white wool blazer knew Danni was dressed for attention and action. She couldn't ignore the desirous gazes from the men she had passed.
"Damn! She's really sweet! I would love to ride her for a few days; run her through her stuff!"
That was what Danni was thinking, probably no different than that of the admiring men. She was alone inside 'Uncle' Fred's garage; he wasn't really her Uncle, just a close friend of her father.
Parked therein was a shiny and ready black Audi R8 Spyder Convertible waiting to be her exclusive transport. She had arrived early for her rendezvous with her Escorting Coach Tutor. The scheduled meeting had been arranged for her journey to her TWA Enrollment Induction.
She had arrived early because she couldn't take any more of her insufferable mother's nagging about the enigmatic course of education she was undertaking. Her father had been more agreeable, even encouraging. As she was leaving, he stepped to her, lovingly rested a hand on her ass, and gave her a cheek buzz for 'good luck'.
"Do your best, Danni",
"You know I'll really try, Poppa"
She was still shyly smiling as her father pushed on her ass, moving her closer to the exit from her childhood home, pushing her out of the nest to make her own way in the world.
With his little darling launched on her way, he turned to comfort his wife, still crying.
"Now, now, dear. She's all grown up and can take care of herself."
She Uber-ed to Uncle Fred's garage and found the unexpected sports car waiting. She opened the driver's door and sat behind the wheel, smoothing her hand over the leather-framed fixtures. Intuitively, she pressed the 'Start' button and the full-throated engine growled to life.
But something wasn't right, she sensed the engine ran a bit rough.
Danni shed her clothes and donned a pair of greasy cotton overalls. She didn't want her fashionable first impression outfit to suffer any stains.
Using the tools in Uncle Fred's fully equipped exotic car shop, she attached the analysis computer and tested the motor's settings. She identified the fault and made a few adjustments. She would get the engine purring like a cheetah kitten. The image stuck in her mind: the world's fleetest cat racing beside this fast fleeted car.
A handsome young man entered the garage while she was distracted with the tune-up and watched her finish her tasks. She was unaware of his presence. Even in her coveralls, he was impressed with her body form. His thoughts rolled around in his head.
'Damn! She's really sweet! I would love to ride her for a few days; drive her through her stuff!'
The Escorting Coach Tutor chuckled to himself. His unique role assured him that he could and would. Just as she slammed the hood closed, he made his arrival known.
"Not exactly what I expected. Something sexier and more alluring for my first impression."
She spun around, caught off guard by his sneaky entrance. She looked down at her baggy outfit and apologized for her appearance.
"I was getting the car primed for the long trip."
"I see. How about you? Are you primed for the long trip?"
She cocked an inquisitive expression, sparking his ready libido, and he decided he would judge for himself.
He grasped one lapel and very slowly slid the zipper down her front, loosening the rough cotton covers, exposing her unfettered cleavage. He cocked an eye at the round mounds and nodded approvingly.
He continued the zipper tab route past her navel and all the way down to the crotch. The waistband of her white thong panties was now visible. Gripping both lapels, he folded them over her shoulders, down her arms, fully exposing her tits and nipples. His smile broadened. She joined his bold game and, leaning over, pushed the overalls to her feet.
Leaning further, she reached to pull them off her feet. Her motions wiggled her dangling boobs, an attraction too good for Luke to resist. His hands cupped and played briefly with the swaying fun-bags.
He placed her hands on his fly and she slowly lowered his zipper, tunneled inside, and drew out his raging hard-on. His hands gripped her ass.
"Let's baptize this sweet baby."
He plopped her plush butt on the car hood. She cringed briefly as the cold metal touched her bottom. But that didn't slow her down as she wrapped her legs on his waist.
He growled as his tip felt her moisture and he drove in. She clung to his body as he drilled her pussy. She was pinned between the cold muscle car's springing hood and the hot muscle man's steely erection.
His thrusts rubbed her ass against the polished metal hood. The motion actually squeaked. She looked into his eyes as he pumped and frowned. He was not displeased; just not used to doing all the work. She was unable to assist the conjunction in her awkward stance.
Luke roared out and pumped a surge of sperm inside her. She didn't cum. As he wilted, his spunk trickled out and down her crack. Danni slumped off the front of the car, smearing a smudge of coital excess over the pristine shiny finish.



The young man stood upright, tucked himself in, and zipped up. He stopped her when she found a rag, intending to clean the post-coital mess from the car hood.
"Nah, leave it. Nice reminder while we drive."
She recovered her travel clothes and dressed in her previously removed outfit. Her small valise was placed in the backseat; he slung his own duffle beside it.
"Luke" was all he said as an introduction. She extended her hand for a shake. He saw it but didn't reciprocate. Still, Luke, the gracious big packaged gentleman, opened the passenger door, got her settled inside, and got behind the wheel.
With Danni's tune-up, the car really did sound like an adult cheetah, the kitten's hungry mother. They exited the garage, turned through the streets of Indianapolis, and began their high-speed cruise southward across the American Heartland. Luke let her have her share of the thrills. They drove in two-hour shifts, switching off at rest stops.
They made it to Memphis by nightfall and checked into a riverfront inn. Luke produced Danni's TWA provided travel kit, selecting a few things for Danni's evening attire: a sexy dress, high heels, bauble jewelry, and dark cosmetics.
They enjoyed a fine romantic dinner on a tourist paddle wheeler, cruising past the lighted panorama of the bridges and passing shore. Danni's black sparkly bodycon open bodice dress was so revealing that it was evident she wore no bra or panties. She attracted lots of male attention and the smitten waiters provided excellent attentive service.
Returning to the room, Luke undressed as Danni watched. She had only seen and handled his cock in the garage but now saw his fit and handsome body. She was more than a little aroused by the prospect.
The prospect started soon as he fingered the fastenings of her skimpy attire. She was moved by his gentleness and pecked his cheeks and caressed his arms and body when he was near. He calmly exposed the enthused body beneath the fancy dinner dress. Her aroused demeanor was heating his lust and he became less able to control his lusty intentions.
He lifted her bare body and threw her on the bed. Her dark blond hair splayed around her head and her thighs split open in a welcoming pose. Scrambling aboard, Luke positioned himself above her, his cock waggling at his groin. He checked his fired up zeal enough to make eye contact and exchange smiles and kisses.
He maneuvered for the sexual union. She was quick to assist, her fingertips placing him properly. He took a breath and braced for power. Sinking in with a groan, he rumbled his cock in her juicy cunt until he exploded with a geyser of goo. A short pause was all he needed to want more, much more. It was a wondrous night as they fucked each other's brains out.
They had a ways to go their second day and it was an early morning departure for the long monotonous drive. Danni got cutesy, dropped her top, and flashed the 18-wheel truckers as they passed. The highway haulers honked a few blasts in salute to her fine tit display. Luke sped away quickly before any unfortunate accidents could occur.
Convinced he should find less dangerous amusements to pass the time, Luke engaged her in light conversation. They talked of her goals at TWA, mechanical engineering, race car driver, and pit crew dreams. He turned the discussion to her sexual talents. She boasted of first-rate fellatio skills. He stated his doubts; she cajoled his ego, ready to provide proof right then.
"Any woman can do a good job given enough time. How quick are you?"
He stated the 'Challenge': make it a High-Speed Blowjob around Dallas. He took the interstate junction exit, turning from I-30 onto I-635.
"Make me cum before we reach I-35E."
Danni popped out her tits, leaned over, unzipped him, and dove on his cock. I-35E was only 20 minutes away.
As Luke felt his libido surge, he unconsciously pressed the accelerator harder, bracing his body as the sensations lit up in his groin. She felt the acceleration and thought he was cheating, trying to cut down on her available time.
Undaunted, she gave it her all. Her tongue was a flurry of swipes and laps, intermixed with hard suctions and deep penetrations. Soon she heard his cry and caught his shots in her mouth. She was swallowing in only 10 minutes, only halfway to the interchange and fully proving her expertise. His sighs and head pats confirmed his acknowledgment of her proof.
Blue flashing lights speckled the shiny chrome trim on the dashboard. A patrol car was following them and signaling a halt. Luke pulled out of the fast lane onto the left shoulder and shut down the engine. The black State Trooper's dashcam recorded Danni's head rising in the passenger seat as she sat up.
The trooper in his campaign hat and mirrored sunglasses walked to the driver's side. He noted that Danni was tucking in her tits and buttoning up her crop top blouse. Both occupants were straightening their clothes.
But he arrived before the tasks were complete and saw them still disheveled. Danni wiped a finger across the cum leak on her chin and stuck it between her lips. Luke's fly was bloomed open, unzipped. The trooper was not fooled. But he was not unkind or unamused either.
"Going a little fast, weren't cha'?"
"Sorry, officer, I got distracted."
"I'll bet were. Next time, pull into a rest stop."
"Sure thing, Officer. Sorry for the trouble."
"On your way, then. And practice safe driving... and whatever else you got going on."
"Thank you, Sir."
The officer returned to his vehicle, smiling and shaking his Smokey the Bear hatted head. Kids!
Having been rudely interrupted by law enforcement before fully completing her tasks, she used the rest of the time on I-30 to suckle and clean up any wayward seminal urethra leaks. Then returned to her game of flashing truckers.
They checked into one of the TWA reserved suite of rooms on San Antonio's River Walk. Tomorrow, they would continue to the South Padre Island TWA campus for Danni's Induction. But that last travel night was a repeat of the classy dinner and sexual escapades that Luke expected from his charges during these routine Coed Candidate Escort Missions.
** Imminent Graduation
Danika got to be close friends with her other co-ed classmates.
They all liked the curriculum of intelligence, beauty, and poise, and enjoyed the friendly competition and cooperation for higher Evaluation Assessment scores.
They assumed their senior roles as Undergraduate Advisors and tended to the next class of coeds, just as they had been tended to by the previous seniors.
Now it was the culmination of their TWA undergraduate studies and the looming Father-Daughter Weekend.
Campus lore told that the alpha male fathers should be primed and then cooled from their ardor by the classmates before the main incestuous event with their female progeny. That would lead to less feverish actions and enable them to tranquilly engage in prolonged, multi-orgasmic reunions with their offspring and enjoy the rewards of their substantial scholarship support.
** Danika Dandridge 03
The sleet black limousine pulled up to the campus' grand entrance. Mr. Dandridge alighted and surveyed the broad main building façade. He skipped up the steps with a springy stride. It was finally time for Danika's long-anticipated Father-Daughter Weekend. With a few years gone, he was eager to get started.
But his dreams must wait a few more days while his time was spent with other playmates. His impatience was thereby tempered as he bore up under the multiple ejaculations necessary and preliminary to his weekend gem.
Saturday afternoon turned to Saturday evening and he meandered with his fellow Pledge Contributor fathers to the soiree reception in the main ballroom. They were all playfully swarmed by a cohort of nattily dressed junior coeds who gathered around them, chatting gaily.
Mr. Dandridge's crew of cuties were slyly shepherding him through the conversant crowd toward the back of the room. As if on cue, which it probably was, they quieted and smoothly parted, creating a gap in their gathering beyond which he got his first view of a flirtatiously dressed Danika.
She stood shyly, her fingers intertwined in front of her lax arms. He considered his daughter, from head to toe. A pair of clasped bows held her hair, framing her subtly made up angelic face that was smiling devilishly. Lower, her top was a sheer pin buttoned blouse tucked into a schoolgirl pleated plaid skirt. Her legs sported knee sox and low heeled saddle shoes. His eyes returned to her chest where her broad rouged nipples peeped through the filmy shroud. The coeds shifted to an attending semi-circle audience as he crept closer to her.
He barely hesitated before fisting the collars and popping the lapel buttons, holding the fabric aside as he stared at her inner boob mounds. The pair of the closest coeds moved to assist, one standing behind her, lifting the damaged lapels out and over her shoulders, slipping the cover off her breasts. The other classmate guided Danni's hands behind to an easy finger clasp, consequently pushing her tits forward for her Poppa's whimsy.
He was mesmerized by the cosmetically enhanced areolae; his fingers and thumb brushed the dark disks, gaining a stiffening rise to the nub. He lingered there, unsure how to proceed.
Two coeds came to his rescue, took the initiative, and collaborated in removing her skirt. Another pair attended to his tuxedo, ending with both father and daughter standing naked still stoically observing their first fully exposed view of the other.
It was only a momentary pause to the impending action. One coed moved to the nearby French doors and opened them to reveal a prepared scenario bedroom suite, complete with a glowing fireplace and a black silk sheeted bed. Mr. Dandridge understood the time was nigh. He took his daughter's hand, their fingers intertwined, and escorted her inside. The coeds closed the doors behind them, allowing Danni's father a respectful solitude to enjoy his unfolding incestuous encounter in recompense for her scholarship endowment.
He led her to the bed and motioned her aboard. She crawled on, hands and knees, in profile pose close to the edge.
His right hand cupped her swaying left tit, his left clutched a fistful of hair close to her scalp. He drew her face towards his groin. She turned sideways, closing the gap. Her lips and tongue slurped him inside and he enjoyed the first warm touch of her mouth on his tumescent cock.
Her lips and tongue combined in the foreplay caress, guided by his hair grip maneuvering her head to his tempo. He poked at her tonsils but did not penetrate her throat. He mindlessly pinched her nipple and she vibrated afflicted blubbers on her mouthful of manhood.
He pulling her mouth away and, using the ready handle of her close gripped tresses, forcefully rolled her on her back. She settled in splayed missionary, wide teary eyes revealing the endured pain but mutely acceding to his control.
He released his clutch and swung his body on the bed, shuttling to a knee borne stance between her spread legs. He braced over her, ready to plunge in. But she drew his body down on hers, slowing his eagerness. She wanted to be a passionate lover, not a crude sperm receptacle.
She hugged him tightly, challenging his seeming desire for a quick fuck. Her cheek pressed his ear, her thighs rounded his hips, and her ankles crossed to hold him steady. He slowed his fervor and calmly wiggled his knob to her entry. They paused, her impulsive breathes tickling his ear. But he was too far gone to engage in further gentleness.
Bracing, he drove deep, eliciting a deep-throated groan from his daughter, as his cock stretched her inner channel. He drew back slowly and his adroit daughter rolled her hips to scrap his corona along the spongy walls of her vaginal channel. He halted his corona just inside her labia and plunged again, gaining another groan of pleasure from them both.
The strokes continued thus, long and swift and, intermittently, slow and soft. Even with the purposeful multiple couplings in the preceding days, he was unable to last too long and howled as he spewed into her womb her first dose of Poppa juice. They breathed gustily through the following shots and then lay panting in each other's arms. He lifted back to kiss her lips, her query coming naturally.
"Was I a good girl, Poppa? Did you enjoy that?"
"More than I can say; I have dreamt of this for years, you little cock craver!"
She smiled and hugged him tightly again as he relaxed on top of her and semi-dozed away his fatigue.
He awoke lying beside her attentive body; she had never actually slept, watching him sleep instead. Her hand covered his wilted cock. She held her face close to his neck and her tongue lightly tickled the hollow betwixt his jaw and ear lobe.
He turned his head and admired her decadent display of mussed hair, sweat sheened skin, and beautiful breasts. He felt her hand go active at his groin and the resultant sensual tinkles rose in his midsection and tickled back down to his balls.
She sensed his groin swelling and worked her practiced manual magic to his fullest hardness. He growled and rolled atop her again. She spread herself out to accept his renewed penile onslaught.
It was a quick plunge as she let him execute his preferred tactic and he hammered away at her pussy. She cooperated with his rhythm, rolling and bounding her hips, matching his energy. She felt the growing electric tingles in her spine.
Danika's cries of ecstatic delight lit her Poppa's libido and he disgorged his milky manly sap deep inside her as she vibrated through her orgasm. They lay in a sweaty mess of warm afterglow.
He needed rest and refraction after that. They peacefully slept away the rest of the night, except when disturbed by loud passionate cries that echoed through the campus grounds and facilities from other incestuous couples similarly engaged in sexual scholastic conclusions.
A leisurely morning sidesaddle fuck finally left the Dandridge pair completely spent and weary. As they cuddled afterward, her father asked her about her future plans.
"I don't know, Poppa. I really liked the time I spent here at the beach."
"Okay. How about if I find you a gig with a race crew in Daytona? It has fast cars and sunny beachfront condos."
"That would be wonderful, Poppa!"
"I'll visit as often as I can."
"I'll be waiting eagerly every time."
Daylight intruded on any continuance and besides, they were unable physically to do any more. Danika helped her father don casual daywear of silky gym shorts and a polo shirt. He was due for the scheduled breakfast debriefings with the other parental Pledge Contributor colleagues and the staff Coach Tutors. He intended to give high praise for TWA's applied curriculum and volunteer his patronage for more Freewill Weekend roster fulfillments.
Danika stayed nude during his departure, depicting an enduring memento of the temptations awaiting him at the Atlantic Coast rendezvouses.
He pulled her in for an 'until later' kiss. One handheld the back of her neck as he pressed strongly on her fervent lips. The other hand manfully squeezed a warm bare tit. Her hands were equally active as she rubbed his silk-covered cock, allowing him another abiding notion of future get-togethers.
"Soon, Poppa... very soon..." she whispered.
"You can count on it, little girl" he whispered back before departing, already gathering plans in his fertile mind on how his little daughter would regularly feed his fatherly lust and quench his parental libido.
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** Elisha Edgars 01
"SAV, Savannah/Hilton Head Air Traffic Control, this is TWA 001, requesting a vector for landing."
"TWA 001, this is Savannah Control, proceed to the outer marker for Runway 28, winds from the east at 5 MPH. Welcome to the Hostess City, sugar."
Krystal liked that one: Sugar. She keyed the intercom.
"Five minutes to touchdown, sir. Please buckle in."
Ned fixed his seatbelt and watched the Low Country pass by as the jet descended. They landed smoothly and parked next to Gulfstream's on-airport facilities. They would take an extra day on the ground this time, get the Gulfstream folks to kick the tires, light the fires and give the G280 a preventative maintenance checkup. Arrangements complete, Krystal escorted Ned to the black town car waiting on the apron, opened the rear door, and seated her alpha male charge inside. It was a short trip as she wheeled the town car from the airport, down I-16 towards the Victorian Historic District.
Ned's assignment package had four black coed candidate summaries. It was a team interview assignment with three younger staff coach tutors. As the Coach Tutor Emeritus, it was his prerogative to get the first choice.
Shuffling through the glamour photos and resumes, he was repeatedly drawn to one particular young lady.
Her resume described Elisha as having gracious southern charms, prim and courteous manners, and the smarts expected of an upscale African American college student at SCAD, the local fine arts college. Her two years of fashion studies were completed and her finances were exhausted. She was being offered a full TWA Scholarship, anonymously, of course, to complete her junior and senior years elsewhere.
Elisha was made aware that her upcoming interview might be interracial. She was sexually experienced but had never been with a white man. She asked for advice from her white classmates, portraying the looming encounter as a blind date, which in part it was. But she held back that it was so much more. It was critically important to her future.
"Men are all alike. Be yourself and go with the flow. Enjoy the color contrast and the spicy intrigue."
Elisha hoped she was up to the challenge.
Ned met her at a back alley boutique teahouse in the afternoon. Their conversation was light; her social etiquettes filled with Southern charm. But he immediately sensed that the gracious etiquette was a cover. He suspected she had an untamed spirit beneath her posh cultured style.
He gave her some guidance on their evening. He expected her to be dazzlingly glamorous when he collected her from her off-campus apartment at dusk. Then he would escort her to the formal graduation ceremony, a pseudo cotillion with a more intimate private soiree later that evening.
And thus, when he arrived, she was festival ready for her big night: strappy heels, long lacy white cotillion dress, black shoulder-length dreadlock ringlets, face highlighting makeup, and silver jewelry, all set to thrill her man and her party cohorts. Her debutante style formal dress was a perfect complement to Ned's tuxedo.
Krystal drove the town car through the narrow streets, winding from Elisha's place to the convention hall venue in the Historic District of Old Savannah. She dropped them at the entrance with its white-gloved ushers, Greek revival columns, and Georgian façade.
Ned escorted Elisha inside to the main cotillion, where their entrance was announced along with the others in the line. He socialized with her friends and danced with her in the luxurious chandeliered hall.
The graduation announcements and diploma distributions wound down the evening, with champagne toasts, hugs, and congratulations. They eventually took their leave of the main company and joined a small group of her companions and their escorts.
The select group of four couples retired to a nearby Victorian bed and breakfast and settled into the landmark building's Drawing Room. Mrs. Brighton, the proprietress, wished them 'good evening' and left them to continue their affairs in private.
The men waited and watched. An aphrodisiac spiked champagne had been served to only these four young ladies at the graduation cotillion. The slow-building and long-lasting potion now kicked in. Its delayed reaction turned the supposed staid post-soiree gathering into an unruly mini-rave.
Elisha lay against Ned as they reclined in an overstuffed upholstered chair. She wiggled in his lap, her dark skin showing a flush as she sought Ned's amorous attentions. Her canoodling was interrupted by one of the other couples.
The first couple stood to room center near a long, wide padded hassock. Her chaperoning young alpha male zipped open her prom gown, exposing her frilly lingerie. He tossed the removed dress aside.
She took his cue and giddily strip danced out of her bra and panties, leaving her stockings, heels, coiffed hairdo, and jewelry intact.
Her alpha male escort laid her partially clothed but erogenously exposed body on the bench. He dropped his pants and exposed his rampant black cock. Mounting up on her spread hips and thighs, he swiftly penetrated her pussy. She cried out at the piercing and careened all the while he fucked her.
Elisha continued squirming in Ned's lap as they reclined. Her face and suckling lips pressed his neck, as his hands swept across her gowned hips and bare shoulders, petting her, building her emotions until it would be their turn.
He lifted her face and pointed it towards the second couple in action at room center, laying her head sideways on his chest.
"You're missing the show. Keep watch, see, and feel the other lovers' passions."
The sequential strip and fuck performances revealed each debutante had worn racy undies beneath the ball gowns. They had anticipated some intercourse with their escorts, hoping for an affectionate private fuck with the young black alpha male studs. This semi-public chemical-induced orgy wasn't foreseen.
The couples cuddled before and after their turns in the surrounding divans, snuggling and watching. The third couple cried out their orgasms and retired to their chair.
They all turned their focus to Ned and Elisha, the last couple and the only interracial pair. Ned's libido was driven to the max by the sexy sights and Elisha's amorous aphrodisiac fueled squirming in his lap. Her gown covered ass rubbed almost continuously against his cock, which was now uncomfortably swollen and constrained in the tuxedo pants.
They moved to center stage. Overwrought Ned was as much of a gentleman as possible when he briskly stripped Elisha out of her clothes. He dropped his pants and pressed her to her knees for some oral foreplay.
He heard the admiring remarks from the watching ebony girls, murmured comments on their first view of a white cock, or rather a pink one to some. He heard their thoughts on how the light skin tones brought to light the textured shaft's veins and the circumcised purple knob. It sounded a lot like a college art study.
Fully erect in Elisha's mouth, he drew her off and laid her on the cassock bench. His saliva wet cock lined up in full readiness and probed her dark-skinned labia. Her moisture flowed and they were both raring to go.
He plunged her depths and it was heavenly: snug, warm, and wet. He pumped quickly in his hyper-aroused state and relieved his balls of their pent up sperm.
The shared group couplings were accomplished and each man led his half-naked date to their individual bedrooms for sexual continuations.
Upstairs, Ned removed Elisha's lacy leftovers, climbed them both into bed, and resumed the lazy petting.
When he felt revived enough, he pulled her into a down doggy stance on the mattress. She turned her head sideways, pressing a cheek to the pillows, and lifted her wide black butt in the air.
He drilled in, focused only on his own pleasure. The domination scenario increased her angst and her uttered vocalizations unknowingly boosted Ned's machismo. He could have selfishly ignored her grunts of discomfort but instead, he gave in and diddled her clit. She peaked when he did.
As they cuddled in the afterglow, Elisha expressed her gratitude for being Ned's selection.
"I'm glad you picked me and not my twin sister."
Ned raised a quizzical eyebrow. She gave him a little dismissive hand wave, challenging his denial.
"Oh, come now. Didn't you notice? The other one with big boobs like mine?"
Ned had noticed the big boobs on another pretty debutante candidate but hadn't made the connection. His mind filled with future TWA Freewill Weekend possibilities, an interracial ménage a trois with the buxom ebony siblings. It perked his libido just imaging the pair sharing his cock.
It perked his libido enough to raise up his orgasmic need, and he rolled atop the immediately available sister and quenched his sudden lust in her cunt.
Morning brought more little cuddles before descending to breakfast on the rear sun porch. The surrounding backyard hedges shielded it from prying neighborhood eyes.
The men wore terrycloth waist wraps, the girls wore short translucent slips, nipples shadowing through. No panties; those had been forfeited last night to the alpha males as souvenirs.
Mrs. Brighton had returned earlier, fixed a traditional Southern breakfast of poached eggs, grits with bacon bits, and toast. She removed herself to the pallor and neatly hung the discarded gowns in clothes bags for collection by the pretty ladies when they exited her home later in the morning. It was her usual cleanup duty when hosting the annual well-paying TWA contingent. The extra money bought her silence and generated repeat business. She was not a gossip.
Over after-breakfast coffee, the men's blithe conversations compared the females' intimate details. The girls were silent, listening for lewd clues to their recommendation verdicts.
The men took out their checklist scorecards, preparing to grade the candidate females on the standard performance parameters. But Ned suggested a final session while they considered the coeds' scores. He ordered the girls under the table cloth. Before the men concluded their Evaluation Assessments, the candidates would retrieve some last pearly morsels of male virility.
The girls crawled underneath and shuffled around, the draping tablecloth hiding their identities and the random exchange of partners.
Ned felt plush lips surround his knob and they suctioned him in. Whoever it was, she had a good tongue and tonsil technique. Was she Elisha's sister?
The men filled out the forms during the anonymous blowjobs, pausing only to groan aloud at the culmination of the Evaluation Assessments. Ned was the last man to finish spewing into his fellatrix's mouth.
They all wearily agreed aloud that all four candidates would receive recommendations for enrollment at Total Woman Academy.
The announcement was met by triumphant girlish clapping and cheering from under the table.
The jet was still undergoing maintenance for another day and Krystal saw how tired Ned was from his energetic schedule these past days. A day off would do him good. She took him to a Tybee Island condominium for rest and recreation. She let him rest but also saw to his recreation. They strolled the family-friendly beach and enjoyed a Low Country boil for dinner. Lacking a female candidate for him to interview, she gave him her full attention, keeping him at a primed low simmer all day long.
Before this extended travel tour, she hadn't encountered Ned since her undergraduate days at TWA where he had been one of her many poise coach tutors. He had been her best sexual mentor and she learned many advanced techniques. That night, she gently showed him how much of his training she remembered, spawning his recovered memories of her sexual talents. In lieu of her panties, she hoped those recollections sufficed as his memento for their night together.
** Elisha and Evelyn Edgars 02
Karl waited impatiently in the rear cabin. He had read the outlines of his pending two candidate assignment. Dual recruitment of twin sisters had been affected and it would be his duty to deliver them safely to the TWA pre-enrollment site. TWA had made one of its limousines available for the journey and he was seated in the back, awaiting the arrival of his co-passengers in Savannah. A scheduled stop in Mobile would break up the long trek to San Antonio.
Krystal, his uniformed chauffer, was waiting outside when the girls strolled to the car, dragging one roller bag each. She tipped her driver's cap to welcome them and opened the rear door. The young ladies took her lead and ducked into the luxurious space. Krystal locked the passenger compartment and placed the two pieces of luggage in the truck.
'What a waste' she thought. Nothing they would ever see again. TWA would provide for their fittings and furnishings.
Karl introduced himself and the ladies replicated his courtesy.
"Welcome, ladies. We have a long ride ahead of us. Might as well get comfortable."
Karl wiggled around and took off his clothes. He reseated himself, his thighs spread immodestly, his long fat cock lolling freely over his gigantic ball sack.
"Now both of you, too. Go on, get comfortable."
The sisters looked at each other curiously, and back at the huge naked black man. His face scrunched into a frown.
"I said 'get comfortable'. NOW, Dammit!"
His voice carried authority and the sisters moved to comply. Soon enough, they were nude like their journey escort, facing him across the gap between the benches.
Karl leaned back, placed his arms atop the backrest, and eyed his trek mates' bodies. He mused his yearnings. Where to start?
"Evelyn, come kneel here at my feet."
Acknowledging the nature this encounter and journey was taking, she suppressed any resistance and did as told. It was obvious what he wanted. She shuffled forward and leaned in; with one hand steadying the priapic pillar, she descended her face and sucked Karl's cock.
He called softly to Elisha, patted the leather next to his right hip, and invited her to 'come hither'. She sheepishly settled close to his side. Karl maintained his attention on Evelyn's cycling lips as he deftly rested his arm on the seated sister's shoulder. His hand dropped leisurely to cup and fondle her big boob. His other hand halted the kneeling girl's cycles. She looked up and he bobbed his head, indicating his wish for her to rise.
"Straddle me."
She maneuvered up and posed to take his cock inside her pussy. He pulled her in for a kiss as she slid down the first stroke and rested at the bottom, hoping he would let her pussy stretch for his accommodation.
He let her sit still as he suckled her dark nipples, back and forth between the two. She braced herself by hugging his head to her big soft tits, gaining time for the discomfort of the vaginal expansion to recede. She nodded knowingly to her twin, glancing down at the genital conjunction.
Elisha leaned in and fingered Evelyn's asshole, slowly penetrating her sister's orifice as she moaned into Karl's left ear. Elisha moved her lips to his right ear and murmured supplementary praises to Karl's manliness.
As the strokes commenced and developed at their groins, Karl's breath huffed higher and higher. He liked the idea of team fucking and these two bodacious females seemed to know how to pool their sexual resources.
At the ultimate moment, Elisha probed Karl's ear canal with her tongue, simultaneously pressing the thin membrane between her embedded finger and Karl's embedded cock, boosting the intensity of the black man's spew and setting off her sister's matching orgasm. They juddered to a calm, releasing and untwining their limbs and intimate flesh.
The rest of the ride was a succession of naked cuddles and caresses until Karl found the energy to equitably fuck Elisha in missionary on the backseat bench. They arrived at their overnight stop in Mobile fully acquainted.
The beachfront resort was just the place where they could experiment with more night-time sucking and fucking.
The journey continued the next day. Karl was insatiable and the twins were hard-pressed to keep up, swapping sessions while the other regained her energies.
The limousine rolled into the San Antonio hotel reception canopy and disgorged a trio of barely dressed travelers.
The ride may have ended, for now, but not the playtime. Karl enjoyed another night of girlish, giggly 'catch me' games, including boob and ass whacks, bronco busting cowgirl fucks on the floor, and sudsy bath time tit-jobs. All in all, it was just what he expected when he accepted this candidate transfer assignment and he was very pleased and satisfied with the results.
** Imminent Graduation
Elisha and Evelyn got to be close friends with their other co-ed classmates.
They all liked the curriculum of intelligence, beauty, and poise, and enjoyed the friendly competition and cooperation for higher Evaluation Assessment scores.
They assumed their senior roles as Undergraduate Advisors and tended to the next class of coeds, just as they had been tended to by the previous seniors.
Now it was the culmination of their TWA undergraduate studies and the looming Father-Daughter Weekend.
Campus lore told that the alpha male fathers should be primed and then cooled from their ardor by the classmates before the main incestuous event with their female progeny. That would lead to less feverish actions and enable them to tranquilly engage in prolonged, multi-orgasmic reunions with their offspring and enjoy the rewards of their substantial scholarship support.
** Elisha and Evelyn Edgars 03
Evelyn and Elisha were inseparable and many of the staff and guest coach tutors liked it that way. The twin coeds were often teamed up for paired sessions with one coach tutor or many other times participated in doubled scenes with two men at once.
Their tutoring workouts evolved into a series of exercises to perfect their vaginal cock massages. Each sister was run through the exercises necessary to develop her expertise. Hip rolling was a recurrent aerobic drill, using a sensory equipped dildo to master the moves that stimulated the probe's coronal notch with her juicy cunt walls. After days of practice, a staff coach tutor ran interim tests to gauge progress. It was a sterile lab-based procedure where he lay prone, and they used his stiff cock to penetrate themselves and substantiate her flexibility and effectiveness.
"Roll your hips, bitch, in time with my drawbacks."
Evelyn tried but the coach tutor was unsatisfied with her efforts. He ordered more practice.
"Both of you need more time at the gym working on your core strength."
Now their senior UA's facilitated them through the exercises. Days became weeks as they exercised to gain strength and flexibility. In addition to all the other activities they needed to accomplish as part of the campus curriculum, they spend an hour a day in the anatomy laboratory seated upright on instrumented dildos. They stroked the probes with increasingly forceful ass twists and torques, watching the wall-mounted enunciator board light up their results.
The bottom tier of yellow lights showed progress, the higher up green stack showed better efforts, and a bright green flashing light at the top indicated maximum, and acceptable efforts.
These practicums were intermingled with evaluation assessment sessions performed by various coach tutors. While a coach tutor plunged her pussy in missionary, her twin whispered encouraging hints and tips while urging her to try harder at these required cock massage skills.



The twins practiced again and again on penile probes, both mechanical and real flesh, gaining expertise. Finally, after days and weeks of trials, they seemed to be getting acceptable feedback from the staff coach tutor practicums.
"Nice roll, sweetie... Oh, yes! Like that... Harder... Yes... YES... YEOW!!"
The man's deluge burst forth into her womb, another physical sign that accompanied the growing praise for their mastery of the technique. Word spread and they were selected over and over to prove themselves to guest coach tutors. It only enhanced all the other sensual skills they acquired during their educational residency.
One scheduled guest coach tutor was very familiar to Elisha, and she had extolled his virtues to Evelyn with laudatory stories. So it was a welcome event when Ned returned to check in on Elisha and check out the second twin.
-----
Ned strolled the hallway to the campus dungeon scenario suite. The heavy wooden door was crisscrossed with bolted wrought iron bars, evoking a rustic flair for any coeds appointed to enter the menacing lair. The large iron door knocker added its cliché vulgarity.
He turned the latch and pressed the timbers, hinges creaking as it opened. It was a classic scene of torchlight, stone walls, and two naked females, standing attentively with worrisome looks. It was the bondage bench at room center that drew their nervous focus.
He perused the women quickly. They wore locked-on shiny black heels and shiny black collars. The expanse between those accouterments was shiny bronze flesh, naked and glowing in the flickering torchlight.
Ned scowled maliciously; here were the senior coeds that the TWA organization deemed ready for Ned's proficient Evaluation Assessments of their training progress. He snapped his fingers, pointed at Evelyn, and then at the bondage table. She hustled to mount the roughhewed platform and assumed a face-up prone pose. She saw Ned and her sister approach with determination and then dutifully stared up at the ceiling.
The pair took either side and collaborated in strapping her ankles and wrists to the built-in restraints. With her extremities fastened, they laid a broad leather band over her tummy, clinching her tight against the table. Unpinning the limb shelves, they spread Evelyn's arms and legs into a horizontal spread eagle pose.
Ned slowly walked around his victim, hands smoothing over trapped arms and legs. He tickled the soles of her feet and watched her back stiffen to arch but unable to rise past an inch due to the confining abdomen strap.
"Very good" he murmured.
She was firmly tied down. It would be a good test for her. He went to her head, tilting up the hinged brace so she could look down her body and see her genital zone.
Ned motioned to Elisha, who came to her sister's side. He grabbed a handful of hair and forced her head down on Evelyn's tummy, pressing her cheek and holding her there to watch his cock waggle as he positioned between the sister's outstretched legs.
He moved her hand to his cock; she held it level and rubbed a few strokes. He moved closer and she opened her mouth, letting the meaty rod slide past her lips. Ned still held her tight by the hair and his hips cycled as he wet his manhood in her oral cavity.
Evelyn could tell that something was happening at her sister's face and guessed what it was by the slurping sounds coming from there.
But she couldn't see past her head to the fellatio connection. She watched Ned's face as his expression mellowed.
He moved back and his fellatrix's mouth gave a 'pop' as he pulled out. He nodded to Elisha and she levered his knob to the gaping labia awaiting his penetration. She guided the entry as he shoved in.
Evelyn felt the penile incursion and moaned at her vaginal dilation. She felt the methodical cock strokes in her pussy. She looked at his face for signs of direction, still unable to see the genital connection while her sister's cheek lay on her lower belly, her head still blocking the view. Ned's voice boomed in the closed room.
"Roll your hips, bitch."
She tried but the straps severely constricted her moves. She did what she could; her vaginal canal squeezing in strong compressions and her hips nudging his groin but with very little tilt.
Elisha felt the muscle contraction efforts under her ear and cheek. She saw Ned's shaft cycle in and out of her sister's nudging labia. He reared back, pulling all the way out. She understood his gesture and opened her mouth again as the knob bounced up and pressed her lips.
She sucked hard as he stroked across her tongue. He felt the vibrations as she moaned at the taste of sisterly dew. Throughout the sex team's challenge, their two sets of eyeballs watched his face for signs of his approval.
They were duly gratified when Ned chose to ejaculate into Elisha's mouth. When the pulses dwindled down, he released his clutch and she scampered up to share the treasured bounty with her sister in a cum-smeared oral orgy.
Ned watched cum slurping and swapping, delighted with the sisterly sharing. When the cum-fest ended, he permitted the free sister to free her twin.
The naked trio left the dungeon playroom, the twins bracketing Ned as they strolled back to his regular Coach Tutor suite.
Ned decided on a variation with Elisha to test her hip rolls. He laid her sidesaddle, her hips on the edge of the mattress. The lower straight leg extended between his straddling pose. It was held level by Evelyn standing astride behind him. Elisha's other leg was stretched wide and high, hugged to Ned's chest. He probed her wide open pussy and stroked mightily. Elisha braced her arms against the mattress and rolled her hips in time. Ned's cock was uncommonly rubbed at the sides of his corona, not the vee, and the difference in stimulation was especially thrilling.
Evelyn rubbed her sister's calf with her labia and gained her own stimulation. It was an orgasmic cacophony of three voices when the ménage-a-trois cried as one in unison.
The rest of the night was a series of playful cuddles, kissing, and coitus. In the morning, when they had wound down from their sensual frolics, he asked about their future plans.
They cuddled up beside him and said they would return to Savannah and Mrs. Brighton's bed and breakfast where she had offered to turn over operations, and eventual ownership, to the sassy pair.
They intended to expand to nearby Tybee Island and add special fetish amenities to the services available.
Ned could only wonder what those special amenities involved and committed silently to finding out for himself as soon as the twins were settled. He volunteered to perform evaluation assessments and tune-ups on the bed-and-breakfast's augmented special staff as often as possible thereafter. They smooched and giggled their assent to his offer.
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** Francine Filbert 01
Francine grew up on the bayou, her father made his living as a shrimper. Shrimping was hard work and, while assisting her father whenever she could, she grew hale and hearty in body and spirit. She found the coastal rural life constricting to the dreams of an ambitious high school girl. High school graduation loomed and her future dreams seemed rudderless in the bayou waters.
Seeing his beautiful niece pining away in the backwoods, her father's younger brother, her successful bachelor uncle Bobby, invited her to live at his house in New Orleans and attend a college there, a safe place, Xavier University. She begged her parents and they relented. She moved to his historic mansion near the north edge of downtown.
As time passed through her first semester, she assimilated her girlfriends' habits, became more adventurous in her clothes, more revealing, teasing the boys at school with her toned body and flirty attitude.
Uncle Bobby enjoyed her presence in his big empty house. She added a vibrancy he hadn't even known was absent. He liked her Cajun hue and bouncy nature. And her curves were a relentless attraction to his libido, even as the leisurely big city life added a bit of extra curves to her flesh. Even though he was her uncle, he gave her some 'fatherly' advice, cautioning her to indulge less in the ubiquitous cappuccinos and beignets.
Then, through her college mates, she got interested in the Krewe parade floats and was a natural at the high stepping, ass, and boob shaking Carnival-style dancing.
Young, vivacious, and shapely, she was intrigued by the anonymity of being a masqued topless parade performer, ogled by the crowd. Her vain thoughts dwelled on the probable vulgar thoughts of the voracious men who watched her strut by. She did like being the tease.
Now her uncle was even more captivated by his shapely niece and her new sexy antics. He noted how her body slimmed back to her healthy Bayou days, recovering the hourglass curves built during her working youth on the family fishing boats. And now her bodacious form was even more on display in her evolving flirty college vogues.
Francine's second year at the college was nearing completion and he asked of her future intentions.
"Cajun Cuisine and Hospitality Services" was her reply. He thought Xavier a mediocre venue to pursue those subjects.
Creole gumbo ran almost naturally in her blood but he plotted to have the hospitality services trajectory take a decidedly exotic turn. As a surreptitious TWA Pledge Contributor, he stealthily arranged her transfer scholarship candidacy, confident she would acquire the erotic talents and techniques that a TWA coed devoted towards hospitably servicing elite alpha males.
Francine was subsequently vetted and rostered by the TWA Recruiters and informed that her final interview meeting for a recommendation would be sometime that week. The Interview schedules were running tight and she would only get one chance, so she mustn't hesitate when summoned. Her Coach Tutor would find her when he was ready and would, at his sole convenience, initiate her Evaluation Assessment forthwith. Until that time, she should go about her normal business.
-----
"KAPS, South Louisiana Executive Regional Airport Control, this is TWA 001 requesting a vector for landing."
A distinct Cajun drawl came through her headphones.
"Roger, TWA 001, this is KAPS Executive, NOLA, proceed to the outer marker and turn for Runway 17, light winds off the Gulf at 10 MPH. Welcome to the Big Easy, Lil' Cher."
"Roger, KAPS. Descending for landing and taxi to VIP Apron."
"VIP, huh? Where ya' gonna be a-stayin', Lil Cher?"
Krystal grinned at the flight controller's sassy rap. She wondered what he looked like and how he liked his 'Lil Chers' that he probably courted to zydeco tunes in local bars off duty.
"Far away from you, 'bad boy'."
"Aw, shucks. Well, just the same, let the good times roll."
She keyed the jet's intercom.
"Five minutes to touchdown, sir. Please buckle in."
Ned fixed his seatbelt and watched the ground get closer in his window, broken by the wide roll of Old Man River, better known as the mighty Mississippi. The concrete runway popped into view and the jet trembled down the runway to a halt. The ground crew ran out and crowded around, alerted by the tower that a VIP passenger deserved their extra attention.
They thought the pretty blonde pilot was the special guest but she escorted a middle-aged gentleman to the black town car waiting on the apron, opened the rear door, and ushered him inside. Now they thought that Ned was either wealthy, or well-endowed, or both, to warrant an hourglass molded babe like Krystal for his personal aviator.
Either way, they were jealous all the same. Some guys have all the luck. She rolled the town car down I-10 towards the French Quarter.
She and Ned took their reserved rooms at the Hotel Montesino, setting the scene for his next Evaluation Assessment.
It was Fat Tuesday, the culmination of the Marti Gras Parades in New Orleans. The French Quarter crowds packed the streets near Jackson Square, and as dusk fell, the parades got underway.
Ned and Krystal stood out in front of the hotel on the sidewalk, checking out the multi-colored floats and near-naked performers. They watched for Francine.
Krystal pointed out her approach to Ned. She was dancing in the vanguard of her Krewe's Float, semi-anonymous in her feathered costume and masqued headdress. Her bared breasts were decorated with festive body paint.
Ned stood taller, looked over the crowd, and saw her, dancing in the middle spot of three abreast. He waited until she was moving almost directly in front of him.
He darted from the sidewalk crowd into the passing dance file, momentarily jumbling the parade flow, drawing attention as he got in front of Francine. She tried to sidestep around what appeared to be a callous drunk.
Ned called her name and yelled above the noise that her TWA interview rendezvous started right now.
She stutter-stepped, hesitated, unsure, a bit confused. So Ned took her hand and pulled her swiftly out of line. She pranced beside him towards the curb. Lewd catcalls rang out. Her headdress feathers wavered and her big decorated tits jogged as she quickstepped along in her dance heels. The crowd jeered as she was towed across the crowded sidewalk into Ned's hotel entrance.
He marched her through the lobby to the elevator. Krystal had gone ahead and now held the lift's doors open for them. It happened all too quickly for any of the bellhops to react.
The short elevator ride was total silence as Francine's mind fought to mentally digest what had just happened. The bell dinged as the door slid open on the Third Floor. Krystal guided them to Ned's suite, popping the door open and ushering Ned and his bewildered interviewee inside. She closed the door after wishing them 'good night' with a snicker.
She descended again to the lobby. Intrigued by the air traffic controller's cheekiness, she had called the control tower and invited him to meet her in the lobby of the Montesino this evening.
She spied a tall, young man in black wool slacks, a black dress shirt, and a necktie. He had dark hair, blue eyes, and a scruffy but trimmed 'bad boy' beard. He stood out from the cluster of fat tourists with his shoulders broad and his waist slim. His black Oxfords were spit-shine polished, a sure sign of discipline in a man who cared about his first impression appearance. Her tummy fluttered at the sight of the well-dressed man.
'Bless my dumb fucking luck!' she muttered to her excited self. 'He's gorgeous!'
He was scanning the crowded lobby, apparently trying to figure out which one was his 'Lil Cher' this evening. Krystal marched toward him. He saw her direct approach and his jaw fell open, then broke into a big smile. He liked what he saw, he liked it a lot and extended a gentleman's hand in greeting.
She saw his extended arm, looked up at his face, and left the handshake hanging. Her voice was assertive.
"I'm looking for a certain 'bad boy' tonight. Is that you?'
His eyes traveled up the chicly clad Krystal, from her strappy high heels, up past her short ass hugging skirt, pausing momentarily at the packed bra and blouse and arriving at her pretty blonde face with its blue eyes and perfect makeup.
"Yes? I mean, YES, MA'AM!" he stuttered.
His posture stiffened to gentlemanly attention and he assumed a respectful tone towards this stunning vision of womanly beauty, dropping his Cajun sassy slang.
Krystal took a grip on his tie and turned an about-face on the toes of her heels, draping his tie over her shoulder. She started walking back toward the elevator, her 'bad boy' in tow.
"Come along, 'bad boy'."
"Uh... sure thing, ma'am... By the way, my name's Kevin. What's yours?"
"Krystal. Come on, Kevin. You're going to show me how you 'let the good times roll' on Mardi Gras in New Orleans."
"Yes, ma'am!" he replied more docilely as he picked up the pace to stay even with hers. He was absolutely committed to showing this pretty 'Lil Cher' how he 'let the good times roll', whether it was here in NOLA or anywhere else on earth.
-----
Soon after Krystal had installed the interview pair inside Ned's suite, he and Francine emerged on the third-floor balcony. He pressed her towards the decorative wrought iron railing.
He leaned her tummy against the balcony railing in full view of the street crowd below. She gave a tentative wave towards the gawkers watching from the street, who saw she was still enticingly topless.
Ned positioned himself behind her and tilted her forward over the railing. Her big tits dangled as her chest hung well beyond the edge. A few drunken catcalls rose from the street. She made another tentative wave, quickly returning both hands to gripping hard on the railing to balance herself.
Ned searched for the costume bottom catches and found what he sought. He unclipped her sequin decorated panties and yanked them off her butt. His hand thrust high in the air, displaying his prize to the crowd that yelled a jolly cheer that matched his smiling face.
He positioned himself square behind her naked ass, and needing both hands, placed her thong in his clenched teeth, the straps dangling over his chin.
He spread his stance, gripped her hips, braced, and drove his cock forcefully into her cunt. Francine's ruby painted lips formed a sudden 'O' at the potent penetration. The inebriated audience got a good look of big bouncing ass and tits and they cheered again. She grunted and braced her hands on the railing, expecting more, and she got it.
Ned hammered away at her pussy. Her tits bounced freely and she used one hand to brace against toppling over and the other to occasion a sheepish wave to the fully engrossed cheering crowd. Her colorful feathered headdress wavered to the pace of Ned's powerful strokes.
Whatever Francine had imagined in her vain thoughts about the probable vulgar thoughts of the voracious men who watched her, they never rose to being taken in an anonymous public fucking. But, although not planned, she was aroused by this sudden turn of events. She kind of liked it. She liked to tease.
Ned stroked his last, tilted back his head, and gave a mighty groan, unheard but well seen by the cheering onlookers. The sparkly thong dropped from his open mouth onto her naked bowed back. His first spew coated her womb, amplified by the following volleys. He laid over her in post-coitus fatigue, feeling the sequined thong trapped between her back and his belly. His slow deflation and fall out opened the escape path for his ejaculated spunk to drip from her cunt.
Francine felt the flood both times, the ejaculated jets and the unplugged cum trickling down her inner thigh. She hung her tired head lower, catching her breath; the feathered headdress blocked the crowd's angle of view of her trembling tits and they moaned 'NO' in disappointment. She and Ned stayed like that for a moment as Ned recovered.
He reached around and cupped her painted boobs, tightly gripped handholds that he used to haul her upright on her heels. Holding hands, they jointly waved a cheerful goodbye to the rowdy crowd as he pulled her into his room. A last cheer died below as he shut the balcony doors and closed the curtains.
The public indecency, though nominally enigmatic, fueled her lust and she tackled him onto the bed. She was fired up and Ned hugged her wiggling body but was unable to rise to the immediate occasion. He removed her face masque but not the headdress, held her close, engaged in a bout of feverish kissing, stalling for refraction time.
When he was ready again, he fucked her wildly, tearing away the few remaining pieces of her costume and feathers in the tumble. Vivid memories of her robust exhibitionist act energized her to repeated orgasms.
After another rest for refraction, and when she had wound down a bit, Ned hugged her soft, warm body in sidesaddle, rubbing his knob deeply within her welcoming channel. The smeared body paint added a skin slipperiness that aided her boob rubs and rolls on his chest as the somewhat satisfied Cajun maiden focused herself on his pleasure again. And she knew she had achieved her goal when she felt his body stiffen and his powerful jets of cum again struck the walls of her womb.
She cuddled him through his immediate afterglow and settled warmly next to him as he drifted off to sleep.
-----
She awoke alone the next morning, the sheets stained with colorful body paint and splashes of cum. There was a handwritten note from Ned on the bed stand, a piece of the gold-trimmed hotel stationary.
'Francine, the room has an early checkout time of 7 AM, previously arranged by Krystal to accommodate our early dawn flight out. Go home. A representative from TWA will be in touch with our decision, and if favorable, you will be briefed on your immediate enrollment itinerary. Ned.'
Francine gathered her bits of costume but was unable to find the face masque. Her sequined costume panties were also gone. There were no bathrobes in the closet or towels in the bathroom. She would have to make her journey home on foot, unclothed.
She tottered back to her Uncle's house through the empty early morning streets, quickly scooting past the street cleaners hosing away last night's debris. They seemed undeterred by her condition, wholly accustomed to the sight of naked morning-after traipses following the bawdy parades.
Uncle Bob sat dining in the front pallor breakfast nook, scanning The Times-Picayune, dwelling on page three, which had a spread of pictures from the parades In the French Quarter last night. One, in particular, showed an unidentified near-naked Carnival dancer getting doggy fucked over the third-floor railing of an upscale hotel. The hotel manager gave a 'no comment' response to press inquiries, reasoning the free publicity and a saucy street cred were a welcome way to increase business.
Her uncle smiled when he looked up at a commotion out front and saw Francine skitter mostly naked across the front porch, then bound up the stairway to her room. He was smugly titillated when he glimpsed her jiggling half-naked body in its tattered remnants of costume, already aware of the unidentified railing fuck's identity.
His cock twitched at the thought of his frenzied voluptuous niece. The TWA Recruitment interview had obviously gone well, and he was confident that she had been thoroughly fucked all night by his TWA associate.
He hoped she would be available this coming year for TWA Freewill Weekends and a startling intimate poise lesson when her mysterious guest coach tutor turned out to be himself, her uncle. He smiled into his sugar-sweet chicory sip of coffee and daydreamed of the coming possibilities.
-----
During the pre-dawn town car ride to the airport, Krystal asked Ned's verdict.
"How was she?"
Ned placed a hand on the Mardi Gras costume face mask and panties lying next to him on the seat. He had taken them in the morning as she slept. He had also stripped the room of towels and bathrobes; those went down the housemaid's laundry chute. Francine should have had quite a nervous scurry home.
He was pleased by Francine's embrace of the kinky costume lifestyle. She would surely become a favorite for the more fetish prone staff and guest coach tutors. He told Krystal to record his hearty recommendation for Francine's enrollment in the scholarship program.
"Will do, boss. Her uncle's scholarship investment should earn him a very kinky dividend."
** Francine Filbert 02
Francine mostly stayed in her room at Uncle Bobby's mansion after her bizarre night in town, emerging for meals but generally withdrawing from the world she had known before. She was still committed to enrolling in the TWA program and took this intervening time to steady her mind and soul for the personal changes she knew were coming.
It was three days after her Mardi Gras doggy fuck in full view of the rowdy parade spectators when she sat with Uncle Booby eating lunch in the front parlor.
Her cell dinged its 'text' alert. She read the message informing her of the next stage of her journey. She would be collected today for the scheduled journey to the TWA Enrollment gathering.
She was mostly packed but went upstairs to finish a few last things and prepare for her Escorting Coach Tutor to arrive. Uncle Bobby watched her stride the stairs and chuckled to himself at the wasted packing exercise.
As he continued to lounge in the parlor, he spied a limousine pull up to the curb and a tall dark Latino got out of the vehicle. A liveried buxom chauffer handed her alighted passenger a small valise. Uncle Bobby greeted his TWA colleague at the door, ushered him inside and they exchanged pleasantries.
Bobby's suggested a quick coffee and chat. He showed his guest the news article and the picture of Francine's boob and ass bounding fuck during the Marti Gras parade. The Latino dwelled on the photo and said she seemed to embrace the circumstances of the encounter.
It had been a long, lonely trek to get to New Orleans. He shifted and adjusted his pants. Uncle Bobby sympathized with the move; Francine caused that need for adjustment often in most men. His guest continued to stare at the newspaper picture. His words flowed mindlessly as he contemplated the chronicled scene.
"She's got great tits."
Uncle Bobby nodded and grinned mischievously.
"Go on, young man. No need to entertain me anymore. You seem eager to get on with your assignment."
The Latino nodded in agreement. He folded and laid the paper on the table. His host had encouraged his immediate relief and Francine was probably waiting restlessly for his appearance.
The Escorting Coach Tutor mounted the stairs, carrying the valise. He hesitated a moment at her door, gathered a deep breath, and brusquely burst into her room without knocking.
He stood with hands on hips surveying Francine, noting her casual travel attire. In turn, Francine got her first look at her Escorting Coach Tutor, a magnificently handsome man: tall, dark, close beard, dark eyes, well dressed.
She hadn't had sex since Ned left her in the hotel room, not even masturbating. At the sight of him, the butterflies flitted in her stomach and the tingles descended to moisten her pussy.
He left the valise on the floor and approached her without a word. Her eyes watched his eyes, mesmerized by his beauty and boldness. He fingered the tummy tied sleeveless blouse that she wore. It was filled with bountiful flesh. The cutoff jean shorts molded her ass. Her toned abs filled the space between.



"Too casual" he intoned. "These won't do."
He unbuttoned her blouse and pulled the tie. The lapels hung open but still covered the outer halves of her braless breasts. He slid his palms beneath the fabric, fingers extended, and smoothed his hands over her boobs and shoulders, letting the opened blouse catch on her biceps. She wiggled her arms, a move that jiggled her boobs and fixed his focus there.
Her body above her waist was truly spectacular with the pretty face, long wavy hair hanging over her back, and 'picture perfect' tits. He was eager to see what awaited him lower down.
Dropping to one knee, he unbuckled her cutoff jean shorts, opened the zipper, and peeled them over her hips and ass. Her thong was camel toed on her pussy, the hidden flesh seemed plump and inviting. He poked gently at the fullness and found her labia pliable to his touch. He would learn more about them sooner than later.
Standing, he resumed his dominating height, a head higher even in her heels. He couldn't resist and cupped and handled her mammary masses, expressing a crude admiration.
"Nice tits, babe."
He strummed the nipples, watching the reaction as her nubs rose and hardened. Even as he watched his fingers twiddling her nipples, he offhandedly gave her his next mandate.
"Give me your panties, Francine."
She leaned forward, pushing the thong down her legs. His hands still cupped her breasts, and she felt him squeeze and knead the suspended globes. He used them as handles to guide her to stand again. She handed over her panties. He tossed them over his shoulder carelessly, still staring as his throwing hand rejoined the other massaging her tits. Now he was ready for more.
She stood stoic as he undressed. She back stepped as he pushed her towards her pink frilly decorated bed. Her ass contacted the mattress and she boosted herself aboard. He followed closely and crawled in atop her. His erection waggled as he moved into position.
He clutched her body, one hand under an ass cheek, the other hugging her close, pressing her round boobs against his chest. She assumed he wanted her to collaborate in his pleasure; she hugged his back and neck, her thighs and calves corralling his hips. This was becoming a familiar situation for her.
He took a breath and plunged in. She tried to stifle her moans but he heard them anyway. Several shuttle strokes later, he was fully embedded and set the pace as she moaned to his practiced rhythm. The headboard banged the wall to the beat of the heavy fuck strokes.
Meanwhile, downstairs, Uncle Bobby heard the headboard bumps as Francine was being forcefully fucked. He picked up the folded paper and looked again at the picture of her exposure. His hand stealthily stole to his crotch. He opened his zipper and extracted his tumescent cock.
His hands slid up and back as he masturbated in time with the reverberations emanating from Francine's bedroom. He lay his head back, closed his eyes, and daydreamed of destined future events.
In his dreams, he was at the TWA campus, his first scheduled incestuous encounter with Francine. He opened a door and found Francine standing naked, waiting in her dorm room for her arranged guest coach tutor lesson. Her look of surprise was priceless; he smirked at her unease. He stood equally naked, his cock already hardening with anticipation.
"Uncle Bobby?"
"Yes, Francine, it's Uncle Bobby. I will be your Guest Coach Tutor tonight. I've watched you grow and mature. Now I'm going to judge how well you've grown and matured. Give your Uncle a kiss."
Her kiss was accompanied by his fluff of her magnificent breasts. A nipple pinch produced her hurtful yip and body tremor. His patience had ended at long last and he pushed her on the bed. With a scramble, he crawled atop her and the years-long wait was over.
And in his mind, without further hesitation, he plunged into the cunt of his dreams.
In the real world parlor at his home, his hand and mind shadowed the banging headboard. He was furiously stroking his erection in time with his imagination until his dreams were disturbed by a dual elongated cry from upstairs. His eyes opened and he whipped a linen napkin to his crotch, just in time to catch his ejaculation, shuddering through the spurts before slumping winded into his chair as the seepage ebbed.
Upstairs, Francine's Escorting Coach Tutor dismounted, awed at himself for the volume of sperm he had emitted into her womb. He lingered after withdrawing, watching the flow ooze out to coat her labia and stain the sheets.
He took her hand and drew her from the bed, leading her to the ensuite shower and joined her under the spray, lathering up her body for repeated fondles and rinses.
He douched her vaginal tube.
"I prefer a cunt to be clean when I will enjoy it later. And I will be, probably soon."
Toweling off, they returned to her bedroom naked and he opened her packed luggage. Laughing, he pulled out the carefully folded items, discarding most in a heap on the floor. Some personal mementos and toiletries were replaced in the smallest case and set beside the door.
He opened the TWA provided valise that the chauffeur had handed over upon arrival and extracted his choice of her travel outfit. He dressed her in sexy travel clothes: a tight bandeau top and satin tap pants, no undergarments, letting her retain her personal high heels, for now.
They were ready to leave and he picked up the travel luggage: Francine's small case of personals and the travel special from TWA, one in each hand. He paused at the door.
"Oh, yeah. I almost forgot my manners. My name is Raul. Get the door, please."
She held the door for her Escorting Coach Tutor, acknowledging and establishing his primacy from now on. Following him downstairs, she bade farewell to Uncle Bobby. He hugged the thinly dressed Francine very close, pressing her boobs to his chest. A hand clutched her ass cheek, and he said a strange goodbye.
"Be good. I'll see you soon" he whispered,
The chauffeur loaded the trunk and drove to the train station dropping them off before leaving for her next assignment.
Raul and Francine waited on the platform. Other men slyly and less slyly gawked at the buxom lass, noticing the pokies and camel toe of Francine's close-fitted costume. Raul watched her turn away from the unwanted attention but in the wide-open platform, she was in view from all sides.
The time passed and finally, they boarded the train and examined their accommodations. It was a special suite, with a double bed, private shower, and reclining seats positioned to watch the passing scenery.
The car lurched and they started on their ride by the Amtrak Sunset Limited to San Antonio.
Raul took her to the window facing double recliner, settled beside her and they watched the passing scenery. His hands smoothed her bare legs and then pulled off her top to bare her breasts. He admired her dark nipples and examined them judiciously. She had great tits, just as he had said in New Orleans. He thought he could make them look even better.
Retrieving the TWA valise, he extracted a cosmetic kit and for the next hour tested various shades and tints on her. He painted her nipples with a rosy shade that broadened the disk beyond the pip circumference. A redder shade promoted her erect nubs. Going on, he tested dark eyeshadow, fiery red lips, and crimson nails.
Francine let him play, rather enjoying the pseudo-salon nature of the game and the cosmetic brush stroke caresses on her erogenous areas. His words and actions got more excited as he worked and she was ready and willing when he took her to the bed and fucked her. She didn't cum.
They ordered room service, and when it was delivered, she answered the door barely covered by a towel, giving the porter a good eyeful of bodacious cleavage and thigh. The semi-exposure fired her subconscious lust and Raul acceded to her carnal appetites, granting her a seated facing cowgirl orgasm before dinner.
Sated for the remainder of the ride, they hustled away from the train station in San Antonio and found their booked Riverwalk hotel suite. They idled away the pre-gathering day and night with a rotation of sex, food, and brief snoozes.
** Imminent Graduation
Francine got to be close friends with her other co-ed classmates.
They all liked the curriculum of intelligence, beauty, and poise, and enjoyed the friendly competition and cooperation for higher Evaluation Assessment scores.
They assumed their senior roles as Undergraduate Advisors and tended to the next class of coeds, just as they had been tended to by the previous seniors.
Now it was the culmination of their TWA undergraduate studies and the looming Father-Daughter Weekend.
Campus lore told that the alpha male fathers should be primed and then cooled from their ardor by the classmates before the main incestuous event with their female progeny. That would lead to less feverish actions and enable them to tranquilly engage in prolonged, multi-orgasmic reunions with their offspring and enjoy the rewards of their substantial scholarship support.
** Francine Filbert 03
Francine embraced the entire TWA curriculum of intelligence, beauty, and poise. But she was especially fascinated by the variety of exotic and erotic dancing that would expand her meager repertoire of sexy foreplay staged during Mardi Gras celebrations.
A guest lecturer and teacher named Holly took her under her wing and, over senior year, she polished Francine's techniques and developed Francine into a truly masterful practitioner in the arts of belly dance strip and fuck
The first step was an intense course of physical training to bolster the strength and flexibility of her hips and torso until agile wobbles fluttered her costumes fluidly from their low rider waists.
Then a selection of outfits in several different styles, many mirroring the anonymity of her Mardi Gras flesh-baring costumes.
And last but not least, Holly devoted herself to Francine's mastery of the intricate balance of bobble and jiggle in her costume tops to tremble her breasts and entertain her discerning watchers during the sexy dances.
Holly demonstrated and Francine learned the required body moves: ass shakes, hip pops and figure 8's, belly rolls, down cleavage dips, shimmied under-boob peeks and a constant radiant smile conveying a sexual beckoning. She hoped her visual performance would entice a discerning alpha male to choose her for a more intimate carnal performance.
After Francine understood the basics, Holly staged practicums, giving her own live performances on staff coach tutors, eventually blending in her pupil as her disrobing assistant. Those progressed to staged cock worshiping rivalries, the contending belly strippers competing to capture caches of the man's pearly treasure.
And finally, Holly clandestinely surveilled Francine's solo efforts during a series of one-on-ones with staff coach tutors until the teacher was satisfied with her coed pupil's proficiency. Thereafter, Francine became a popular weekend tryst for guest coach tutors.
But not every man favors the glitter and exoticism. She also learned the beauty skills necessary to stage her body for a variety of men's whims. She excelled at the costuming, cosmetics, hairstyles, and jewelry needed to appear as a 'stand-in' for a visiting man's fantasy. She might be requested to simulate one of his office staff, a neighborhood schoolgirl babysitter, or a younger female relative. She strived to portray the requested resemblance of the gentleman's neighbor, cousin, niece, or daughter.
The one assignment she recalled most vividly was an extraordinary event. She was informed of being selected to host a VIP Pledge Contributor. He wanted an uncomplicated fuck with a naked co-ed arranged exclusively for his enjoyment. This would be a 'stand-in' event and she was excited by the honor.
She endeavored to prep to her finest for the big night. She sought the help of her closest classmates and they helped her get ready. A foamy bath, hair styled seductively, highlighting her best bodily charms with exotic cosmetics and erotic perfumes.
They put her in full man-baiting mode with dark eyeshadow and fiery red nails and lipstick. A final touch was cosmetically darkened and expanded areolae. She was the premier image of a willing young lady ready to be taken and fucked mercilessly all night.
She waited anxiously in her room, naked and ready. The door opened and she was taken aback at the sight.
Her Uncle Bobby walked in equally naked. He had finally arrived at the propitious event of his masturbatory dreams.
Her tummy hummed and she was unable to suppress her expression of astonishment. Uncle Bobby only smirked back, closing the door and turning to advance on his spellbound niece. He spoke from rote; a whispered mantra he had unconsciously reiterated every time he had masturbated to her memory.
"Yes, Francine, I will be your Guest Coach Tutor tonight. I've watched you grow and mature. Now I'm going to judge how well you've grown and matured. Give your Uncle a kiss."
He closed on her and puckered his lips. She was conflicted but recovered, tentatively returning his kiss, feeling his hands heft and squeeze her naked made-up tits.
His groin thumped her belly and she felt his spongy knob bump her labia. She hopped and yelped when he pinched hard on a nipple. But he was too keyed up to manhandle her body for long.
Stoic rather than reluctant, she fell backward at his push and languidly spread her thighs for the likely missionary mount. He quickly scrambled on top of her, placed himself, and hurriedly plunged through her pussy lips to half bury his shaft in her moist recesses. She took a hug on his back and held him close as he selfishly probed her femininity.
He stroked back and deeper, and several shuttles later he was buried to the core. A series of strong thrusts culminated in a mighty howl and discharge. After all her intense preparations, she had hoped her selecting male would have taken longer, more than a quickie, a duration more in keeping with the passions she had experienced with many guest and staff coach tutors over the past semesters.
Uncle Bobby stayed the night, emptying his balls in her cunt twice more, authenticating his dreams into genuine reality. It was a simple kiss 'goodbye' in the morning. And then he was gone, and she pondered the implications of her new standing in the family.
Now, near semester end and looming graduation, Father-Daughter Weekend was upon her. She was briefed that Uncle Bobby was scheduled to return as her 'stand-in' male parent. Her real father was still unaware of her unique collegiate environment and it should probably stay that way for now.
She agreed and aimed to show the value of Uncle Bobby's TWA investment and reward his gallant years of incestuous abstinence during her years of study. Well, mostly abstinence, save for that single lapse.
Francine assembled a colorful cacophony of overlapping silky fabrics, more in keeping with her belly dance studies than the bawdy street festival costumes already familiar to her uncle. She choreographed a belly dance strip and fuck extravaganza and rehearsed it thrice on a very willing staff coach tutor. She resolved to beguile her Uncle's Pledge Contributor colleagues and, ultimately, her actual family benefactor.
On the Friday night of Father-Daughter Weekend, the coeds' fathers were welcomed with a banquet. The daughters were dressed to perfection with sexy dresses and glamorous accouterments. The tables glittered in the subdued light with babbled jewelry and crystal dinnerware.
Light laughter and banter-filled the air as the future alumni teased and touched only their friends' fathers as they slyly cultured a fit of rising jealousy in their own dejected parent. Tomorrow, negotiated swaps and random trades would mix other co-eds with their classmates' fathers throughout the day. The special familial fusions were scheduled for that evening. But tonight was just for the opening ceremonies.
Uncle Bobby retired from the welcoming banquet dinner on the arm of a pretty little brunette. Her long straight hair was ass length and her titties crunched high into a mound of eye-catching cleavage. He was already stiffening as she escorted him to his assigned seat in the cabaret-style theatre. She saw to his comfort, provided refreshments at hand, and pecked him farewell before toddling off.
He looked around; every other man but him had slipped off his escorting female's top and she was kneeling bare-chested next to his chair. His escort had settled him in and left him alone without a topless companion. Elsewhere, flirty fingers worked open zippers and exposed male meat to the dimming house lights. Uncle Bobby saw the manual caresses with absorbed interest, his lonesome cock twitching with envy.
He looked around for Francine, whose absence made him wonder. Would tonight be his fantasy culmination rather than tomorrow? He extracted his own cock and fingered himself as he often did during thoughts of his niece.
His curiosity at Francine's absence was about to be vindicated by the show set to begin. A spotlight lit a circle at stage left. The curtain was pushed aside and Francine entered the stage, decked out in flowing pastel silks and silvery chiming bangles.
She sashayed smoothly to the center, timing her moves with the sweet tunes lilting away in the background. Uncle Bobby relaxed a bit and paid her his utmost attention. He knew he would be proud of whatever exhibition she performed.
Her signature performance commenced as she deployed many, but not all, of the titillation techniques learned from Holly. Her face held the seductive smile; each man supposing she was intently looking only at him. As she wiggled and jiggled her tits and ass for the fascination of her audience, piece by piece, her costume fluttered away to the floor.
The costume peeled away, dissipating from her body. She became more and more uncovered until her cosmetically colored nipples were only thinly veiled. She twisted away, facing backstage, her chest removed from the audience's vista. Fingers loosened the clasps.
Peeking back over her shoulder with the familiar smile, she lifted her arms vertical over her head, intertwining fingers, and her final filmy chest cover floated away. Sidewinder boobs appeared at the fringes of her back. She drew eyes to that sight with a torso shimmy.
Then her whole body activated and her ass and hips gyrated figure eights that shook her form as she pirouetted full frontal. Now everyone could see the fine athletic tone of her undulating belly, ass, and hips, matched with the reverberating boobs.
Uncle Bobby was mesmerized; his cock solid in his grip. He noticed the lewd catcalls from his fellow attendees. He was silently like-minded in their shameless appraisals of his niece's bodily features. The music quickened towards its crescendo and she ended with a forward bow and shimmy that jostled her dangling fun-bags.
She righted her smiling face; a two-handed flourish flipped her hair behind her shoulders, lifting her arms and chest, displaying her boobs for the men's pleasure. The catcalls got louder.
"More, baby... Shake 'em again..."
She flashed a happy bright smile, giving a bit of laughter at the boisterous manly approbations. She complied with their pleas, shaking an extra big shimmy, jiggling her mammary attractions to added lusty adorations.
"Way to go, girl... What a pair... more..."
Then a loud order rang out.
"Come over here and suck my cock!"
The room quieted at the unduly rude invitation.
Francine's smile faded. She stared at the man who had stated his fellatio demand. Inwardly repulsed at his crassness, but outwardly deferential to an alpha male's summons, she decided to play along with the night's complicit theme. She descended gingerly in her high heels into the audience space.



It was a model's sexy stride as she moved between the randomly placed recliners to her lewd admirer. Quietly addressing his topless redheaded attendant, she pointed over towards her Uncle.
"New assignment."
The redhead rose and sauntered across the intervening space. Francine knelt in the redhead's stead.
Without further invitation or permission, she initiated the public blowjob on her fascinated man, compliantly performing his stress relief. She considered it her solemn duty to any alpha male.
'Of course, he requires sexual comforting after watching my erotic dancing stage performance. I chose to cause his genital stress; so I'm obligated to trigger its release.'
And also, she took it as a positive physical confirmation of her exotic dancing expertise.
The fellated alpha male had meant to be playfully boisterous, an impulsive rude exuberance. He never expected the star of the show to take his meaning literally. But he thanked his good fortune none the less that she had. She was a magnificent dancer, stripper, and fellatrix. With those skills, she would go far in life. He let the guilt go and enjoyed her attention.
Uncle Bobby's new co-ed companion gently stroked his cock while he watched Francine's fellatio act. Across the room, the redhead's father watched with undisguised interest as his redhead daughter stroked his colleague's erection. His attention was diverted when Francine's man erupted with a howl and held her head down on his spewing member.
When the rewarded loudmouth released his hair grip to stupendous applause, Francine helped him stand from his seat. It was a serendipitous change of plans for him when she led her newly acquainted mate back to his suite for his fortunate, if unplanned, all-night session of ball-draining.
Uncle Bobby maintained his control and halted his reassigned coed prior to her forcing his own eruption. He saved it for later and later arrived soon enough back to his suite during the redhead's equivalent all-night offering of nubile satisfaction.
During a midnight cuddle for refraction, Uncle Bobby reveled in his bedmate's scent as she lay on his bicep huddled naked to his side. His thoughts jumped ahead to the coming summer.
"Have you ever been to New Orleans, my dear?"
She sidled up to his ear, pressing her nose in the hollow as her lips pursed his ear lobe, giggling out her response to his off-point invitation.
"Not yet."
"It's a wonderful place. Maybe someday?"
"Maybe..."
Her hand slid to his groin and found him swollen. She played her submissive role with her more direct sexy invitation.
"How would you like me this time? Cunt, mouth, cleavage... top, bottom, sideways?"
"Cowgirl..." he murmured.
She rose at his spoken choice, not relinquishing her handhold as she swung over, placed her cunt, and slid lovingly down on his erection. Her soft hair wavered about her jiggly tits in time with her sinuous body rhythm. The sights and sensations worked as she dutifully drew forth another dose of Uncle Bobby's manly fluids.
-----
On the next morning and afternoon, the alpha males enjoyed a sunny day of topless coed playtime at the pool. Following a couple of blowjob encounters to rekindle the fantasies of some men from last night's audience, Francine departed to prepare for her ultimate stage show that evening.
Uncle Bobby attended the males only Pledge Contributor dinner. It was a less formal affair; each man's sole garment was a velvet smoking jacket, long enough to cover them to their knees. The conversation was quipped; each man's mind on the upcoming family affairs. As with the others, he was met at the dining room exit by a topless coed. Everyone was headed to their individually themed Father Daughter rendezvouses and his sexy escort likewise guided him back to the now-empty theatre. She placed him again before the stage in a comfortable chair.
He was naked beneath the velvet robe and it was carelessly folded over his groin. Like last night, he was left alone, but now the sole patron of the theatre. The lights dimmed.
Samba music swelled the air and Francine entered stage right. She strutted to the center stage dressed in her tiniest silver Marti Gras costume. Her boobs and ass jiggled in the lightly confining regalia as she stepped and twisted to the beat.
Uncle Bobby watched her spirited striptease, his hand slipping into the robe's folded front.
She didn't have much to remove and quickly shimmied out of her loosened bra. Her hands went to her lower piece of costume and she sexily unclasped its side catches. The sequin-covered bottom also dropped to the floor.
Naked now but for high heels, she descended with her model step to her sole audience. The hard high heeled footfalls set her boobs swaying with each step. Her ass swayed in time with her stride.
She walked around his lounging body, her hands smoothing fondly over his shoulders and chest. She leaned over him from behind, hands reaching downward, pressing her tits into this upper back. Her hands rolled back and lay open his robe, exposing his cock to its looming primary purpose.
Still, from behind, she gently moved his hand aside and stroked his cock herself. It grew harder still and when he was ready, she moved to his front and swung a leg over, seating her naked groin on his naked lap. She held his stare, laying her arms across his shoulders; his hands naturally cupped and fondled her glitter speckled tits.
"I have dreamed ever since our first time about re-connecting with you, my dear Uncle Bobby"
She cooed the words, buzzing his cheeks and planting a solid peck on his lips.
"Oh..., me, too, Francine" he husked.
Leaning her forehead to his and still looking in his eyes, she tented and rubbed her juices on his shaft. He felt her moist warm skin against his manhood and wanted much more, and soon. His hands gripped her ass and she intertwined her fingers behind his neck, pressing her boobs to his face as both bodies braced for penetration.
She lifted her hips and found his moistened cock tip with her engorged pussy lips. She teased a few pokes, gaining an impatient whimper from her copulation target. A sequential lift and fall drew out both their moans as she slid down over his knob and then she jogged further and further until he was fully inside her cunt.
"Oh, Uncle Bobby! I can feel you inside me, so full... so solid... so good!" she moaned.
"God, yes, my dear niece, we have waited too long to resume our affair."
Francine's athletically toned leg muscles did much of the work, generating dancelike strokes and hip rolls that lit up both partners' genital nerves. She worked through her learned routines of hip pops and figure-8's, embodying the moves that most men only observed from the belly dancers conveyed from afar and dreaming how they would feel.
But lucky Uncle Bobby, those dreams turned to reality, reveled in those vaginal rocking and rolling isometrics that cuddled his solid erection embedded deep inside his lap-dancing niece's genital membranes.
As her motions intensified, Uncle Bobby moved to boob suckling, indifferent to the scratchy grit of tit glitter on his lips and tongue. Francine wallowed in the nipple stimulations and her pussy buzzed with the reflected nerve tingling.
The weekend's prior couplings worked now to slow their fervor. They paused the action to regain a little energy before diving into added revelations. They empathically felt the others rising fervor and, backs snapping rigid simultaneously, careened off into a wailing ecstasy. As each's emotions soared, they felt the fluid pulses bursting at their conjoined genitalia. They collapsed, hugged, murmured, and cooled their fevers throughout the post-coital lethargic cuddle.
Francine revived sooner and carefully dismounted her uncle's flaccid manhood. She helped him alight his seat and supported his woozy body as she led her alpha male guest to his suite for a night of more placid tender sex.
Uncle Bobby awoke in the night to Francine suckling his cock anew to partial rigidity. They shuffled into sidesaddle but were unable to affect conjunction. She whispered pleadings in his ear.
"More... please, more..."
"Too soon, my sweet niece, I am older than you..."
He grieved her gentle whimpers of need, feeling less macho at his insufficiency, but knowing the future would provide unending opportunities to fuck her luscious body and satisfy her lust for him.
In the morning, they managed a mutual final hand job in the bath. He found her G-spot with his middle finger and set her off on a digit pinioned orgasm. Thereafter, it was a shower to clean up.
They hugged naked, kissing their goodbyes, groping each other's naked bodies. She bemoaned not tasting his pearly essence; he told her that a time would emerge soon enough. He whispered an idea of an intimate path forward after graduation.
"I want you to come and live again in my house. You can rejoin the racy Mardi Gras parades while pursuing your true career interests locally."
"Can my alumni sisters come and visit? How about some of your Pledge Contributor colleagues; everybody likes to visit New Orleans."
She thought about some of the elite alpha males that had been especially caring about her needs. He thought of his earlier redhead bedmate and his faltering solicitation. Francine could handle the schedule and arrangements, keeping his connection to any rendezvous anonymous and delightfully surprising.
"Okay, but there have to be ground rules. Your weeknights will be mine alone. My colleagues can come on weekends but only if they bring along one of your alumni friends. The swapped dates will comfort my envy when I hear you rip out cries of ecstasy with your weekend bed partner."
They both laughed at the thought and she promised to carry out whatever plans he desired.
Now it was time for a passing farewell; 'until we meet again'. Francine hugged her Uncle Bobby tightly, pressed her tits to his chest as she stretched up to plant kisses on his face. She leaned back, hands circling his neck, an unspoken invitation for him to plant his own kisses on her nipples, which he happily did.
They parted, for now, each joyfully pondering the looming whimsical cohabitation and its assured weekend carousing at his mansion in the 'The Big Easy'.
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TWA Induction: Last Miles and Campus Acclimation
Krystal checked her makeup in the outside passenger door mirror. Still perfect. Rising from her own face reflection, she stood next to the stretch limousine parked under the loading dock canopy behind the elegant River Walk hotel in San Antonio.
She looked every bit the liveried chauffeur in her black skirted uniform, her tits on pushed-up display by the button clinched blazer. Her long blonde hair bun was pinned professionally tight to her head beneath the short-brimmed driver's cap.
On-time earlier, she had waited to guide the several Escorting Coach Tutors into the rear cabin. Greeting each virile man with a chaste cheek buzz, she had succumbed to their ass pats and clutches, grinning professionally at their presumptuousness, and pressing each in turn towards the open door. Thus the check of makeup and décor.
Now it would be the subsequent reception upon the appearance of the second contingent of her special manifest of riders. She heard the acting TWA Housemother for this juncture in the journey herding her covey of young TWA candidates through the passageway that led to the rear entrance.
"Come along, ladies. Don't keep your men waiting. That's just not the polite or proper way for a Total Woman Academy candidate to act. You must learn to be punctual."
The clicking footsteps of high heeled feet quickened its pace and the future coeds bustled into the open area. They were still dressed as they had been for the private breakfast just finished: high heels, skimpy thongs, cleavage boosting bras.
They had gathered there with their assigned coach tutors, who had spent the past few days getting to know them intimately as they transported them from their former homes to this interim assembly point. The jovial aspirants milled in a cluster, continuing the bantered gossip with their heretofore unacquainted travel mates.
Krystal took control. She touched her cap and reached out for the nearest girl's small satchel of personal items. She read the name tag, 'Abby', and set the case aside while motioning the lithe blonde to enter the open rear door of the limo. Abby ducked inside, ass bobbing, as she bustled aboard.
The next one was 'Brenda'. The brunette surrendered her handbag and followed the blonde into the town car. And then 'Cate', the redhead and 'Danni', and the dark twins, 'Elisha' and 'Evelyn'. Buxom 'Francine' followed last and as her heels cleared the portal, Krystal closed the door.
Last bit of business to do, she gained the housemother's assertion that the troupe was complete and placed the seven small cases in the truck. A quick safety walk around the vehicle ended when she entered the driver seat.
She observed the males and females distributed in clusters in the back seats, already chatting closely. A flip of the switch and the smoky privacy panel lifted to block her view of the passenger space. They would appreciate the seclusion during the five-hour drive to the South Padre Island TWA campus and she had safe driving duties to perform without frolicking distractions.
The couples and trios were quietly conversing in getting-to-know-you schmoosing. The friendly nature turned more intimate with a little cuddling and kissing as the ride progressed down I-37. Clothes were slowly jettisoned and gathered in a pile in the central footwell.
Abby and Cate had bookended Diego on the rear-facing front bench, while Francine, Brenda, and Danni sat with Raul on the side bench. Big black Karl was splayed across the backbench, a familiar twin under each arm. The black twins were taking turns stroking their hands up and down ebony beefcake Karl's huge erection. Evelyn casually leaned over and swallowed his rod, bobbing her head leisurely on his shaft.
He stared through squinted eyes across the compartment where blonde Abby and redhead Cate were staring back, mesmerized by the exhilarating but intimidating manhood being worshipped.
Karl pondered which lithe white girl he fancied better. He had sampled many in his role as a staff coach tutor. This current assignment was scheduled such that he would arrive in south Texas for his annual seminar in dungeon and bondage scenarios. It was only one of the many weeks he spent around the world imparting his specialty to interested coeds and alumni.
A natural redhead was unusual to happen upon and that settled his decision. He hadn't pounded red-haired pussy in a long time. He whispered to Elisha who nodded and leaned over to whisper in her fellating sister's ear.
Evelyn rose off the mouthful, slurping on the knob in a lingering caress of the alpha male man meat. She took her sister's hand and crawled over to Cate.
Abby moved aside as the naked ebony twins eased in to bracket Cate. They cuddled close to the apprehensive white girl, their hands tentatively smoothing along the redhead's limp arms as they complimented her complexion. Cate remained unmistakably tense.
Lightly gripping her biceps, their other hands traced over her abdomen, lingering with light fingertip brushes. Elisha traveled north to finger her pert pink nipples as Evelyn descended south and brushed the outer edges of Cate's labia.
Cate's felt the bold erogenous touches. She had yet to engage in sisterly caresses during her life so far but she wanted to fit in. She warily willed herself to accept the changes she was experiencing throughout this trek towards a better life and forced herself to relax.
It was surely different from her mother's admonitions but it did feel good. She let the sensations flow. Her eyes squinted and she languidly sagged further in the black leather bench, unconsciously spreading her loins to give Evelyn freer access to her pussy.
Elisha leaned in and nuzzled the red hair covered ear, whispering, encouraging the corralled little white girl to peek across at the raging black cock.
"Have you ever seen a cock that big?"
Cate gently shook her head 'No'. Evelyn continued the sexy discourse.
"It's wonderful. A fullness like you've never experienced."
Cate's mind flashed a disquieting image of Karl's meaty thickness lodged deep in her cunt. She gave a twitch of resistance but the twins were committed to their task.
"Come, he wants you now. Let's give it a try."
They took her firmly by the arms and conducted her to the seated black man across the cabin space.
Karl had continued a languid stroke during the twin's brief absence. His cock remaining big, black, and solid as he watched the timorous co-ed's approach. Cate was spellbound by the erection she was being towed towards.
Karl watched her stoic face. Cate continued to look only at the macho meat portended to pierce her pussy. She arrived at the man's knees. The twins pulled her up to half stand in the low roofed space. She craned her neck down to watch as the sisters maneuvered her body to straddle his lap.
They posed her over the pillar and pressed her down until the tip touched her nervous moistened lower lips. She jerked, tried to raise higher at the poke but the sisters held her in place. A gentle cooing from her handlers accompanied the insistent pressing down. In the background, she heard other noises, stifled gasps from the other females watching the penetration.
Cate bit her lip in angst and her eyes watered as the plump knob stretched her cunt lips wide, beyond even her prior imagination, but she felt only pressure, not pain. The intruder intruded more and she glanced at Karl's face. He saw her passing anguish and was emboldened by her teary-eyed expression.
Whether it was fear or pain didn't concern him. He had seen it so often before during the escalating stages of his seminars. Ecstatic pleasures would overcome her initial emotional ache as she experienced the occasional distending.
Her hands darted to catch his shoulders, bracing her partially penetrated squatting stance, trying to preserve a modicum of control. She just as quickly realized it was probably futile; alpha male Karl would never surrender his masculine domination tendencies.
The sisters help her raise and lower on his shaft, deeper and deeper until his tip pressed hard on her cervix. She cooperated more willing now, aiding the slow strokes. The discomforting fullness was giving way to a bearable rubbing inside. She felt a budding prickle where female fingers strummed her clitoris.
Karl was a gentleman, not overexerting the girl's first time on a cock of his size. He just let it go with the flow and let the scene play out naturally. He didn't hold out long and tranquilly loosened his cum load into the redhead's tight little core. She collapsed against his chest when she felt the warm flow of semen flood her womb. He hugged her loosely as he shrank inside her cunt.
Cate felt a curious satisfaction at having survived the novel ordeal. She sensed it was the first of many similar future events. She would be overstuffed and used many more times. She hadn't achieved her orgasm; maybe next time. The novelty and fear would allow her to be less tense.
Karl released her and she slithered off his tumescent prick. His voluminous essence driveled onto a convenient towel strategically placed by the twins.
She wearily crawled back to her seat next to Diego, who placed a comforting arm around her shoulders. She leaned against his side and he kissed her forehead, dotingly patting her shoulder. Abby's face was meanwhile busy in his lap, lapping and suckling the Latino's erection.
"Well done, little one. Rest."
He looked at Abby's bobbing head and then back at Cate.
"Because I also have plans for you."
A general orgy followed car mates sharing and swapping during the remaining hours. Cate swallowed two less sizable doses of anonymous male ejaculate. At the end of four hours, everyone had enjoyed the sex-filled journey and the stretch limo turned into the long gated drive at the TWA South Padre campus.
-----
The girls alighted while the men remained in the car. It pulled away leaving the line of naked coed candidates watching a group of smiling residents guided towards them by a middle-aged housemother. The arriving TWA candidates were introduced to their Undergraduate Advisors, a senior level coed sister who would be their orientation guide during their probationary month. The seniors and neophyte undergraduates paired off and toured the new environs.
The grounds and gardens were sculpted and well furnished. A pool with a lounging deck, a hot tub, and hedges shaped to create secluded alcoves covered the near rear of the mansion. Beyond that was the private beach bathed by the Gulf of Mexico and subtropical sunlight.
The grand manor house held gathering and dining rooms on the ground floor; a gymnasium and several fantasy and fetish suites were in the basement. And upstairs were the coed residences, private dorm rooms with individual ensuite baths. The girls were settled into their rooms and shown the baths, cosmetics, and closets with the on-campus required dress code outfits.
The UA's twitted about, gaily dressing their charges sexily in see thru nighties, no panties, and strappy heels. The first night's welcoming ceremonies were soon to begin. The UA's counseled them that the first rule of campus life was to follow any from alpha males they encountered.
"How will we know which are the alpha males?"
"On campus, you will only encounter alpha males."
That seemed to be an easy rule to follow.
The new girls were guided to the ground floor ballroom. A gathering of staff Coach Tutors was waiting, having drawn random selections to a roster, three men for each new inductee during the inaugural weekend: Friday night, Saturday, and Sunday. A mingling ensued, where the casually dressed gentlemen and the skimpily clad ladies engaged in small talk. The short soiree ended when the housemother shooed her newest wards back to their dorm rooms.
---------
Cate was wandering around her room, reexamining the accouterments. A buzzer sounded, preceding the bold unbidden entrance into Cate's new personal residence by a confident aired familiar man. He was barefoot and wore only a loose pair of gym shorts.
Ned stepped familiarly close and spoke with an assertive sneer into her eye locked face.
"Hello, Cate. Remember me? Of course, you do. You showed demur continence towards me at our first meeting. But I pulled rank at the Induction Weekend Coach Tutor roster drawing earlier this evening and claimed your first slot."
Cate stood stoic, recalling the admonitions to be deferential to the on-campus alpha males. And Ned was certainly one of those. Even as her pussy ached from Karl's brusque fucking, it quivered with the memory of her first real lifetime fuck with Ned and her clitoris throbbed a beat.
"You seem to have adjusted to your this new lifestyle. Shall we get on with it?"
Cate figured any negative response was futile; sure to be ignored. She just stared and weakly nodded. Ned assertively cupped and squeezed her left breast through the flimsy nightie and, holding it firmly, leaned in for a soft kiss of re-acquaintance. That became a passionate hug as both hands roamed her curves and softness veiled by the silky fabric, smoothing a round hip, squeezing a pliant ass cheek.
Seeking more intimate caresses, he lifted the thin nightie off her luscious body and hugged her close again. The bare skin boob press renewed his ardor for her now less innocent charms.
She stood steady as he dropped his shorts, exposing his tumescent erection. She looked down and saw it slide between her thighs as he lifted her by the ass and waddled towards the bed. When he laid her back on the mattress, she intuitively parted her thighs.
He mounted up confidently, gently entered, and stroked himself inside her to attain depth. He held her body close and engaged her lips with his own. The passionate kisses and the gentle genital connection led her to a willingness that gave herself freely to this middle-aged man atop her.
She languidly rocked her hips, still a bit sore and weary from the recent limousine fucking. But Ned was an expert at female arousal and managed to grow her ardor. He patiently worked them to the peak and let out a stupendous howl and discharge. Cate wasn't ready yet for her own bliss and was dismayed when Ned ebbed the motions inside her.
He lay sluggish, hugging her warm cooperative form beneath him, as he half-deflated in her spunk loaded cunt. He rolled his lips to her ear, whispering his complements of her natural sexiness.
"Welcome to the Total Woman Academy, Cate. I know you are going to prosper here, mastering the sophisticated TWA skills that will induce you to pleasure the esteemed alpha males of this world when summoned."
He flexed his semi-stiff rod inside her for emphasis. Feeling his cock jump in her core, she clamped her vaginal muscles in reply and hugged him tighter in appreciation of his prophecy. She trusted that mastering those sophisticated TWA skills would teach her how to enjoy orgasms of her own while pleasuring others.
Thus, Cate's weeks of evaluation assessments and the transfer excursion ended her old life and launched her future of elite education and sexual coach tutoring at the Total Woman Academy.
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** Jamie **
Jamie's bare ass bounced on Greg's lap. Her equally bare tits jostled before his eyes, the hard nubs centered on her broad umber nipples carving wild patterns in the air. His cock was sluicing in her cunt as she jogged her soft plush pussy fore and aft, her legs rubbing along his thighs. His hands rubbed her back and flanks.
Her motions dug his coronal vee hard against her vaginal walls, alternately working the knob on her G-spot. The slide and twist motions provided the mutual sensations that built the mutual desires that had them both sweating and moaning during these habitual couplings.
"Ohh... Daddy... you make me feel so good."
Jamie leaned in, her ass still cycling while she pulled her Daddy into a close neck hug that pressed her boobs to his chest. Her ears were tickled by his husky breaths.
Greg was rising towards his peak, gritting his teeth, trying to hold out, intending their fuck session to last longer. He mentally recited his go-to ejaculation stalling mantra: 'baseball... baseball... baseball'. But his determination was indecorously interrupted by his galloping daughter's whispered intrigues.
"I'm luckier than Kasey. Her daddy refuses to fuck her; says it wouldn't be right. So she asked if she could join one of our playtimes. Please, Daddy? Can she?"
'Baseball' took a backseat as Kasey's image popped into Greg's forethoughts.
The dark-haired and complexioned Columbiana had visited his daughter at his home a few times and Greg always had been genial and polite. Which was a challenge when the young beauty's plump breasts wiggled inside her tight stretchy tops. He kept his distance and watched from afar to obscure the telltale bulge that always grew in his pants whenever the buxom sexy coed was around.
The prospect of Kasey's curvaceous body writhing naked in his arms, her full round tits mashed to his chest, just as Jamie was doing now, pushed his lust over the top.
He growled out his joy as he hugged his daughter tighter, spewing a mighty first shot of spunk deep into her pussy. He saw stars and it distracted his focus. He muddled lusty thoughts with reality and throated out a choked 'K...A...S...E...Y...' as his following shots expended his seminal reserve.
Jamie's panting breath tickled his ear as he reemerged into the present. She was winding down from her own pussy tingling orgasm. Her suckling lips nuzzled his neck as his wandering hands cupped and kneaded her warm tits as the prickly mental buzz melded into a wonderful afterglow.
She sniggered at her father's subconscious proclivity to fuck her friend.
"I'll take that as a 'Yes' for Kasey to join us. Right?"
"Yeah... Right... Okay."
Jamie giggled and nuzzled her dazed Daddy's neck again as she lifted off his thick slackness. Their genital fluids dribbled out and dropped between Greg's thighs onto the woven chair cushion.
Greg groggily surveyed the sticky mess. It looked like the antique fabric would need another upholstery cleaning. But it wasn't much of a concern. If it didn't clean up well enough, Greg would just replace the expensive chair. He could certainly afford it after the recent events in his life.
Soon after his divorce was final and his impulsive but fortuitous purchase of the jackpot-winning lottery ticket, his life suddenly changed from marital loathsomeness to bachelor luxury.
His divorce lawyer morphed into his lifestyle concierge, arranging for a clandestine meeting with a mysterious woman, Lady Heather. Greg was smitten by her dark mature aura and her erudite reflections on the worldly prospects and possibilities for nouveau riche men.
He accepted her counsel and allowed her to establish a joint investment holdings corporation that could manage his windfall finances and his security. Lady Heather staffed the company with a special team chosen from her expansive network connections. Her cut was half the profits.
Greg's only gainful occupation from then on was ostensibly presiding over the monitoring and control of their nine-figure nest egg. Thereafter, he spent part of his days in the 'office' overseeing the investments. There were definite advantages for maintaining an office schedule.
The actual analyses and trades were handled by the small cadre of Lady Heather's protégés, the holding company's all-female financial directors, who hailed from the finest MBA schools. They had graduated near the top of their class, but more importantly, they had previously been 'top class' graduates of the Total Woman Academy.
Greg's new money honeys were the best combination of beauty and brains. They received high salaries, performance bonuses, and atypical Job perks. They reciprocated his largesse through in-kind sensual dividends. Greg and his 'office girls' were mutually pleased with the arrangements.
But his daughter was special. Jamie had chosen to stay with her father after the divorce, even before the lottery windfall. She attended a local college and had grown ever more beautiful with the passing months.
The Father-Daughter housing arrangements, living in such close and intimate proximity, awakened their mutual desires for familial nurture and intimacy. The inevitable incestuous bond eased the emotional disturbance of their broken family and co-habitation situation.
But their sex wasn't an exclusive arrangement. They were from two different generations. They pursued their life fulfilling aspirations in their separate sexual paradigms.
Greg, the mid-life well-hung alpha male, had his cadre of money honeys and a sexual craving for further ego affirmation. Jamie, the sexually impetuous college coed, had her growing circle of college-aged friends and admirers, boys and girls, including Kasey.
** Kasey **
Kassandra, the South American beauty, was thrilled when Jamie confirmed that Daddy would be around the house during their study buddy evening.
Jamie brought 'Kasey' home after college classes ended on Wednesday. The Hispanic minx was still dressed in her tight tank top and cutoff jeans, her straight black hair draping her body to mid-torso. She had figured out that this type of skin-baring attire was beneficial to her grades with the male professors, and presumably equally attractive to a middle-aged man like her friend's father.
When they entered the front door, Greg was in the living room purportedly reading the newspaper.
"Daddy, Kasey's here. We're going to be studying in my room."
Greg rose to welcome his daughter's friend, expressing his hope that she would enjoy her time in their home again.
"I'll check in later to see how things are going."
Jamie stood behind Kasey and smiled over her friend's shoulder. The buxom visitor sported her own little sanguine smirk.
The girls retreated to Jamie's room, where boring study time morphed into silly playtime, with Kasey wowing over Jamie's collection of stylish clothes and posh makeup. They tittered at the well-stocked cosmetics counter and, with Jamie's help, Kasey sampled the various styles and colors, blushes, lipsticks, eyeshadow, and nail polish.
With a quick knock and unimpeded door opening, Greg entered Jamie's room unbidden. Startled Kasey quickly stood, and faced her host a bit shyly.
Jamie's makeover had turned Kasey from the flirty teen into an alluring fertile female, and the older man was truly entranced at her new glamorous look. This time, Greg made no attempt to hide his swollen crotch bulge. He pawed his pants futilely, openly trying to adjust his stiffness in the crowded space, but to no avail. So he simply lowered his zipper to make room for the swelling manhood in his jeans.
The evening's buildup had arrived at its true prearranged nature. There were no longer any illusions in Greg or Kasey about the events about to transpire. The girls had conspired for just this result: Jamie provoking Kasey's well-known desire to a level that rivaled her Daddy's mutual desire for Kasey.
Breaking the three-way spell, Jamie bounced spritely across the room as Greg continued to eye his daughter's classmate. The daughter pecked her father's cheek and whispered a lilting 'Enjoy' in his ear. She flitted to the door with a girlish giggle, turning for a farewell wind-blown kiss towards Kasey before closing the door on the aroused pair.
Kasey stood stoic as Greg took in her erotic dusky makeup, the kind a woman wore when her intentions were to lure a sexual partner.
Greg took the hint and moved assuredly to her front, holding her eyes with his as her head tilted up to maintain facial contact. His expression was stoic as his hand boldly fondled her breast through the clingy white tank-top. He judged her boob's fullness to be temptingly supple, ripe for sucking.
She calmly held his gaze as he moved from squeezing to stripping, and lowered the cotton shoulder straps down to her biceps, baring her tits to his open view. His hand returned to thumb one of her nipples, its pale pink contrasting her general olive skin tone. They both looked down and watched his fingers rub her areola.
"I think you missed a spot... well, two actually."
He turned her by the shoulders and marched her to the cosmetics table. He reseated the topless girl sideways beside the makeup stand, pressing the stretchy top lower to circle her waist.
He rummaged through the scattered cosmetics until he found a fine brush and a rusty red blush to his liking. He daubed the brush with color and began to paint her nipple a darker tinge, enhancing its decoration on her full breast.
The brush strokes tickled her nipple and raised her nubs to hardness. She wiggled her bottom on the seat, fidgeting her chest as the exciting tingles reflected in her pussy. A warning growl from the man decorating her tits reminded her to try and stay steady under his artistry.
He took charge and helped maintain her pose by firmly gripping her tit with an under-palm cupping of her soft mass. His clutching thumb and fingers indented the sides and held her boob steady. With effective control, he continued daubing her nipple.
Under different circumstances Greg might have lingered at the task and two-toned her tits, using a different color on the stiffened nubs. But his cock was agitating to get relief and it was obvious from her fidgets that so was she.
Greg switched his hold to the other boob and worked that nipple quickly. He threw the brush aside and, still holding tightly to her breast, used it as a handle to lift her to her feet. He saw her face lever up at him with wet eyes, perhaps with fear or with hurt, but undoubtedly with deep desire.
He eye-locked her for a long moment, held her breast in a tight squeeze, a show of dominance, before releasing her boob and taking her hand.
He led her to the bed, peeled her waist bundled top and shorts over her hips and ass, and pulled down her panties. He smelled her arousal emanating from her pussy and damp thong. He pushed her shoulders back and she laid her nakedness out on the sheeted mattress.
It was hurried work to toss off his own clothes and he stood staring down at the soon-to-be fleshy receptacle of his manly desires.
Kasey was transfixed by his naked body and stared longingly at his hard cock as he stood beside the bed. She tentatively reached out and shyly touched the knob. Then her fingertips turned under and down, weighing the thick long shaft. The prominent veins ridged the smooth-skinned tube from base to tip.
She looked up bashfully and saw him again staring down somberly at her face. She suddenly mistrusted her curiosity and wondered if the touches were welcome. She darted her hand away, unsure of his acceptance of her bold fondling. His only unspoken response was a deep sighing breath and a move to climb aboard.
She opened her arms gracefully to welcome him on top of her acquiescing pose, spreading her thighs wider in an added invitation, accepting the culmination of her long plotted course to this moment.
He moved above her, braced on hands and knees, watching her face. He lowered his hips, wiggled, seeking alignment. She wiggled her ass to help get him set, stilling her moves when she felt his tip press her labia. He steadied himself and saw Kasey take a nervous deep breath, readying her body to end the tormenting anticipation.
With an animal growl, he shoved his groin and pressed himself in.
He felt her body stiffen as she held her breath, he slipped smoothly all the way in, eased by the liberal lubrication brought on by the tickles from his nipple makeup artistry.
She felt him bottom out against her cervical orifice and she exhaled as he paused deep, feeling the fullness and depth of his full carnal entry. He continued his downward force, pressing her hips hard into the mattress, leaning in to suckle and nipple her tits.
Then he laid his full weight down on her, clutching an ass cheek with one palm and rounding the other under her back as her arms circled his back in return.
His face was engulfed in her splayed dark hair, lightly spritzed with perfume. The clean expensive scent filled his nostrils and added to his arousal. His erection was fully engorged and throbbed with his heartbeat.
Kasey's hypersensitive pussy felt the heartthrobs and had fully acceded to the penile penetration by this special man's 'Daddy cock'. She bucked her hips, stirring his knob against her deepest core membranes, enticing him to carry on. Greg picked up on her urgent invitation and complied.
His strokes were long and steady, measured and manfully powerful, their force squeaking the bedsprings as Kasey's lush feminine body bounced gently beneath his body. Her boobs squashed against his chest on the downstroke and wobbled gently between them when he pulled back.
Too soon, he was too far gone for sustained sexual games and he quickened the cock thrusts inside his sexy bedmate, propelling them both towards their ultimate ecstasy. Greg poured his bursts of spunk into her cunt; she peaked and called out her joy at the sensation of the warm infusions.
They wound down slowly, his grunts and exhales mixed with her erratic little cries of tearful joy. They lay loosely connected, wheezing to calmer natures, enjoying the waning post-coital buzz. Kasey was smitten and she meekly pleaded him for more, her low voice faltering from dread of denial.
"Sir? Please... Can I stay? I'll call my parents... make some excuses... Please?"
Greg mumbled incoherently, crawled wearily off her, and headed for the door, unresponsive to her request. Jamie had been impatiently waiting outside, allowing her friend to reach the same happiness Jamie felt after a rousting session with Daddy. She let her Daddy pass silently and watched him wander weak-kneed to his master bedroom, and close himself inside to recover.
She entered her room to find Kasey languid in bed, an arm thrown across her eyes, a sob and hiccup mixture portraying joy and angst.
"You okay, honey?'
Kasey's replies were stifled sobs, and a negative shake of her head hidden beneath her arm.
"I... don't... know..."
Jamie helped Kasey get up and get redressed for her journey home, the same tank top and jean shorts school day outfit. She led the tearful, well fucked coed downstairs and out to her car in the driveway, then drove her home. They pulled into Kasey's driveway around midnight. Her parents had left the porch light on.
Jamie leaned over to buzz her coed friend's cheek. Kasey's tear-stained face with runny makeup exposed her continued fear of a sole one-night stand. Jamie spoke up to ease her angst.
"I think Daddy likes you."
"You think so?
Kasey gave her friend Jamie a small smile of hope.
"I like him, too. And I want to do it again."
"Of course, you do! Who wouldn't? So... okay... next Wednesday, tell your parents that you are staying overnight at my house after our study buddy session because they run so late."
Kasey nodded. Jamie was empathetic about the allure of her Daddy's cock.
"I know how you feel about Daddy; 'Once is never enough'. With more time next week, you can get fucked two or three times through the night. What do you say?"
Kasey's expression brightened and her voice was stronger.
"You think so? Okay, I'll tell them it's risky to travel so late at night."
Jamie chuckled at the conspiratorial plan. But she suspected her friend still needed some last-minute reassurance.
"So, honey bun, you feeling better?"
Kasey's face eased and she sounded more confident.
"Yes? I think I'm okay now."
The close friends pecked a coy lip smack to seal the deal. Kasey got out and trotted up the walk to her family home.
Jamie watched her friend's plush ass roll in the cutoff jean shorts and high heel stride, imagining that the soft pussy cradled in the blue jean crotch was already getting wet again, even though the carnal events were still a week away.
Jamie smirked at the notion, knowing that in the coming months, Kasey's fertile sexual appetites would fully bloom, again and again, enabled by Daddy's powerful pollinations.
** Lori **
Later in the month, Jamie was lazing in post-coital reverie, rubbing her Daddy's satiated body. She decided it was the right time to broach a problem.
"That Kasey's such a big gossip, bragging about her good times with you and now another friend wants a chance to find out for herself."
Greg was wary and asked "Who?"
"Her name's Lori, a redhead with long straight strawberry hair, freckles, and firm tits. You've seen her here and I think you'd like her."
He now recalled the delectable Lori from those brief interchanges when she had visited Jamie.
"Yeah, I remember her. Bouncy and friendly, right?
"Oh, yeah! She'll be 'friendly' alright."
"Okay, bring her by the house. Another late-night study buddy ploy?"
"That might be a problem. She isn't rich; she's a scholarship student and works part-time to make ends meet. You may have to pick her up after her evening shift at work."
Greg's imagination churned with bouncy redhead bedtime scenarios. It was an added burden to travel to her work but he agreed to go the extra mile to 'bump into' the delectable tidbit.
The next day, Jamie said the arrangements had been made and he could pick her up after work that night.
Greg arrived early at Lori's place of employment, mildly amused that it was an upscale gentleman's club. Inside he followed the pert ass of the head hostess to his double chaired table, scanning the room of topless waitresses, trying to find the redheaded Lori. He asked his topless chaperone where she was.
"Is Lori working tonight?"
The smiling head waitress nodded affirmatively as she seated him at a café table in the center of the audience space and simply pointed to the stage before walking away to attend to her next guest. Greg saw the spotlight waver to one side of the stage and heavy bass music throbbed the air.
Lori strutted onstage, dressed up for the classic schoolgirl fantasy scenario. It was getting late and this was her last set for the night, her final pole dance and striptease performance before her shift ended.
The ravishing performance artiste spied him in the small intimate audience space and made this her evening's climactic stage show. Her dance moves were flexible and energetic. She artfully focused her flirty escapades in his direction, twisting, turning, and tossing off pieces of the plaid and white cotton uniform.
The show culminated in her shaking body displayed for all the desirous eyes staring her way. She flailed her red hair about her head, setting her tits trembling. The gyrating coed balanced on her seafoam tinted dancer heels, her sole remaining adornment, a color that complimented her similar toned eyes.
The men cheered throughout her cavorting but grew especially boisterous as she polished off her routine with a particular flair. She moved to the floor, her naked body arched high, braced on shoulders and the strappy heels. Her hips humped to the bass beat music rhythm, her fingers buried in her pussy. She stroked her pussy plunged fingers until her open mouth mimed a high shuddering crescendo.



She slowly lowered her high arched ass and laid her back on the stage floor. She examined her sticky fingers with curiosity and then licked and sucked the orgasmic juices. Rolling on her tummy, she slithered up into a cat pose, head hanging slack in apparent weariness. She crawled off stage on hands and knees, her long hair dragging on the floor. It covered her cheeks and face but not her firm tits, suspended in profile. Her ass waddled lazily in her exhausted knee-borne slink.
Offstage and out of sight, she perked up and revived her energetic mood. In the common dressing room, she carried out a quick preen, donned her retrieved school uniform, fluffed her hair, and reapplied her messed makeup. With one last look in the mirror and a smiling pucker kiss to her own reflection, she was ready and eager to attend to her impending after-work rendezvous.
She emerged into the audience space redressed in the flirty schoolgirl outfit, paused at the side door, and looked around to gather the men's attention. Spying her man, she strutted skimpily clad toward Greg, as all eyes in the room watched her trek to his table.
She sat and leaned across the table for a more intimate introduction. Her tummy-tied schoolgirl blouse bloomed open to give Greg a down blouse vista of her firm tits, a coy but closer view than the full nudity he had dimly seen farther away on stage. Sitting back, her makeup tinted nipples shadowed through the thin cotton top,
They chatted idly, name sharing and small talk until Greg pointed toward the stage.
"Was that real?"
Lori's small laughs shivered her whole body, her tits trembling within the blouse. She even squirmed her ass on the café chair seat. The memory gave her a small rush of echoed excitement.
"I'll never tell. But you might soon find out for yourself."
"What other talents might I discover?"
"Next time, we could do a private lap dance. It isn't officially condoned by the management, but if a man treats me nice, I respond by slowly sucking his cock. I have gotten a lot of tips and gifts that way."
Greg noticed some of the other patrons glanced their way, sneaking furtive peeks. Others just openly stared at the animated minx who clearly drawn to her new acquaintance. He figured some of them might be recalling one of those private lap dance suck-offs.
Lori's heeled ankle rubbed his leg under the table. Greg felt the tickly caress as well as the other men's stares. He decided it was time to take her up on the looming invitation for orgasmic discovery.
He stood, extended a hand to help Lori stand and led her to the door under the jealous gazes of the other patrons, ignoring some undertone mutters of regret for her early exit. Her private dance blowjobs must have been as good as she said.
They were mostly silent on the drive home, lost in private thoughts and mutual desires. Quickly leaving the parked car behind, they walked briskly to the front door. Inside the entrance, they spied Jamie watching their hustled pace from the living room. She greeted them briefly with a casual wave.
"Hi, Daddy; Hi, Lori."
The pair didn't bother to respond, absorbed instead on climbing the stairs to their awaiting bedroom rendezvous.
"Have fun!" she called after them, but they were too hurried to hear or care.
Greg's bedroom was the largest in the house. He cracked open the door and let Lori enter past him. Following, he gave her plaid skirted ass a strong push, snapped his fingers to gain her attention, and pointed towards the room center.
She turned towards him, brushed her hair back behind an ear, her other hand placed a finger between her teeth, crossed a coy knee, and took an innocent schoolgirl stance. Greg was impatient with the drawn-out game.
"Strip!"
Lori sensed her host was as restless as she was. She turned to fully face him, moved her heels astride to open her stance, brushed both sides of her hair behind her back, and took a breath for readiness. Humming a tune to get a rhythm, she swayed her hips as she loosened her blouse tummy tie, the buttons, and the skirt zipper in sequence.
She rotated a toe tip pirouette, slowly, more slowly and sensually than her wildly gesturing stage routine, dropping the plaid skirt and white blouse on the floor. A tuff of red curls at her groin proved 'the carpet matched the drapes'. He had been unsure as she had been at a distance on stage.
He was also pleased that she hadn't donned a bra or panties for the ride home. Red hair on top and light green heels below fringed her naked body as he ogled her firm tits in profile.
He had spent the whole time simultaneously removing his own clothes, in rapt attention while watching her striptease. He stepped to her and cupped her ass cheeks, lifting her weight as she hopped and circled his muscled hips with her toned legs.
Her strip dancing profession was apparently good exercise and his handfuls of toned ass muscle promised vigorous vaginal stimulation to his soon-to-be embedded cock.
She pulled his mouth to hers and extended tongue lashed deep kisses while he struggled and stumbled to maintain the awkward balance. Holding and hugging her, he waddled to the bed.
He steadied his pose enough to bounce aboard the mattress, landing with her beneath him, in prime position for a fine fucking. Her bright smiling face was framed in the long hair splayed out in an auburn corona around her head, her green eyes wide in anticipation and her red lips parted, tempting his kisses.
Greg's mind flashed through the evening's multitude of foreplay stimulations: the stage borne strip and hump, the flirty café chatter, the jealous patrons' stares, Jamie's encouraging directive to have fun, Lori's sensual private dance, and his discovery of her fit figure.
His libido was in overdrive and he couldn't hold out any longer. He wiggled into position for genital conjunction. She imitated his moves, just as eager as him to get intimately connected. Her thighs were wide apart and her ankles were braced by her heels dug into the sheets and mattress.
He reared back and plunged in.
They fucked briskly, the bed bounding with their mutual lust and energy. Her staccato breaths reacted to the jolt of each hammering thrust. Soon enough, his first howling spew erupted and sprayed her womb with manly essence.
Eventually, calm resumed and they lounged in bed, waiting out a refractory period until he was ready for another bout. Lori clamored into cowgirl, mounted her stud, and matched his renewed fervor, her hips gyrating strongly on his erection. She orgasmed twice before he spunked a second time in her cunt.
Greg woke at first light and found his bed occupied by a disheveled naked young woman, his first-ever redhead sex mate. She was still asleep and he contemplated her freckles, her firm tits, and the contented expression on her pretty face.
The vision was delightful and he felt the familiar stirring in his balls. Undaunted by her previous ball drainings, his cock swelled and he decided he still had one more cum load in him that was clamoring to get out.
He rolled atop his daughter's barely woken friend and wiggled around until he was well inside her. They repeated the lust cleansing act once more, taking much longer this time, enjoying the leisurely passionate fuck.
Soon thereafter, Jamie entered her Daddy's room and found the fuck mates satiated, awake but languidly weary. She took gentle charge, shooing her Daddy to sit in a chair as he watched her organize Lori for her homeward morning trek: redressing the coed lass in the schoolgirl top and skirt, finger-combing her tangled tresses. She whispered to her satiated friend.
"You should give a goodbye kiss to your newest pleasure giver."
Lori skipped to Greg, bent over at the waist, and kissed the alpha male stud's sticky prick goodbye. She secretly hoped it was just until next time. Greg and Jamie chuckled, amused by the genuine 'pleasure giver' connotation.
Jamie drove Lori back to her dorm, letting her Daddy rest at home and refract from his role as her friend's sexual satisfier. Word was getting around and he needed his strength for more feats of lust with some other sex mates she already had in mind.
** Mary **
Among Jamie's growing circle of interested and interesting friends, there was another young acquaintance making inquiries. Mary happened to be their single mother neighbor's daughter.
From a convenient upstairs window, Greg had seen the neighboring mother and daughter in their backyard pool swimming and sunbathing, often topless or nude, thinking the high fence protected their privacy.
Jamie informed her Daddy of this convenient intersection of mutual desires and he agreed to a neighborly rendezvous. Jamie invited Mary for the usual study buddy subterfuge.
Later that week, the doorbell rang and Jamie ran to answer it. She briefly introduced Greg to the visiting neighbor girl and then led the willing quarry to her room. Per the usual routine, he dropped by later as if checking in and Jamie snuck away, leaving the pair alone in her room to get more intimately acquainted.
"How are the studies going?"
"Fine. I have to keep a C average to stay on the swim team."
"You're a swimmer?"
"Yeah, I compete in the 100-meter breaststroke."
Greg stepped a little closer and stared openly at the boob masses molded by the stretchy cotton, cocking a sly grin.
"Are you any good?"
Mary stood a little taller, hands-on-hips, puffed her chest, pushing her tits forward, and looked proudly at his grinning face.
"Sure, I won a gold at county competitions and a couple of state silvers."
"Well, these certainly appear to be medal-worthy breasts. Let's take a look."
Greg fingered her tank top straps and peeled them over her shoulders, exposing firm well-rounded boobs capped with lovely rosy disks. His eyes widened and he tilted his head and nodded an admiring expression. Mary didn't flinch as he cupped one boob and then the other, weighing and testing each one.
Greg sensed no resistance; she acceded to his macho measures. The blond was sexually ripe fruit, ready for plucking and he was further aroused by her non-resistance to his manhandling advances.
He leaned in and pecked a kiss on her lips as his hands rolled the stretchy top down to her waist. She broke the smooch and leaned over, lowering away all of her clothes to stand nude before him.
Greg stripped off his own clothes while she silently watched. Equally naked, he picked her up under the arms and carried her to bed. He was gentle with her, moving slowly, taking his time. He fully intended to fuck this fine young blonde multiple times and in multiple ways.
Though she was obviously willing and Greg was fully aroused, he wanted to make this first-time enjoyable for both. The night was young and full of promise.
He placed himself and pressed, meeting unnatural resistance from his youthful partner. He pressed harder and gained the crown of his knob inside her. Mary caught her breath as he slid in another inch.
God, she was tight.
"Sweetie, haven't you fucked a boy or two from school?"
"Not much" she whimpered.
Nevertheless, she was committed to the here and now; she jogged her hips to signal her readiness to continue.
Greg worked, slithered, and slid, cycling further into her wet, tight channel. He dithered a few strokes and she whimpered less as he felt the slip-slide motions get a little easier.
He was cheek to cheek with her in a tight hug. He felt moisture on his face and leaned up to look at her. Her eyes were teary and her mouth in a grimace. He paused the strokes with his fat cock only half embedded.
"Am I hurting you?"
"Yes? Well, really No! Please, don't stop"
He tested a few shallow strokes and asked again.
"You okay? Feel better?"
"Oh, God, you're so big. Yes... I'm okay... please... please keep going."
And he did and couldn't have quit if he wanted to. Her vaginal compressions on his cock were driving him higher and higher, faster and faster, deeper and deeper. She rocked her hips in time with his accelerating thrusts. His corona scoured her moist, plush inner membranes.
At the ultimate moment, he drove to the bottom of her womb, pressing his knob hard against her cervix. And erupted uncontrollably. His spasms were strong, forcing his spunk through the compressed urethra and the constricted tip. Amazingly, he still was able to feel her reflective orgasmic vibrations ripple along his cock.
He emptied his balls with accompanying howlers, his head held high on braced arms. He heard her answering cries. His squinted eyes opened to see her eyes screwed shut and her panting mouth opened in the female orgasmic O.
A little later, they were collapsed and hugging together. Some rest ensued. But not for long; the second time came soon enough after the first.
This time, Greg held himself only halfway in and braced again on locked elbow straight arms. Mary revealed the strength of her swimmer's body.
She showed how she could massage his shallowly embedded knob and corona with her tight juicy membranes, employing powerful hip rolls and twists and compressing his cock with her vaginal ring muscles.
Her twisting lower half worked Greg's manhood as he braced on knees and arms above her, a great pose where he watched her nubile tits sway side to side in synchronized fluid ripples.
Her hands rose to hold his face and she gently pulled his head down. Her lips met his and she flicked her tongue between his teeth. He reciprocated the oral darting and she captured his lingual organ in her mouth much as his genital organ was captured in her twat.
She synchronized the caresses at both her orifices and Greg felt his libido go to the top of his manly capacity. It was another hard ejaculation that thrilled him to the core. His muffled cries matched hers as she again somehow managed her own orgasm in time with his.
A little rest led to more carnal inventions and it became a full night of sexual enjoyment.
In her room nearby, Jamie listened restlessly at the repeated cries of delight through the night, happy that her close friends satisfied their mutual desires with Daddy.
** Naisha **
The top floor of the tall office building held the investment firm of Greg's and Lady Heather's holding company. It was Monday afternoon and time for the weekly staff meeting.
Three of the four executive money honeys strode into the conference room, carrying their armfuls of charts and reports to present at this week's confab. They wore expensive wool businesswoman suits, tapered and fashioned to display curves and legs to die for, including the latest fade of high heel footwear. The young women were prepared to tussle for the leading position at the weekly meeting.
They found Greg, the company's primary owner, ensconced, as usual, at the head of the conference table, idly surveying the city vista through the expansive floor-to-ceiling window wall. Olivia, Penny, and Rosalie took their seats. They knew from experience that he could be a hard boss and they had learned to deal effectively with that. He waved an uninterested backhanded 'Let's get started' motion, accompanied by a slight nod, his face showing the usual strained grimace.
They began their deliberations, each sharing their current balance sheets, expounding on their individual efforts to augment and expand their assigned portfolios. It was stiff competition but worth it. The boss always deposited a portion of the highest earner's profits in her personal account, held in trust until such time as her employment, and feminine attractiveness to him, matured beyond his penchant for younger women. They knew the score in a world of continuous competition for a man's attention and used the precious years to achieve their personal goals by whatever means necessary.
Greg heard the financial comparisons play out, retaining his stoic distance and indifference. His wealth increased no matter which woman provided the best balance sheet. They knew his mind often wandered during these presentations to his other more enticing distractions and they slowed their deliberations to allow him an indulging moment as he leaned his head back and closed his eyes to concentrate on one in particular.
His expression grew tighter and a low rumble commenced deep in his chest and emerged through his gritted teeth, becoming a breathy puffing that drew the trio of financiers into respectful silence with cognizance to his condition.
They watched with patient intent as he emitted an open-mouthed growl to the heavens and his body jerked and jolted in the high-backed leather conference chair.
In due course, he stopped shaking and his head slumped forward to rest his eyes downward at his hidden crotch. His breathing steadied and his lips curved into a small grin.
"Thank you, Naisha. That was truly wonderful... yet again."
There was a bustle under the table as the fourth money honey crawled out and stood beside the conference table. Her Hindi brown body was a bit more round but just as tempting as her three more lithe feminine colleagues. Her blouse was open, conical tits exposed and she flicked a deep red fingernail on her chin, gathered an escaping dribble. She popped it between her cum stung maroon glossed lips.
Naisha had been last week's winning investment counselor, leveraging an overextended Indian software producer's shortlisted stock sale. In addition to last week's trust fund largesse, her follow-up reward included the tasty largesse of her benefactor's genital treasure, now flaunted here before her collegial competitors.
Naisha leaned in and accepted a kiss from Greg and his added flick on her conical nipples. She took a seat with her female teammates after folding her unbuttoned blouse over her unfettered boobs. She smiled slyly at the others and jiggled a subtle tight shimmy, softly fluttering her silky top over her tits, flaunting her just completed past winner status.
"Well, Naisha, it looks like you're back in the competition after this week's hiatus. Penny, seems you won this week. You're excused from the next competition and I'll meet you here just before next week's update meeting."
Penny smiled brightly and nodded happily. Her thoughts already looking forward to her rewards, her earned doses of financial and oral liquidity.
Greg rose from his chair, lifting his pants and briefs over his exposed cock, then buckling and zipping up.
"Meeting adjourned."
** Olivia **
A few days later, Greg thumbed his intercom.
"Olivia, come here; I need you."
"With or without, sir"
"Without."
Soon, Olivia sat in his exposed lap behind his desk, her businesswoman's suit askew, tits out, skirt wadded around her waist, and 'without' her panties. Greg was sucking her exposed nipples while her hand stroked his stiffened cock.
He lifted her ass up and she deftly descended onto his rigid manhood, riding him gently, her juicy cunt lovingly stroking his rod.
He let her play for a while, enjoying her willing attention to his needs. It felt good, both physically and emotionally. Her sexual devotion was inspiring and, forthwith, it inspired him to take control and exert his dominance.
He lifted her uncovered ass onto his uncluttered desk. After all, he had little to do during his 'office hours' and any items that cluttered his desk were more for decoration and dedication. And Olivia's ass was perfect decoration.
He accomplished her body's repositioning with his cock still embedded in her pussy. Even he was impressed with his smooth moves.
He resumed the long power strokes and the final brusque entrées pushed him to cum mightily in her cunt as he roughly squeezed her boobs. He lay atop her recovering and as they hugged down from their high, his stomach rumbled and reminded him it was lunchtime. He spoke in her ear.



"Would you be a dear and get me some soup & sandwich?"
He pecked a quick 'thanks' on her lips and then backed out, pulling her to stand. Her legs were a bit wobbly, but she managed to recover her poise. As she turned to leave, he smacked her bare ass before she could adjust her suit, and admonished her to hurry up, he had worked up an appetite.
She toddled out half tidy, her hair and clothes still disheveled, eager to please the nutritional hunger after satiating the sexual hunger of her extraordinary employer.
** Stacy **
Greg was lounging in the living room when there was a knock on the front door. He opened it to find the single mother from next door.
"Yes?"
"Hi, I'm Stacy... from next door?"
"Sure. How can I help you?"
"I hear you're fucking my daughter."
Greg had always known that when busted, honesty was the best defense.
"Yes, I am. Is that a problem?"
"Maybe. May I come in?"
Greg stepped back and gave a grand dramatic arm sweep, inviting her to enter.
The woman looked around the foyer, noticed the adjacent living room and, unbidden, seated herself on the couch. Greg was a bit miffed at her assertiveness but under the circumstances, played along. He sat on an opposing sedan and waited for her to speak her peace.
She spoke with a voice that was strangely calm but punctuated as she described her daughter's version of the encounters. It was a frank and anatomically detailed description of Greg's penile techniques at skillfully fucking her young coed daughter. Stacy paused, eyeballing her narrative's recipient.
Greg waited for the other shoe to drop: police, lawsuits, blackmail. But the woman sighed and relaxed her shoulders. Her voice lowered and softened as she divulged that she was simply lonely, jealous of her daughter's sudden happiness, and wanted to share in his rumored pussy pleasing cock.
Greg eased his stiffened backbone, let an ominous curve crinkle his mouth, and stood. This was a welcome turn of events.
Stacy looked up at him as he approached. He boldly reached forward and fluffed a boob through her sundress. Sensing no bra covering her soft mammary mass, he squeezed and held the pliant mass firmly.
"Well, I see you came over ready for action."
Stacy returned a shy smile and looked down as he unzipped his fly and let his cock fall before her face.
"First things first. Suck me."
His tone was a bit rude but Stacy had come prepared to see it through, whatever path it took. Her lips touched his tip as her hand held the thick shaft. Her tongue tip tickled under the corona and elicited erectile growth. She looked up with his cock poised at her lips and he nodded his encouragement. It had been a while since her last masculine encounter and she took readily to the task.
She hummed softly as her lips descended over the bulbous knob and further down the elongating shaft. She held a soft suction as her head bobs followed and he grew to full size in her cuddling mouth.
During the wet strokes, Greg's hands fondled her tits. Then he loosened the top and bared her breasts for more rigorous manhandling.
Stacy slid forward off the couch, onto her knees and from this more favorable position, worked up and down his erection. Her cheeks were hollowed in a firm suction while her hands busily pressed her dress into a ring around her waist.
He held one hand atop her head to guide the rhythm. When he had had enough of her oral talents, he lifted her under her arms, breaking the oral connection and laying her on the sofa.
He was between her legs in a flash, levering up one of her bare legs to brace atop the back cushions and pressing the other towards the carpet, opening her thighs wide to attain maximum access to her cunt. Her skirt pushed up showed that, just like her lack of bra, she had not worn panties to this meeting.
His cock wavered at her entrance, found the right position, and slid in. A few jogs had him completely embedded. He laid his weight on her body, engaged her lips and tongue in a flurry of smooches, and commenced the strokes at their lower conjunction.
She was animated beneath him, fully engaged in maximum stimulus of their genital parts, moaning and savoring the nerve tickling sensations. Her breath quickened as did his and they enjoyed their first, hopefully first of many, mature adult orgasms.
As they cuddled and refracted in prone afterglow, with Greg's face planted in her bountiful cleavage, she broached her intimate request.
"May I stay the night?"
Greg mumbled agreement and they moved from the living room couch to the master bedroom suite.
It was a night full of soft sexy coupling between consenting adults. A smooth missionary in bed left Greg satiated and drowsy but Stacy wanted more. She was experienced with men and let him relax and refract for time, judging her male companion's fortitude.
Sooner than later, she rose astride his hips and mounted him in cowgirl, riding his cock to her own ecstasy twice before he spewed his last. The morning murmurs and fondles were the opportunity to quietly plan their next neighborly get-togethers.
** Escape **
The routine settled in. Jamie's college classes gave her study buddies the family cover they needed for their weekly visits to her house. Kasey and Lori enjoyed overnight stays that were, in reality, coed booty calls for her Daddy.
Soft, round Latina Kasey had become one of Greg's favorites. At first nervous, over the following weeks, she had morphed from bashfulness to boldness as his big cock persistently drilled her yearning cunt. He coaxed her into oral foreplay and her halting start had blossomed into a regular routine: handjob, suck and fuck.
But his favorite position was a replay of his initial fantasies of Kasey when Jamie had broached the Daddy-sharing scheme those many months ago.
He frequently actualized the arousing vision: the curvaceous beauty mounted on his lap as she writhed naked in his arms. Her full round tits brushed loosely against his chest as she vigorously rode him in a seated chair pose. The nipple and clitoris stimulations assured the wanton coed the ecstatic peak she craved.
It was a recurrent joy for both when she worked the conjoined pair to a simultaneous orgasmic peak. She felt her growing talents fulfilled every time he growled and spewed his mighty spunk deep into her jittering pussy. She echoed his choked throated 'K...A...S...E...Y...' with her own elated cry of 'D...A...D...D...Y'.
Greg's post spew mood was furthered by the added egotistical rush of knowing the sexy little minx was exploiting him to fulfill her own incestuous fantasies about her estranged real father.
Inevitably, in her amorous curiosity, Kasey had begged him to taste the manly discharge and, one night, he let her bring him off in her mouth without the concluding seated fuck.
He lay prone in bed, his back and neck propped up on fluffy pillows, and watched as she lapped, bobbed, and sucked.
When his breathing rose to a gust, she held him half in, sucking hard on his knob and capturing his pearls of essence on her tongue. He held a hand on her head, indicating that she should continue to suckle his waning erection.
He relaxed back and released his post-ejaculatory control on her actions. She crawled up to lie beside him and wiggled into an intimate cuddle. In his lingering daze, he felt her warm hand fingering his wet flaccid cock. His fingers moved to her soft tit, brushing the nipple to prominence, even raising the aureole border pips like a circling crown.
Her breathing deepened and he noticed her flushed face, her jaw and cheeks fidgeting beneath the shroud of her disheveled hair partially covering her face. He guessed she still held his cum load in her mouth and the testosterone-laden fluids on her tongue were osmosing the hormone into her bloodstream, fortifying her sexual fervor.
She was softly whimpering little pleas, and Greg deduced that she had not gotten her orgasm like him from the pleasant blowjob. He suddenly grasped that a week had gone by since Kasey's last Daddy-fuck and the waiting was a seething torment in her pussy. She was juicy and ripe and raring to get her customary cunt pounding.
Greg realized his dignified obligation to perform as the 'Daddy' to Kasey and the rest of his daughter's sex-crazed network of cronies. Those thoughts and Kasey's handiwork on his cock brought on his renewed rigidity.
"It's okay, Kasey. You can swallow it. I'll give you another taste next week; I promise."
He saw her eyes brighten, her throat cycle, and a smile crease her lips.
"But now, it's time to get you fucked."
With a macho growl, he rolled atop her soft willing body and heard her joyful moan of readiness for the looming act as he posed to penetrate her pussy.
He pushed in easily, her cunt soaking wet and ready. She gave a throaty gleeful sound as he drove in and bottomed out. He commenced the long, powerful plunges that banged his body hard on her clitoris.
She was so aroused that only three strokes brought on her orgasm and he paused and hugged her soft round body tightly as she jiggled through her ecstasy. She relaxed her back into the mattress and lay languid. But, of course, he was not finished.
He kissed her before continuing, tasting himself on her cum-stung lips, a tolerable concession to his machismo in his hyper-aroused state, considering it was his ejaculate and not some other man's.
Another dozen hard strokes brought her again to the height of sexual bliss. Her limbs clamped his neck and waist, her voice cried out in his ear and her spasming pussy vibrated his cock.
The reflexive vaginal ripples set him off. His body went rigid and he sprayed her womb with the incestuous essence that the cunt of every Daddy-obsessed daughter thirsts for. Collapsed in her embrace, he roused himself enough to untangle their limbs. Rolling aside, he mindlessly stared at the ceiling.
He marveled again that the Gods had somehow chosen him for this noble blissful existence.
A few weeks later, Greg was laying back, refracting after drilling his blonde coed neighbor Mary.
His eyes were closed when he heard the door creak open. His sight was dulled by the darkness of the room but his thoughts wondered if his daughter needed something.
"Jamie? Is everything okay?"
There was no response except for footsteps coming to the far side of the bed and the intruder climbing in.
Greg opened his eyes wider to find, not Jamie, but Mary's mother, Stacy, huddling up beside him. Her warm bare tits pressed against his arm. Her hand stealthily slid to his semi-turgid cock, her fingers drumming on his knob and shaft as her lips moved near his ear.
"Please, can I stay?"
Mary guffawed at the unplanned scene, and Greg thought she might be miffed at her mother's intrusion into their regular weeknight. But she made no protest. Instead, her head descended to his groin.
She pushed her mother's hand lower to circle the base of the shaft and moved her lips over his tip. The young blonde's palm cupped his balls and her mouth plunged down as far as possible, only stopped by her mother's finger-circled grip on the base of the rod. His cock tasted of their joint genital secretions, her vaginal dew mixed with his manly spunk.
The two females worked a joint cycle. The mother's hand followed the daughter's lips as it ascended the shaft, then slid down again as the younger one followed, smoothly deep throating his cock. Greg got stiff again very quickly. Mary retreated from his groin and Greg rolled towards the mother for a sidesaddle mount.
Mary wanted to participate and pressed her boobs to his back. Greg became the macho filling for a sexy female sandwich.
Stacy passed her lower leg under his hip, settling into a waist-circling leg hug. Her arms held his shoulders; her pussy was open and pleadingly offered for penetration. Greg gripped her hips and struggled to get aligned. Mary's hand sidled into the crowded genital space and helped place his cock tip against the MILF's labia. She kissed his neck and whispered.
"Go get 'em, Daddy. Mommy is so ready for you."
She pulled her hand away and Greg eased himself in, smoothly impaling Stacy's cozy cunt. The older pair rollicked, jiggled, wiggled, and giggled as they enjoyed the tripartite merrymaking. They kissed between the youth like giggles.
Mary heard the slurps and squishes of the conjunctions at face and groin. She stole her liberated helping hand to her own clitoris and the other to her nipple. She lay back and massaged the erogenous zones with two-fingered cycles, lazily fostering her fervency.
Her mother's moans reminded her of Greg's fantastic cock-work and she dreamed of the many times his bold erection had slithered enjoyably inside her juicy pussy. She matched her bedmates' gusting breathes to the peak and reached her masturbatory orgasm simultaneous with their ecstasy.
The trio snuggled together thereafter as mother and daughter mutually thanked their shared sexmate with cuddles and kisses.
For variety, Greg sometimes bought a VIP private lap dance when he visited Lori's strip club. The thrill of the chancy setting gave him that juvenile rush from the surreptitious sex when he unloaded in the exotic dancer's pussy or mouth.
He discovered that Lori's onstage orgasms were real and she was content in her offstage post-orgasmic euphoria to deliver one of her gifted blowjobs.
She tied her red hair in a top bun, and he watched as she slowly, ever so slowly, and sensually, guzzled his groin. Her green eyes held his stare as she rolled her tongue back and tickled the under corona with her tongue tip, working hard suction intensities with her pre-ejaculation throat swallows. Her cherry red lips noticeably curved into a slight smile as she closed her eyes and hummed contentment at the very moment when he emitted a mighty groan of gratification and emptied his surge of succulent sperm into her vacuuming mouth.
Their later nighttime fucks added to his pride and conceit. He felt fulfilled when thrusting deep into the cock obsessed redhead college student's cunt.
And his executive money honeys constantly vied for his daytime attentions at the office.
Jamie got her incestuous share but she sensed his gradually deteriorating libido. She wondered if he might be tiring of her but accepted that he was simply struggling to find equilibrium between his libido, his lust, his energy, and his privacy. Greg had far too much pussy to handle. He was wearing down, the more than once-a-day dalliances sapping his energies and his enjoyment of the wealth and the leisure that should be his lottery winning due.
He somberly turned to Lady Heather for council, sadly considering her shrewd recommendation to break off the current relations completely, escape to new environs elsewhere, and adapt his lifestyle to the worldly lessons learned from his overloaded sex life. He grudgingly agreed. It was probably the best path forward to the renewed enjoyment of his fortuitous post Lottery life.
He conspired with Jamie to surreptitiously leave town, closed his office, released the money honeys' well-earned trust funds, disappeared, and started afresh elsewhere. Jamie continued her studies at another college.
A month later, settled into their new location, Jamie writhed beneath her daddy's bounding body as he missionary pounded her to orgasm. He spewed strongly, hollering his joy, having learned to refract a day or so to make his more infrequent ecstasies even better.
Jamie lay languid under her collapsed Daddy, hugging his hot-blooded body, and lazing a finger in figure 8's across his sweaty back as they cuddled in post-orgasmic sluggishness. Her voice was soft, sweet, and grateful.
"That was so good, Daddy. I love having you all to myself again."
She hugged his warm body tighter and took a cleansing breath before broaching her next comments.
"I've made a new friend at college. I let on about our special relationship. She's jealous. Her daddy refuses to fuck her; says it wouldn't be right. So she asked me if she could join one of our playtimes. Please, Daddy? Can she? She's so nice. I think you'll like her."
Greg groaned and thought 'Oh, no! Here we go again...'
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** Belly Dance Contest **
Ned laid languid in the rear of his TWA Escort Coach Tutor limousine as Krystal drove them away from their New Orleans appointment with Francine. He had left her before she awoke but not before emptying the hotel room of anything she would have to cover her nakedness for the early morning jaunt home.
He left early as well to avoid the inevitable phony farewells. She had met his expectations and, besides, he would probably see her again at a TWA campus in the near future. He looked forward to that reunion to see how much curriculum she had absorbed.
He had endured a strenuous month of Evaluation Assessments for six prospective transfer candidates to the Total Woman Academy. Francine had been his last candidate for this assignment, having followed Abby, Brenda, Cate, Danni, and Elisha. That was enough for any middle-aged man, even an experienced alpha male like Ned.
So he was unenthused when Krystal announced her latest intelligence and passed a manila envelope into the rear compartment.
"Headquarters needs you for an unscheduled urgent assignment."
Ned sighed and blew his breath out slowly. He had hoped for the vacation breakaway that he had been denied before embarking on this last series of evaluation assessments. But he was a professional dedicated to his specialized vocation and asked for details.
"Where to?"
"A longer flight this time. We have to trade out the TWA G280 for the G600 model with a longer range. So we'll need a second pilot. Turns out my air traffic controller 'bad boy' from last night was a retired military pilot as well. I convinced him to take some time off from the tower and come along as my co-pilot. He'll meet us at the airport."
"I'm sure you were very persuasive."
He saw Krystal smile brightly at him in the rearview mirror, giving a conspiratorial wink and nod.
"Oh yeah... I most certainly was!"
Ned smirked back in acknowledgment of her man-handling skills.
"So, where to? A long flight leaves me pretty lonely in the cabin with you two up front flying the plane."
"Don't worry, I've got you covered. Do you remember Holly, the blossoming belly dancer you escorted to the Middle East last year? You delivered her to the Grand Vizier Hassan for a cross-cultural exchange experience?"
Ned thought a moment and then his face brightened. He remembered her very well. A sinuous beauty of great accomplishment that swelled the hearts and cocks of every man she met. And she had a talented body that she used proficiently to bring soothing relief to those manly swellings.
"The Grand Vizier needs to get his two remaining daughters into TWA quickly, before they become child brides of the local Emirs' sons. He's sponsoring an International Belly Dance Competition as a ruse to get his daughters out of the Kingdom. He has secretly prearranged them as winning finalists and the contest prizes are TWA Scholarships. But TWA Recruitment insisted at the last minute on full Evaluation Assessments of all the contestants to mask the disingenuous plot. So you're urgently needed there."
"How many contestants?"
"About a dozen."
Ned groaned wearily.
"A dozen! Well, okay, but again, WHERE?"
"Morocco. And Holly is joining us on the flight. She has been assigned duties as the contestants' dance proctor and as my Evaluation Assessment co-coordinator. But, of course, that's later. She'll have plenty of time to keep you comfortable during the long inbound flight."
She saw Ned relax in his seat, less objectionable to the trip. She gave a sassy riposte.
"Yeah, see that? Maybe now, you don't think the flight will be long enough, huh?"
Newly enthused at the fortuitous turn of events, Ned eagerly tore open the package and perused the summary and enclosed photographs of his next dozen prospective recruitments. He was feeling refreshingly faithful to his professional ethics. After all, despite being overworked, he was still responsible for his obligations as Coach Tutor Emeritus of the Total Woman Academy. And Holly would be coming along. What Luck!
-----
Ned was asleep when the G600 started its descent into Casablanca Mohammed V International (CMN).
Holly lounged in a seat across the cabin, curled up, watching her mature man rest. She hadn't meant to overtax him but he had seemed so happy to see her. It had been a good reunion for her as well.
Arriving soon into the flight at cruising altitude, he feigned aloofness but she wooed him with a striptease belly dance that melded into a naked lap dance. And then more.
The first coupling was fervent and the following copulations used many, though not all, of her practiced poise skills.
Now, hours later, after post-coital tender caresses and ecstasies that an outside observer might have mistaken for romantic love, they were approaching their faux competition facilitation.
** Holly's Preludes **
Holly entered the assembly room at the international hotel complex in Morocco's renowned business city. They could have scheduled the event in exotic Marrakesh or Fez or Tangiers but sophisticated Casablanca was a more accessible location.
The medium-sized meeting hall was alive with girlish babble and colorful costumes. Though the outfits reflected the different male-dominated cultures, the low belted waists and the packed sequin tops gave an illusion of modesty. But all of the costumes exposed the lithe arms and toned bellies of the ten young candidates, chattering away in their numerous native languages. English was the standard international patois but when meeting someone from their region, they spoke the familiar tongue: Arabic, Russian, French, and Hindustani.
A dozen participants had been the initial idea but two of the original aspirants had already become betrothed in their local lands and the scheduled weddings dissolved their conspiratorial escape schemes.
Holly stood tall in the congregating room to make her presence known and clapped her hands twice for attention. The chattering promptly droned off.
"Welcome, young ladies. You have come from far and wide for this competition. I hope your accommodations are comfortable."
There was a murmur of affirmatives and head nods. Their individual rooms were much superior to the shared group harem quarters back home.
"And I hope you are as eager to show your belly dance finesses as the judges who are eager to be shown. There will be staged group and solo recitals with follow-up individual appointments."
She paused to let them give back a cacophony of naive acknowledgments.
"But before I arrange the roster of private presentations, I will be conducting individual interviews to get familiar with your personal attitudes, future aspirations, and competition success perceptions in order to maximize your prospects."
"Now take some the time to get more acquainted among yourselves. Let's all hope that the best candidates will be successful this week as well as beyond into future prosperities."
Their delicate hands lightly applauded her speech and she mingled briefly with the small crowd. A lovely dark-complexioned girl caught her eye and she decided to start the individual interviews with her.
"Hello, sweetie, what's your name?"
** Sorting Interviews **
"Gamylia, ma'am."
"So, Gamylia, would you come with me. We'll start my round of interviews with you."
"Yes, ma'am."
Gamylia's long silky skirts swished as her hips and breasts rocked in time with her steps.
They walked to a small office across the hall from the assembly room. Holly offered the young lady a seat and seated herself nearby.
"Where are you from?"
"Aswan."
"Ah, the city on the Upper Nile in Egypt?"
"Yes, ma'am."
"So, what does Gamylia mean in your language?"
"Several translations. It could be gorgeous, beautiful, elegant, or graceful."
"Sounds like your mother had dreams for you to be a successful belly dancer; those descriptions are most appropriate. Have you had any experience with men?"
Gamylia blushed and looked down.
Oh, don't feel embarrassed. It's okay. How many?"
"One. My schoolmate."
Holly looked kindly and reassuring. She leaned in, took the girl's hands, and spoke softly.
"So, let's talk about a winning strategy, shall we?"
Holly coaxed the first candidate through what was expected of a winning contestant. Gamylia listened and bashfully agreed to try her best.
The second interview followed a similar outline with a longer strategy counseling.
Others followed but not all included the male experience portion of the strategy session. For instance, the Grand Vizier's two daughters have no intercourse experience although they had fooled around with naked men. Holly omitted the intimate strategy discussion.
She would send the pair to a TWA freshman campus as virgins so that they could be properly inculcated by the Staff Coach Tutors in the sophomore year of the full curriculum schedule.
The remaining candidates were similarly queried, culled, and rostered. In the end, she had seven true virgins to care for and three suitable private interview contestants.
** Group Onstage Introductions **
Holly had just two pre-show days with the contestants to review and critique their routines. They each wore a different outfit, different colors, and different styles representing their country's heritage.
She offered tips and tricks, adjusting the outfits to show more skin, daring the wearer to peek-a-boo a nip slip or pussy flash. She demonstrated and coached each girl in finer ways to show off flattering body moves that amplified their natural forms and features; the finer ways that would beguile the VIP masculine audience.
She combined all this into a choreographed kickoff show where all the girls danced as a synchronized group. And then each contestant executed in turn a focused solo at center stage while the others encouraged her from a rear stage chorus line.
The rehearsals went well and finally, Holly deemed her charges ready to compete. She dismissed the girls for rest and preening before their precocious presentations.
That night, in an empty auditorium, save for Ned, they danced a dress rehearsal, smiling brightly, portraying themselves as fine and fertile feminine specimens for his alpha male appraisal.
Ned appreciated their desire to showcase their native costumes but he was more intrigued by the lively bounce of the tits and asses underneath. He was attentive to the quick glimpses of flesh offered by the bouncy dances and the skimpiness of their clothes.
Holly had an eye for seduction and Ned was feeling the results of her contestant-specific coaching. He was anxious to get on with the personal interviews and discover the real country-specific clever charms simmering beneath the theatrical innocent displays.
With Holly's surreptitious signs from side stage, Ned recorded Holly's pre-screened picks for his closer Evaluation Assessments. He was not disappointed with her choices. All three were voluptuous representatives of their cultures.
** Ned and the Belly Dancer: Private EA Encounter 01 **
Holly escorted Gamylia into Ned's private suite. She closed the door and stood her young understudy at casual attention and handed Ned he contestant's summary card.
'Gamylia, Egyptian, 'Gorgeous; Beautiful; Elegant; Graceful; Comely; Variant of Jamila'. The other data described her age (19), weight (105 lbs.), height (5'-5"), boob-waist-hip circumferences in American inches rather than metric (34D-22-37), eye and hair color (brown-brown), and sexual experience (post virginal but naïve).
Ned returned his attention to the candidate and Holly gently commanded the young darling to begin her dance.
Gamylia swayed smoothly, danced energetically and gracefully jettisoned her top during the dips, sways and twists. Ned remained in stoic expression but was inwardly delighted by the way her bare boobs shimmied and jiggled.
Ned crooked a finger and motioned her closer. She still swayed with the rhythm as his hands drew her silky covered hips in until she straddled his lap. He leaned in and suckled her warmed round boobs, causing the nipples to stiffen.
He pressed her off his thighs and she knelt at his bidding. She knew her role, the older harem sisters had told of this, and enclosed his erection in her brown bountiful cleavage.
Holly leaned in closer and whispered instructions to the kneeling girl, facilitating their first sexual encounter.
"Lean in...press them tight to his cock...wiggle your hands...nice...did you feel that, Ned?"
He smiled and slowly nodded, watching his knob protrude above the olive toned cleavage.
"Now, Gamy', slowly at first... rub them up... and down... oh, look, peek-a-boo, it wants your attention... yes, go ahead, kiss the tip... yes, like that... rub again... press your lips harder this time..."
Gamylia got the idea and worked her soft boobs in steady cycles, touching her lips to the plump knob tip as it emerged. She hazarded a tongue tip tickle pressed into the tiny opening.
Ned breathed deeper and Holly watched the timing. When Ned erupted, Gamy' would have jerked back except that Holly's hand gripped the kneeling belly dancer's hair and held her face in place. His pearly discharges splattered the contestant's nose, cheeks and lips.
The experienced belly dancer cooed praises to the neophyte, while Ned slumped in his chair, slowly recovering, and Holly let her minion relax back on her heels.
Holly turned for the door and Gamylia stood as if to follow but Holly turned her back towards her judge.
"Your interview is far from over. Stay with Master Ned. He may have more use for you. Remember our strategy discussions."
Holly slipped out and closed the door.
A more lucid Ned motioned Gamylia to approach again. Her face was speckled with ejaculate. His finger skimmed the facial streaks towards her lips and she sucked his gooey finger.
He slipped off the remainder of her costume and pressed her to mount the bed.
He fucked her twice during the night; first, a hard thumping missionary that banged her clitoris and bounced her boobs in fluid waves with each jolt.
It started when he lay with his back half reclined on pillows as she sat in the space between his spread thighs. She palmed his semi-flaccid cock and studied its form and texture.
Ned retrieved a tube of body lotion and she daubed a bit on her hands. Her slippery strokes were interspersed with finger touches to the veins and ridges, especially the corona rim and tip slit.
She furrowed a finger beneath his sack and weighed the size of his balls as the other hand continued the penile fondles. He liked the feel and swelled during the manual play.
Fully engorged, he sat up and rolled her on her back, holding her knees wide as he positioned his groin above her saddle. Her hands still held him and she moved his knob to her nether entrance, eager to be fucked.
He watched her face as he punched in, one rapid plunge. Her mouth gaped wide open as her eyes likewise went wide. The sudden jolt bounced her tits with fluid waves of femininity.
Ned seized her prone body, one arm hugged her tits tight to his chest, and the other gripped an ass cheek for manly control.
His fevered strokes were long and powerful, battering her clitoris as his knob sluiced inside her.
She whimpered from the clouts but he never paused or let up. She was there for his indulgence, a contestant needing to impress her judge. He rushed himself to a stupendous ecstasy.
Later, they enjoyed a smooth easy sidesaddle, while he played with her tits and sucked her nipples throughout. The lighter sex allowed her to rise to an orgasm as he spewed his spunk in her warm pussy.
He dismissed her in the morning and watched the door close as she exited.
She hustled through the hallways nude, clutching her bundle of costume to her manhandled chest. She hoped she had passed her private Evaluation Assessment candidate interview.
** Krystal and Kevin **
After the opening ceremonies and socializing, Holly segregated the seven virgins to a special assignment at the lavish compound of a wealthy Pledge Contributor elsewhere in the city.
Her prelude briefing directed that the playful girls should have fun with the masculine guests but without any sexual intercourse. They gave pouty faces at the stern warnings but bustled off to the platonic gatherings.
Krystal awaited them in the exquisite bathroom salon, preparing for her encounter with a particular masculine guest. Her attendants were four of the little darlings who collaborated to prime her for this special night of opulence and decadence.
In the luxurious salon, they bathed her with scented soaps and shampoos and went about their tasks with girlish glee.
They had limited personal experience but had watched when their older Harem sisters back in their home country were prepared and led off to the presence of the Master. Subsequently, the disheveled sisters had always returned to the Harem smiling coyly, with their careful preparations distorted into a bedraggled jumble.
Krystal's nubile attendants were playful as they spent several hours preparing the buxom blonde to simulate those familiarities.
They arranged her blonde waves in a puffy coiffed up-do that left her neck and ears easily accessible to a man's ticklish nuzzling.
Cosmetics were next: a facial that exuded sensuality, bold black eyelids and eyeliner, cherry red lips, and, of course, nipples highlighted by umber rouge.
They added a spritz of fine perfume in her hair and cleavage plus gold hoops earrings. A thin gold chain rounded her waist, a cultural symbol for an informed male designating the wearer as eager for breeding. They added woven gold bracelets and anklets as a sign of her desire for romantic bondage.
Lastly was her filmy Harem garb. The two-piece outfit was a pair of silky elastic-waist and ankle pantaloons and a long-sleeved blouse so thin that her cosmetically tinted tits were clearly visible. A secret crotch aperture would become a delightful discovery for her man.
Bounding and clapping in glee, they took her hands, guiding the Western blonde towards the pillow-crammed master playroom, the site of her intimate rendezvous.
Meanwhile, therein, Kevin was being attended by the other virgin belly dancers. He sprawled naked in a heap of pillows, splayed spread eagle and surrounded by the silky Harem garbed beauties.
They leaned over him, applying sweet musky body oils as they swept furtive palms and fingers all over his reclined naked body.
His thighs and torso got most of the attention. The rubs were both relaxing and invigorating. The passing sly finger pad would occasionally run up his increasing hard erection.
He was stiff but not yet solid. He heard the many admiring comments about his manhood size. Even the ones not in English communicated by tone and cadence the speaker's wonder.
But all heeded Holly's warning towards their abstinence, reminding him that he would be honored by a special delicacy in short order.
There were pattering footfalls in the open hallway outside his curtained space; the sounds paused outside the opaque drapes beyond his feet. The attendant virgins sat up and leaned away from Kevin, directing their attention to the imminent entrance.
He watched the drapes rustle and the folds separate a small chink beyond his spread legs. The virgins held their breaths, a sure sign to Kevin of an impending revelation.
The panels parted wider and Krystal's bodacious body in sensual presentation came into his view. Kevin's heart skipped a beat at the sight of the smiling special delicacy.



Krystal stayed in the pose, letting his eyes and imagination take in the sight. His look scanned her slowly from head to toe. His expression softened into a joyful grin. His cock visibly grew from stiff to solid.
Krystal let a small upturn at the corner of her mouth show her happiness as she noted the change in his erection and probed his eyes with her steady gaze.
She gracefully knelt and crawled forward across the carpet to the pillow-borne man she was going to sexually pillage. Her ass bobbled enticingly, rocking in time with her slow hands and knees pace. Her boobs, their perfect fullness suspended limply from her chest and framed by her long arms, swayed gently, demonstrating the spongy softness that would soon press against his body.
The seven virgins retreated to the periphery of the curtained space and watched the adult sexuality play out on the cushions. They would soon learn what was in store for them as they progressed through the TWA curriculum, and why their sisters returned to the harem with smiles lighting up their disheveled faces.
Krystal's body slithered over his, holding his eye contact until her face was inches from his. She leaned in and seized a passionate kiss. The air surrounding them was steeped with sweet feminine perfume and the macho musk of the massage oils. The combination instinctively furthered their lust.
Krystal leaned back and sat astride his thighs. Her hands sought his cock and she took up the virgins' edging fondles.
Kevin's hands ascended to play with her boobs, rolling the masses around in his over-filled palms. She leaned in again, maintaining the cock strokes and planting light kisses on his face as his hands, semi-trapped between them, continued the tit play.
Her ass wiggled their groins together; his trapped cock tented by her very moist labia, coating the long shaft with feminine dew.
Her hands braced her body weight; his squeezing hands were still trapped between their chests. Krystal drew her cunt along his cock to the tip and rolled her hips. He reflected her moves and her nether lips captured the tip.
They paused for a mutual big gulp of air, holding their breath through a quick kiss and then a vocal moaning exhale as his prick penetrated her pussy.
He nestled his shaft deep in her core and contracted his abs. She felt his flexed penile muscles pulse inside and she emulated his move with her own hard clinch.
He held himself still and she slid up an inch and worked a hip tilt to rub his coronal vee against her moist membranes before ascending but letting his cock stop half out of her.
He balked and grabbed her hips, forcing himself back in, reveling in her warm vaginal embrace on his sensitized erection. His tip jammed against her cervix.
She smiled wider and fought to reinitiate the half extraction and hip roll cycle. He surrendered and let her continue the rhythm. He decided he was hers to play with and, besides, it felt very good. She continued her control and worked his cock within her cunt, skilled at this move, knowing it would bring him to ecstasy soon.
And it did.
He huffed, puffed, arched his stiffened spine, and called out her name, resonating the room with his elongated cry:
"K...R...Y...S...T...A...L..."
Her face beamed with joy at his obvious delight in her clutches. His body shuddered beneath her as he wound down from the rigors of multiple ejaculation spurts. She cradled him as best she could from above and he finally descended back into the cushions.
She sought out his mouth and kissed him passionately, glad for his gladness. The nubile maidens clustered with them and the crowd entangled into a pile of weary forms. Rest and sleep were now in order.
Keven slowly awoke to find himself intertwined with multiple females. His cock throbbed, fully engorged and ready for more.
He gentled sorted through the tangled limbs, quietly extracting Krystal to a side area of the vast cushioned floor. He laid her out and climbed aboard her parted legs. She was awake and ready, willingly receiving his cock smoothly in her pussy.
Kevin would do the work this time and she was intent on joining his orgasm. Trapped underneath his muscular body, she facilitated his manly strokes with hip rolls and passionate kisses, feeling his hands cradling her ass and tits in random clutches, gauging his growing breaths and timing her own emotional rise.
Kevin huffed again to a peak and Krystal hugged his jogging body with arms and legs as she washed over the top of the wave, hearing and feeling his howls and discharge, the sensations feeding her own round of pleasures.
They clutched each other through the aftermath, laying quiescent, sensing little twitters of girlish laughter. Peeking across the room, they spied their young roommates spying back at them.
The passionate night was over and they had enjoyed their exotic fantasy. Now responsibilities interceded and they roused themselves to attend to their daytime professional duties.
But each silently vowed to themselves that this would not be their last time, hoping for a chance to contrive a long-term commitment with this partner and to regularly enjoy each other's sexual charms.
** Ned and the Belly Dancer: Private EA Encounter 02 **
Ned sat in her suite as Holly introduced Ishtar, 'The Babylonian Goddess of Love'. The little contestant wore a translucent face veil, typical of her unmarried status. The rest of her costume was certainly less coy.
Ned reviewed her card and motioned her to proceed with her private performance. Ishtar danced in her veil, dropping some of the rest of her costume during the dance. When she wound down to her finale, Ned nodded, acknowledging her initial performance.
Half naked, she heeded Ned's command to come closer. She was visibly nervous as Ned unfastened her veil and exposed her fire engine red plush lips. He ran a thumb pad over them, feeling their soft resilience, then knelt between his thighs at his direction.
Holly moved closer to facilitate this first sexual encounter. Holly whispered her instructions and Ishtar leaned in, exposing Ned's erection. She knew what was expected.
Without further prompting, Ishtar kissed and suckled her way to the root of his manhood. Ned's eyes went wide as he felt his knob dive into her throat past her gullet. Holly added verbal praises to his physical reactions.
"Very good, Ishtar, you really are a 'goddess of love'... "
The girl nodded her head silently, her mouth filled full of cock.
"Okay, now... slowly up... hold the knob with your lips, flutter your tongue on the tip..."
Ned groaned and closed his eyes. This would not last long. Holly noticed his rush.
"Oh, sweetie, you ARE good..."
Holly cooed even more praises when Ned's pearly discharge shot from his deep-throated erection straight past the girl's tonsils. He slumped in his chair, slowly recovering,
Holly turned to leave, Ishtar rose to follow but Holly turned her back towards the seated man.
"Your interview is far from over. Stay with Master Ned. He may have more use for you. Remember our strategy discussion."
Holly slipped out and closed the door. A more lucid Ned motioned Ishtar to remain standing, his instructions barely a mumble.
"Dance off your remaining costume... show me your body... do a sexy show..."
Ishtar moved her hips and torso in a sensuous slither, letting more bits of cloth fall away. When finally naked, Ned motioned her near and pressed her to mount the bed.
He fucked her twice during the night. First, a slow missionary that let him recover his energies as she cooperatively writhed beneath him, rubbing her breasts over his chest and her hands over his back. After a mild ejaculation, he rolled aside and grabbed her hair, pressing her face to his groin. She suckled his flaccid appendage, cleaning away her vaginal residues mixed with his spunk.
Later, he used her again for his pleasure, coercing her to stiffen him first with her mouth. He moved them into a lazy sidesaddle and Ned brought himself to a hard ejaculation that drew forth a daub of the shrinking reserves of sperm stashed in his balls.
He dismissed her in the morning, but only after he had clutched a handful of her hair and pressed her face once more to his groin. Of course, she understood and abided by his seeming fetish for her lips along his shaft, slowly licking and suckling his softness, urging it to swell in her mouth. She was patient with his slow response, holding the male appendage within, steeping it in her wet cavern.
Ned released his hold and let her continue with her duties. He forced himself to relax and closed his eyes, focusing on her lingual talents caressing his cock. His ardor rose slowly and produced a strong orgasmic contraction at his balls, but it was just a dribble of forced nectar.
In his stupor, he heard her reaction to his minute emission, and it wasn't a disappointment but the same euphoric sound a fine food connoisseur makes when she first tastes a famous chef's signature sauce. Ned's heart warmed to the savory metaphor, appreciating her excitement at tasting his masculine extract.
He lay languid as he felt her rise from the bed and gather her things. She left him at rest, letting his body embark yet again at restoring his rebounding vitality for the coming day's EA responsibilities.
Ishtar hustled through the hallways nude, clutching her bundle of costume to her manhandled breasts, and hoped she had passed the private Evaluation Assessment candidate interview
** The Grand Vizier's Remuneration **
Grand Vizier Hassan's private jet glided to a landing at Mohammed V International in Casablanca. Parked and engines stopped, screened by his heavily armed security detail, he was immediately hurried to his private armored limousine. Back home, he would be safe within the realm and its collaborative neighboring sheikdoms. But here, tribalism and terrorists posed an existential threat to his life.
The local authorities provided the distinguished visitor with a police motorcade escort through the city streets, delivering the VIP legate to his secure seaside compound.
He hoped again but dismissed any doubts, that the trip would be worth the risks. His balls warmed and swelled with the impulses that brought him here to Morocco on personal business. Inside, the Grand Vizier settled in for an impatient wait, coddled by the nubile female staff.
He had made a bargain with Ned and TWA for the use of his private villa, a show of generosity for their help in saving his daughters from marital obscurity. In exchange, they promised him a memorable reunion with a special dancer.
As the sun set over the Atlantic Ocean, the cooler evening air came alive with close and distant bird calls and rustlings in the palace gardens. Nature's feathered children were hunting dinner while evading seizure as something else's meal.
He lounged in his private Harem suite, partaking lightly of the proffered delicacies, finally shooing away his little retainers. Negotiations, a long flight, and the security risks were behind him. The time was at hand to be fairly compensated for his hospitality to TWA and the belly dance contest.
Hassan was well acquainted with Holly, and he daydreamed serenely of their past encounters. Years before, she had appeared in his despotic world accompanied by Ned, her TWA Escorting Coach Tutor. She had been dispatched by her unique school on a cross-cultural exchange tour, required to function as its erotic ambassador.
During those six months, she undertook her dual missions, promoting the erotic benefits of the TWA Poise curriculum while exploring the fabled mysteries of ancient sensual arts in her host's realm. The goals were securing financial support and identifying selected enrollees for her enigmatic academy, and she succeeded at both.
Following the first night in the kingdom, when Holly presented her 'credentials' to the Grand Vizier, on behalf of his master the Great Khan, he had scheduled her for a series of time-honored tribute sojourns to the regional sheiks as a tangible indication of the Great Khan's gratitude for their support of the realm. Holly had far exceeded her duties, transcending the local potentate's aspirations for the obligatory gratification gifts.
Delivered to her assignments by armored limousine, dressed in her filmy flowing costumes, she exuded sensuousness as she emerged from the protected transportation at the lesser palace's main portal. That first impression strove to dazzle the covertly watching sheik with the contrast between her bounteous blonde beauty and his mundane covey of black and brown subjugated playmates.
She was honorably received there by her host's harem handlers, delighted to be of service to the Great Khan's carnal emissary. The servants over-performed their parts, knowing they were being observed through a secluded window by Holly's curious lordly host.
After a prep and preen in the harem spaces, she was ushered to the banquet hall and was publicly flaunted throughout the evening's festivities as she belly danced seductively before the mostly male feasting audience. Her host's guests admired their liege's opulent transient consort.
The evening's public entertainment wound down and the esteemed guests were dismissed. Holly retired on the arm of her host to his personal quarters for the mutually desired private belly dance, striptease and frantic fucking.
Not always but often, the thoroughly fucked blonde was awakened deep in the nighttime and conducted nude by the haram handlers to the basement dungeon and, therein, prepared for more of the lord's amusement.
Joined soon after by the nominally sated sheik, her collared and cuffed body was subjected to less tender treatment than the bedroom coupling. The socially unhindered male surged his lust to greater heights, using dog whips, clamps, and crushing hand grips on her naked restrained and abused body, arbitrarily bolstering his perverted whims.
In the sound-proofed cellar, her cries of fear and cascades of tears did little to attenuate his harshness. His fury was only tempered by his fear of retribution from a displeased Great Khan if she sustained permanent markings. The evidence of the dungeon owner's precious male essence, spurted into and onto her body during the trials and tribulations, could easily enough be sluiced away before her return to the sovereign's citadel.
After the first rough sex suffering, Holly gradually built a tolerance for the recurring maltreatment, rationalizing it as just another cross-cultural custom that she had been consigned to discover.
During the recovery periods between those tribute forays, she was assigned to Hassan's weekly harem rotation, periodically warming his bed and body and accommodating his more temperate sexual attentions.
At the end of six months, she returned to her TWA campus, graduated with honors, nurtured fond erotic memories, and vowed to seek out further adventures in exotic foreign lands. And further her existing relationships developed during her extraordinary schooling and educational travels.
Hassan's pleasant mental musings were interrupted, not inhospitably, by the faint bird calls that were now overridden by soft flute music. The time was finally nigh for his reunion with the enticing blonde.
Holly materialized into his presence in her most extravagant belly dance costume, specially fabricated to enhance her special purpose here tonight.
Without greetings or leave, she began her dance, moving with sultry grace, fluttering limbs, turning pirouettes on high heeled toes, shaking shimmies and hip pops, displaying her natural balance of strength and beauty.
The costume's veils fell away in turn, revealing playful flashes, coquettish peeks of bare skin, growing larger with each discarded piece until she was suitably naked except for her sparkly dance heels.
She wore a thin gold waist chain, adorned with a small jeweled golden falcon charm, the token symbol of the Great Khan's kingdom. It had been the Great Khan's personal farewell gift to her, signifying his great esteem for Holly, the carnal emissary, who for a time, had expended tremendous efforts on his behalf and helped maintain royal peace and harmony amongst his loyal sheiks.
The Grand Vizier saw the cherished bauble and also that Holly had remembered one of his personal fetishes. She had allowed her pubic hair to grow in, a trimmed blonde tuff above her perfect pussy.
Holly gracefully dropped to hands and knees, crawled to him, gaining his consent to approach and further the action through eye contact alone. Unbidden and uninhibited, she moved her lovely face over his groin and submissively sucked his cock and lightly fingered his balls, teasing his genitals with loving caresses. He grew in her mouth and she spontaneously progressed the foreplay.
She retrieved a previously hidden sex toy from a handy nearby nook. She held the large chrome butt plug aloft, inspecting it before his view. The plug glimmered in the low romantic light. She suckled the cold metal implement and her oral juices warmed and lubricated its length and breadth.
Holding the toy in her mouth, she used both hands to gently spread the man's ass cheeks and, popping the object free of her lips, maneuvered the rippled cylinder up his anus. The embedded bulb was fashioned to stimulate his prostate gland during their impending sexual dynamics.
Holly now slid her busty nude form up his body and laid against him. They kissed platonically, her signal of subservience to her patron.
She slid her body a bit downward and settled her pussy against the engorged penile knob. Hassan felt the butt probe move when she plunged over him and crammed his erect cock to its fullest depth. She had to pause, dwelling her full weight on his body, mashing her pliable tits to his chest. A little time was needed to let her vaginal tube stretch around its bulky intruder. But she had conflicting sensations. Her clitoris was wedged tightly against his groin, beseeching impatiently for the delicate vaginal tensions to abate and the labia caresses to begin.
Now willing and able to manage the tasks to come, Holly activated her hips and the Grand Vizier's penile nerves were stimulated by her vaginal slithers. The jostles rubbed the butt plug on his sperm seething gland again.
She engaged her body in faster stimuli, rolling her boobs and nuzzling his neck and ears. His hands became a blur of motion, rubbing her ass, swiping along her back, fluffing her long flowing hair.
Hassan was an experienced and well-endowed man, a scion of his culture and master of his fortitude. Conversely, Holly was a mistress of her superb sensual talents. A contest of wills ensued.
He spanked her for the fun of it, hand slaps that reddened rather than hurt her bottom cheeks. She took that for a sign to speed up even more and her hips flashed and flailed quicker on the embedded manly organ.
She worked away tirelessly, a full-body sweat sheening her lovely skin, the man's hands caressing her skin and smearing the wetness. He found the energetic slippery female in his clutches almost impossible to fetter. Ultimately, he surrendered, relaxed back, closed his eyes, and wallowed in her focus on his pleasure.
Holly felt her man succumb to the inevitable, as so many others had done before when under her sexual persistence. She slowed her exertions to match his bodily serenity and pulled long, sensuous strokes of her cunt on his manly organ, banging hard at the bottom to jolt her clitoris and jostle the embedded butt plug caressing his bloated gland. The older man let her feed his desire, his hands lazily fondling her exposed flesh.
The Master of Fortitude felt his nerves forming the familiar tingles in his toes. They skittled up his legs to cluster in his groin. He yielded control and let nature follow its pleasurable path. His brain lit up with neuronal sparks that intuitively commanded his balls to empty their locked-up treasure. They obeyed, spouting out gushes of sperm.



Holly felt his body arch and stiffen, voicing out groans of exertion. Concurrently, she felt the blasts of his pearly essence deep in her inundated lust receptacle. Her heated sweaty body collapsed atop her patron and her chest felt swelled with the pride and satisfaction at having fulfilled her distinct mission of rewarding the man now relaxed beneath her in his post-coital thrall.
The international competition's central supporter lethargically reveled in his unworldly daze that had been brought to fruition by Holly's exceptionally dexterous talents.
** Ned and the Belly Dancer: Private EA Encounter 03 **
Her name was Jamileh. She was Iranian and her moniker meant 'Excellent Talents' in Farsi.
And excellent talents were on display in Ned's private suite as Holly and he watched her hip pops and figure 8's, her ass rocking faster than the eye could see in a 360 circle of fluttering skirt. The motion was fast but not so fast that peek-a-boo pussy flashes spiced the performance. It all ascended to a crescendo and a sudden halt as she tossed aside her top.
The slits in her skirts settled open to reveal her long legs. The hanging panels barely covered her pussy and ass. Her naked upper body was sweaty from her energetic efforts to enchant the Master Judge.
Ned didn't bother with her attributes card. His blood was pounding from just the sight of the explosive dance. Holly moved right away to facilitate their first coupling. She guided Jamileh to straddle Ned.
He held her face as he kissed the candidate's lips, then her nipples and alternated amongst those erogenous points while Holly guided her charge into alignment for genital insertion.
Ned sensed his cock against her pussy and moaned through a mouthful of tit as she slid down along his solid erection. Holly whispered for the little dancer to restart her hip techniques on Ned's embedded erection.
Jamileh felt the fullness and stretch in her little pussy. She set her whole body in motion, writhing and gyrating in Ned's lap, sliding to and fro, loops and strokes. Ned found his voice strained but audible.
"God, Holly, she's so tight! But, that's not a problem because she's nice and wet... God! It feels so good..."
Jamileh's breath and cycles grew in intensity in response to his carnal comments. She soon went rigid and cried out her orgasm. Ned's building lust was distracted by her deed but he was amused at her quickness.
He clung to her through her vibrations, his look of delight aimed at Holly, whose face twinkled back with pride for her protégée and mutual mild amusement at the girl's impertinent self-indulgence.
Ned hugged his lap bound fuckmate close as she lolled her weary head on his shoulder. He waved Holly a backhand 'goodbye'. But the interview proctor wouldn't depart without some final coaching of her underling.
"Stay here with Master Ned, little one. Your interview is far from over. He hasn't cum yet and probably has further use for you."
She left and Ned held Jamileh in his arms, his cock still firm within her moisture-laden cunt.
"Yes, my frisky dear. I still have a use for you. It's my turn. Make me cum."
Jamileh moved up and down groggily, slowly recovering her bearings after her ecstasy. Ned's nose smelled her flowery fragrance, mingled with vaginal dew.
His hand wiggled between their groins and his thumb strummed her clitoris. She twisted violently, almost uncoupling, but was quickly held attached by Ned's other arm holding her down and keeping her pussy in play.
She composed herself and controlled her moves. She consciously pampered their conjunction with less energetic moves than her previous efforts. They led to Ned's eventual peak. She heard him voice his delight and his manly fluids flooded her cunt,
She held him inside while he came down, reflecting his hug. They stayed in the seated pose for a long time until Ned was ready to take her to his bed.
He fucked her twice more through the night, a cowgirl on his prone recovering body and a cunt thumping missionary when he had fully refracted.
He dismissed her in the morning. She hustled through the hallways, clutching her bundle of costume to her breasts. She hoped she had passed the private Evaluation Assessment candidate interview
** Send Off **
As preplanned from the beginning of the subterfuge, all ten sensuous supple contestants were granted TWA Scholarships. The closing celebration gala, a limited private event, found the ten youthful belly dancing competitors joined by Ned, Holly, Krystal, Kevin, and the Grand Vizier.
The close of the dance phase and the ballroom setting did not mean an end to the competition. The ten contestants were excused from their mandatory belly dance outfits and encouraged to wear western-style party attire. They were still vying for winning recognition.
The blooming debutantes dressed in ballroom attire: filmy bodycon sequined dresses with slender shoulders straps, brilliant makeup, coiffed hairdos, sparkly high heels, and glimmering bauble jewelry.
Ned perused the room full of nubile party maidens. He was not alone in his admiration as Kevin and Hassan also took in eyefuls of bodacious bounty. Holly and Krystal stood back, facilitating this final feminine fete, but letting the men collect their due carnal homages after the arduous week of official exertions and responsibilities.
Ned mingled among the fashionably dressed girls until he spied one buxom attendee across the room and his libido revved its siren call to action.
Ishtar, the busty Egyptian, was huddled with two of her friends, laughing gaily at something or nothing. Who cared? They perceived his direct approach and turned their attention to him.
He stood tall over their shorter statures and chatted idly with them while slyly positioning himself on the left side of his objective, continuing the light conversation. He cradled his right arm over her shoulder and nonchalantly slipped her strap down her arm, exposing her plump right breast.
He cupped and weighed the pliant fleshy mass as he and she continued the conversation without pique or pause as if the spontaneous fondling a recent new acquaintance's bare tit in public was a wholly natural male prerogative. Ishtar's only reaction, spied by her friends, was her reflexive eye squint when Ned shifted his focus during the kneading and pinched and rolled her perky nipple.
Her friends smirked at his bold move, seemingly envious that Ned's hand was kneading their friend's soft boob rather than theirs. Ned noted the young maidens' reactions and felt the egotistical rush from their affirmation of his brazen macho feat. Time to actuate his due recompense.
With parting adieus and a growing lust, took his imminent fuck-mate by her hand and hustled her through the thin crowd, headed away to his suite. Her exposed tit bobbled freely in her hurried high heeled stride. Ned peered at the sexy one-boob display and further noticed the tickled expressions of the other watching partiers. His building lust was becoming uncontainable.
Kevin and the Grand Vizier took Ned's moves as a pointed suggestion to match his initiative and gave more attention as they picked out their own fantasy preferences. Hassan decided one was not enough and commandeered two young ladies for himself. Kevin hardly thought it through; every attendee was a knockout beauty. He grabbed the nearest slim hand and towed her along behind him. The pilot and politician strode with their selected companions to their individual suites for the final night of sexual indulgence.
Elsewhere, arriving in his suite, Ned heatedly stripped his companion, leaping in to suckle both bare nipples, repeatedly, each in turn. Then he threw her in bed, leaped aboard, and embraced her willing body, eager to exploit her carnal charms.
The night was a succession of cuddles, caresses, cries, and emissions, flooding her oral and nether orifices with waning measures of ejaculate during the follow on calmer copulations.
It was an agreeable ending to Ned's weeklong schedule of professional alpha male obligations. The next day, seven new coeds, including the Grand Vizier's twin virgin daughters, were sent by commercial airlines to various TWA Campuses in America.
The three top winners plus Holly flew by the G600 to Kansas City. She finalized her reunion with Ned effecting a slow slippery blowjob and a concluding seated fuck.
Hearing the laughing ruckus in the main cabin and seeing his glum expression, Captain Krystal granted Co-Pilot Kevin permission to leave the cockpit and gather with the others in the rear cabin for the onboard orgy. The three nubile belly dancers showed Kevin how TWA candidates express scholarly gratitude for being successfully vetted by TWA, and celebrating Kevin's formally announced induction as the newest permanent member of the TWA Guest Coach Tutor roster.
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** Prologue **
"Are you sure it won't be a bother?"
Bob heard the timorous plea for help in his five years younger little sister's voice. Becky's life had taken a different path than his. Mom and Dad had been doting and loving to them both but there was no inheritance worth speaking of when their parents passed away while Becky was still in high school.
By then, Bob was already in pursuit of scientific and technical college degrees. Soon after graduate school, he had hit upon a green energy breakthrough technology and was awarded the patents. He had licensed those to a startup manufacturing venture that his classmate established and his minority equity stake along the unit royalties, board member stipends, and internal consulting fees provided him a very notable income. He wasn't mega-billions wealthy but an 8-figure nest egg had the 40-something engineering entrepreneur set for life.
He chose to honor his working-class roots and lived modestly in a sleepy little Sunbelt college town. It was the perfect place to avoid the industrial paparazzi and attendant 'gold diggers'. He remained a committed bachelor. Of course, he liked women and sought out intermittent impermanent dalliances far away from his greater home neighborhood.
He had tried to watch out for Becky early on but apparently not well enough, distracted by his college studies and then the startup's hectic schedule. She was four months along and showing at high school commencement. The summer teenaged wedding was followed by the birth of a daughter, Kristi, in the fall. Surprising to those who had heard this ill-fated tale before, Raymond, the young and promising motor mechanic, had been a standup guy, fulfilling his responsibilities and staying in the marriage. A second daughter, Missy, followed the first girl in about a year, and then Ray, Jr arrived a few years after that. Raymond was dedicated to his family and his employer, and his steady paycheck was meagerly augmented by whatever clerical or sales jobs Becky could score. They make ends meet in their Midwest rust belt community but never exceeded working-class status.
Raymond was a typically proud man and spurned any cash gifts or loans from his wife's brother. Bob thought that best anyway; never mix family with money. But Ray half-heartedly acceded to in-kind giveaways, such as a 'used' one-year-old pickup or that all-expenses-paid vacation cruise package that Bob had won but just couldn't 'fit into' his busy schedule.
Now Kristi, who had struggled in elementary school, repeating a grade, had gotten her act together through high school. The extra year of age over her classmates had helped her to succeed and she had been awarded a two-year tuition paid academic scholarship at the college of her choice. But Becky and Raymond's budget wouldn't support the room, board, and incidentals. Could she stay with her Uncle Bobby while attending the college in his Sunbelt hometown?
Bob considered the circumstances. He had purchased his residence in the suburbs, a track development house intended to be an investment rental for dual student occupancy. On the second floor were the two large bedrooms with connected baths and the downstairs held the living room, dining room, kitchen, and the den off the front door that Bob used partially as his home office. Its French doors faced the interior stairs on the other side of the entrance hallway for private admission by business guests. Bob's only nod to his affluence was the wood-fenced in-ground pool and sundeck that he added post-purchase.
There was plenty of room for two semi-independent people as the design had intended.
"Sure. No problem at all. She'll probably be at classes or busy in her room studying unless she's out with her girlfriends or boyfriends."
"No, Bob, no boys! Or at least, no Boy friends. She has made a solemn promise to avoid boys until after she graduates college. You know my story."
"Jeez, Becky, there are contraceptives, you know."
"They're not perfect. I was on the pill and it happened anyway. And there are other risks, like STDs, DUI's and drugs."
"Okay, point taken. When is she coming?"
"Classes start in two weeks. Raymond and I can pinch our savings, take a week off from work and drive her down there."
"Nah, Becky. That truly sounds like a bother. I'll book her a flight and save you the trouble. You get her to your airport and I'll meet her at mine."
"Oh, Bob, you're always too good to us. Kristi is a lucky girl to have an uncle like you."
"I'm not so sure of that, Becky."
He chuckled at her sincere gratitude then spoke with a solemn voice.
"And I promise to take care of her and look after her well-being. And no boyfriends; I get it."
They exchanged goodbyes and ended the call.
** September **
Bob stood in the baggage claim area, outside the TSA security boundary. He watched the tired passengers trudging to the luggage carousels. There were several middle-aged couples, some with teenagers, a few single walkers, possibly businessmen, with a gaggle of three young ladies mingled in.
Then a blonde teenager in a short skirt and loose jeans jacket, lugging a guitar case, walked by. She probably wasn't it; he remembered Kristi as having dark hair, though she could have bleached it. Another student-aged girl with long wavy brunette tresses, a cute face, short skirt, and blouse, carrying a shoulder strap carry-on bag, trudged by. Last in line was another older teenaged girl with a cropped brunette hairdo and preppy style clothes, hauling a small roller valise. That could be the right backdrop for a college-bound niece. Maybe...
He hadn't seen Kristi in years. At his last visit to the family town, she had been a gangling tomboy with a bobbed haircut. None of these girls looked familiar. He hoped she hadn't missed her flight.
Bob followed behind the foot traffic making its way to the baggage claim carousel where a loud buzzer and flashing light announced the arrived flight's and a belt full of disgorged checked pieces. He stood back, watching, waiting, not sure how to approach. He didn't want an 'unwelcome stalker incident' in a public space. The folks milled around, lifting cases from the moving belt, gathering their group, and departing for ground transportation.
Bob watched and waited as the crowd thinned. One brunette college-aged teen whooped and jumped into a husky young athletic stud's arms. No boys allowed, so that couldn't be Kristi.
Finally, the only person left was the brunette with long hair, looking around for her party. Bob abruptly realized that the pretty girl remaining was probably his niece. She and Bob eyed each other and assumed that the other might be their contact.
"Kristi?"
"Uncle Bobby?"
They walked briskly towards each other, smiling wide at the long-delayed reunion, and fell into a platonic hug. It may have been platonic for Kristi but Bob felt her well-built breasts mash against his chest and he probably held the hug a little longer than an uncle should. But Kristi didn't seem to notice. They gathered her bags and made their way to the parking garage, exiting the airport in Uncle Bobby's sports car.
On the way to his house, the pair gossiped about family matters and chatted about current and future plans. Kristi was amazed that in her 19th year, she was headed to college and promising horizons.
At the house, Bob gave Kristi the nickel tour and showed her the large second bedroom with sitting and study space and its connected bath. It was a little bare of furniture, just a queen-sized bed, and a dresser but he assured her she could fit it out any way she liked. Just pick out what she wanted and he would have it delivered. He left her to get settled in and make decorating plans with a further invitation.
"I'll be out at the pool deck if you need anything."
"Thanks, Uncle Bobby. A quick swim would be nice. The weather here is so nice."
Bob lounged outside, surfing the net, catching up on his business emails. He heard the patio door slide open and turned to see Kristi emerge, and forgot all about business.
She wore an old men's dress shirt over an outgrown small bikini swimsuit, challenging the faded fabrics to contain her tits and ass. Bob stared uncontrollably as she sashayed across the deck, her hair fluttering in the slight breeze.
"Wow, Uncle Bobby, you sure do have a nice home."
She gingerly dipped one toe, nodded her approval of the temperature, and shrugged off the shirt. Her back arching motion pressed her boobs fuller into her top and Bob's cock twitched at the bountiful display.
A spring and launch dove her into the water. She popped up in the middle, sweeping back her hair from her wet face, then swam around the edge, dipping down occasionally, her rounded ass rolling upward and re-submerging in recurrent patterns. Bob's reflections on his resident visitor were mutating from good uncle to naughty uncle.
Then she swam to the edge near Bob and plopped her tits on the concrete ledge. She cupped and tossed some droplets towards his chaise, her teasing smile tempting him.
"Come on in, Uncle Bobby."
"Not right now, thanks. It's almost dinner time. Hungry?"
"Sure."
She pushed up and popped onto her feet on the deck, water draining off her hourglass body. Bob tossed her a towel and she wrung out her hair before wiping the towel across her curves.
"Get dressed and I'll meet you in the den. Like Italian? I know a great place in town."
Kristi wore a loose mini-dress to the restaurant. Even though it somewhat veiled her curves, the waiters were overly attentive and Bob noticed their jealous admiration of his bodacious niece.
The days passed by routinely. Kristi started her classes and studied her homework while secluded in her bedroom or relaxing at the pool. She tricked out her private space with bedroom and bath fittings and fixtures, a coordinated pink and white motif. A three-foot plush Teddy Bear loitered on one side of her queen size bed. Uncle Bobby gave her a pre-loaded debit card with a monthly deposit for her walking around money and incidentals, including wardrobe items.
Bob found himself getting more relaxed about the second resident dwelling in his bachelor pad.
** October **
It was a party in her honor, albeit just the two of them. She had completed her pink and white themed bedroom remodeling and now they were celebrating her birthday a day early. Bob bought champagne and after burgers and birthday cake, Kristi tried the bubbly elixir and found several flutes to be just her 'cup of tea'. The conversation descended into giggles and lame puns. Kristi kept touching his arm or knee. She brushed her hair behind her ear, clearing her neck, every time she rose from bent over belly laughs, during which Uncle Bobby got a down blouse eyeful of his niece's no bra tits.
They were both buzzed when Kristi called it an early night and ascended to her bedroom. Bob cleared the dishes, re-imagining the peekaboo teases of the breasts he so much adored. His balls percolated at those thoughts and the alcohol muddled his prudence. Kristi was growing older without any self-awareness of her sexuality. Bob rationalized that the best defense against the evils of boys was knowledge. Kristi would be best served if she knew how to cope with the masculine gender's advances.
He strode upstairs, undressed in his own bedroom, and snuck naked down the hallway to hers. The door was ajar and the hinges silently complied with his push. She lay on her side, facing away from the door. She was hugging her Teddy Bear to her chest, its stoic expression and one of its button eyes creepily watching guard over her shoulder towards the door. Uncle Bobby felt the bear's stare.
Regardless, he plunged ahead, stepped inside, and crawled into her bed, under the covers. She was almost in slumber but fully awoke when someone spooned her soft body. She turned her head to see her Uncle Bobby in her bed, a bit alarmed by the intrusion but too uncertain of the circumstances to make too much of a fuss.
"Uncle Bobby? What's wrong? Do you need something?"
"Yes, Kristi, in fact, I do. And so do you. Do you know what sex is like?"
She tensed her belly and groin at the suggestive question.
"Well, kind of. My girlfriends gossip about their dates. They really seem to like it. But Mama has warned me to avoid boys until later. I know my family's story and Mama is afraid I will slip like she did and ruin my future."
"I understand your mother's concerns but I am not a boy; I am a grown man. And as an adult member of your family, I am equally concerned about your entire welfare and self-awareness. Healthy sex is a part of that. And I can protect you from mistakes and carefully lead you to only safe male encounters. You can trust me to be gentle and kind."
Kristi was apprehensive but unresisting when Uncle Bobby took her Teddy Bear away and carefully set it aside, on the floor next to the bed. Then she raised her hips to help him tenderly slide her out of her booty shorts pajama pants. He pressed her to sit up while he pulled the midi tee-shirt over her head.
Her dark brown waves settled in a puffy mess about her shoulders and Uncle Bobby saw her breasts in profile, suspended from her chest. They jiggled when she finger-combed her hair and shook her head to settle the tresses before laying back down. With the bedmates equally naked, he kissed her mouth while sliding a finger gingerly over her pink labia lips.
She felt the little tingles grow as he worked up some moisture. She tilted her hips towards him and relaxed her clenched thighs to make it easier for him to play there. He eased her legs more open, rolling her fully onto her back. He controlled his fervor as he rose above her, spread her thighs further apart, and settled his hips into her saddle. She was watching his face and he saw her blue eyes shine in the soft room light.
This wasn't how she imagined her first time would be but she was disgruntled at her mother's imposed celibacy. Now was as good a time as any and Uncle Bobby was a seeming choice. She felt his swollen tip touch her pussy and nervously flinched away. And then the pertinent question.
"They said it would hurt. Will it?"
"A little sting, but only the first time. I'll be gentle, just as I promised you I would be."
Before she could reflect on his response, Uncle Bob pressed forward, inching his knob inside, pulling back to spread her natural lubrication, cycling himself deeper into her virginal orifice until his tip felt the maiden barrier. He held there, letting her feel the fullness of his shallow penetration.
"It's time to become a woman. Take a deep breath, hold me tight and the sting will pass away soon."
She did as he said. He felt her hug strengthen, her breasts mash his chest. He braced his body and pushed hard, cycled back, and pressed harder. The second effort burst him through. Her muffled yip signaled him to pause and her slowly expelled breath of relief signaled him to carry on. He proceeded to thrust steadily, long and slow in consideration for her first time.
One goal had been accomplished, she was past her virginity.
The second goal was at hand. He needed to work his own libido to a high pitch and let her feel her first man's ejaculation in her core. He thrust progressively harder, feeling the sensations build in his cock nerves, until with a manly growl of satisfaction, he loosed his shots of semen into his niece's newly unlocked womanhood. He wound down, withdrew, and laid aside.
Uncle Bobby knew that Kristi had experienced her slow, sensitive deflowering that night but hadn't necessarily relinquished her youthful candor. She laid beside him, next to her first-ever sex mate in an easy post-coital high. Uncle Bobby cuddled her as he advised her to keep quiet about their incestuous conspiracy.
"Let's be smart about this. We can continue to have sex intermittently but we must be discrete. We will only fuck here at home and not upset your mother by divulging any salacious facts."
Kristi was disposed to cooperate as long as Uncle Bobby continued providing these pleasant sexual occurrences. He continued.
"I promised you safe man encounters and I want you to trust me with that responsibility."
She settled closer to her protector and teacher. They smooched and cuddled, happy that their private relationship would move them even closer. Uncle Bobby hoped she would remember this special night as it passed midnight into the next calendar day. He lauded her arrival into womanhood.
"Happy Birthday, Kristi. You're 20 years old now and more of a young woman than a young girl. I'll come to you as much as I can manage."
"I'm here whenever you need me, Uncle Bobby. I want to make you feel as happy as I do right now."
He savored the feeling of pride that his little scheme was moving in a positive direction. Uncle Bobby gave her back the Teddy Bear which she hugged again to her chest, this time facing the door. Both she and the stoic-faced Teddy Bear watched him leave and close the door. He went back to his own bedroom as a happier man and slept peacefully all night, dreaming of Kristi and their exclusive relationship.
** November / Decmber **
Kristi was now available to Uncle Bobby at his whim, and he used her body for his satisfaction several nights a week. But in his wily middle age, he had to pace himself to maintain his stamina, allowing a few days of refraction between the incestuous trysts.
He usually fucked her after some particular daytime event tickled his libido: like the coffee barista's over-exposed cleavage or a student jogger in black stretchy yoga clothes whose fluid tits and tight little ass bounced to her stride. Or maybe the buxom rookie weather girl on the late TV playfully pushing her tightly encased boobs in the face of her ogling male audience.
And Kristi was a quick learner, especially with the right motivation, and she found she could orgasm herself on his thrusting cock. But even if she was unable to generate her own sexual euphoria every time, she was vicariously happy when she made her sexual mentor happy.
He showed her how to help him help her. He taught her to kiss his knob and tongue lap his vee to gain a maximum erection. In short time, he reciprocated and showed her how he could really excite her with cunnilingus foreplay.
Things were going well and they looked forward to even more.
So he got more demanding, urging her to suck him and take his cum in her mouth. She was timid and only suckled half his cock, tonguing the knob. When the geysers of milky man juice filled her mouth, she briefly, though reluctantly, held the salty ejaculate in her mouth but was opposed to swallowing and spit it aside. Uncle Bobby was tolerant of her phobia, knowing she would come around eventually. Her deep-throating and swallowing would develop in due time.
Before she flew home for a weeklong winter holiday, Uncle Bobby fucked his luscious niece three times during their final night together, hoping the sperm depletion would make his life tolerable through a longer refraction period and the dreary sexual drought until she returned.
** January **
It was time for the annual energy industry association's New Year's Eve party, held at an out-of-town hotel and convention center. Bob took Kristi along as his 'plus one' and she attended the party stunningly arrayed in a bodycon red cocktail dress, a racy Christmas present from her mischievous Uncle Bobby. Light blue heels matched the color of her eyes.
She attracted the gallantry of Bob's colleagues, giving each captivated man her focused attention. She giggled girlishly with the elder ones, touching their arm innocently, seeing their old eyes beam with unachievable impulses. The attentions of the younger, more virile men tempered her exuberance as she subliminally imparted a more accessible vibe. Their gaze constantly dipped to her impressively displayed pushed-up cleavage, a built-in feature of the elegant dress. Uncle Bobby was both proud and jealous as she charmed them all.



But he wondered, apprehensively, whether she was just politely acting out her festivity companion role or was truly enchanted by the admiration of the handsome men. His untamable possessiveness percolated his balls and he needed sincere reassurance of her emotional fidelity to him.
The familial duo quietly exited early for their upper-floor hotel suite. Uncle Bobby was in a particular heat, having collected his newly returned niece only today just before the reception and hadn't seen her for almost a month. He could hardly get her dress unfastened and off her body fast enough. His own duds flew off hastily. They climbed into bed and smoothly fused their bodies after the long weeks of sexual hiatus.
It was near midnight and Uncle Bobby was vigorously thrusting when he heard the distant crowd call out '10...', commencing the annual countdown chant. He purposefully slowed his pace and matched the rhythm of the crowd shouted mantra.
'9...'
Uncle Bobby plunged deep.
'8...'
He drew back almost to the tip.
'7...'
In again, feeling her membranes stretched by his swollen knob.
'6...'
Her breathing sucked a gasp as his corona rubbed her G spot on the outstroke.
'5...'
A hard-pressed push that banged her clitoris and produced another 'oomph' from her.
'4...'
A slippery withdrawal.
'3...'
Almost there, he felt his teeming sperm churning, begging for release. Kristi's mouth was open, gusting her shallow breaths.
'2...'
A final deep plunge and a hold while his prostate was instinctively squashed by the surrounding muscle basket. Its collapse forced the ova fertilizing nectar on its way to its intended objective.
'1...'
Uncle Bobby's ejaculate exploded up his urethra, shooting volumes of jetting juice out the tip. He was too overwrought to feel her vaginal undulations ripple along his buried shaft. With mutual cries of ecstasy, the conjoined fuck mates clung together in the rapture of sexual gratification. Their gulps of air couldn't cover the joyous sound of party revelers elsewhere cheering in another calendar period.
'Happy New Year!'
Uncle Bob collapsed on her still vibrating body as Kristi managed to slow her post-orgasmic gusts to an effective oxygenating cadence. He recovered enough consciousness to emit a grunted celebration of his own into the perfumed hair that clouded his face.
"Happy New Year, Kristi".
She nuzzled his cheek and smooched his neck, then mumbled her infatuated reply.
"Happy New Year to you too, Uncle Bobby. It's going to be a good one."
His thoughts were that he couldn't agree more. He rolled to sidle up and spoon his buxom niece, burying his face in her disheveled brunette waves. He hugged a handful of stiffened nipple boob and closed his eyes. Sleep came easily.
Kristi lay awake in his embrace, her thoughts a lineup of naked manly characters resembling her earlier male conversationalists at the party. One or two had been particularly attractive to her; strong, tall, handsome and seemingly attracted to her.
Uncle Bobby was a great fuck-mate and she still mildly smoldered in the afterglow from their robust fuck. He had promised to guide her to 'safe man' encounters; she assumed he meant some men other than himself. When would he make good on that pledge? Soon, she hoped.
** February **
Bob's graduate school classmate and business partner, Mike, arrived unannounced to discuss an important business deal. He had stumbled across an extraordinary opportunity to acquire rare earth ores from Chile.
Bob was the joint venture's genius chief engineer and holder of the key patents for their high-tech specialty products. Mike, on the other hand, was the astute wheeler-dealer and business manager. Their collaboration was a killer combo that generated mega-million profits, allowing them both to pursue their separate cavalier lifestyles. But Mike always sought partner Bob's agreement on the means and methods to pursue technology-based ventures like this valuable acquisition.
Putting off the impeding seclusion of the den for intense business discussions, they lounged at the pool, where Bob introduced Mike to Kristi. Mike had heard of the industry association members' gossip about Bob's New Year's date and now he discovered what all the fuss was about. It seemed the fuss was about something very good. The bikinied college beauty extended her hand.
"Pleased to meet you, sir."
"Ah, let's not be too formal. Call me Uncle Mike."
He gave the young woman a big bear hug, squeezing her plush body tight to his own. Kristi felt a surprising buzz shoot through her tummy and groin.
After that, Kristi felt jittery, strangely intrigued by the handsome middle-aged man. She toddled about, fixing snacks, fetching drinks, and playing the hostess. Bob noticed her nervous energy whenever she came near to Mike. She was in a giddy mood, showing flirty facial expressions, and peering shy side glances towards the athletic visitor.
Later, Bob and Mike were rounding up their deliberations in the office den when Kristi, redressed in casual attire, came in to say she was retiring for the night. She kissed Uncle Bob's cheek 'Good Night' and gave a coy cupped hand wave towards Uncle Mike. She turned and trotted to the stairs, her short skirt flapping, flashing a bit of white panties and ass cheek. She gave a last quick glance over her shoulder at Uncle Mike before scampering upstairs to her bedroom.
She practiced her usual routine to stand by, or as was the case in this house, lay by, just in case this night she would be called upon to appease Uncle Bobby's sexual pressures.
Mike watched her bouncy vitality prance away, captivated by her natural beauty and buxom fit figure, drawn to her nubile allure. Mike wondered aloud, posing his thoughts as a half-serious joke.
"Must be tough for her living with her stodgy old uncle... unless she likes older men."
Bob caught the subtle message and flaunted his status.
"Well, actually, she's managed quite well. Since I popped her cherry last fall, we've fucked a couple of times a week."
Mike's expression was a progression of doubt, jealousy, and hope. Bob read his thoughts and elaborated details of their secret relationship, both familial and sexual. Mike's open smiles showed how much he admired his friend's brazen chutzpah.
"Wish I could be you for a night."
Bob mulled his friend's flippant statement. Kristi was a real boon to his ego, but her sexuality was maturing rapidly and she must be developing passionate desires beyond her Uncle Bobby. She had seemed drawn to his industry associates at the New Year's Eve gala, seemingly enough to have piqued his jealousy. And she had obviously been flirting with 'Uncle' Mike all day. Maybe this was a good time for a little branching out. It would be a chance to broaden Kristi's sexual horizons, guiding her to the safe male relationships he had promised to provide.
"So, what's stopping you? Go get some pussy, tiger."
Mike looked hard at Bob. Was his partner mocking him?
Bob took a sip of his drink and gestured his glass towards the stairs. Mike was still unsure and Bob reaffirmed his offer.
"I'm serious. Tell her I said you're a safe man she can trust, just like I promised her. Go on, man, see what it's like to be me for a night."
Mike decided to pounce before Bob changed his mind. He gulped the last of his cocktail and jumped from his chair. He hustled light-footed up the stairs, negotiating the hallway down to her room at the end. He halted his rush and paused to gather his presence, taking a cleansing breath before opening the portal to his imminent appointment with paradise.
Uncle Bob had fucked Kristi last night, and though she was always willing, she wasn't really expecting him again for a day or two.
She was drowsy but inwardly enlivened by her recent brush with the handsome new stranger downstairs. So she was somewhat alert but still too sluggish to clearly see the silhouette of the broad-shouldered tall image that had opened her door. She sat up, her perfect youthful boobs and nipples exposed naked in the pink bunny rabbit night light glow. Her soft voice expressed concern.
"Uncle Bobby? You need me so soon again? It was just last night."
"Please, Kristi, I asked you to call me Uncle Mike."
Her vision cleared and she saw that it certainly was Uncle Mike standing there. Were the sudden butterflies flitting in her tummy from fear, anxiety, desire, hope, eagerness? Most probably all of them at once. She hugged her giant Teddy Bear bed toy to her front, an unconscious act of safe haven.
"Why are you here? Is there something wrong?"
"Oh, no, Kristi. Everything is alright. Uncle Bobby said to tell you that it is okay for us to get more intimately acquainted tonight. He said I'm a safe man you can trust."
Kristi understood the key code words and realized that Uncle Bobby was finally delivering on his promise, leading her to a new 'safe man' encounter, this fill-in bedmate for tonight. He was guiding her toward fuller sexual maturity but she still watched warily as Uncle Mike moved closer.
He gently lifted the three-foot Teddy Bear from her arms and sat the plush toy in a chair across from the foot of the queen-size bed.
She was calmly unresisting when he pulled the sheets from over her thighs and boldly tugged her panties down and off her legs. He pocketed the souvenir undies before dropping his own clothes to the floor.
She saw his long semi-hardness waggle as he moved to her pink and white-sheeted bedside and assumed the relocated bed toy's place at her side. He cupped her chin and kissed her trembling lips. She warmed to the oral touch and reflected the smooch, feeling his fingers edging her plush labia. She accepted his caresses and kisses, moving to finger his erection, employing the massaging penal touches that Uncle Bobby always liked. Uncle Mike's penis was fatter, longer, with a more prominent swollen head. She was a bit pensive about its ultimate fit in her moistening pussy.
Mike's lips moved to her tits and his tongue lapped her broad sensitive nipples, raising the nubs for his chance to suckle them. She heard her heartbeat drumming in her ears. Her body was warm all over and her pussy tingled.
In a sexual heat, she rolled on her back, spreading her legs, pulling Uncle Mike atop her into missionary pose, determined, in his words, to 'get more intimately acquainted' with the man Uncle Bobby had indicated she could trust.
Mike was completely enamored with her youthful beauty, her baby powder body scents, and the flowery shampoo tones that filled his nostrils, but especially the docile reception she had granted him into her bed.
Kristi reached between them and helped position his knob, moaning in joy as she felt him swiftly slide deep inside her wet feminine tube. Her distended snug membranes burnished his cock with each stroke, giving her those familiar genital sensations. She clutched at his muscular back as he pumped his cock strongly in her cunt. Her emotions rose, but not fast enough for her own culmination as she heard his cry and felt his manly essence flood her womb before the slowed strokes halted too soon for her own blissful satisfaction.
He sagged and rested, letting her unfulfilled body carry his languid weight, collapsed in post-ejaculation fatigue.
Mike heard the clock chime midnight and perceived the calendar date. In his own coarse way, he acknowledged her sensual talents with a moaning and praiseful whisper.
"Happy Valentine's Day, Kristi"
She cooed her reply with a deep sense of pride for fully pleasing her second-ever man, even if not herself.
"Happy Valentine's Day to you too, Uncle Mike."
Mike woke in the morning with Kristi still sleeping, her face calm, bearing a contented expression. He carefully sat up and saw the Teddy Bear with its fixed sown button eye face staring back reproachfully. His conscience needed to rationalize his recent lusty actions.
'Don't be judgmental, pal. If you had a cock of your own, you would be drilling her yourself, every single night.'
Mike carefully untangled from her limbs and flowing tresses and tiptoed to her bathroom. She had modeled it with the same pink and white décor, including a pink flamingo shower curtain. The smell of baby powder rose-vanilla aromas infused the air. He showered in her bath, applying her girly soaps and shampoos.
She was awake, sitting up in bed, when he returned to retrieve his clothes. Her naked torso was propped up on pillows, her face held a 'welcome back' smile. Her breasts lay open to his view, her arms crossed beneath the swells, presenting them more boldly for his continued play.
He nodded approvingly at the sight but picked up his clothes and dressed, trying to ignore her frown of disappointment.
Stepping close to lean over her, he saw her tilt up her face for a kiss, but he kissed her forehead in a chaise platonic show of indifference.
"See you around, kiddo."
Then Uncle Mike turned and walked out the door, leaving to pursue the lucrative business proposal that had brought him unexpectedly into her life.
** March **
Mike had successfully negotiated the acquisition of the rare earth ores and invited the Chilean Minister responsible for export licenses to Florida for final signatures. Having seen Kristi's fascination with tropical scenes and flamingos, he convinced Bob to loan Kristi to him for a Spring Break fling at Miami Beach.
She was thrilled by the sense of adventure and the long-awaited reunion with Uncle Mike, especially for an extended time together when she could avail herself of his muscular body and create some elusive female orgasms.
He took her to a beachfront luxury hotel, and they spent sunny days of topless swimming pool laziness, casual strolls on the adjoining ocean strand, fine dining on Ocean Drive, and stupendous moonlit nights romping in bed. In public, Kristi wore neon-colored thongs, along with a buttoned sleeveless top that, by design, barely concealed the shadowed disks surrounding her suggestive pokey nipples.
When they ventured far from the hotel surrounds, they entered the international beach zone. Mike would, without asking her leave or permission, simply do away with her beach cover for an ego-boosting promenade amongst the German 'fraus' and French 'femmes' sunbathing in the topless beach areas.
The early week was full of fun and frolic and, whenever earned, orgasms for Kristi. Then Friday arrived and his anticipated deal closing dinner and special event with Don Pablo, the license granting official.
Kristi donned her stretchy red bodycon cocktail dress for the formal dinner, the one that had enthralled Uncle Bobby's New Year's Eve business buddies.
The gourmet meal was sumptuous and Don Pablo's secretary companion was almost as lovely as Kristi. She seemed at ease with her traveling patron and sometimes chimed into the business discussion, adding information and facts at Don Pablo's behest.
The savory dessert was dispensed and enjoyed after which Mike suggested they take their after-dinner aperitifs in his penthouse suite. High above the surrounding rooftops, the pair of couples mingled, remarking on the glamour of the twinkling city lights far below.
Don Pablo placed the unendorsed licenses on the bar counter, turned, and looked expectantly at his host. Mike gently took Kristi by the shoulders and moved her into a model presentation pose before their VIP guest. He leaned in to whisper in her ear as he held her hands loosely behind her back.
"You know you can trust me just as you do Uncle Bobby. Don Pablo is a safe man and we want you to trust him and treat him with the same tenderness that you do with us."
Kristi didn't nod or flinch but calmly gazed at Don Pablo as Mike plucked at her dress straps and slid them down her arms. He unzipped the back, letting the front of the dress bloom open and drop to the floor. Kristi was nude but for her heels, standing in the middle of the hotel tower's luxury suite with three awed adults eyeing her nudity.
Mike took her arms and drew them further behind her, expanding her chest, presenting her round tits to Don Pablo, offering them up for his handling and play. The Latino man stepped forward and reached out, palming her generous youthful breasts, a lovely pair of handfuls that he kneaded freely.
She was unresisting, having heard Uncle Mike's instructions, complying with his intention of submitting her body to Don Pablo. She simply looked downward to where his hands fondled her boobs. All of her nascent masculine encounters so far affirmed that a woman was supposed to be treated this way by a safe man desiring her charms.
Don Pablo perceived her deference and waved Uncle Mike away. Feeling her chaperone step back, she bent a knee to lower her face, intending to follow the learned foreplay routine and suck her newest acquaintance's cock. But he halted her in mid-dip, his hands under her arms, and lifted her up and against him.
He clutched a bare ass cheek with one hand while the other clasped her chin. The stubbly bearded dark man took a deep kiss which Kristi gamely returned, moving her hands to rest on his waist. Encouraged, he pulled her closer, feeling her supple boobs mash against his chest, peered over her bare shoulder at the two respectful onlookers, and extended them equal bidding for satisfaction.
"Maria, be a dear, take care of our host. Show him our gratitude for his extraordinary gift to me."
Having given his permission for the others to take of themselves, he led Kristi to the sofa and laid her back. He spread her legs wide open. She opened her arms to accept his body on her's. But, instead, he knelt and pressed his face to her pussy.
She was inspired by the tongue laps on her cunt lips and the bristly scratches on the close-by skin at her inner thighs. She thought he would stop when she was fully aroused and even more ready to fuck. But he continued the lingual play until she was overwhelmed by lust and careened off in ecstatic delight, her first-ever cunnilingus orgasm.
Satisfied that he had done his macho duty, Don Pablo rose, wet-faced from her vaginal dew, and helped her to stand. He took her hand, left in left, with his right on her ass, and promenaded his weak-kneed contract endorsing damsel towards the bedroom. She model walked beside him, giving Mike and Maria an undulating ass show.
When inside, Don Pablo turned and gave the other adults a last look before closing the French doors.
Maria and Mike watched the cunnilingus and bedroom retirement stroll play out. She touched his cheek tenderly and spoke softly in a Spanglish accent.
"Mr. Mike, do you want to fuck me?"
"Of course."
Maria leapt ahead without hesitation. She plucked his shirt buttons, belt, and fly as he pulled her cleavage molding dress off her breasts. The sight was wondrous and he instinctively groped her boobs. They cooperated to press the loosened clothes down and off both their bodies.
Mike drew Maria down to the floor, laying her out and saddling his hips into her open thighs but not penetrating. They paused to caboodle and kiss. Then he drove fiercely into the Latina, enjoying her mixed grunt of surprise and pleasure.
He pounded away for quite a while before jetting his juice into this newly acquainted female. But Maria was not finished or satisfied. Her Hispanic blood was heated by the previous cunnilingus show and this rough sex coupling. She reciprocated his lust and used Mike for hours as her personal sex toy, a male stud readily available for her oversized libido.
-----
Don Pablo led Kristi to the waiting bed. She was subdued, her pussy still tingled from the orgasm. He pressed her to mount the mattress and she lay out, facing him as he joined her. He lay beside her and embraced her for a kiss. She tasted her own vaginal residue on his lips. Her hand slipped to his cock and felt the hardness. He rolled atop her and smoothly entered, one hand cradling an ass cheek, the other clutching the back of her neck. She felt his thickness slide down her tunnel and his pubis bumped her clitoris, jolting her idling buzz back into high gear.



Don Pablo's long slow strokes were wonderful and she felt the rush come on. She peaked and cried out her ecstasy. He paused only briefly as her body shuddered in his arms. His own lust overwhelmed his control and he spewed deep inside. She felt the Hispanic sperm coat her womb and went into her third orgasmic body shudder in less than an hour. They smooched and cuddled through the afterglow and eventually dozed, entangled in sheets and sweaty limbs.
Later, after allowing her to suck his cock back to hardness, the second bed-borne fuck gave Don Pablo more of the feminine-induced relief he craved to completely drain his balls of lust.
In the morning, a weary Mike awoke alone and stumbled about the room, gaining his bearings. His guests were gone and, through the open bedroom doors, he saw Kristi sleeping away her fatigue in the rumpled sheets. Her wavy brown locks were splayed about her head and a tit uncovered. She was the perfect image of a fucked out female. Under different circumstances, Uncle Mike's motor would have revved up at the sexy sight and he would have crawled in with her and given her another good fucking. But he was drained and desperately needed coffee to put his head and his morning back together. He found the officially endorsed licenses atop the bar counter where Don Pablo had placed them before departing.
-----
Bob took the forced time off from being with Kristi to visit a Native American casino, a necessary distraction from his sexual urges during her absence. He hoped the gaming's colorful lights and ringing bells would help him deal with his short-term loss of sexual companionship. He made it a valiant try.
Bob was losing at roulette but the losses for him were inconsiderable; they were a meager amount of his overall wealth and well within his occasional gambling allowance. He collared a passing cocktail waitress, name tag 'Sable', who cheerily kissed his last remaining chip.
His subsequent final play on the go-for-broke choice of the double balls miraculously hit big, earning the highest multiple, 37x, more than erasing his losses. The waitress hopped in her heels and giggled at his fortune. She set aside her tray for hugging impromptu celebration with the lucky gentleman. Bob forgot to remove his winnings from the table. When he turned back, he realized his mistake but it was too late, the dealer had passed his hand over the board: 'No more bets'.
Lightning never strikes the same place twice. Except, in this case, it did. The little ball bounced and dropped in the wheel and settled a second time in the double '00s. His payout was now a double 37. It was a small fortune for others and still a tidy sum for Bob. He retrieved his six-figure winnings and flipped the lipstick marked $100 chip back to his feminine lucky charm who snagged the spinning disk in mid-air with one hand and a saucy wink.
The Floor Manager safeguarded him through the congratulating crowd to the cashier's cage, where Bob's account was credited with his jackpot-sized winnings. This casino supervisor knew his role in the organizational profit plan and needed to encourage this high roller to stay awhile, giving the casino a chance to salvage the payout over the coming days.
"Sir, we would like you to stay tonight in our deluxe penthouse suite, completely complimentary. Maybe you'll be inclined to play some more with us for a few days and indulge your lucky streak."
The suite was spacious and well furnished. Bob showered and was still wet when he heard the door buzzer. He wrapped his waist with a towel and went to answer it. There stood his lucky cocktail waitress, still sporting her Indian maiden floor costume.
"Want some company?"
Bob was always wary of 'gold diggers' which is why he lived low-key in the sleepy college town.
"That depends. How much does 'company' cost?"
She held up the lipstick smooched chip.
"Ten more of these."
He laughed at her boldness.
"Sorry, cashed them out. Would you take a check?"
"Only if it's signed by your wife."
"Sorry again, no wife"
"Then hard cash it is... upfront, of course."
"I don't know. How do I know what I'm getting?"
The girl looked furtively around the top floor quadrangle hallway for any inopportune spectators. The coast was clear so she quickly spread her beaded leather vest, giving him a quick flash of her firm tits.
"Okay, that was a little preview. So... now can I come in?"
Bob was feeling frisky from his double dose of fortune, the actual pot of lucky money and the potential pussy of this lusty honey. She moved to enter but he blocked her way, smirking.
"Not so fast. The price of admission is panties."
She nodded agreement and stepped ahead but he blocked her again; he wasn't finished. It was almost an evil grin but he meant it as a playful one.
"Upfront, of course."
She gazed around the hallway again, frowning. Sighing compliance, she skinned them out from under her fringed leather skirt, providing an inadvertent pussy flash, and handed them over. Silky entrance fee in hand, Bob graciously ushered her through the portal, laying the trophy undies and ten $100 bills on the dresser top.
She stood expectantly watching him as he sat on an upholstered divan and flipped open his towel, exposing his semi-tumescence. She was unhesitant in stripping off her costume leather vest and skirt, displaying her trim naked body, retaining only her heels. When she had passed him at the doorway, he noticed that even with high heels the head of the short American Indian damsel only came to his shoulder. However, her long straight black hair draped her back all the way down, swaying across her tight ass cheeks and presenting an enticing view.
"So, how do you want me?"
He pointed to his groin and smacked an air kiss. She understood and leaned over straight-legged at the waist, bracing her hands on his thighs. Her mouth sucked in his semi-tumescent cock; her tongue swept the knob and pecked at the tip slit. Bob was intrigued by her hanging mammary cones. One hand fingered her dangling nipples and the other reached under to strum her labia. The genital sensations got her moaning on his cock and the penile vibrations caused his libido to rise quicker and higher. As his breathing deepened, she paused and looked up.
"Do you want to cum in my mouth?"
"No, I want to cum in your pussy."
"Okay, then..."
She dutifully stood and straddled his thighs. Carefully aligning, she worked her wet pussy smoothly over his knob and down the shaft. The penetration move brushed his corona along her juicy channel. She moved up and down, now bracing her hands on his shoulders. Her titties danced in the space between their bodies.
Bob tried to hold out but Sable was very good, combining strokes with clenches. He hugged her close at the end and spewed in her tight little cunt. In the post-ejaculation buzz, he mentally mused that the moonlighting waitress did not have Kristi's natural sexy aura but he saw that Sable was trying very hard to give full value in fair trade. They moved to the bed and another cowgirl start led to a roll into sidesaddle and, this time, a mutual orgasm after an elongated coupling.
At dawn, Bob awoke alone in bed, his sleep having been disturbed by daylight and giggled voices at the door. His still naked guest and hostess rolled in the delivered breakfast cart, having just tipped the appreciative busboy with an eyeful of her tits and ass. She served Bob his breakfast in bed.
Munching his toast, he delicately asked her story. Sable volunteered that she was a single mother, raising her three-year-old son alone after escaping his abusive alcoholic father. She had struggled her way through school to an imminent associate's degree in business management and hoped to climb the casino hierarchy to a better position, one that would be a steady paying day job that would fully support herself and her offspring. Until then, she was making ends meet with extracurricular activities like this one.
Bob was touched by her determination and willingness to sacrifice to get ahead.
"Can I have your cell number?"
She liked that. If he wanted to look her up later, that was good. This charitable man might call her to another rendezvous when he passed through town again. Repeat business was always the best kind. Her reply was bright and cheery.
"Sure, call me next time you're in town. We can meet for a hookup."
Bob chuckled at her resolve to steadily build a better life. She wrote her number on a napkin and put a pucker-lipped smudge under the digits. He folded it and placed it aside.
"On the contrary, you should expect a call from my business associate about that daytime office job you seek. We're always open to hiring good help."
Sable was stunned but enthusiastically delighted, praying this wasn't just some lecher's come-on. But her glee was cut short when she checked the time and gave a sad face.
"I'm sorry, sweetie, but I have to go soon and release the babysitter. She can't stay past midmorning. But first..."
She sucked him off to ejaculation this time and swallowed, getting her own tasty, if not quite tummy-filling, 'breakfast in bed'. Bob again admired her dedication to delivering full value.
Then she redressed in her Indian maiden costume, pocketed the ten Ben Franklins in the loose leather vest, and, as a sassy postscript, tossed her purloined panties onto Bob's bare body still lying exposed in bed. With a final saucy smile and wink, she was gone.
** April **
Uncle Bobby fell back into his routine and enjoyed one-a-nights with Kristi a few times a week. She flew home again for a long Easter weekend. Her mother Becky shrewdly interrogated her regarding schoolboys but Kristi saw through it and assured her she was following her mother's strictures, no boys until after college graduation. She didn't consider it a lie, since it was technically a truthful answer. Uncle Bobby and Uncle Mike were men, not boys, as was her one other Latino lover. It was a tearful home departure as she returned for the final semester weeks of her freshman year. She crammed hard for her finals, all of which she aced.
** May **
Uncle Mike arrived unexpectedly again but, even so, was enthusiastically pampered by Kristi all night. Uncle Bobby was okay with the impulsive arrangements since he had exploited her favors the previous night.
The next day, while brunching on the pool patio, Bob queried Mike about Sable. Mike, although reluctant at first to play favorites by going around his HR department, got Sable a temporary office position without a formal interview based on Bob's entreaty. When he followed up later, her manager was glowing in his praises. The new hire was always on time, exhibited a good work ethic, and showed lots of enthusiasm.
Mike was so pleased with the report that he considered her for employment in various company positions. Based on Bob's accounts of his solo night with her, Mike also took the opportunity to intimately interview the promotion candidate, employing various coupling positions. He agreed that she was hardworking, in the office and in the bedroom, and would be a welcome asset to their joint venture.
However, he cautioned Bob, while reinforcing the idea to himself, that fishing off the company pier was an unsound business practice and they jointly agreed to never succumb to Sable's bedroom charms again.
Mike wanted to move the morning conversation to a more sensitive topic, concerning another fine lady's bedroom charms. He wanted to discuss an upgraded education plan for Kristi. He leaned in for a confidential chat with Bob but before he could start, they heard a yip and watched from afar where Kristi was cooking burgers on the pool deck's smoky barbeque grill.
A grease sizzle flare had splattered her tummy between the skimpy thong and her cropped tee-shirt. She pranced, flicking her hand on the hot spot, which set her loosely covered boobs and ass jiggling seductively. Emergency over, she returned to cooking their lunch and Mike returned to his delicate subject.
"She's a true beauty, Bob. A gem in the rough that needs a certain polish, needs a place that can provide professional coaching and skilled tutoring beyond your or my paltry abilities."
Bob looked at his friend with apprehension, not sure where this train of thought was going. Mike saw his concern and spoke carefully.
"I am a member of a unique clique of colleagues dedicated to the practical enrichment of deserving females. Through them, I have made preliminary inquiries for Kristi to potentially transfer to an exclusive and enigmatic educational academy. There she will continue her scholastic education, but with beauty coaching and poise tutoring added in."
Bob balked a bit, leery of any niece exiting scenario. He didn't want her to leave. He liked the luxury of having Kristi's on-demand for their ego-boosting and libido abating interludes.
"I'm not sure about this idea."
Mike leaned in again for more emphasis.
"Bob, you have an illustrious legacy of great technical contributions to humanity's benefit. Kristi could be your personal legacy to mankind, especially to elite alpha males just like us."
Mike knew it would take more convincing so he pitched Bob a proposition.
"How about a personal campus tour, just us guys?"
"Shouldn't Kristi come along? See if she likes the place?"
"No, you've made her important life decisions so far. If you agree to my plan after your visit, this will just be another one of your good deeds on her behalf."
"What about the tuition money?"
"Her application acceptance comes with a full scholarship, room, board and the incidentals included."
Mike held back that the only incidentals needed were the skimpy minimum dress code of the campus.
"How should we convince her?"
"I'll take care of that tonight."
"So you're staying over? Yeah, that's probably best. Kristi has an unmistakable glow for days after your visits. She's really into you."
-----
Uncle Mike lay wearily next to a thoroughly fucked out Kristi. Her fingers lightly pattered on the remains of his wilted erection. She laid sideways against him, her wonderful boobs pressed to his torso and her long brunette tresses splayed out over his shoulder and pillow.
He looked past his feet and stared back at the judgmental Teddy Bear eyeing him and tossed a mental insult at his plush brown protagonist. 'Fuck you, you cockless lump of fuzz.'
He had taken extra time and care tonight for extended foreplay, edging her labia to near orgasm, then drawing back, re-arousing her again and again until Kristi was at near insane levels of exhilaration. She had clawed at him, physically begging him to climb on and drive his erection home in her shivering cunt.
When he did, with only one stroke, she came loud as a fire siren, nearly deafening his hearing. Even Uncle Bobby rushed to her room and popped his head in to assure himself of her wellbeing. He saw Mike still grunting and thrusting, his cock sluicing gently towards a fine male ejaculation with Kristi moaning out her encouragement. He left the pair to their privacy and the completion of their copulation.
Lounging in the post-orgasmic haze, Mike figured it was a good time to unveil his plans for Kristi's advancement.
"So, how did you like your school this year?"
"It went very well. And this whole year has been simply amazing."
She giggled with a broad grin before continuing.
"I've learned a lot, at school with my basic biology studies and back here in bed with my uncles' advanced sexual anatomy homework."
She kissed his cheek and stroked his penis, hoping for stiffening, and felt vexed when nothing happened.
"You could learn even more of life's wisdom if you'd consider a unique opportunity."
Uncle Mike laid out the plan, an abridged description of the Total Woman Academy and its trifold curriculum. She listened attentively and, with hardly a thought, agreed to follow her Uncles' recommendations. They had steered her right so far and she trusted their judgment.
Uncle Mike was newly enthused with Kristi's curiosity. He wanted to celebrate and reward her innocent zeal.
He rolled atop her and vigorously pounded out another stupendous orgasm for them both. Her guttural grunts were a solid response to his harsh fucking. She bore it handily, a good sign for your future success. Mike smugly considered it a preview of the furious training she was destined to endure in the strict custody of the TWA Coach Tutors. As he lay satiated on top of her soft body, he heard the clock chime 2 AM. Remembering the calendar, he greeted the new day.
"Happy Memorial Day, Kristi. I think you're going to remember this day as a memorial of your best decision ever."
"Happy Memorial Day, Uncle Mike. I really hope so. My Uncles know what's best for me."
** June **
Bob walked up to the grand mansion entrance portico of the Total Woman Academy campus, shepherded ahead by his friend and business associate, Mike. He had agreed to this investigative tour of the facility as a precondition for Kristi's potential matriculation. He was protective of his niece and wanted to assure himself that the educational institution would be in her best interests.
Before he could find a buzzer or door knocker to announce their arrival, the door swung open. Two young ladies greeted them with enthusiastic energy, accompanied by bright smiles and topless display.
"Hello, sirs, welcome to the Total Woman Academy Free Will Weekend."
Bob stood a bit stunned by the sudden immersion into the TWA milieu but Mike was unhesitant, sliding past him to embrace the brunette and offer a hearty reply.
"Hello again, Misha. So happy they chose you to escort me again."
His hand clutched her bare ass cheek, a handful that the skimpy thong wasn't built to conceal. The other arm encased her body in a bear hug as he gave her a hard kiss. When they came up for air, Bob was still standing near the door and the other coed was standing aside, half smiling at Brenda's bold handling by Mike and waiting her turn to be introduced to her weekend guest. Mike resumed his role as the repeat Guest Coach Tutor guiding his friend through the weekend's rudiments.
"So, who's this little lady?"
"This is Brenda. She's here to meet your friend and escort him through the weekend events."
"Well, howdy, Brenda. This here's Bob and despite the first impression, I think he'll warm up nicely once he sees what you probably have in store for him."
Bob extended his hand to her but she guffawed and wrapped her arms around his neck, holding her smiling face close to his.
"That's not how we do things here at TWA. I'll try to get you loosened up a bit. It's only a three-day weekend and you'll need all of them to really get to know our ways."
She pushed up on high heeled tiptoes to get level with his face and took his lips in a deep passionate kiss. Bob did loosen up and hugged her back, reflecting the kiss as a gentleman should.
With proper introductions concluded, the two ladies each took a boob hug on their assigned partner's arm and led the Guest Coach Tutors to their individual suites.
Brenda showed Bob his suite's features and accoutrements and helped him redress for his afternoon's activities. In sandals, shorts and shirt, Bob followed his topless hostess out onto the large pool deck to an amazing sight. There were about a dozen men already lounging around, sunning on the deck, splashing in the pool or soaking in the Jacuzzi. Twice that many topless coeds were serving drinks, engaging in conversation, and a few other personal services. Two guests had a kneeling girl beside their lounge, sucking their erections.
Again, Bob was a bit stunned by the semi-public displays of what he usually retired into privacy to accomplish. Brenda noted his shy body language.



"Sir, this is your weekend. You can ask me for any favor. Or you can ask me to arrange something you like with another unoccupied coed. It's Free Will Weekend and, with the female's consent, the choices are yours."
"And if I'd rather just get to know you better?"
"I'd really like that but the choice is yours. Now, let's mingle and see if you might change your mind, not that I want you to. You're very nice, sir, and I hope we can get to know each other much better."
She broadcast her sentiment with a big smile and cheek peck. Then towed him into the midst of the others pool attendees. They spent the afternoon mingling among the topless coeds and Bob found a few to his liking. He shared his thoughts with Brenda who made mental notes for later.
Brenda took Bob back to his suite and, with a flourish of cheek buzzes, excused herself to get ready for dinner. She would meet him soon in the campus dining room.
It was a casual dinner with the other Guest Coach Tutors and coeds wearing street clothes you would see on a pretty young thing anywhere in the world. After dessert, couples wandered off and Brenda took Bob back to his suite. This time she stayed. They calmly stripped off their clothes with sweet kisses and cuddles before climbing into bed. She initiated handjob foreplay, then moved to a missionary fuck. A while later he fucked her in sidesaddle and when he wearied, she concluded their night with a cowgirl gallop on his prone body.
By dawn, as promised, she had gotten to know him much better.
Breakfast was a light buffet on the pool deck. At midmorning, before the sun had got hot, Brenda introduced Bob to Peggy, one of the coeds he had commented on the day before.
Peggy took him to the Jacuzzi and they soaked in the foaming jets. She lowered her thong and sat facing front on Bob's submerged lap. He played with her boobs while her pussy plied his cock. As the feelings rose, he hugged her loosely during the orgasmic shots and they sagged into a cuddle until he fell out. Brenda was patiently waiting for them as they reemerged into the public pool space.
"All relaxed from the Jacuzzi soak?"
Peggy answered for them.
"And then some..."
Brenda took Bob's arm in a boob hug and led him away for other available events, looking back over her shoulder to wink a 'thank you' at a smiling Peggy.
The campus hosted a small horse stable where the devoted equestrian, Misha, spent most of her time. After lunch, Brenda guided Bob into her capable hands. She gave him proper clothes to wear: jodhpurs, a white loose shirt and riding boots.
Misha mounted them up double, Bob behind, and reined the horse through bushy trails until they emerged on a lonely stretch of beach. The horse picked up the pace and Bob's groin rubbed against the coed's bounding plush ass. The scene was idyllic, sand, surf, sun, and salt air. After a few miles of splashing through the washing restless surf, Misha turned them around towards home. She also turned herself around, handed him the reins, and saddled up on his lap. She pawed at their crotches and extracted his cock through the fly of the loose pants. The horse cantered easily down the beach as Misha cantered erotically down on Bob's erection. Fortunately, the horse knew the way because Bob's vision was blocked by Misha's chest as he licked her rosy little nipples.
He struggled but managed to stay upright as she drew out his manly essence. They stayed like that, sticky groins in contact, hugging all the way back to the stable where Brenda was waiting. Her bright smile expressed her insight into the telltale pose of the riders.
Saturday night was a dress-up affair, entailing tuxedos and gowns. Bob was escorted around the crowd by Brenda, who kept whispering queries about his tastes.
"How about the blonde? Do you like her? She's looking at you with interest."
"No? Okay, how about the Asian coed? I know for a fact she's very tight down there. Want to give it a try? See if you can force it in?"
"Wow! You are hard to please."
Bob was offered more suggestions by Brenda until he lingered on a shorter brunette with outsized curves. She was arrayed in a seductive display, a light blue bodycon knit dress, forming lots of cleavage to display her impressive rack. Her dark hair and Latina brown eyes drew him in and he was suddenly smitten beyond any resistance. She was a composite of every TV station's weather girl, the one the producers held until last, keeping the male audience glued to the tube, impatiently waiting through the cacophony of nonsensical news reports and lame commercials for her end-of-show appearance.
"Oh, good choice. That's Mayra, from Mexico. You like those busty little bombshells, don't you?"
Brenda led him over to where she stood with another gentleman. Seeing Bob approach, her evening's escort graciously found somewhere else to be for the moment.
"Hello, Mayra. This is Bob, one of the weekend's Guest Coach Tutors. He's interested. Are you?"
Mayra coyly tilted her head down and looked slightly up at him, impulsively batting her eyelids. Bob was further taken by her mannerisms.
"He's new. Be gentle with him, okay?"
She nodded indolently at Brenda, self-assured that she knew how to handle a newbie.
She took the lead and steered Bob back to his suite. After the flourish of discarded clothes, she knelt naked as he sat on the mattress, inducing an oral orgasm that lit up sparkles under his eyelids. More fireworks accompanied the rest of her remarkable talents that satiated any and all the sexual reserves he retained. In his mind, she was the TV weather girl, naked in his bed, and he fucked her mercilessly as a penance for her nightly TV tease.
And yet, there he was the next day, partially refracted at the routine breakfast gathering. Brenda came around to check on him and found him humbly weary but game for more. She was accompanied by Rachel, a ravishing redhead.
"How are you this morning, sir? It looks like you survived Mayra's ravages. Should we check you over for any damage?"
"I think I'm intact, thank you very much. But you are both welcome to stay awhile just in case something comes up."
The girls laughed, thinking he was using a double entendre but Bob hadn't gotten his own unintended joke. He laughed along unknowingly, just happy to have such pretty company. Brenda moved to take a seat. But Rachel shooed her away, declaring she was more than capable of singularly caring for the middle aged Guest Coach Tutor. And so she was.
She catered to his every need: food, drinks, an organic suntan lotion rubdown and back massage that almost put him asleep. Almost. He stayed in twilight sleep as his semi-conscious state perceived the massage evolve.
Rachel turned him on his back and massaged his every knotty muscle into slackness. Except one. She finished his relaxation encounter with a slow lingering handjob which got him hard but not gratified.
Still unable to make him cum, Rachel knew what she needed to do. She stayed with him, building up and revving down his escalating libido. She finally brought him to his fulfillment with a mild blowjob that partially diminished his partially rejuvenated sexual vigor.
Sunday night was reserved for Brenda. Her farewell capstone tease and blowjob nearly drained Bob of life, but she let him live with sexual memories to die for.
The next morning Mike found Bob slumped in a chair near the entrance, thoroughly fatigued by the endless sex with eager, lively coeds.
"So, how was your tour? Convinced?"
"Mike, I can't think of a better environment for Kristi to grow beyond your and my meager efforts. Let's get her enrolled as soon as possible."
Mike slapped him on the back and helped him out of his chair.
"Attaboy, buddy. I think you've made a magnificent decision."
** July **
Bob and Mike were waiting in the den when the doorbell rang. Ned had arrived to collect Kristi for her journey to TWA.
The men greeted the Escorting Coach Tutor jovially, Mike being vaguely familiar with the tall dark distinguished-looking man. They were burning time, waiting for Kristi to join them when they heard her footsteps approaching. She made her perfect appearance towing a piece of luggage and carrying the giant Teddy Bear in one arm.
Ned was mildly impressed that she was even better in person than her depictions and descriptions suggested. However, he frowned briefly in disapproval. Bob and Mike hadn't understood when he instructed that she be dressed as a schoolgirl.
Kristi sported prim and proper preppy low saddle shoes, a pleated plaid skirt brushing her knees, and a button-up size-too-large tailored white blouse, closed at the collar with a flared lady's bowtie. Her torso filled the blouse loosely, but her chest, waist, and hips evident under the loose clothing still suggested a well-formed body.
Ned had shown brief disapproval because he expected stripper style high heels, a skirt that barely covered her ass cheeks and that flashed her white thong panties and a size too small button straining blouse that hugged her big round boobs.
He sighed inside, knowing he would have to adjust her outfit later in the backseat of the town car. Depending on her attitude, that task could be a big chore or a lot of fun.
Mike and Bob assured her that Ned was a safe man and she should trust him as she had her Uncles. She absorbed the advice and knew the predictable implications. She looked up at the TWA representative's stern continence and, attempting to lighten the mood, quipped a jest.
"Should I call you Uncle Ned?"
He locked his brown eyes on her blues and used a voice that was steady, measured, and in a commanding tone that presumed compliance.
"You will address me and any other man you meet from now on as 'Sir' until he allows you otherwise. Understood?"
Suitably cowed by her first impression 'faux pas', she blushed and nodded.
"Yes... Sir."
She hugged her Uncles a fond goodbye, smooching their cheeks platonically.
Uncle Bobby was teary-eyed, lamenting her departure from his home.
Uncle Mike is more upbeat, clutching her ass during the 'goodbye' embrace, knowing that he could, and would, participate in her formal poise education as a frequent TWA Guest Coach Tutor.
Schoolgirl uniformed Kristi let her newest male acquaintance take her hand and lead her to his waiting chauffeured town car for the multiple-day, and nights, transfer travels. His lady chauffer put her baggage and toy bear in the trunk.
As the well-furnished transport rolled onto the open roadway, Ned relaxed back into the plush leather seat and idly commenced his assigned professional responsibilities.
"Kristi, tell me about yourself."
She explained her working-class upbringing, her mother's self-aware worries about the dangers of dallying with boys before graduation, her lucky break scholarship that started her rise out of the cycle of despair.
"And your Uncles?"
"They have treated me so well and taught me so much and now they have gotten me this tremendous full scholarship at a better school and said I would learn even more about myself and others..."
Ned tuned out and let her drone on as his mind mused on the many tests he would put her through these next three days and nights as he performed her Evaluation Assessment for transfer as a sophomore to the Total Woman Academy.
-----
Bob was melancholy, contemplating life without Kristi. Mike was less downhearted, knowing he would have access to her during her semesters at TWA.
Bob's next chance would be Father-Daughter Weekend, more appropriately for them, Uncle-Niece Weekend, since her father Raymond would never appreciate TWA's progressive curriculum. But the event was just before her graduation three years hence, too long to go without. Thinking of Raymond made him think about his sister's family and Bob had an inspirational plan. He shared it with Mike who said he had some connections in that arena and could probably make the financial and administrative gears mesh but Bob needed to handle the family politics.
** August **
"Yes, that's what I said. The scholarship was already funded for two years. They said Missy can use the second half since her grades support the scholarship transfer and her admission. And Missy can stay here with me in her sister's old room."
"Are you sure it won't be a bother?"
Bob didn't have to think twice this time.
"Nah, she is more than welcome to take over her sister's place and continue the family tradition. I'm sure it will make everyone happy."
'Especially me' he thought.
"Oh Bob, you're so good to us. Missy adores Kristi. They gossip with each other constantly and Missy always tries so hard to do everything her older sister does."
Bob muttered smugly 'I sure hope so.'
His cock twitched at the thought of Missy, the spitting image blonde copy of her brunette older sister, trying hard to do everything that Kristi did. His plans for her coming year of residence in his home were jelling fast and he could hardly wait for her arrival. The sooner, the better.
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** Prologue **
Bob felt a bit melancholy when his niece Kristi, who had resided with him this last year, had been accepted as a transfer coed to the Total Woman Academy and departed from his loving care into her promising future. But then, he hit upon a brilliant scheme to replace her absence with her little sister Missy.
-----
"Yes, that's what I said. The scholarship was already funded for two years. They said Missy can use the second half since her grades support the scholarship transfer and her admission. And Missy can stay here with me in her sister's old room."
"Are you sure it won't be a bother?"
Bob didn't have to think twice this time.
"Nah, she is more than welcome to take over her sister's place and continue the family tradition. I'm sure it will make everyone happy."
'Especially me' he thought.
"Oh Bob, you're so good to us. Missy adores Kristi. They gossip with each other constantly and Missy always tries so hard to do everything her older sister does."
Bob muttered smugly 'I sure hope so.'
His cock twitched at the thought of Missy, the spitting image blonde copy of her brunette older sister, trying hard to do everything that Kristi did. His plans for her coming year of residence in his home were jelling fast and he could hardly wait for her arrival. The sooner, the better. 
-----
** Fall **
Missy's flight arrived as scheduled at Uncle Bobby's sleepy college town airport and he was there on time to meet her. He had been told that she was a blonde near-twin of her brunette sister Kristi, and he recognized her on sight: same size, same skin tone, and same athletic buxom physique. She likewise recognized him and they fell into a cheerful family dialog. Her bags were loaded in the trunk of his sports car and a short drive later, they arrived at Uncle Bobby's house. He gave her the nickel tour and she adored the pink and white motif of her hand-me-down bedroom. She unpacked her things.
Over dinner, they talked about house rules and Uncle Bobby gave her the 'no-boys' lecture dictated by her mother. She let him run through his soliloquy, nodding and maintaining a solemn expression but when he was done, her face cracked up and she burst out laughing. He retorted at her impudence.
"No, really. I'm serious. It's very important to your mother."
She cradled her chin on her arched arms, staring with those bright blue eyes at her protective uncle, and nodded slyly, batting her eyes seductively his way.
"Okay, okay. No boys. But what about men? What about you and Uncle Mike?"
Bob was shocked by her response. What did she know? Kristi had sworn to keep their sexual escapades secret in order to protect them from her mother's inevitable tirades. He feigned ignorance.
"What do you mean?"
"Oh, come on. We're sisters. Sisters gossip but they pinky swear to keep each other's secrets. I know all the intimate details. And if I'm here as Kristi's successor, I expect all the perks of the role."
Missy gazed directly at Uncle Bobby, daring him to deny the truth as she knew it. His face was flushed with embarrassment. She saw his distress and walked around the table to sit sideways on his lap. She pressed her boobs to him, nuzzled his neck, and cooed in his ear.
"Don't worry. Not everyone heeds their mother's warnings. I like to play with the boys and, oh boy, do the boys like to play with me. I'm not a virgin. So there's no need to worry about that little problem. I've been fucking 'boys' for years but now I'm looking forward to being handled by a real man, or real men, if that's a possibility."
Bob took a moment to compose himself. Her breasts were squished to his side and they felt wonderful. This was not the chain of events he had expected but it was a welcome turn of fortune. He had been lonely since Kristi's departure but intended to wait until Missy seemed interested. It turned out she was already interested and the waiting was over.
Uncle Bobby scooped up his niece Missy in an arm cradle and marched her to the stairs and upwards to her new pink-toned bedroom. Her bags were empty and the dresser drawers and closets were full.
He stood her up and she automatically fingered open his shirt buttons down to his waist and continued with his belt and zipper, pressing the fabrics off his body. He stood in boxer shorts with his cock tip already peeking through the fly, as if it were a third eye, acting like a curious voyeur checking out its next playmate.
Bob was a boob man and restless for a first view of her bare tits.
"Let me see 'em."
Missy obliged his wishes and doffed her shirt, unclasped her bra, and drew it off her chest.
The rumors were true; she really was a near twin of her older sister. Her tits were just as magnificent: same size, same skin tones, and same athletic buxom physique. His hands instinctively cupped and rolled the masses.
"Want to see more?"
Missy was already peeling down her skinny jeans, bending over with her boobs cushioned by his buoying palms. She rocked her hips to aid in the pant leg glide down her toned legs. Her tits wobbled in his hands. Kicking off her shoes only added to the mammary motion and Bob was thoroughly smitten. She had finished her pre-coupling preparations and was raring to go.
Bob pushed her back to the mattress and she fell prone on the bed, her knees molding to the edge. Bob picked up her calves and she hooked them behind his waist. She reached down and took a thumb and index finger catch on his knob and touched the tip to her blossoming wet cunt lips.
Uncle Bobby punched in with a lust-sodden urgency. Missy moaned as her vaginal tube was distended by his size.
"Boys, schmoys. God, I've missed cock! This is how I like it! Being fucked wide and deep by a real man. Wow, Uncle Bobby, that feels great!"
Bob agreed with her opinion. Her tight pussy compressed his erection on every stroke. It felt great. She was juicy and her slipperiness aided the speed and length of his thrusts. His hands gripped her hips, a hold that let him plunge all the way in with each drive.
He pumped and pumped, eager to jet a copious spew that would drain his balls and relieve his many weeks of sexual drought. Missy was rocking her hips, effectively caressing her G spot as she burnished his corona vee.
He was jackhammering her cunt when he felt his churning spunk racing up his urethra. His pearly ropes shot into her womb. She careened off when the warm flood filled her insides, only barely noticing that Uncle Bobby had tilted back his head and was calling out his own shrill cry of bliss towards the ceiling.
Bob recovered enough consciousness to fall forward on Missy's sweat sheened chest meat. He was gulping for air, as was she. They intuitively rubbed cheeks and murmured their first impression praises of the other's talents. Gaining some semblance of order, the detached pair scrambled up on the mattress and drew a cover over their cooling bodies.
Missy hugged her uncle's neck and, despite her recent ecstasy, was already looking forward to more. Kristi's tales about her uncles had been very informative.
"I hope Uncle Mike doesn't come by too soon. I want a lot more of you before trying out another manly stud."
"Me too, sweetie. Oh... me too."
And they slept together that first night, actual slumber, in Kristi's old bed, now baptized anew by Missy for her personal benefit thereafter.
-----
Ned reviewed his drafted report for the Escorting Coach Tutor Evaluation Assessment of Kristi's baseline sexuality. As he read the text, the story unfolded in his mind. He remembered more details of the recent sequence of events, scratching in notations for final edits. Even without the memorandum, he would remember his sessions with the brunette as some of his best ever.
* The First Day's Journey *
Bob and Mike were waiting in the den when the doorbell rang. Ned had arrived to collect Kristi for her journey to TWA.
The men greeted the Escorting Coach Tutor jovially, Mike being vaguely familiar with the tall dark distinguished-looking man. They were burning time, waiting for Kristi to join them when they heard her footsteps approaching. She made her perfect appearance towing a piece of luggage and carrying the giant Teddy Bear in one arm.
Ned was mildly impressed that she was even better in person than her depictions and descriptions suggested. However, he frowned briefly in disapproval. Bob and Mike hadn't understood when he instructed that she be dressed as a schoolgirl.
Kristi sported prim and proper preppy low saddle shoes, a pleated plaid skirt brushing her knees, and a button-up size too large tailored white blouse, closed at the collar with a flared lady's bowtie. Her torso filled the blouse loosely, but her chest, waist, and hips evident under the loose clothing still suggested a well-formed body.
Ned had shown brief disapproval because he expected stripper style high heels, a skirt that barely covered her ass cheeks and that flashed her white thong panties, and a size too small button straining blouse that hugged her big round boobs.
He sighed inside, knowing he would have to adjust her outfit later in the backseat of the town car. Depending on her attitude, that task could be a big chore or a lot of fun.
Mike and Bob assured her that Ned was a safe man and she should trust him as she had her Uncles. She absorbed the advice and knew the predictable implications. She looked up at the TWA representative's stern continence and, attempting to lighten the mood, quipped a jest.
"Should I call you Uncle Ned?"
He locked his brown eyes on her blues and used a voice that was steady, measured, and in a commanding tone that presumed compliance.
"You will address me and any other man you meet from now on as 'Sir' until he allows you otherwise. Understood?"
Suitably cowed by her first impression 'faux pas', she blushed and nodded.
"Yes... Sir."
She hugged her Uncles a fond goodbye, smooching their cheeks platonically.
Uncle Bobby was teary-eyed, lamenting her departure from his home.
Uncle Mike is more upbeat, clutching her ass during the 'goodbye' embrace, knowing that he could, and would, participate in her formal poise education as a frequent TWA Guest Coach Tutor.
Schoolgirl uniformed Kristi let her newest male acquaintance take her hand and lead her to his waiting chauffeured town car for the multiple-day, and nights, transfer travels. His lady chauffer put her baggage and toy bear in the trunk.
As the well-furnished transport rolled onto the open roadway, Ned relaxed back into the plush leather seat and idly commenced his assigned professional responsibilities.
"Kristi, tell me about yourself."
She explained her working-class upbringing, her mother's self-aware worries about the dangers of dallying with boys before graduation, her lucky break scholarship that started her rise out of the cycle of despair.
"And your Uncles?"
"They have treated me so well and taught me so much and now they have gotten me this tremendous full scholarship at a better school and said I would learn even more about myself and others..."
Ned tuned out and let her drone on as his mind mused on the many tests he would put her through these next three days and nights as he performed her Evaluation Assessment for transfer as a sophomore to the Total Woman Academy.
-----
Danica wheeled the town car out onto the interstate. She liked to feel of the big powerful car, the rumble of the engine, and the smooth suspension. It wasn't her ideal vehicle but she knew in time she would be driving the upgrade.
The upgrade was not a bigger limonene. Her desired car was smaller, more powerful, and much more expensive. She wanted to drive it at 200 MPH around a two-mile oval track. Ever since her upbringing in Indianapolis, she had dreamed of becoming a professional race car driver just like her famous namesake.
Her graduation from TWA was a giant first step towards that goal and she was delighted to support the school's scholarship endowment by performing these two-week fantasy venue missions.
The young woman in the backseat with the Escorting Coach Tutor didn't yet but would eventually realize that like short-term chauffer, Danica, she was launched on a life-changing journey of limitless value.
As she heard Ned begin his professional duties, she closed the security panel and it would stay that way for the whole rest of the three-day mission, allowing Ned uninterrupted privacy to ply his sensual line of work.
Ned's musings kept returning to the costume misunderstanding. The classic schoolgirl uniform Kristi was wearing irritated Ned's sensibilities.
"Take off your bra. It's unsuitable for your present situation."
Kristi looked askance at the presumptuous man she had just barely met. She wanted to cooperate in the Evaluation Assessment, earn good scores, but he was being rather brusque.
Ned tired of her amateurish delay. He reached across without further word and quickly unbuttoned her prim blouse to the waist. He saw that her bra was one of the top lingerie brand's most expensive item, purchased for her as a going-away gift by her Uncle Bobby.
'What a shame' he thought, knowing where this errand was headed.
Tilting her forward in the seat, he shuffled her hair over her shoulders to her front; the strands draped her chest. That cleared his way to peel the shirt off her shoulders and upper back. His fingers made expert work undoing the bra's rear band clasps. Her big boobs slumped inside the loosened cups from the release of full support.
Now the dilemma. The thin shoulder straps couldn't be lowered past her upper arms without sliding the blouse sleeves over her wrists. Too much trouble to bother.
With an exasperated sigh, Ned fiddled in a side compartment, retrieving a pair of dress shears. He snipped the straps and her boobs sagged even more freely. Gripping the front cup joint firmly, he yanked the bra off her body. Leaning across her, he powered down the rear window and threw the taboo contraption out of the moving vehicle.
Kristi watched in dismay as her pricy piece of lingerie was discarded like the shredded rag it had become. He powered the window shut and sat upright again, intent on perfecting his handiwork. First, he flicked her hair back behind before pressing her shoulders again to tilt her upright against the leather seatback.
Ned had seen many pairs of great tits during his years with TWA but Kristi's were up there with the best. The teardrop shapes had that youthful natural resiliency that defied gravity. Her nipples were broad, pinpointed by her taut crinkled nubs that, to Ned's mind, yearned for attention. Ned stuck his index finger to her lips.
"Suck."
She drew his digit into her mouth and coated it with her saliva. Withdrawn, his wetted finger lovingly traced circles around the edges of her dark pink areolae until the circumferential pips pimpled up. Ned could feel the tiny bumps under his touch. Kristi's blue irises widened and that showed him that her body was silently basking in this sensual touch.
Satisfied with his findings, Ned resettled her shirt just to the inner edge of her nipples. He found nip slips particularly adorable and intended to enjoy the flirty chest show provided by the car's occasional bumps along the roadway.
Kristi was staring out the window through which her expensive lingerie had disappeared. She looked back at her Escorting Coach Tutor and now understood he expected her to promptly obey his commands. She settled back for the remainder of today's ride, her barely covered bobbling breasts providing amusing eye candy for the alpha male sitting next to her.
They reached their first night's stop late in the day. At the hotel canopy, Danica held open Ned's door, forcing Kristi to crawl across the rear seat. At the open door, she realized the hotel bellhops were all standing in a row near the entrance and her dangling loose boobs were flashing more than a simple downblouse view. She tried to use one hand to close her blouse over her nipples but the struggle was won by the shirt. Danica gave her a helping hand to alight from the car.
"Please, ma'am, can I get my bags from the truck?"
"You won't be needing your bags. We'll deliver them to your campus at the end of the journey. Meanwhile, TWA will provide you with what you need."
She pointed to the hotel entrance, a sign to follow Ned who was already inside. Check-in was superfluous; the hotel was more than happy to oblige one of their frequent well-paying VIP clients, especially when he was accompanied, as now, by a beautiful young female companion.
Ned trod to the elevator bank with Kristi quick stepping in heels to match his stride. It was another delightful bouncing boob exhibition for the hotel staff. They relished Ned's visits.
* The First Overnight Stop *
The elevator dinged at their floor and the door slid open. The hallway was clear as they walked to their suite. Inside were a couple of pieces of luggage but Kristi's bag was not among them. She stood by as Ned selected another one and opened it on the bed. It was filled with women's clothing.
He selected a dress and some heels and held them towards her. Her open blouse again drew his admiring eye as he gazed on her tits.
"Dress only in these for dinner, please. No panties or bra. The bath is over there with cosmetics and perfume. Be ready in half an hour. I'm hungry."
She noticed he hadn't asked for nor seemed to care for her opinion or consent. Nonetheless, she was ready and waiting on time. The black dress was short, a bodycon tight bandeau top that squeezed her generous breasts. In fact, the bodice was so tight, that her boobs were elevated and pressed together in abnormally plush mounds. She thought it might possibly be a size too small for her breasts. Her brunette loose waves, facial makeup, and hoop earrings set off her blue eyes. Ned dressed more casually and comfortably, a black blazer over a spandex muscle shirt with black wool slacks and black loafers.
They descended to the hotel dining room. Her dress was exceeding close-fitting and she could move only in small steps. The heels were taller than she was used to. She stepped gingerly and he obligingly set a slower pace. Settled at a small table, he ordered her meal, again without querying her preferences. The other dining male guests welcomed the daring skin display of the buxom gal in their midst.
After dessert, Ned took Kristi's hand and made the rounds. He greeted a few of the well-dressed men as if they were old friends and she noticed their companions were her age and similarly dressed in tight boob boosting dresses like hers, varied only by color. She assumed that they were also being transferred to TWA facilities. Upon introductions, her tight dress meant she could only lean forward at the waist to extend her hand, involuntarily flaunting her packed cleavage for the greeted gentleman's closer consideration.
Ned felt his verve growing as he not only had sexy Kristi adorning his vehicle and now his arm but also enjoyed the view of the other buxom transfer candidates on glamourous display.
They strolled to the elevators and re-ascended to their suite. Ned threw off his jacket, then kicked off his shoes. He unzipped her dress, perceiving a small sigh of relief when the tautness lessened and she was able to breathe easier. He still relished the sight of her tits.
He ushered her nakedness to climb on the bed. He finished his own disrobing. His cock was near bursting with anticipation. He laid on his side, she laid prone on her back. Her breasts slumped slightly into fat mounds on her chest, the nipples centered on top. His index finger again touched her lips and she wetted it as before.
He lingered at the circular nipple play, listening to her breaths. She fidgeted under his digital caress. The finger descended to judge her readiness by the wetness of her lower orifice lips. She was ready for him in body and soul.



Ned rolled on her and plunged in, setting a feverish pace that quickly produced a cleansing ejaculation. It was followed later in the night by a more leisurely sexual interlude wherein he regulated her arousal to uncover her orgasmic proclivities. That session lasted a long time, fatiguing even the dynamic Kristi but resulted in her orgasm.
They showered together and he placed her soapy hand on his rod. The confines of the stall and her inexperience with shower sex were a disappointment to Ned when she couldn't gain his ejaculation. He stopped her midcourse and mentally noted that she would need refresher courses from the staff at her future school.
* Second Day's Journey *
They dressed casually for the second day's leg of the journey. Ned wore a spandex tee and shorts. Kristi wore the belly-tied button-front blouse and skimpy plaid stripper skirt from the TWA-supplied collection. It was the outfit style that Ned had expected to see when he collected her from her uncles.
She watched the passing countryside out the speeding car's windows. Ned busied himself at his laptop computer. He glanced frequently at her loose collared top, admiring the boob jiggles and nipple flashes that the fashion was designed to provide. Admiration morphed towards lust and at midday, he decided to test another of her required talents. He set aside his work and stared at her. She saw his attention focus on her and waited for his directions.
As with yesterday, he took manual control of the situation. He spread open the top and popped her boobs completely free. He scooched her around until she was lying prone along the bench seat and placed a spare cushion under her head, causing her neck to scrunch up and set her view on her chest.
Unzipping and extracting, he laid his erection in her mammary valley, palmed the outsides to compress her tits against his cock, and stroked through the resulting channel. Kristi observed the mechanics of this new approach, at least new to her, for male satisfaction. The tip and knob peeked out and disappeared in repeated cycles. Her arms were captive at her sides between and beneath Ned's thighs. As his excitement rose to its peak, his first rope of sperm splattered her nose and chin and the following shots hit her neck and finally dribbled into her cleavage.
He backed off, releasing her limbs. He stopped her when she tried to wipe away the pearly goo.
"Wear it with pride. I like the look."
She sat back up and returned to watching the passing countryside as the loose male fluids slowly trickled down to congeal on her chin, neck, and torso.
* Second Overnight Stop *
It was a similar routine for check-in at the second night's hotel. She was scantily covered by the loose blouse and the bellboys enacted their typical wayward voyeurism with the added benefit of her sperm smeared cleavage.
In this final stop before her TWA delivery, a larger dinner gathering inferred that the assorted candidate travels were converging on the TWA residential campus. The men were more animated in their intramural chats, eyeing the other Escorting Coach Tutors' candidates with interest. Kristi stood by, watching Ned in deep conversation with one of the men. She couldn't hear the total discussion but overheard words and phrases like 'tight... plush... sensitive... reluctant...' Then Ned and his colleague shook hands. Ned turned to her and gave her a brusque command.
"Go with this gentleman. He'll bring you back to me tomorrow morning."
With no other words than that, Ned took the hand of the other candidate, a lithe redhead, and marched away with her in tow to the elevators. Kristi stood by uncertainly while her assigned new chaperon observed his candidate depart with Ned.
He turned back to her and took her hand, also heading for the lifts, escorting her towards his suite. They were silent during the stroll and, standing side by side in the elevator, silently watched the climbing count of floors on the elevator panel. The doors slid open and he led her to his suite.
Inside, he simply maneuvered her to a spot in the middle of the main room. She felt a bit of relief when he unzipped her dress and relieved the boob-boosting constriction. He stripped off his own duds and led her to the bedroom. They wordlessly petted until his cock was hard. He boosted her to the center of the mattress, spread her lower limbs wide, and effortlessly mounted her.
Now he became a talker.
"Oh, yes... you ARE tight... and juicy... and I'm not even all the way in... umph, there we go, now I am... and a little wiggle... wow, that feels good...roll your hips when I backstroke... yeah, like that... do it again, every time..."
Kristi listened, obeyed, and learned what this subsequent man wanted from her. Every man seemed to have different sexual peccadillos. The only time he wasn't verbalizing his erogenous feats was when his mouth was elsewhere engaged in deep tonguing her mouth or nibbling playfully on her nips.
She was too involved in obeying his directions to get her own emotions growing. When he worked up to his ejaculation, she held him close through his body jittering orgasm. He rolled off of her when he was finished and fell into a slumber. She lay for a while unrequited but eventually fell into slumber.
In the morning, he demanded a kneeling blowjob as he sat on the edge of the mattress. She accepted his sticky discharge but could not be encouraged to swallow. He held his cupped hand in front of her face and she spit his ejaculate out in his cupped hand. He examined the pearly pool and then gripped a handful of hair to hold her head steady and smeared his discharge on her face.
"Eat it or wear it. That's my rule."
Along with the facial smear, she wore just a borrowed men's shirt for the amble back to Ned's suite, carrying her treasured red dress in hand. They passed other eyeballing guests in the hallway who either knew why she had a sticky coated face or were filled with unexpressed curiosity.
Ned and his cohort compared notes on the qualities and attitudes of their loaned roommates. Each overtly praised the other's candidate, but later in private, Ned was less generous, complaining about the redhead's lack of eagerness and cooperation. For instance, he was forced to restrain her unruliness, holding her down during a doggie session when she struggled, her naked body leaned half over the edge of the bed.
With his disappointment spoken and forgiven, Ned directed Kristi to clean her face of the other man's sperm and preen her appearance. She reemerged with her appearance refreshed. Her hair was combed into a halo of brown waves framing her radiant youthful face with its restored makeup.
She expected Ned to have her day travel outfit selected and left the man's shirt hang open, peeking her pussy and inner boob swells. He stood empty-handed in waist wrapped towel. He pushed her shirt off and undid his towel, exposing his mild erection. She realized her fucking wasn't finished this morning. He confirmed it.
"Let's have 'one for the road'."
He led her to the bedroom, boosted her ass on the bed, and rolled her by her ankles into a prone pose. He spread her legs and crawled above her, watching her lovely face watch his scruffy bearded one.
Kristi lay submissive, having learned early in this journey that Ned expected her to quickly accept his directives without delay. He positioned and pushed, sliding easily into her.
His strokes were long and slow, bumping her deep inside. She endeavored to rock her hips up on the in stroke and roll down on the outstroke. He controlled his pace to match her novice dexterity.
Kristi thought again about how all men seemed to have different sexual peccadillos and, after her rude companion of the night before, she appreciated Ned's gentlemanliness. Despite the many times she had been fucked over the past days, she felt her passions rise. This session was going on a long time and Ned halted deep intermittently to gather his stamina.
He braced up at those moments and surveyed her tits between them. Her nipples and areolae pips were stiff and prominent, showing him that her excitement was real. He captured her lips and his tongue probed her mouth. She suckled it and when he retreated, she probed his mouth with hers. She tickling the back of his gums while her cunt clenched his cock and her wiggling hips brushed her cervix on his knob tip. Ned's erection never faltered.
They rose to a shared sexual summit and their mutual cries echoed around the room. His sperm jetted forcefully and drenched her womb. Their bodies shuddered to a calm, still in a tight coupling embrace.
With a short final cuddle, they arose and dressed for the next leg of the journey.
* Third Day's Journey *
Ned tried to forget but still brooded on last night's difficulty with the redhead and rear-mounted sex. The best cure for an ill mood was a timely and successful reenactment and Kristi was readily available to accomplish his emotional recuperation.
He placed her naked on the facing bench seat, her backside and thighs framing her pussy. To him, it was an invitation to probe her cunt at his pleasure. So he did.
He sidled up behind her and aligned his cock at the plush labia that invited his manly penetration. One hand grabbed a fistful of hair and wrenched her neck back and her face up. His other hand clutched a dangling tit. She was held fast in his control and he drove in, frantically pummeling his groin against her ass to her synchronized grunts. At the conclusion of the capricious fantasy fuck, he fell back on the rear bench with decompressed angst. His gaze was on her naked ass where his manly pearls of goo dribbled from her used cunt. She looked back over her shoulder and saw him beckon her to his side. They cuddled together wearily for the remainder of the drive.
The car turned into a high-walled gated compound, up a long landscaped driveway, and stopped next to a grand mansion's portico. Kristi leaned across his lap to survey the small reception party, two topless coeds about her age and a kindly-looking middle-aged matron who she assumed was Mrs. Smith, the campus housemother. Her transfer trek was over and she had arrived at the place that would be her residence for the next three years, the Total Woman Academy.
** Winter **
Uncle Bobby was happy that Missy had settled into his home so readily. He wanted to treat her equally to her older sister and soon set up the pre-paid debit card with its monthly stipend for her private space decoration, pocket money, and incidentals.
After years of Kristi's hand-me-down clothes and few extra frills, Missy discovered the upscale malls and their cornucopia of fancy duds. She became a lingerie fashionista and used Uncle Bobby's monthly stipend for her personal redecoration. Cosmetics, perfumes, and especially spicy lingerie. She often strolled the house in her latest purchases, openly tantalizing an approving Uncle Bobby. It only intensified his desire and ability to fuck her several times a week.
-----
Mike arrived for another impromptu visit, having heard from Bob that his second niece Missy had taken up residence in her older sister Kristi's place. Bob was unimpressed with the weak business excuse Mike offered for his urgent visit.
"Seems like we could have taken care of this with a simple phone call."
"Okay, maybe, but I like the personal touch."
Bob made a snarly face of dismissal.
"I know whose personal touch you came looking for."
Mike didn't overreact to the affable affront and Bob dropped his objection.
"Go ahead, Mike. She's upstairs. Go try her out."
"Thanks, buddy. You're the best."
Bob sighed and returned to his everyday routines in the den. Duly encouraged, Mike crept upstairs, hoping to surprise the newest addition to Uncle Bobby's household. He entered her bedroom stealthily and heard her swishing and singing softly in the adjoining ensuite bath. Quietly undressing, he entered naked to find her in a bubble bath.
She was startled to suddenly see a strange naked man standing in the room. Uncle Bobby came to her bed regularly but never violated this space that they agreed was her private sanctuary.
Nevertheless, she calmed at the novel situation and leaned her body towards the unfamiliar man, pressing her breasts against the lip of the tub. She didn't move when he moved closer, his slack penis dangling at her face.
Missy assumed what he wanted her to do but didn't know how he wanted her to do it. She extended her tongue, licked a single lap on the knob, and retreated a few inches. Her face tilted up, scanning his face, seeking his consent. He gave it by cocking a half-smile of encouragement.
She leaned in again and kissed the tip. Then her lips sucked in the knob and continued down the shaft, feeling him swell larger in her mouth. She suckled him powerfully, like a thick milkshake drawn up a thin straw. He grew fatter than a thin straw, to a size that wasn't easily accommodated in her oral cavity.
Leaning back, she allowed the swelled cock to dangle freely in front of her. Then she sat up straighter in the sudsy tub. She looked up to see him eyeing her soapy tits. She smiled and patted the crests of the billowy tuffs next to her, whispering a delicate plea.
"Join me?"
Who was Mike to ignore such a welcoming suggestion?
He stepped over the edge and Missy scrunched around to free the backrest end for his greater comfort. He settled into a languid soaking pose. But she had other plans.
She moved to sit bestride his submerged thighs; her hands explored beneath the layer of foam to find his hidden dick. One hand slowly, lovingly stroked the shaft; the other fingers took a thumb and middle finger pinch just below the crown and the bracketed index fingernail picked at the tip slit.
She played at heightening his arousal, watching his eyes that were transfixed on her bubble-splattered breasts. A particularly sensitive tip tickle popped his eyebrows and she decided he was sufficiently primed for penetrative sex. She sidled up his thighs, lifted her ass, and found the tip again, this time with her juicy labia lips. She remained eye-locked as she gently worked the knob inside.
Clutching his neck, she pressed her slippery tits to his face and felt his elongated puffing growl on her nipples as she forced down, stuffing all of him inside her cunt. There was no pause after she felt his tip touch her cervix. She drew steadily all the way back up, brushing his corona on her warm, wet interior. She set an even pace, thrusting up and down on the cock of her bathroom interloper.
The water sloshed in the tub. Mike's foam splattered face was pattered by her supple nipples. His hands rested on her rebounding hips, holding her slick waist lightly as she cycled. She was energetic but gentle, giving him plenty of fine penile stimulations.
The sensations in his groin grew and grew. She worked him steadily to his climax and he growled out his manly bliss into her tits as she took his sperm in her cunt. She clung to him through his peak and the follow-on descent until he slumped deep in the warm, soapy bathwater.
She sensed that he had come around when he moved his lips up to capture hers. She reflected his elation and then hugged her wet soft boobs tight to his body. Her lips whispered in his ear.
"Pleased to meet you, Uncle Mike. I hope you can stay awhile."
That night he did stay a while, in her bed, a comfortable sidesaddle fuck that bequeathed on her an orgasm that complemented Uncle Mike's first and second foretastes of promising future ones.
Mike found Bob the next morning on the patio, picking at a light breakfast spread.
"So, what do you think? How was she?"
Mike took a moment to seem thoughtful but already knew his response.
"Missy is every bit as good as her sister Kristi, maybe even better."
"Yeah, I couldn't agree more. I'm glad you're here. She's a blessing and a curse all in one. I can't keep up with her."
Mike thought this was the right time to broach a request. He hadn't intended to go this route but the way Missy had accepted him, at first sight, changed his mind about finding another girl for his 'plus one' to a forthcoming occasion. He hoped Bob would let him borrow her.
"I have a group of friends that fund and operate a Mardi Gras float. Missy might like the festive diversion and could help out with the events. Can I take her along for a weekend out of town?"
Bob trusted Mike's judgment but issued his caveat anyway.
"Okay, but keep her safe. Her mother would kill me if anything happened."
"Absolutely! You can trust me. I'll take care of her just the way you would."
-----
Uncle Mike held Missy's hand as they watched the parade pass by. Masked topless dancers waved gaily from atop the floats, tossing bead strings to the crowd. More feather- and glitter-decorated dancers marched in boob jostling prances alongside. Uncle Mike bent to his niece's ear, yelling to be heard above the clatter.
"Like it so far?"
She turned to shout in his ear.
"Looks like fun."
He was happy she was intrigued. He had plans.
Eventually, the parade and noise moved on. This was just the preliminary dress rehearsal night. Tomorrow night was the culminating Fat Tuesday blowout. He took Missy to a small café, out of the way, a less boisterous venue for dinner. He talked about his annual pilgrimage to New Orleans and his friends who sponsored a float. There would be the parade and then a later Mardi Gras-themed party that she would be more than welcome to attend.
"Would you like to be in the parade tomorrow night?"
She agreed without hesitation.
"Oh, could I?"
"Of course. I'll make the arrangements. You'll have to dress the part. I'll get you a proper costume and be by your side throughout. We'll wear masks. Anonymity is a social requisite for these bawdy celebrations."
That night, Missy was extra attentive to her benevolent Uncle Mike and he saw what her Uncle Bobby was speaking of when he bemoaned her youthful energy and exuberance. Thankfully, his plans counted on that.
The next day they toured the town, seeing the sights, enjoying beignets and chicory coffee, muffulettas and shrimp creole. In the late afternoon, they returned to their hotel to get ready for the parade and after-party.
Uncle Mike bathed with Missy and then supervised her makeup, a bold array of stage-style colors and volumes that would be easily seen in the poor lighting of the parade.
Her costume was a silver sequined thong, silver sequined dance heels, a feather headdress, and a black eye mask. Her lips were glossy red. He sprinkled silver glitter on her bare boobs, highlighted by the broadened nipples tinted the same wet red as her lips, though a couple of tones lighter. Shiny gold jewelry that matched her golden tresses and sweet perfume added to her glamour.
He dressed himself in a Count Dracula black cloak and mask, black trousers, and a white shirt underneath. His eye mask matched hers.
They snuck through back corridors down to the back entrance. She was furtive about this semi-public jaunt but Uncle Mike had insisted that a cover-up might smirch her careful decorations. Thankfully, they met no errant strangers.
A motorcoach was waiting and inside were similarly dressed masked couples: seminude females and cloaked males. Conversations were stinted; mostly nods of greeting and tense silence amongst the heretofore strangers.
They were delivered to the float marshaling yard and found their ornamented conveyance. Missy was positioned aboard near the front and as the journey commenced she got the same great view of the rambunctious crowd that they got of her.
Halfway through the parade route, she took a place beside the float and high stepped a boob bouncing stomp between it and the boisterous spectators. Once, a drunken young man ran out and groped her tit. Luckily, he didn't mar her makeup but it was a fleeting shock nonetheless. She liked having her boobs played with during foreplay or sex, by a known lover, but not so much this way, accosted in public.



The hour-long merriness was over and they climbed back into the transport for return to the hotel. Oddly, there were no farewells or well wishes as they alighted at the same back entrance. All of the females alighted first. There was a delay before the males emerged. She hoped Uncle Mike would escort her back to their suite to change her costume for party clothes before the late-night event.
But the cloaked and masked uncle took her bicep, a more controlling grasp, and quickly piloted her to a closed-off mezzanine ballroom, low lit with a multitude of upholstered chairs and sofas, arranged at random spaces and angles throughout.
Now the men's conversations built up from the low tones, greetings, and wellbeing courtesies. She heard snippets from nearby foursomes.
'Been a good year... always like these little getaways... where's your girl from last year... too bad, she gave great head... it's okay, this one's new but willing, you'll see... looking forward to it...'
Uncle Mike took two large champagne flutes from a passing topless waitress. As he handed one to Missy, she saw his shirt and pants were gone and he was naked beneath his loose black cloak. He gave her glass a tap.
"To inspiring adventures."
She sipped the bubbly amber liquid and liked the taste. When she finished, she looked around for another; parade marching was thirsty work. But the waitresses had all disappeared. When they reappeared, their trays didn't contain beverages. The trays held small piles of satin ribbons and tied black velvet purse bags.
Uncle Mike picked one of each off a passing tray. He pocketed the bag and unfolded the neck ribbon.
"So here's the deal. The floats cost money to build and equip. Nobody gives something for nothing so this is the fundraising portion of our annual Mardi Gras gathering."
He clipped the lace-trimmed black collar around Missy's neck. A red tag, number 4, dangled from the embedded front ring.
"I have deposited my annual pledge with the treasurer. I get a credit for each tag you collect from the other gentlemen. They'll award them to you like this."
He removed a black numbered tag, also a number 4, from the bag in his pocket and clipped it to Missy's throat ring.
"And I get debited for every tag I reward to a receptive female."
He smiled as he watched the reality sink into Missy's understanding. She looked around at the cloaked troupe of unknown masked men. He whispered in her ear from behind.
"Do whatever they ask. Collect as many tags as possible. It'll be fun for you and favorable for me."
He slapped her exposed ass cheek once in a fit of giddiness. She jumped at the smack and turned back to object but he was gone. A nearby masked gentleman saw her get the whack and approached to make her acquaintance.
"Hello, little lady. I don't remember you from last year. Must be new here. How about a kiss?"
She took a hesitant step back but he hooked a finger under her collar and pulled her in for a deep open lipped kiss. His cloak opened and her belly bumped against his naked semi-solid erection. When he let her up for air, she was huffing her breath. He chuckled as he clipped his numbered tag, a 12, to her collar.
"See? Easy peasy, little darling."
She stood speechless as he walked away. A tap on her bare shoulder drew her attention behind her. Another masked gentleman stood there, smiling at her blushing face.
"How about a little caress?"
He took her hand and pulled it inside the fold of his floor-length cloak. Her hand touched his naked genitals. In her bewilderment, she automatically stroked his long soft penis. His hand rose to cup her glittery tit, a small bounce, and a light squeeze to test its fullness. It only lasted a dozen seconds and, though applied by a mysterious partier, she bore it better than the curt parade grope. Then he clipped his tag to her growing collection.
A bit confused, she scanned around the room of half-naked men and women engaged in various acts of foreplay. By chance, she spied Uncle Mike across the room, his hand cupping a redhead's crotch. His hand was waggling against her groin and she could tell from the girl's flushed expression that he had slipped his middle digit past her thong and inside her, rooting around. Missy started in his direction for emotional shelter but a masked man stepped in her path.
"Hey, there, sweetie. What's the hurry? Give me a little time to get to know you."
He took her hand and she numbly followed him to a nearby sofa. When he sat, his cloak naturally slid aside and he drew her onto his bare lap. He held her face and kissed her. For whatever reason, whether it was the growing sexual atmosphere or just instinct, her hand descended between them and fingered his cock. She felt his hand squeeze her tit, the thumb pad orbiting the edge of her nipple.
"That feels nice, sweetie. I haven't seen you here before. First time?"
"Yes, sir" she murmured as her nub stiffened at his manipulation. Tit play seemed to be her implicit role this evening.
His one hand stayed in play on her tit as his bad-boy facial scruff tickled her skin down to where his lips suckled her other boob. He was sporting a major hardon, her fingers alive on the knob half of the shaft. He paused, fumbling in his pocket, and retrieved a tag.
"Thanks for the attention, sweetie. This is for you."
He clipped one of his tags to her collar and lifted her off his lap, setting her on her high-heeled feet as he stood and walked away, his cock waggling at horizontal through the cloak's fold as he homed in on another female target.
Missy felt hands on her hips, someone behind her was unclipping the silvery costume thong and pulling it off her hips. He maneuvered her to kneel on the sofa with her tits dangling over the backside. She looked over her own back as the masked man pulled open his cloak and exposed his raging erection.
She looked forward again and felt his cock tip touch her pussy lips. He pushed in forcefully. She wasn't sure she was ready but his knob slid right into her surprisingly wet cunt, a smooth descent to the bottom. He set a stroke pace that was neither gentle nor harsh, simply steady and for her, a very good feeling.
An impulsive notion crossed her mind.
'I guess I like this more than I thought I would.'
He pumped harder and faster and then cried out his spew. He jittered to a stop and withdrew, his wet semi-tumescence covered over again by his cloak. He rounded the sofa and obligingly clipped his tag to her enlarging bundle. As he was doing that, she felt another cock at her cunt, and unable to turn back as the first man was still attaching his token, she closed her eyes and accepted this second doggie fuck.
The rhythm was as before, steady and powerful. A particularly hard jolt stunned her eyes open and there before her, patiently waiting, was another man's erection, clamoring for oral attention.
She opened wide and he placed his engorged knob on her tongue. It tasted of genital fluids and presumably not her own. At first, she lapped its underside and then let more and more into her mouth. The man behind her groaned and she felt his flow inside her womb. She ignored him as he exited while focused on the manly probe inside her mouth.
She curled back her tongue and tickled the tip against his coronal nook. The warm fluid shots were almost immediate and she swallowed hastily as the flood flowed down her gullet.
She was alone now and sagged into the cushions. But not for long. Hands rolled her onto her back and turned her to align with the sofa's length. A black-caped shadow hovered above her. She spread her legs impulsively and accepted the man's erection between her pussy lips. She lay listless as the man suckled her nipples and used her weary body to his pleasure.
Her fuzzy awareness from then on was furtive, just shadows and shapes, a succession of anonymous cocks pulsing in her pussy and mouth.
Somehow, she found herself in the suite that Uncle Mike and she shared. He had removed her collar, heels, and mask and was helping her into the shower. She perceived the warm water and his soapy hands rubbing away the perfumes, makeup, and glitter, flushing the decorative elements down the drain. Still, he was not disinclined to fondle her soft masses and curves during the chore. The vaginal douche concluded her cleansing.
Satin sheets, a warm comforter, and bare skin cuddles floated her bed-borne body to sleep. On the bedside stand, a large bundle of tags remained attached to the ring of her removed satin choker, a jumble of prizes that would create a financial bounty for her inventive Uncle Mike upon redemption with the Mardi Gras float's treasurer.
-----
"So, how was your trip? How'd she like it?"
Uncle Mike took a moment to seem thoughtful but already knew his response to Uncle Bobby.
"She's every bit as good as her sister Kristi, maybe even better. She claimed the most tokens and really earned her unanimous invitation for next year."
Uncle Bobby prevaricated at that suggestion.
"I'll have to think about that, Mike. It may be too much too soon. We'll see."
Their conversation died out as the patio doors slid open and Missy emerged in her bikini bottoms for a morning swim. They watched her stroll to the water edge, her magnificent boobs jostling to her stride. She dove, paddled, and dipped under the fond gaze of her infatuated Uncles, the ones that provided her safe man encounters of unspeakable decadence.
But Mike had places to go, people to see, deals to manipulate that consistently increased the business partners' wealth. He said his farewells to Bob, waved goodbye to swimming Missy and departed, promising return visits.
Uncle Bobby pondered Uncle Mike's accounts of the Mardi Gras fundraiser. He thought the orgy was a bit much for her, too coarse, too bawdy, too soon in her young life to be repeated. Missy's mood and attitude seemed subdued upon her return.
Uncle Bobby sat and stared at the little water nymph in the pool. His mood was equally subdued, still not sure how he felt about the way Uncle Mike had exploited her innocence for financial gain. He treasured the pretentious vanity he felt by professing to defend her youthful wholesomeness, even as he greedily molested her body at will, and he hated to think that she was growing up too quickly.
He rose and waded into the shallow end of the pool and joined in splashy water play with his nubile niece. They tossed a float ball back and forth, Missy jumping and diving to catch wayward throws. He liked to see her bounce and giggle, like the trusting little girl he wanted to believe she was.
It was a light supper inside. Missy yawned repeatedly as they ate popcorn in front of the TV. She left for her room upstairs, pecking her Uncle Bobby 'good night'.
He stayed up to watch some more TV. The late evening weather report included the usual buxom weather girl. Her tits were especially prominent tonight in her thin white sweater, flaunting brazen pokies. He felt the hot blood rush to his groin. It had been a few days and he was feeling an urgent need for release.
He went upstairs and into Missy's wholesome pink and white bedroom. She was sleeping restlessly, twitching in her twilight dreams. He crawled in beside her and spooned her warm, soft body, caressing a hip and a boob. She half woke to his petting, the warm boob embrace of a well-known man, and felt the coziness of his protection from the, until recently, unknown menaces of the greater world outside her family.
"Uncle Bobby? Do you need me?"
Her hand reached back and found his erection. Her fingers touched his knob and slid lower, skimming lightly on the soft skin below the corona, gaining more manly size. She affectionately answered her own question.
"Oh yeah, for sure. I think you do need me. It's okay, Uncle Bobby. I know how to take care of that."
She instinctively rolled to press her front to his and snuggled closer. Her hand fully enclosed his erect manhood. Uncle Bobby upped his caressing foreplay on her baby smooth skin.
He wiggled closer into sidesaddle alignment and she cooperated by sliding a thigh beneath his waist, availing her womanly wiles for his sexual solace. He entered her warmth and gently fucked his accommodating little niece. She sleepily smooched his face, neck, and lips. Her fragrant hair shrouded his face and her soft round breasts squished against his chest. Her hips rolled in time with his thrusts.
His sensitized penis rocked back and forth in her velvety channel. When he paused to gather his energy to go on, she rolled her hips gently, lightly rubbing him inside to help maintain his stiffness. He built his rise in stages, finally reached the apex, and jetted his masculine pearls into her feminine receptacle. She contentedly murmured as the ropes ebbed off and he relaxed loosely in her embrace.
"Feel better now, Uncle Bobby?"
"Oh, yes, my dear... so much better..."
"I'm glad you feel better. I want you to feel happy that I'm here."
Uncle Bobby lay quiescent, feeling grateful and happy that Missy was here. So happy, in fact, that he stayed with her in bed the rest of the night, in a spooning light cuddle and embrace. The puddle of congealing sperm she held inside was a comforting symbol of his renewed promise that she would always be safe and secure in the protective arms of her Uncle Bobby.
-----
** Spring **
Mike petitioned his business partner to make an inspection circuit of their venture's manufacturing facilities. The products were experiencing unusually high QC rejection rates.
Bob agreed that Mike could visit Missy while he was on tour but no more overnight trips or similar misadventures. Mike jovially pledged to keep Missy safely at home while Bob made his inspections. Bob condescendingly assumed they would probably spend most of their time together in bed.
At the second factory stop, Bob discovered the systemic problem and requested some clerical assistance with his findings report and corrective actions memorandum. The facility manager sent his newest office assistant to help.
Bob was surprised and pleased when Sable, a previous casino paramour that he had cajoled Mike into hiring, knocked on his temporary office door. She dug right into the task, quick and efficient at wordsmithing the document with plenty of time to spare.
"Well, you are a gift to this enterprise."
"Thank you, sir. I am so grateful for your support in finding this job. I can't imagine how I can thank you enough."
Bob winked a saucy smile, his imagination percolating some pleasant ideas.
"Well, you could try."
Sable picked up on his notions and smiled back, nodding her acquiescence.
"Let's take lunch. Tell your supervisor that you'll be assisting me offsite and won't be available this afternoon. Come on, let's get some lunch."
Instead of a restaurant, they went to Bob's hotel suite and ordered room service. They devoured the meal and, with the empty dishes haphazardly piled on the cart parked in the hallway, they set out to devour each other.
They spent the afternoon hours reacquainting themselves with the joys they had found at her previous employment and her self-help side hustles.
Sable was all in showing him her sincere gratitude for the boost to her life's trajectory. Or rather, Bob was all in plunging her pussy after some 69 foreplay oral.
As evening approached, he dropped her back at the factory to collect her car and go home to her toddler son. He thanked her for her clerical and booty call services.
He promised himself later to avoid telling Mike and to never do that again. He could only hope he was strong enough to sustain his own vow.
-----
Uncle Mike kept his pledge, staying close to home with Missy. Saturday dawned bright and early. Missy teased him into going for a morning jog at the college campus nature park.
"Better get some exercise if you want to stay in shape and keep up with me."
He wasn't sure if it was a double meaning: a ramble on a path or a rumple in her pussy. Probably both and she was probably right. He was getting older and the young maiden was stretching his endurance in bed.
They had run about a mile, Uncle Mike following Missy as her spandex booty pants molded her undulating ass and the blonde ponytail swung like a metronome. When she turned to jog backward and taunted him to keep up, her loose boobs bounced inside the spandex sports top in time with her high stepping stride.
She paced herself to let him catch up. They passed a few runners going the other way but the section ahead seemed completely deserted this morning. They entered that secluded section of the trail.
Ahead of him again, she turned and jogged in place as he approached and then darted onto a bushy side trail. He followed her direction but she was out of sight. Emerging into a clearing, he was distraught that he couldn't see her.
She pounced on him from his blindside and tackled him to the ground. He was surprised by her assault until she rolled him on his back, straddled his chest, and whipped off her sports bra. Her big boobs were full in his sight and she bent down to capture his mouth in a kiss.
He realized the game and let her have her way. Her way was to pull off his shorts and handle his cock and balls. It was quickly followed by her pulling off her spandex pants and re-straddling his body, but this time much lower.
He was hard and she was wet, the perfect combination for nature-loving lovers. She rode him in cowgirl, sliding up and down, to and fro, simulating their conjoined genitals. She peaked first but continued thrusting and stroking while her orgasm swept through her being. She didn't stop until his sperm shot up inside her bounding body.
In a short time, with calm and clothes restored, the jogging and fucking part of the workout was over and they slow-walked back along the trail to the parking lot and Uncle Mike's car.
They returned to the house and spent the remaining morning swimming in the backyard pool. They still had a few days until Uncle Bobby returned and Missy intended to make the most of it; nurturing Uncle Mike's capacity to keep up with her mounting sexual appetite for mature safe men.
** Summer **
Uncle Bobby surrendered to the inevitable outcome of Missy's year of residence at his home. Uncle Mike had been undeterred by any obstacles as he lobbied mercilessly to get Missy enrolled in the Total Woman Academy. As usual, he got his way, both with Bob and all other powers that foolishly thought they could stand in his way.
Ever since she was informed of the potential upgraded educational venue, Missy had spoken many times with her older sister Kristi who cheered her good fortune. Some of their talks got very detailed about the things Kristi was absorbing at TWA, physically, mentally, and emotionally. Missy was itching, as always, to do everything her older sister did.
But the interlude between the end of community college classes and the timetable for her entrance to TWA seemed to stretch on and on.
Then, one day, a junior TWA Coach Tutor, Reggie, arrived for the 'in-house' preliminary Evaluation Assessment. Bob and Mike expected him later in the day, allowing that he would spend an overnight evaluating Missy, but he was early. They met him in the foyer and explained that Missy was still getting ready for his visit. But, with a twinkle of glee, they informed the young man that he could find her in her room for a surprise start to his preliminary Evaluation Assessment sessions.
Reggie, following their directions, ambling up the stairs and down the hallway to her bedroom door. She wasn't present when he entered. Instead, he heard splashy noises in Missy's bathroom. He undressed before pitching the bathroom door open and marching naked into her presence. Missy was lying in her bath, preening herself for his eventual arrival.



She sat up startled, her hands covering her foamy boobs. She looked at the naked man and settled her fright. This must be her expected visitor; he was early but she could manage the unforeseen change. But what to do now?
She recalled Uncle Mike's thrill at her bubble bathtub side blowjob and sudsy fuck. This second non-family visitor to her boudoir, a VIP according to her sister's tales, was just as deserving as Uncle Mike, probably more so, considering his significance for her TWA acceptance. She determined to welcome him properly. She looked directly into his eyes, dropped her hands to expose her boobs, crinkled a mischievous smile, and crooked a finger wag that beckoned him closer.
He complied with her beckoning and she initiated her singular, at least only once before, cock sucking bath time welcome. It was a repeat of the former incident as she drew him into the tub and ran him through the complete sequence, culminating with the cowgirl fuck in the bubbly scenario.
Reggie was pleased with her hospitable reception and they retired to bed for the remaining day and night. He turned out to be just as spirited but more robust than Missy's two regular adult male bedmates. However, he stuck to basic missionary and sidesaddle; this was a preliminary session to get a capabilities baseline. Even still, she strove hard to make them the best she'd ever done.
The next day was filled with topless pool play and flirty displays. The uncles chatted with Reggie while Missy sunned nearby, telling him their stories of her adventurous exploits and their opinions of her sensuous talents. Reggie was particularly intrigued by her love of fine lingerie.
That night, he compelled her to provide him with a lingerie fashion show. The upstairs hallway was the only pseudo runway available; the bedroom became her offstage changing room. She seated him at one end and strolled its length in various getups: different colors, and styles. Her approaching runway walks bounced her bountiful breasts while the retreats treated him to undulating ass exhibitions.
Standing close at the end of each model strut, she obliged his wishes when he freely adjusted the fittings and plucked away some extraneous pieces. He tightened her thong into a more demonstrative camel toe and lowered a cleavage boosting half-cup bra to teasingly expose the upper crescent of her rosy nipples.
When she modeled the translucent skin-toned set with part of her nipples flaunted above the cups as he had previously illustrated, he was finally totally enamored with her beauty and elegance. The professional Coach Tutor was too aroused to defer any longer the fashion show's inevitable culmination.
At the end of what became her evening's final runway circuit, he held out his hand and she shyly held out hers.
He drew her closer. His fingers loosed the side clasps of her minimal panties and he pulled them away. She wasn't inclined to let him go too quickly so leaned over at the waist and pressed her lips to his. It was his opportunity to loosen the bra's back clasp and pull that item off her. She progressively bent further. Her lips pecked at his chin, his neck, his left nipple. A lap and tongue probe at his navel preceded her tip kiss on his hard-standing cock. His hands cupped her suspended boobs as her lips slid over his knob and descended to the root. He leaned his head back and closed his eyes, emitting a moaning sigh of contentment.
She took that sound as his plaintive sign of praise for her abilities and sucked hard on his nerve-saturated stiff muscle. She drew back and popped off during a particularly hard swallowing suction. Leaning up, she straddled his lap, tilting his head forward to face her.
They found the congenital conjunction and she watched his eyes fly open when she forced herself down in one fell swoop. She hugged his neck as she cycled his cock in her pussy until he potently spewed in her sensuous body, allaying his festering lust. They were very slow to uncouple before standing and retiring to more sedate carnal couplings in bed.
The next day, they all gathered in the foyer to say 'goodbye'. Just as he was exiting the door, Reggie gave her a last bit of news.
"Missy, I have given my consent for your admission. In a few days, you can expect my colleague, Ned, to collect you for your transport and induction as a sophomore coed into the Total Woman Academy. Be ready. His Escorting Evaluation Assessment will be much more thorough and demanding than mine."
Missy was overjoyed that she had passed the first stage of her acceptance. The uncles watched as her barely clad body bounced into a submerging embrace of Reggie and he abided her finishing sweet farewells, filled with fondles, smooches, and smiles.
-----
Bob and Mike were waiting in the den when the doorbell rang. Ned had finally arrived, just as last year, to collect their second niece Missy for her transfer journey. The men greeted the Escorting Coach Tutor jovially, now a bit more familiar with him after last year's brief visit.
Missy's heels clacked on the floor tiles as she joined them. She made her perfect appearance towing a piece of luggage, dressed in the requested manner: a skimpy lace bra, garter belt, stockings, and thong. Her hair was coiffed about her head and shoulders; her makeup glowed across her radiant face.
Ned seemed pleased that Missy understood how to dress for her first day's journey. Her late-night gossip calls with Kristi had made it clear that her travel attire needed to be as proscribed and functional for the circumstances.
He crooked his elbow and she slid her arm in his. The female chauffeur took her roller bag to the car's trunk as the well-dressed elegant man escorted his lingerie bedecked riding companion to the waiting limousine.
Missy leaned into the open rear door, her long legs out and her body partly inside. The position flaunted her thong split booty to all the admiring men. Ned patted one beautiful bare cheek and then used both hands to boost her by her trim and toned ass inside the vehicle. With a final smiling wave to her uncles, he climbed in after her and the chauffeur closed the door.
Uncle Bobby and Uncle Mike watched the whole thing with proud delight. Gorgeous little Missy was now launched on the wondrous trek to her prosperous future as the newest coed candidate at the Total Woman Academy.
** Following Years **
Kristi and Missy prospered jointly and independently under the tutelage of numerous TWA Staff and Guest Coach Tutors. After several years of intense studies, Kristi's graduation drew nigh a year ahead of her little sister's.
A few final scheduled events preceded the culminating pre-graduation exercise. Normally, it would be 'Father-Daughter Weekend' but under the circumstances of Kristi's earlier family life and subsequent growth, a modified 'Uncle-Niece Weekend' encounter was found to be more appropriate.
Thus, Uncle Bobby arrived at the campus ready to meet his official incestuous responsibilities. No man was more eager to perform the necessary tasks than Uncle Bobby, having been officially constrained from fucking his oldest niece this past few years.
After the obligatory tux and gown evening soiree to prep the attending fathers for their first fuck of their daughters, Kristi and Uncle Bobby stole away to his guest suite. It had been a long time coming but the reunion was just as good as the year that Kristi had been resident in his home.
She was eager and proud to show him the many ways she had learned how to flare and quench a man's lust. There was joy in her heart when she suckled his cock and deep-throated the entire shaft. Uncle Bobby spewed and was doubly impressed that she had overcome her juvenile phobia and swallowed. They cuddled all night, coupling intermittently.
After that first night's wonderful reunion, Uncle Bobby needed the whole next day to rest and truly refract.
On the second night in bed, as Kristi knelt between his spread-out prone thighs, her face bobbing in foreplay on his dick, the door slowly opened. Missy stepped in gingerly and asked in a girlish voice if she could join them. Kristi paused, her mouth full of cock, and first looked sideways at Missy's intrusion and then up at Uncle Bobby propped against a pile of pillows. He smiled wide and ushered his younger niece to come aboard their bed. Father-Daughter Weekend events were at the father's prerogative and Kristi acceded to her stand-in father's consent.
Uncle Bobby's two nieces crawled up to lay against his body on either side to continue the foreplay. There was always a hand or mouth in play, stroking his dick, kissing his lips, placing a nipple for his easy sucking. They wasted an ejaculation on his tummy but the girls competed to find and lick up the errant pearly droplets.
They shared his focused attentions. It was really Kristi's night and Missy deferred directly capturing any of her uncle's genital secretions. However, when Kristi was busy preening herself the next morning in her bathroom, Uncle Bobby rolled atop Missy and fucked her in missionary to reward her patience. Kristi emerged preened to discover her bedmates mating.
She and Missy had 'double dated' before, being swapped back and forth by collaborating Guest Coach Tutor pairs. But this weekend was hers, not meant to be a 'sharing' encounter. Regardless, she climbed on the mattress and caressed her uncle's back and legs while he fucked her little sister to his cock's content. Missy's cry of delight at the mutual peak was her sign of equal satisfaction.
The weekend was over and the nieces bathed a thoroughly gratified and fatigued Uncle Bobby, readying him for his sad departure. As he gave Kristi a farewell hug at the campus front foyer, she disclosed her post-graduation plans.
"I have accepted a loan officer's post at an offshore bank in the Caribbean. Sun, sand, and sea by day; moonlit beach fucking by night. Will you come and find me there... soon?"
Uncle Bobby was more than willing. He was learning to like exotic locations and adventures.
"Send me the details. I'll come as soon as I can."
As he rode away from the campus in TWA's limousine, he was thinking ahead to his next campus visit, about a year hence. Missy would require his family male assistance for her official pre-graduation incestuous weekend. He was more than willing to fill in again for her unwitting real father.
But after that, regretfully, he was out of nieces. A sort of melancholy darkened his mood, even though the forfeiture was many months away.
Mrs. Smith, the Housemother, had been insistent that he take a large manila envelope with him upon his hectic, smooch and hug-filled departure. He opened it now, at his available leisure, in the backseat and perused the contents. His eyes bugged out at the interesting proposal.
Bob was being invited to apply for Pledge Contributor status with unrestricted Guest Coach Tutor access to the worldwide network of Total Woman Academy campuses. He relaxed back in his comfortable leather cushions, closed his eyes, and imagined a future of exotic locations and adventures with pseudo, multi-cultural 'Nieces Worldwide'.
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Scenario
Ned sat, coffee in hand as he watched the morning sun twinkle off the lightly rippling swimming pool water. This sunrise view from his bungalow, one of eight that encircled the central pool and spa at an undisclosed tropical resort, was a refreshing time for him.
Last week, he had been provisionally relieved of his grueling TWA co-ed training, tune-up, and evaluation assessment schedule and allowed to seek a couple of weeks of rejuvenating rest and relaxation here. Likewise, a rotating troupe of high-profile female personalities were taking brief breaks from their glitzy but soul-draining vocations.
Ned and the girls had Mutual Interests for rest, relaxation, and fun during these clandestine retreats, a fleeting sanctuary from the merciless demands of their professional handlers.
Monday -- Jayde, Sports Announcer
The post-match tie-breaking shootout was almost over and neither team had scored a single goal during the regular time or double overtime. One last attempt was teed up and the muscular player and tense goalie eyed each other across the open field.
The striker launched towards the ball and swept a mighty kick. The ball shot like a bullet towards the net and the ill-fated goalie misjudged its direction. The back of the net fluffed on impact in conjunction with the crowd's mighty roar.
The camera angle moved to Jayde standing on the sidelines with her foam balled microphone near her chin. She chattered excitedly in Spanish, almost drowned out by the noise. But her face was cheery and bright at the unexpected upset by the home team. Now, it was on to the championships.
But first, Jayde must detour to the locker room for the obligatory post-game interviews and it was not her favorite duty. The cameraman lugged his heavy equipment behind her as she model-strutted in her high heels. His task was lightened by the view of her sashaying ass in the tight pencil skirt, the sexy waddle that every European female reporter implicitly imitated, giving a natural boost to their public popularity.
She paused at the pedestrian gridlocked locker room door. The boisterous laughter flowing from inside had been well earned by the underdog home team. No one expected them to hold the competition at bay and the post-game tie-breaking goal seemed like a miracle.
Jayde gripped her microphone, took a deep breath, and pushed through the crowd at the door, trailed by her cameraman. Near naked dancing and high-fiving men greeted her entrance. The room was thick with sweaty bodies and dank odors; effusive of a working man's world.
She turned her back on the scene and began her monologue into the camera lens. Halfway through her second sentence, a large hand reached under her arm, around her chest, and squeezed more-than-a-handful of boob through her tight packed sweater. She flinched and yipped at the surprise clench and nearly dropped the mike.
Turning around to face her groper, three well-built shirtless athletes grinned back at her, silently challenging her to identify her attacker. Then they chanted in unison.
"One... two... three!"
The husky rookies ripped off their waist towels and gave the live viewing audience the full Monty. The amused camera operator played along, zooming in and panning across the prominent penis panorama.
Jayde regained her composure and her control of the cameraman. As if this behavior was nothing out of the ordinary, and often enough it wasn't, she strolled into the center of the locker room and continued her interviews.
She caught the attention of a group of even-tempered older players and got the requisite interview responses that every win was important but never guaranteed. The experienced teammates thanked their god and their fans for their undying support.
Having gotten what she came for, and initially, more than she wanted, Jayde retreated to the safer exit corridor and fresher air. The TV pair packed up the remote newscast paraphernalia and headed outside the stadium.
The fans were dispersing from the parking lots, cheers and celebrations just beginning as they headed for after-hours watering holes. Jayde said her 'good nights' to her support crew and drove off alone, rubbing her sore breast gingerly, hoping it wasn't bruised. She headed for the airport and a much-needed vacation from this crazy sports-cast business.
The next day, she lay on her back, happily sunning at the exclusive tropical resort, and relieved to find her bare boobs were unblemished.
Ned also thought her breasts were unblemished as he spied her from inside his porch panel sliders. In his opinion, they were not only unblemished but very bodacious. There was a visible slump as the fleshy masses assumed two torus-shaped mounds on her chest. The large dark nipples faced up and a little to the side, natural reposes for such generous gifts of god.
He slid the door open and walked quietly towards Jayde. Stopping just as his shadow crossed her face, he saw her open her eyes and look up. Her lips cracked a smile of recognition.
"Hello, sir. I hoped you would be here this week."
They were prior acquaintances. Jayde had made use of the tropical paradise and its special services many times. Ned had not always been in residence when she visited before, and during his absences, his associates had nimbly serviced her rest and relaxation needs. But he was here now and ready to perform. He knelt down and retrieved a bottle of suntan lotion.
"Better be careful; the 'girls' might get a sunburn."
It was a cheesy excuse to do what they both wanted done. He slicked his palms and began kneading the balm over her generous malleable boobs. He took extra care on her nipples and gained the predictable raising of nubs and bumps.
Her flat stomach and toned thighs got their share of attention. Pausing briefly, he pulled the strings of her thong, exposing her vulva. His fingers worked the labia folds and Jayde moaned quietly in pleasure at the sensual massage. She was eager to commence her habitual R&R routine.
Standing, Ned dropped his shorts, exposing his long, thick tumescence. He nonchalantly crawled between her widened legs. Her arms opened to welcome his advance. His mighty cock slid through her oiled pussy lips and they exchanged smooches in the morning sunshine.
Jayde adored the sensation of Ned's cock sliding home, deep in her cunt, where she wished it could always be. The horny young studs she encountered around the stadiums and studios, the occasional few she let believe she was succumbing to, thought their spontaneous quickies were the ultimate pleasure. And for them it probably was. But she never peaked during their self-absorbed dalliances.
Instead, she relished a mature alpha male like Ned manhandling her body with sensual expertise, igniting her sexual cravings with extended foreplay before his cock smoothly massaged her inner membranes and nurtured her passions.
Like now, when Ned's thick manhood sluiced around in her slippery tunnel, building both their furors until this vacation kickoff fuck ended in a mutual orgasm. As they lay in the post-coital glow, Ned gave her an assurance.
"That should hold you until later."
She took a deep breath and sighed, murmuring her satisfied response.
"Not too much later, I hope?"
He pulled his dwindling cock out, stood, and leaned over her, lifting her in a two-armed cradle. Stepping to the pool edge, he ignored her thrashing arms and legs and her "no...No...NO..." before tossing her high above the cool water. Her body slammed flat on the surface and her screech was muffled when her head went underwater. Ned jumped into the refreshing pool after her. He steadied her when she surfaced and they sputtered, laughed, and giggled while clinging and floating together.
The remaining day was a series of playfulness, in and out swims, laying on the chaises, drying until the next pool cooling off, and catching up on life since their last encounter. Ned mentioned the locker room flash and she confessed that it was not a first for her and probably not the last. She was always a target of such immodest shenanigans.
She asked him to come to her bungalow for dinner. It would be a simple meal from the resort's catering kitchen. She winked and promised a special dessert as she strolled away to prepare.
Ned arrived at the correct time, wearing pressed white shirt and shorts. Jayde wore nothing but a fluttering translucent robe, a pretense for shielding her luscious curves but deliberately ineffective. He savored the see-through view.
As promised, it was a simple meal: a salad, smoked salmon, cheese, and sangria. They hardly talked as they ate, eyeing each other with smiles and nods. Jayde rose and sashayed around the small table. Ned pushed back and she sat sideways on his lap.
They smooched, his hand fluffing her spectacular boobs through the silky fabric until he tunneled inside for a real feel.
She stood and pulled him up, her robe hanging open. She unbuttoned his shirt and shorts, letting them fall to the floor. She shrugged off her own cover.
The paramours eyed the other up and down and then fell into a kissing bare-skinned hug. No more words were needed as they retired hand in hand to the bedroom.
She fell back on the bed and pulled him along, guiding his hips between her spread thighs. She crab-walked backward to get to the mattress center. He followed her there and kept going, posing his cock at the entrance to her waiting cunt. They paused to smooch and he pressed lightly, feeling her hands grip his ass and pull him in. He settled deep as she moaned at the thick penetration. She waggled her hips, conveying her need for him to continue. He did and she moaned again at the sensations.
The strokes were gentle, long, and sensuous. They both murmured and moaned at the passage of slick flesh against slick membranes.
Ned held his ejaculatory impulses under control, despite the marvelous vaginal caresses on his cock.
Jayde breathed deeper and her body's rock and roll motions under him got more frantic. She arched her back and cried out her ecstasy. Ned let go and spewed mighty gobs of spunk in her womb, hearing her whispers of answered need.
"Yes... YES... OMG... that feels SO good..."
Their mutual body tingles slowly dissipated and they cuddled, for quite some time, still conjoined at the middle. Ned broke the reverie.
"I hope your stay with us will be satisfactory."
"I have no doubts it will be just as wonderful as ever. Especially with you here this week."
They rolled into a spoon and drifted off to sleep, a good start to Jayde's week of rest and relaxation from her hectic public persona.
Tuesday -- Kiki, Exotic Travel Journalist
The TV's blue glimmer filled the living room of Ned's bungalow. The cable program, a late night exotic travelogue, showed another kinky adventure by its star reporter, Kiki. Her serial shtick was to become a member of staff at the target locale and experience the real behind the scenes workings of the organization's employees.
In tonight's episode, she was functioning as a topless floor waitress in a Macau casino. And she was attracting a lot of attention.
Her Hawaiian heritage gave her cover, appearing Oriental enough to blend in while being subliminally exotic with her coppery skin tone and rounder western infused eyes. The shelving corset and high cut thong did nothing to conceal her rounded ass and boobs, elevated to more convenient heights by her high heeled shoes. The wealthy Asian gamblers were nonplussed about freely fondling her plush treasures whenever she was within reach.
They came to this immorality mecca to relax from their overbearing business stresses. And they expected Kiki, one of the casino's newest readily available female staff, to assist their recreational quest, either now as a lucky talisman when she occasionally rolled their dice or later when she rolled her ass beneath them in bed.
Allowing the manly fondles was just one way, in addition to her visual allure, of guiding their after-hours selections to her. Those end of shift decisions were only a few hours away.
Kiki ran a whispered undercurrent of dialog while her surreptitious video assistant held her in shot with his obscure shirt button micro-camera. A cumbersome camera crew would defeat the reality TV show aura her covert scoops strived for.
The half hour show was saturated with details. Ned watched as she hopped a step from a saucy pinch to her ass, nearly spilling the drinks on her serving tray. He watched her puff on a fistful of dice and rattle them down the table. The boozy bettor had an arm slung over her shoulder. One boob bobbled when her throwing arm shimmied her chest while her patron's shoulder borne arm held his hand at a convenient angle to cup the other one for extra luck.
And Kiki was undaunted with courage and curiosity, accepting a Japanese honcho's offer, stated more as a mandate, to share his bed at the end of her shift. She toddled along with him to the resort's top floor suite.
While he was distracted in the bathroom, she secreted a hidden camera to record the entire supposedly private encounter: her coy strip off, unclothing the privileged male, sucking his cock to hardness and his robust penile rampage in her juicy little cunt.
Ned unconsciously stroked himself as he watched the coital finale to her adventure. Naturally the film was lower quality due to the miniaturized equipment. But in a post-production breakout, Kiki gave an after-action rundown, sharing tidbits not quickly evident in the real time filming.
These were the outtakes where she did spill the drinks when suddenly goosed. And the wad of cash she had been gifted by her exhausted top floor paramour. The epilog was presented nonchalantly, still in character and costume, with her broad brown nipples exposed above her tit boosting corset uniform.
She confessed with a serious tone that the casino officially frowned on the after shift practice. But her amused face leaned into the shot, and in a conspiracy laced whisper, she said they looked the other way. They were fully mindful that their lavish spending customers expected lavish customer service.
Ned flicked off the tube and sat for a moment in the darkness. He was still idly fingering his erection. Then he rousted himself for the short journey across the pool deck to the backdoor of Kiki's bungalow. She was his assigned comfort mission tonight.
Of course, the door was unlocked and Ned slid it aside, entering her dwelling and closing it behind him. The interior lights were off but the central pool lights softly glowed through the slider. The bedroom door was half ajar and Ned pressed it wide. Kiki was lying nude on the bed, her gorgeous form also lit by the same pool light glow.
He stood tall and still at the interior threshold, a long momentary pause to survey the task before him. She tilted her face towards him.
"What kept you? I've been waiting."
"I was enjoying one of your shows."
"Oh? Which one?"
"The topless Macau casino."
"Oh, that's one of my favorites. I still get wet remembering it. That man's cock and balls were unquenchable. He came at least four times, I lost count at three."
She gave a coy wink towards her midnight date and quipped a saucy invite.
"Up for a challenge?"
Ned shed his shirt and shorts, kicked off his sandals and strode naked towards Kiki. She rolled sideways and smoothed the sheets where she beckoned Ned to lay down beside her. He mounted the mattress and lay on his side facing her.
Gravity lolled her breasts earthward; not saggy, just slouching sideways with their fullness. He pushed his palm underneath and lifted the bottom one, the mass indented fluidly across his hand and the top one bulged as well. Ned popped his palm and the fleshy pair jiggled in unison. Kiki voiced her query.
"Like 'em?"
Ned continued to play, intending his continued groping to be his affirmative response. She held his hand to her breasts as she leaned in and kissed his lips. She gave a steady eye lock during a pause, an urgent whisper on her lips.
"Fuck me."
Ned was inclined to oblige her request and rolled atop her as she pulled him into position. His hips rested in her saddle and she wiggled a hand down between them. A few rubs confirmed his firmness. She placed him and, as they kissed again, this time deeply, he pushed his knob inside her. Her moan filled his mouth as they tongue wrestled.
He drove completely in, pressing her cervix. She moaned again, louder this time as she broke the kiss to get a fuller breath of needed oxygen.
She waggled her hips, signaling him to keep going. Ned drew back and plunged again, over and over and over in a steady cadence. Kiki gave a throaty 'oomph' every time he punched her deepest recesses.
He sped up. Her oomph's got quicker and louder in time with his strokes until they merged into an open mouthed cry of delight.
Kiki arched her back and felt the surge of hot sperm fill her core. Ned's orgasmic cry confirmed his equal delight.
They cuddled into a post orgasmic calm. Kiki moved first, extracting herself from under her man and lay against him. Ned lay weary and she drew the sheet over them, satisfied with the excellent start to her rest and relaxation week at the exclusive tropical resort with its own lavish customer services.
Wednesday -- Loucia, Mexican Weather Girl
The weather girl floated her arm across the map, indicating the streaming air fronts that would bring a change in the weather. Every man watching figured that a cold front must be moving in. Her bulky breasts, molded tightly in a clingy low cut top, were capped with prominent stiff pokie nipples astride the deep packed cleavage.
Most of the male TV audience missed the background narrative but few missed the nightly thrice hourly exhibition. The producers understood their audience and knew their girl. Over her short tenure, her studio furnished costume choices continued to decrease in size and coverage. The network broadcast ratings, and her personal ratings, soared with each new more revealing outfit she modeled for the viewers. She wondered how far they could go before the FCC and its censors halted the progression. Well, it was cable and late night, so probably pretty far. Flashes and partial nudity might be in the offing.
But before it came to that, Loucia wanted some time to contemplate her career path, so she took a suddenly announced but well-earned vacation. And today she was lounging on the private pool deck of the TWA Fantasy Venue location. The single occupancy bungalows circled and screened the interior courtyard from everyday guests elsewhere at the upscale tropical resort. So she was free to sunbathe topless in the seclusion, knowing her elite fellow bungalow residents were likewise discrete about these personal retreats.
It was a relaxed pleasure to be so uninhibited and not accosted by hangers-on and the paparazzi. At least from this setting, furtive photos of her large breasts could not be snatched and published to the bawdy entertainment of her infatuated fans. Although that barrier might yield to the studio's continued drive toward higher ratings.
Loucia had planned ahead and shipped an assortment of skimpy outfits that might do for her future on-camera weather report routines. She sought out Ned as a competent authority about the level of censor tolerance she dared to challenge in her evolving ratings boosting role. Gracious Ned, as always, was eager to help out any way he could.
That same evening, he was settled into her bungalow couch, a drink in hand, the sole audience of the trial costume fashion show. Loucia emerged repeatedly from her bedroom 'dressing room' into the main room and strutted her stuff, seeking Ned's advice as he viewed her selections. He willingly commented on the fit and style of each progressively skimpier fashion, using vulgar language to point out her bodily features.



Loucia's choices skirted the edge of public acceptance, although that 'public' occupied a wide range of standards. Daytime housewives expected a certain decency from daytime TV newscasts while their nighttime husbands, stroking a handful of cock in a darkened blue-hued living room, expected to see something more handily salacious than their spouse asleep upstairs.
Coming to the last piece of her trial collection, Loucia emerged in a stretchy knit bandeau top bodycon that hugged every nook and cranny of her bodacious body. When she leaned over to adjust a loose heel strap, her left tit popped out.
Ned chuckled at the awkwardness and she laughed along, popping out the other one and shimmying her bare mammaries for his viewing pleasure. Ned chose this outfit as the limit.
"Yep, that's the one. Some manly geysers are going to stain the couches and bring them back the next night for more."
She swayed and played to his visual delight and then skinned down the outfit, standing naked in just her heels. He patted the couch cushion next to him and she hastened to his side. Her progressive strip tease had them both excited and her hands eagerly worked his fly and drew out his semi-solid manhood. She rubbed a few fist strokes and claimed her playtime privilege.
"Well, the broadcast home audience may need to self-flagellate but I'd rather do the honors tonight."
Loucia worked off his pants and Ned stretched his legs to give her better access. She smoothly gained his full hardness, giggling her joy. He took the initiative and rolled her on her back. Her giggles morphed to groans as he pressed his turgid cock in. Her long probe was only half embedded.
"Deeper... can you go deeper?"
Ned pressed hard and she rocked her hips to rub her clitoris on his groin.
"Mmm... yes... like that..."
He pulled back half way and banged in again. She yipped at the thump and melded that sound into another moan of pleasure. Ned repeated the move, feeling her torque-like ass-rolls twist her vaginal membranes against his sensitized embedded knob.
He rode his stormy playmate until the pair achieved carnal thunder and lightning and he drizzled his sperm onto her fertile ground.
Cuddling later, he gave his sound advice about how she could connect with the studio executives and fulfill her wish to extract equitable contract concessions for her unique ratings contributions.
----------
Loucia was dressed in the stretchy bandeau bodycon as she stood at the head of the conference table. A half-dozen male station managers scanned the brief contract addendum Loucia had presented for their concurrence.
"As you can see, the main changes are my retention of total artistic control and elevation to associate producer status. In exchange, I am willing to press or even break the nudity restrictions, even the loose restrictions that apply to late night broadcasts. Any questions?"
"What do you mean by 'press or even break'?"
"Well, a picture's worth a thousand words."
Loucia faced the group of men and peeled down her bandeau top. She shimmied briefly to loosen the generous mammary masses into full display. The men grunted approval and she let them get their eyefuls. Some hands covertly descended beneath the table top and she perceived them adjusting their pants out of view.
She turned sideways, looking intently at the imaginary green screen backdrop, her round tits and stiff nipples looking even better in profile. She pantomimed her weather report, raising the farther arm high, consequently elevating and presenting more of the near boob. She let her outstretched arm slowly descend to waist level. Peeking back at her enthralled audience, she pivoted on a heeled toe, her spin bobbing a single bounce of chest meat. She repeated her arm movements, showing from the opposite angle the magnificence of her well-formed body.
Turning back, she saw nodding heads and lustful eyes. A few arm jitters told of self-handled erections out of sight, flushed faces stoically trying to look calm and collected in the group setting.
The grey haired chairman at the head of the boardroom table picked up a pen, touched it to the signature line of his addendum copy and hesitated. He set the pen down and stared back at the naked aspiring associate producer.
"Gentlemen, meeting adjourned. Young lady, walk with me to my office and we'll see about finalizing these terms and conditions."
The boardroom cleared and Loucia, her one piece of jettisoned clothing bundled in her hand, waited near the door for the elderly chairman. She walked beside him down the aisles between the lines of cubicles, his hand resting on her swaying bare ass cheek. As they passed his secretary, he growled an admonition.
"Hold my calls and no visitors. We have some delicate career negotiations to attend to and I don't want us disturbed."
The boss and Loucia entered his office suite and closed the door. They emerged hours later, after the staff had thinned out and dusk was near. Loucia looked very pleased with her revised professional contract and its expanded duties, responsibilities and compensation. And so did her weary boss.
Thursday -- Margo, Redhead Scientist
Margo was attending, yet again, another fund raiser for her fertility clinic. During the day, around the laboratories and offices of the medical research campus, she wore the traditional white lab coat over a blouse and skirt that shrouded her buxom figure and made an effort to keep things strictly professional.
But at these donor benefits, she mellowed and portrayed a less restrained role. Astute to the ways of financiers, she let the moneymen see the Total Woman she really was. Their continued conundrum was a question of propriety, and it perplexed their macho minds.
Which was better and more donation worthy? Was it the three pounds of outstanding grey matter packed in her head that galvanized the scientific world? Or was it the three pound of outstanding boobs packed in her bra that galvanized their cocks?
They could only imagine what her brain, hidden beneath scull, scalp and coiffed auburn hairdo looked like. But her chest mounds and deep cleavage, barely contained in the straining bodycon dress bodice, were on full display. They could barely maintain polite eye contact whenever they conversed with her. Their distracted thoughts dreamed of a time when those beauties might be contacting their chests.
Her green eyes and red lipped smile drew them in. The infatuated financiers whispered their propositions that greater intimacy could yield greater grants and investments. She flirted coyly but declined. Her sex drive was well tuned and these elite alpha males would be prime studs for that purpose. But even she wasn't resilient enough to fuck them all and any show of favoritism would severely impact the donations from the other jealous jilted courtiers.
Margo faithfully practiced her flirtatious self-promotion and fended the suiters off quietly with a smile and a coy hint of 'maybe another time'. Her public relations lawyers had successfully sued and won against several down market publications that fabricated false rumors of promiscuity. Still, the fake news worked its devious magic and the dreaming donors came back again and again, wallets full of undiminished money and hearts full of undying lust.
Thus, her clinic was well funded and her published research studies well received in the geneticists' community. She had patented several fertility therapies and licensed them for market development by big pharma. Her scientific career and fortunes escalated but her sexual spirit struggled to gain satisfaction, surrounded by the many tempting but taboo alpha males. She booked another week at the exclusive TWA Fantasy Venue resort to regain some emotional balance. She found the recreation available during those intermittent vacation visits helped sustain her through the dry-times in between.
Margo had arrived at her vacation that morning and puttered around her bungalow, listened to disco music, laughed at the purported antics of celebrities tattled on by the checkout counter magazines, watched tasteless TV reality shows, and all the fun things an at-leisure woman finds to waste away the easy idle hours. The clock moved toward evening and she roused out of her laxity and laziness to get ready for her booked romantic rendezvous.
She even found fun in that routine: a sudsy bubble bath, close hygienic shave tidy up, alluring dark face and body makeup. She slithered into her characteristic cleavage-swelling bodycon dress, with added high heels, glittery jewelry and a final flourish of perfume. She scanned herself up and down in the wall mirror. She was perfect, the kind of hourglass man-bait she projected for her charity chumps.
Dusk had fallen and she heel-clacked the short distance across the pool deck to another bungalow where the interior lighting was a flickering glow. She politely knocked and heard the occupant's invitation.
"Enter."
She slid aside the glass door and stepped inside. There was a small duo chair table, candle lit, arrayed with a gourmet dinner for two. In the center of the room stood Ned dressed in a tuxedo. Margo cocked a sly smile of intrigue. Ned broke the silence.
"I hear you are seeking funds and investments for your insemination practice."
Margo nodded and volunteered her typical elevator speech.
"It would bring great joy to couples wanting children."
Ned pointed to the table and food.
"Then convince me over dinner to make a substantial personal donation."
Margo cocked a small smirk, the kind she used on infatuated new acquaintances to let them down easy from their lofty, lusty intentions. Ned, the gentleman, held her chair and seated his intended personal deposit recipient. As he did, he gained a great down cleavage view. He looked forward to their sharing in matters of mutual interest.
The dinner discussion revolved around her hectic schedule, absent love life and some of her professional challenges. She reminded him of the published videos that showed how her cheerful buxom assistants personally and proficiently snatched and stored the male patients' penile emissions. Then how she biologically stimulated the ejaculate's 'little swimmers' to more aggressively pursue test tube ova.
"Can those biological inducements be applied directly to the dysfunctional men? Eliminate the 'snatch and store' procedures? Or maybe that wouldn't be as effective in getting large enough collections."
She smirked again, leading her counterpart to imagine his own answer.
"Sometimes... but why? The men look forward to the hands-on specimen collections and, also, it would depend on the level of dysfunction. I would have to run some tests before prescribing any change in treatment."
"What kind of tests?"
Margo quietly rose, intending to demonstrate her medical evaluation assessment methods. She moved around the table, unzipping and dropping the slinky dress as she stepped towards her test subject. Ned pushed his chair back and she sat her nude body in his lap.
They kissed and engaged in furtive lap borne foreplay, cuddly cock stroking, his face buried in her tits, wrangling to get out of his clothes. He was both impeded and aided by her wiggling closeness. They rolled naked to the floor and sped through a quickie floor fuck and hearty ejaculation.
"You appear to be in the pink of health, no drug related treatments should be necessary. And thank you for the generous donation. Will there be more largesse where that came from?"
Ned grunted affirmative and pumped a few last strokes before his rapidly shrinking cock fell out.
"I'll check the balance of my remaining reserves and let you know soon."
They giggled their delight, retired to the bedroom, cuddled in the sheets and fell asleep.
----------
Shadowy movement in the darkened room woke Margo. She looked around and tried to sit up, finding herself bound spread eagle to the bed. A naked Ned hovered bedside, his face obscured by a black stage mask. He leered down at her, slapping a dog whip against one palm.
"So, I heard that you fucked that young Swiss baker, the one that has a different fashion model on his arm at every fund raising gala you host."
Margo was only half awake and a bit disoriented. She tugged at her restraints, confused by the sudden twist in atmosphere. She stopped her struggle and stared at Ned's menacing demeanor. His voice was harsh and accusing.
"So, what's he got? Bigger cock? Bigger wallet? I thought I gave you a very generous personal donation!"
Margo wasn't sure if this was a ruse or reality. Which or whether, she strongly protested her innocence.
"It's not true!"
Ned slapped his palm harder with the wispy rod, unconvinced by her objections. He shouted in anger.
"It's all over the news!"
Margo was coming around to the notion that this was an unsolicited fantasy scenario, so she played along in her purported role as the fabled tabloid victim. She blubbered her retort.
"No, that's fake news! I sued those lying bastards and won. But the other publishers doubled down and I haven't the time or money to fend off all of them."
Ned shook his head and ticked his tongue. His hand rose and came down, whacking a blow on her tit. She screeched in surprise at the pain and struggled anew at her bindings.
"Woah... Ouch, dammit... That really hurt!"
Ned's reply was an equal smack on her other tit. She cried out again. Seeing the next blows coming, she rocked and rolled her body, trying to avoid his strikes as he found other targets: her tummy, her inner thighs, her pussy. Her frantic struggles only aided his target progression. He lightened the intensity as he closed in on covering her entire exposed skin with a faint redness.
Bound and abused, Margo was quite the sight. Her hair was disheveled, her skin moistened with perspiration and her tear stained face flushed with the heated blood rushing through her veins. In her efforts to resist, her shaking body wobbled her lolling breasts, the jostling masses coursing to and fro alluringly across her chest.
Ned had gained a hearty erection, fueled somewhat by his exertions and somewhat from the sexy spectacle writhing on the bed. He placed a few last light blows on her pussy lips and she went rigid in her restrains, pulling hard on the cuffs. Her mouth rounded open as she wailed out an orgasmic convulsion. The ecstatic shudders wound down and she lay weary, breathing deep as the sensations eased.
He deemed Margo more than ready for a real fuck and so was he. He climbed aboard the heated wench and pressed his cock to the portal of her throbbing juicy cunt. He paused before driving powerfully inside her. She reacted with more squirming, her sensitized skin chafed by his body grazing hers. He hugged her tight to maintain control as his strokes burnished her vaginal channel.
She cried out another ecstasy in his arms. He pounded her harder and she orgasmed yet again. Ned was near his limit of sexual control and on her next peak, he called out his own erotic gratification, flooding her core with his essence.
He lay full on her after that, her warm body unmoving as she recovered from the near coma inducing sexual episode. When her mind was clearer, she nuzzled her cheek against his, unable to do much more with her limbs still restrained and wide apart. Her soft calm whisper found his ear.
"Thank you again for another generous donation. Will there be more largesse where that came from?"
Ned peeled away from her perspiring slick body and stood, retrieving the dog switch.
"There can be. Are you ready for it?"
Her response was that sexy smirk of hers and a blown pucker kiss, which he took for a 'Yes'. She smiled smugly, closed her eyes and lay still.
Ned hauled back and swung down, cracking a smack on her nipple, eliciting her outcry and recommencing the proven sequence that would gift her with more painful pleasure and another of his inimitable 'generous personal donations'.
Friday -- Nicole, French Fashion Model
Ned thought she always looked sad. She seemed to have that stoic expression that models carry when strutting the runway in revealing fashions, holding in the indignity they felt, looking above and past the judgmental designers and ogling paparazzi.
Ned knew the fashion industry was tough on models and being continually famished in order to remain slim must have taken the joy out of Nicole's day to day life.
So when he saw her laying out naked on a pool lounge, he assumed her eyes behind the bug-shield sunglasses were typically sullen. He left her to rest in her melancholy world. This evening would come soon enough and he would service her emotional needs in his customary way.
After dusk, he roused himself and walked to her bungalow. He saw her inside the main room, lazily slouched on the couch in dim lit darkness. He slid the door open and moved inside. She barely acknowledged his presence, a quick glance at the parted translucent curtains and a return to her forward stare mindset. He quietly sat beside her, a comforting arm encircling her slim shoulders.
She wore thin pajamas: long loose pants and a sleeveless top. She didn't react at all when he picked at the buttons with his free hand and flipped the top halves aside.
Her modest breasts came into his view. They were the same teardrop boobs that he had seen countless times during her fashion shows. He recalled how the small masses bobbled beneath sheer see-thru designs, wobbling enticingly to the beat of the background disco music and her hard stepped gait.
He palmed and cuddled the far tit, fingering the rubbery dark rose nipple. He watched her unchanged stoic expression, moved his paw to her near tit and gave it similar treatment. During the caresses, she hardly noticed, or reacted, or at least, appeared not to.
Nicole had been a spritely lass and dreamed of the fabulous world of modeling since her teens, when she won some junior pageants and modeled in amateur shows. After graduating from Art College, she had entered the professional fray.
The interviews and auditions had come slowly at first, and disillusioned with the low trajectory of her career, she had succumbed in one interview to the crude fondling of a fat loathsome talent agent. She had let him fuck her on his office sofa; it was neither romantic nor pleasant. The wheezing blob had finished inside her and curtly dismissed her as he buckled his pants and returned to his desk.
But the very next day, she walked the catwalk. It wasn't a first class show. A fetish lingerie designer staged a small private exhibition for a few select buyers. Nicole joined a half dozen other young models in cutout lingerie and bondage paraphernalia strutting in a dimly lit broken-down theatre. Her featured attire was black heels, dark hose, and a topless leather corset. The makeup artist gave her 'raccoon eyes', the dark cosmetics deepening her facial allure, enhanced by the bright red lips and umber nipple gloss. Her breasts bobbled and ass waddled as she strutted before the unfamiliar men and displayed the cheesy fetish wear.
After the show, Nicole was held back as the other models changed and departed, clutching their handfuls of cash payouts. The designer invited one buyer to follow him with Nicole to the dressing room.
Motivated by the designer's promise of a bonus payment, Nicole let the selected client fuck her in her fetish getup on the dressing room couch. He wasn't a horrible lover and she actually felt some arousal. But the man, already aroused by her catwalk enticement, huffed and puffed and ejaculated quickly inside her. He climbed off and tossed a few large bills at her that stuck to her sweaty bare boobs. The designer wanted his potential client's feedback.
"How was it?'
"Nice design. Easy access to pussy and tits. The leather and lace are silky smooth, almost as smooth as her cunt. Thanks for the tryout."



"Great. Glad you liked it. Looks like you can give your customers your personal endorsement."
The men laughed at the jest and Nicole heard them negotiating a substantial purchase as the door closed leaving her alone in the room.
Aroused and unsatisfied, she fingered her labia, masturbating away the latent orgasm, unaware that her self-pleasure session was recorded by a hidden camera and would eventually make its way to the internet porn sites.
The word got around and the precedent was set. Other talent managers called her to appointments where she traded sex for bookings. The bookings were always with designers who thought semi-sheer was vogue. Never mind that they could never sell the boob exposing items for public wear; the audience ate it up when the aspiring super-model bobbled the runway.
These exposures were for the market influencers whose reviews supposedly gave the lecherous designers street cred. So semi-nude Nicole was paraded before audiences of pudgy fashion boutique moguls and grubby unkempt photographers in an atmosphere of seedy burlesque rather than glitzy runways. The outward conviviality and her fixed smiles masked her underlying despair but gradually she advanced to better and better gigs.
Inevitably, she became attuned to the rewards of being exploited. The less she was respected, the greater the opportunities came her way. And she began to experience occasional orgasms with the increased interview abuse.
Thus, she saw Ned as just another derisive man and would let him have his way with her, hoping for orgasmic fulfillment when he molested her. So when he opened her pajama bottoms and touched her clitoris, she just continued looking away. He watched her face staring in the distance as he probed with a finger. Still, something must be happening behind those sad eyes; she was getting juicy and almost silently moaning.
His finger, daubed the slickness, moved to her face and glossed her bee-stung lips. Her tongue protruded to taste her own vaginal dew smeared there. His finger retreated and she furtively swept her tongue, barely visible through the slight opening, across her lips to garner another taste.
She let him peel off her top and bottom. He rearranged her barely cooperative body on the sofa, her ass denting the soft cushions and her legs lolling apart. He maneuvered above her and, unhesitant, pressed himself in. He paused after a few pumps to suckle her nipples.
She continued to look away and avoided his watching eyes, hardly reacting to his manhandling and invasion of her body. He resumed his deep strokes, slowly accelerating. His breathing quickened, contrary to her non-reactions. He went ahead and selfishly spent inside her, undisturbed by her apparent lack of satisfaction.
Ned pulled out and sat slouched on one end of the sofa. He reached over to where she had not moved, gripped a full handful of her hair and hauled her head around to his crotch. She flexed her body and blithely maneuvered around to lay sideways on the length of the cushions. Her cheek rested on his tummy, facing his groin. His semi-tumescent cock lolled between his thighs.
Her mouth watered at the sight of his semi-soft cock and she moistened her lips with a tongue swipe. When he pressed on her scalp, she slid down. Her nostrils filled with their post-coital aroma.
She cooperated to go lower and suctioned his knob through her dew slickened lips, gently imbibing his manhood. She savored the combined genital secretions.
He eased his grip, posing a more tender hand on the back of her scalp, resting it there. Unseen beyond her head, he felt her pleasant ministrations on his spent penis.
Nicole was moderately content with her mouthful. She persisted in her suckle, dreaming that the fleshy tube would produce the nourishing substance that would feed her hunger and, beyond her sexual lust, provide a liquid morsel that would temporarily slake her paucity of caloric sustenance.
She was patient and twice during the next few hours her efforts were rewarded with a discharge of milky man juice. She swooned in a mini-gasm whenever she tasted and swallowed Ned's hormone laden nectar.
Ned carried her naked form to the bedroom and spooned her under the sheets.
Nicole slept peacefully in the arms of the man who understood and facilitated the fashion industry fixation on its female models being dominated, fucked, sperm-fed and cuddled. Her dreams were filled with visions of the fame and glory that would eventually be hers, when she achieved the supermodel status that would eclipse and justify her shameful but obligatory sexual exploitation.
In the morning, Ned fucked her again in bed and, this time, she allowed herself the uncommon luxury of kissing and looking into her sexmate's face. The dignity of shared mutual interest brought on two full body orgasms for her before he eventually pounded himself to his own ecstasy in her tingling pussy.
Saturday -- Oma, Brunette New Hire
Ned remained at his bungalow as evening fell. The resort staff had worked all day to modify his space. Now he sat behind the large mahogany desk that had been placed in the center of the main room, converting his vacation cottage into the classic image of a powerful corporate executive's office.
He looked at the solitary typed letterhead positioned in the middle of the desktop. It was a stage prop, part of the fantasy scenario that stated he had accepted, with reluctance, the resignation of his long time secretary, Oksana. It described how she would miss his presence and regret her absence from his office routine. Ned assumed she had been a superb personal assistant, making his hectic schedule tolerable by providing regular in-office stress relief sessions.
Oksana's memo expressed her appreciation for his support of her career and even offered to find a suitable successor, even though an equally proficient replacement was highly unlikely due to Ned's robust needs and the delicate duties that the role required. But he had acceded to her loyal headhunting offer. She had conducted numerous preliminary interviews before announcing that she had found a suitable candidate. Ned was waiting to perform this last and sole interview of the recommended hopeful.
There was a knock on the door.
"Enter."
Oksana strolled in and stood near the door, her hourglass figure packed into a pinstriped wool businesswoman's suit: a one button blazer, white silky blouse, hip hugging pencil skirt and heels. Her long blonde hair was bunched atop her head. Her toned-down makeup and jewelry presented the proper air of high class office etiquette. Ned looked her up and down, somewhat disappointed that he wouldn't be actually partaking of her rumored talents during this fantasy scenario.
"Sir, after an extensive employee search, I have narrowed the field down to the best candidate. Miss Oma is ready to have her interview with her prospective boss. Are you ready for Oma's introduction?"
"Yes, Oksana. Show her in, please."
Oksana reached through and pulled the waiting interviewee through the portal, clutching the woman's bicep in a firm grip.
Ned's fleeting disappointment melted away as Oma came into view. She was the brunette lookalike of Oksana, dressed in a similar women's business suit. While the two women were similar in build and beauty, if anything, slightly shorter Oma compensated with higher spiked heels and was even more buxom than Oksana. Her suit was tailor-fit to show off her proportional ass and boobs, and her wavy dark hairdo covered her neck but only touched her shoulders.
Ned looked into her sky blue eyes and was instantly charmed as she briefly met his gaze and then lowered her gaze to a spot on the floor midway between them. She timidly clasped her hands together across her front, the move drawing Ned's gaze to her toned legs protruding beneath the hem of the mid-thigh skirt. Her chest noticeably pumped with her nervous breathing.
Oksana introduced the job applicant.
"Sir, this is Oma. She has applied for the position of your personal assistant. I assure you she has all the office skills necessary to handle your business affairs. But you may want to carry out a deeper exploration into her ability to cope with your personal requirements in that position... or any other position you place her in."
There was a smirk in her smile and a saucy inflection at her double entendre. Ned continued to look at the meekly standing Oma, already undressing her with his eyes, envisioning the underlying bountiful curves bulging the beleaguered business suit.
"Well, then, let's see what we've got here."
Oksana gently placed a hand on Oma's fine ass and pressed her to take two steps forward. Oma continued to avoid Ned's gaze as Oksana reached around and plucked open the blazer's straining button. Oma's hands rose to capture her introducer hands.
Oksana gave her a stage whisper warning, intending Ned to hear her admonishment.
"Hold still, girl. I only want to help you pass this stage of your interview."
Oma lowered her hands again to her sides and nominally cooperated when Oksana slid her coat off her shoulders and down her arms, arching back to assist the downward slide and consequently pushing her breasts forward. Her black lacy demi-bra shadowed through the thin blouse.
"Oma, this is a very nice blazer, you have a good eye for quality fashion... same with this wool skirt..."
The skirt didn't move when the waist band slackened as Oksana plucked its catch. Her hands worked the side zipper down.
"Wow, it's a bit snug... wiggle your hips to help me out...
Oksana worked to tug it over Oma's rounded hips and ass. It dropped and she collected the floor pooled wool pieces and threw them onto the nearby sofa.
Her hands returned to the row of pearl buttons closing the blouse over the candidate's black lacy bra. Oma again moved to capture her hands but Oksana was quick to whack a hard smack on the interviewee's exposed ass.
"Stand still... don't make me tell you again!"
Oma dropped her arms and her resistance, a flush of embarrassment reddened her face. The blouse bloomed open as the facilitator's hands descended the row of pearl buttons.
"This blouse is too sheer to wear to a normal job interview. Oh, you naughty little minx, is this bra a size too small? Look, sir, at the boosted cleavage. I think she's trying to distract you so you'll forget about the interview questions. Is it working?"
Ned simply smiled and nodded. Oksana threw the removed top to join the skirt and blazer in the growing pile of discarded clothes on the sofa.
Oma was left with heels, black thong and packed black bra. She maintained her submissive downward gaze and loose hanging arms as Oksana fingered the front center bra clasp.
"Well, let's see what we've got inside..."
She popped the catch and the masses swelled, relieved of their compression. Still, the unfastened mammary supports draped her round boobs. Oksana paused for dramatic effect, watching past Oma's bare shoulder at Ned's growing impatience. She smiled and slowly, teasingly, pulled the nipple concealing fabric cups apart.
Ned's eyes widened noticeably at the bare breasted sight. His first admiring look of Oma's dark pink areolae proved them to be right sized for her generous tits, even better than his earlier musings while she was still clothed.
Oksana palmed the underside of her candidate's globes, squeezing and bouncing the pliant flesh in her hands, looking across Oma's shoulder, smiling at Ned as he continued his rapt survey of his potential assistant's nude form. She lifted the orbs in her palms.
"Here you go, Sir. Nice big round ones, huh?"
Her fingers circled the dark disks and pinched the nubs. An audible moan emerged from Oma's mouth, splitting open her fire engine red glossed lips. The interviewee looked aside, unwilling to even look towards Ned, let alone at him, embarrassed by this strange interview process. And even more embarrassed by her own growing sexual response. But it was far from over; she heard Oksana's next words.
"And last, but certainly not least, let's get a peek at her pussy."
Oma felt her thong panties slide down her hips and thighs, abetted by Oksana's grip. Her shaved plump pussy was now on full display for her prospective employer, and she guessed Oksana's next inevitable order.
"Spread your stance."
Grudgingly, she did as told and felt a hand move forward through the widened gap. A finger split her labia crease and rubbed up and down in the fleshy crevice, well slickened by her vaginal dew leaking from the deeper pink orifice, now split open to Ned's view. A sexy whisper filled her ear.
"You're wet."
The finger retreated and reappeared in front of Oma's face, painting her red lips with its stolen dampness. She unconsciously licked her lips and tasted her own cunt juice.
Ned rose from his office chair and approached the naked woman, stopping a few steps away, hands on hips, silently scanning Oma up and down.
Oksana rounded the naked woman and efficiently assisted Ned to strip off his suit clothes. As he eyed his prize, she gently stroked his stiffening cock, partially preparing him for the obvious next interview phase.
She returned to the still placidly standing Oma and pressed her down to lay back on the carpet, grabbing a plump sofa throw pillow and boosting it under her ass. It elevated her pussy higher and more open to Ned's availability. Oksana's hands spread Oma's thighs wide, completing her part in the preparations.
Ned was eager to continue with this most intimate stage of the interview. He knelt between Oma's open thighs and hovered above her. Her eyes were closed and he allowed her the freedom to be who she wanted to be, the bashful secretary candidate.
His tongue lashed her nipples, each in turn, gaining several low throated moans from the stimulated female. He lowered his hips to place his tip near her groin, and braced up to watch her face during the imminent penetration.
She opened her eyes at the contact but turned her head, looking aside, persistently avoiding Ned's near stare. He griped her jaw and wedged her face back towards him, lightly slapping her cheek, not hard but enough to gain her immediate attention. She looked up at his frowning face hovering over hers.
"None of that! Pay attention to me while I fuck you!"
He wiggled closer and pressed his knob through her slick pink labia, then quickly punched into her warm, wet, waiting cunt. Oma's eyes went wide and she grunted at the sudden probe.
Another brisk cock stroke prompted another grunt and she intuitively wrapped her arms around his neck and pressed her ear to his cheek, clenching her eyelids closed again out of his sight. She focused her feelings on the fullness filling her core.
Ned hauled back and rammed deep. She grunted again at the drive, her pussy chocked-full with his bulk, her thoughts turning to a bit of remorse.
'God, why have I waited so long to give in? Why didn't I just let an office manager or client snatch me up and fuck me sooner?'
Ned settled in and set a stroke pace that elicited louder moans and groans from Oma as each powerful thrust slid through her velvety moist channel. Her inhibited passions emerged, her nerves buzzing from the power of the forced sex, her hips rocking reflexively in time with his strokes.
And when he paused briefly to gain a deep breath and gather energy, she feared he was finished with her and with a loud whisper, she anxiously begged for more.
"No, please... don't stop... more... harder... please..."
Ned ignored her pleas for a harsher fucking and selfishly continued his preferred cycle at his own pace. He maintained control of the rhythm as she continued to writhe, moan and plead for him to pound her harder.
He had incited her growing lust, evidenced by her louder panting breaths. When he felt her passions crest, he plunged hard and deep, feeling her vaginal muscles rippling along his cock. Her ass bounced in an effort to further stimulate her pulsing clitoris. She cried out her bliss and Ned opened the floodgates and poured forth his pearly tribute.
Her body was still shaking beneath him when he attained his sexual satisfaction and she felt him empty his masculine essence into her buxom sensual body. She cried real tears of joy and he turned his face to hers. Their lips and tongues wrestled in a deep sensuous kiss.
After his orgasm ebbed, he lay on her and his cock shrunk and fell out. He moved to lift off her but she hugged him tight, holding his muscular body against her soft heated breasts. She rubbed her tear stained cheeks against his, and whispered her gratitude in his ears.
"Thank you... thank you... thank you..."
He eventually felt her ease her hug as her words trailed off and she let him rise. He stumbled to his office chair, seating himself again at the desk.
Oksana watched it all from her perch in the office guest chair. She saw that Oma was looking up at the ceiling from her place on the carpet, her expression thoughtful of the next requirements for her, probably thinking 'Was this interview over?'
Ned didn't think it was over. He had ideas for continuing his examination of her special office duties. He sat back in his office chair, crooked an index finger and called to her.
"Oma, come here. I have another use for you."
She turned at the sound and saw his summons. She rolled to hands and knees and shuffled his way. Ned watched her tits sway suspended from her chest and her ass wobble side to side as she crawled to him.
He swung his legs aside, grabbed a handful of hair and steered her to crawl into the chair space beneath the desk. He turned back again and slid forward, his knees blocking her retreat.
She looked at his wilted erection. The challenge was clear and her next efforts could very well clinch her chances for permanent employment.
Her hands on his knees urged him to spread his legs wider and she moved forward into the gap, her face descended to his manhood. She lapped at his cum moistened appendage, gently sucking it through her lips. He stiffened again under her lingual ministrations.
After Ned felt Oma take the initiative, he began chatting with Oksana who had sat in the office guest chair, the same place from which she watched the earlier coupling on the floor.
"So, what do you think? How is she so far?"
"Very accommodating and seems eager to please."
He jumped a bit in his chair and one hand descended beneath the desktop.
"Easy, girl, take your time... milder sucks, please... ahh, that's better."
He felt her gently remove his guiding hand from her head. He had made his desire for gentle suckling known, but she resisted his attempts to regulate her pace. She carefully resumed her oral stimulations, perceiving the conversation above trailing off and she sensed his growing pleasure as he perceptibly swelled in her mouth.
Oksana suspended their chat when Ned leaned his head back and closed his eyes. A deep slow moan escaped his open lips. Hearing the change in background sounds, Oma slowed a little but bobbed his full length. At the bottom she swallowed, moaned and extended her tongue through her fully filled lips to tickle his scrotum. Then she resumed the long shaft cycles, having demonstrated her deepest throat expertise.
Ned recovered his situational awareness and resumed his chat with Oksana. His fellatrice heard the seated adults ramble on, now talking about her carnal charms and special talents.
"Great tits... juicy cunt... shy at first, but she came around... or cummed around... yeah, several times... her tongue is magical..."
The conversation trailed off again as Ned's voice became more strained. Oma worked her oral charms on his swollen member until she felt him jerk and spew. She plunged down and swallowed, massaging his throbbing corona with her tonsils. She backed off and held his twitching member in her mouth as his breathing slowed and calmed, soaking his knob and half shaft in her warm facial orifice as he deflated.



She pushed and rolled him away from the desk on his wheeled chair. He let her crawl out and stand. He looked up at her flushed and satisfied face, reached out and squeezed a warm, soft boob, adding a bounce and a fluff.
"Okay, you're hired. Be here early tomorrow, an hour before the other staff. I expect a blowjob each morning before work and a fuck each night after the others have left for the day."
Oma looked down at his unstopped tit handling, conceding his privilege to use his personal assistant's body however and whenever he desired.
"Yes, sir. I'll be here early tomorrow. Thank you for hiring me."
He nodded and gave her tit another quick hard squeeze before releasing his grip. When she turned to leave, his swinging arm palm-smacked her wondrous ass once in a playful 'see you soon' giddiness.
Oma gathered her bundle of fashionable clothes from the sofa and clutched them meekly to her chest as she followed Oksana out the door. Ned, the very happy boss, sat back in his chair smiling. He was sure he had fulfilled Oma's chosen fantasy.
----------
Outside the closed door, Oma, the sole proprietor of a large global corporation, gave her obedient secretary, Oksana, directions for the remainder of their joint visit to this TWA venue. She handed her the bundle of clothes.
"Take care of these and bring them to my office next week, cleaned and ready to wear. And don't be late, Oksana. We have a lot of catching up to do. A week away leaves lots of loose ends to clean up after my extended absence."
Oma, the proud business mogul, haughtily strutted off, her heels clacking on the walkway. Oksana watched her real boss's undulating naked ass disappear through her bungalow patio door. The real world secretary felt disappointed that she hadn't been able to fuck and suck Ned prior to the fantasy encounter, thereby actualizing her character's rumored role, as described in the stage prop resignation letter.
But Oma said she wasn't needed until next week, so what's the rush? She turned back and tentatively knocked on Ned's office door, heard him say 'Enter' and walked in. She hoped she could convince him to turn back the clock and recreate her special assistant fantasy scenario character, at least for one night.
Oma strolled alone to her bungalow, leaving her blonde assistant to her tasks, musing on the just completed TWA facilitated fantasy scenario of a female submissive obliging a powerful male boss' sexual whims. It was a state of affairs she had been curious to explore but unable to orchestrate in her real world role as the powerful female executive. Therein, she was the one who made men's hearts and minds tremble whenever she engaged them in business.
The fantasy surrender had felt liberating. By lowering her defenses, she had abandoned her constant worries about control and consequences. It had released a lot of her innate sexual stresses and angsts, even if only temporarily. She decided it would be healthy, both emotionally and physically, to repeat that experience as often as practical.
She opened her smartphone and booked a regular schedule of future visits to this TWA Fantasy Venue facility.
Sunday -- Phoebe, Infomercial Spokesperson
Ned sat in the dark; his bungalow glowing softly blue from the TV screen. Phoebe huddled to his side as he watched a montage of her prime time TV scenes promoting numerous infomercial products. In each commercial, she was tricked out in her sexy bandeau mini-dresses. The sequential series of scenes showed her holding a variety of products: kitchen aides, food choppers, countertop grills, lawn games, home sports paraphernalia and cleaning products.
Then the tone of the portfolio montage changed. Her late night appearances were of a different variety and meant for a different audience. She sported the same sparkly heels but the rest of her costume was a nipple flashing loose top and thong panties. The displayed products were an assortment of bedroom toys, some of which she personally demonstrated to the thrill of her manly audience.
While they perused these latter sexier clips, Phoebe squirmed against Ned, her body now encased in one of her typical late night get ups. Ned was idly palming a silky covered tit as he watched her pixel colored performance. He ventured a query.
"So, which product did you most enjoy presenting? The cookware? The cleaning solutions?"
"Hah! Good one. No, personally, I liked the sex toys but it was hard to get excited in a studio with a dozen film crew watching."
"Okay, yeah, I get that."
"There is one new personal grooming product that is coming on the market and my agent is eager to get me the infomercial gig. But I haven't had a chance to practice my performance."
"Oh? What is it?"
"I'll show you. Could we try a dress rehearsal here and you can critique me afterwards?"
"Sure. Whatever I can do to help out."
Phoebe jumped and clapped and retreated to her bedroom. She emerged carrying a small black clutch bag and stepped carefully to where Ned was lounging on the sofa, kneeling between his legs. She looked up at him looking down at her, untied her sash knot, and let the translucent smock hang loose, draping from her shoulders. Ned wondered where this was going but liked the general direction.
She unbuttoned his fly and peeled the shorts down his legs. Her full fat boobs swayed beneath her top, offering nipple flashes but not full exposures. Her thong panties peeked out below the short hem, stretched tightly over her plump camel toe.
Returning upright, she fingered his cock and scrotum, lifting, tilting, and examining his pubic haired genitals. Her stage expression told of her presumed mild displeasure.
"Seems to be a lot of fur here. Ever been man-scaped?"
"No. I'm kind of defensive about the proximity of my man parts to sharp objects."
Phoebe smiled and opened her kit. The motions jostled her heavy breasts and Ned got another quick nipple flash.
The sight only added to his mixed feelings at the moment: anxiety at a new experience not in his control, arousal at the fingering of his cock and balls, fear of razor cuts, and the visual titillation.
His cock thickened. Phoebe noted the slight swelling and proceeded to play out her plan.
She extracted a battery powered razor and tube of shaving balm. Holding up the device, she switched it on and examined the cutting guard, assuring the short tines were well shielded from direct skin contact. She looked up at him with the tool held high.
"Okay, it's safe to go. Ready?"
Ned wasn't sure and was silent. She took silence for affirmative; after all, silence was deemed consent in intimate settings. Would this setting qualify? Probably: cock and tits exposed was pretty intimate.
She studied her target closely and curved his penis down against his scrotum, approaching his lower tummy with the buzzing tool. Ned tensed his back and hips and held his breath but tried to stay still. His fists were clenched at his side, gripping the edge of the sofa cushions. She glanced up to see his face twisted in a near terrified grimace but pressed on.
The first swipe was downward and cleaned an initial path to the top of his penile root. He felt the tingles of vibration as the blades cut the hairs close to his skin. So far, so good: he eased his near death grip on the sofa pads but still held on tightly.
Phoebe repositioned the blades for a second pass, overlapping the first. She looked up at Ned's face again and it was less grimaced than before. She continued until all his upper tuff was gone, forming a small pile of short curls on the floor beneath his spread legs.
Now she shifted the shaver in her hand, taking an underhand grip. Her other hand cupped and lifted his ball sack. The tines moved across the 'taint' between anus and scrotum and cleaned away the scattered follicles.
Ned felt the vibrations and his rod thickened more. Phoebe took note, and was candidly pleased. It would provide a better handle for performing her final genital hygiene task. She pushed his shaft against his belly and asked his assistance.
"Can you hold this monster up and out of the way, please?"
He placed his palm over the semi-erection and held it against his body, his hand thereby shielding his tubular manhood from harm.
She took a little pinch of skin on his sack and pulled gently, stretching and flattening the scrotal epidermis. The clippers touched his skin and he closed his eyes, fearing he would jerk and receive uninvited injury.
She swept the normally rounded plane. The little hairs succumbed to the cutting blades. Again and again, the tool buzzed his balls until the task was finished. She leaned back to examine her work and was pleased with the results.
Setting aside the razor, she daubed her hand with aftershave balm, a safe non-alcohol natural formula. That rookie mistake would have sent Ned hopping around the room as the methanol burned his sensitive area.
Ned felt her hands massaging his nether areas with the organic lotion. Her touch ended and he opened his eyes. She gently moved his hand aside and held his erect cock in her hand. She moved a handjob stroke up and down and chirped a girlish quip.
"Oh! Did I do that?"
Again she took silence as an affirmation and smiled her own response.
"Well, I can't leave you in this condition. It would be unprofessional!"
She shrugged off the smock and it pooled around her ass. She leaned in and kissed his knob. Her tits swayed from the forward lean.
With a hum of contentment, her lips plunged down his erection to his clean shaven root. His knob bumped but didn't pass by her tonsils. Phoebe suckled the mouthful of man-meat and it swelled even more in size, pressing harder at her throat.
A few bobs and hard suctions elongated Ned's cock and this time, the tip went past her gullet. She diddled the corona against the constricted channel.
She came up for air and let his cock out into daylight. It bobbled before her eyes and, holding a deep breath, she resumed her penile enabled oral penetration.
Ned felt the sensations of lips, cheeks, tongue and tonsils light up his libido. He was grunting with lust as the girl worked him towards a massive spew. She halted several more times and eased him back from his inevitable crest. But each blowjob renewal brought him higher and higher towards the summit.
Phoebe decided to let him peak. She plunged down and swallowed repeatedly, massaging his knob in her gullet. The first milky jet shot straight to her stomach.
She pulled up and the following shots filled her mouth, the manly juice lubricating the tongue lashing she placed on his vee and adjoining corona. Ned's orgasmic howls rang in her ears and his hips and ass bounced on the cushions, his groin held fast to her nose by her hands gripping his ass to maintain the proper position of cock, lips and oral cavity.
Phoebe's infomercial practice stage prop relaxed back into the sofa and expelled a deep cleansing breath. She released her oral hold as he shrank and sat back. She realized that the real recorded scene next week would require a similar furry model. She mused on her contractual artistic control and looked forward to the male model interviews.
Meanwhile, the night was still young and she wanted her own sexual satisfaction. She helped Ned stand and waddle to the bedroom where she spent the remaining night fulfilling her carnal desires with the newly man-scaped cock sliding about in her pussy. And Ned was very pleased to be of further service to Phoebe at the TWA Fantasy Venue resort where its patrons shared their Mutual Interests.
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The backstage screen showed the previously recorded clip of Kori wetting her lips atop the evocative ivory-onyx cameo blowjob. The bottom scroll suggested: "...MAYBE NEXT TIME..."
Ned wasn't going to wait for Kori's next time at the club. He summoned the club manager and directed him to have Kori dressed in a sheer negligee and deposited in his limousine. He would carry Kori to the mansion forthwith and personally steer her through the next step of her erotic journey.
All through the ride and all through the night, Ned intended to allow Kori's curious lips to blaze a trail along the unmapped territory of his erect cock. Her explorations would certainly be rewarded with abrupt discoveries of creamy male treasure. Ned was resigned to the fact that it was going to be another long night for the owner of the Strip and Fuck Club.
----------
Ned exited the private rear entrance of the club to his limousine, waiting in his private parking spot. The rear door was opened by his chauffeur as he approached.
Tonight's buxom female driver, dressed in tightly tailored chauffeur livery showing abundant cleavage and long legs below the short black skirt, smiled and touched the bill of her cap.
"She's inside, sir, just as you ordered."
Ned smiled back at his favorite transport assistant, before ducking in and finding Kori curled up on the bench leather seat, slouched indolently sideways. She was wrapped in a light blanket rather than the requested lingerie, probably too lethargic to have assisted with her redressing. She looked drained and listless, obviously overcome by the rough onstage abuse by Karl. But her face was stoic and solaced, her mind apparently dulled in the deep afterglow buzz of her wild onstage fuck.
Ned stretched out his legs and lounged easily on the seat next to her, an arm cuddling her shoulder as she leaned against him. Her cheek pressed to his shoulder, placing her lips near his ear.
"... more ..." she murmured in a dreamy purr.
Ned's free hand unzipped his pants and her eyes, peering through the split strands of blond hair covering her face, watched him slide his pants down. Then she felt him clutch a scalp tight handhold on her disheveled blonde tresses. She heard his gentle concurrence.
"Yes, Kori... of course, you want more... because you need more..."
She unresistingly complied as he bent her head down towards his cock. She shuffled meekly on the seat, letting the blanket fall open to expose her loose boobs, bending her pose to move her face to his groin.
Her plush lips parted, her blue eyes dreamily closed and she gently drew his tumescent cock inside her warm oral recess.
Her tongue brushed lazily on his knob and shaft, suckling the thick man-meat without bobbing her head. His hand lovingly rested on her head as he fingered her blond strands. He tilted back into the high leather headrest and closed his eyes, letting the sensations flow around his groin. He let her play all the way home, her lips reminiscent of a lightly napping baby gently seeking its last bit of nurture from its mother's tit.
Still, he selfishly withheld his ejaculate, building his own lusty reserves for later propitious emissions.
----------
Arriving at his villa, he folded her into the enveloping blanket and cradled her languid body in his arms as he carried her inside and upstairs towards the guest bedroom suite where he and Kori's uncle had exercised their pre-nuptial Prima Noche privileges not so long ago.
A door opened and his wife emerged from the Master bedroom when she heard the hallway footsteps. There was Ned returning from his night at the club with a naked young maiden in his arms, wrapped partially in a loose blanket. He halted his strides and the folds slighted parted, revealing a lovely bare breast. She recognized her daughters' college companion, and whispered her concern.
"Ned, is she okay?"
"Kori showed up onstage at the Club tonight and performed the bridal night scenario with Karl."
His wife's face melted in sympathy, having once, on a curious lark, experienced Karl's robust manliness onstage. It had been an erotic ordeal to say the least.
"Oh, the poor dear. She looks wiped out. You better stay with her and soothe her gently through her recuperation."
With that suggestion proffered, she kissed her husband's lips 'goodnight', softly smoothed the drowsy blonde's hair back, and pecked a fond kiss on her forehead. She held the guest suite door while Ned carried Kori through, closing them inside. Turning away, a snicker of a smile erupted as she returned to her luxurious Master suite.
She so loved her husband, appreciating how hard he worked to sustain the family's adult entertainment enterprise: organizing security, managing the service staff, administering finances, and being ultimately responsible for the safety and welfare of the onstage artistes.
She lovingly wished him to enjoy the rewards of his dedication to the business and was warmed by the thoughts that Ned would probably take great delight in Kori's recovery as he 'soothed her gently' throughout the night.
Ned gently laid his unexpected ward on the bed, opening the blanket for a full view of the nude young beauty. Her large breasts jostled invitingly as she rolled on her side, and curled her body in a sleepy half fetal pose.
He dropped his clothes and joined her in bed, laying on his side facing her as she faced him. In her half-doze, she murmured an unintelligible acknowledgment at his presence.
He shuffled forward, pulling her one thigh beneath his waist, cuddling closer in a side-saddle pose, laying her other leg across his hips. He lay one hand on her hip, the other cupped and fondled her magnificent soft tit. She murmured in her dream state, one arm lounged across his shoulder. Her other hand descended between them, finding and caressing his swollen cock.
His thoughts dwelled briefly on the past few hours: the onstage performance, the limousine fellatio, his wife's encouragement, and Kori's soft body available here and now. Just like the swooning blond in his clutches had asked of him, he wanted more of her. He needed more of her and he would get more of her, right now.
He moved closer and Kori's hand guided his cock tip to her wet pussy lips.
"... more ..." she murmured again.
And Ned willingly obliged her plea. But only slowly, for now, just easing his knob between her plush nether lips. He diddled his corona across her enflamed labia, hearing her purring whimper in reaction. His face moved closer to hers, their lips brushed, a noodling touch. She purred again.
He judged her ready and pushed his cock steadily until he was balls deep in the lust-drenched blonde's dewy cunt. Her mouth opened to catch a breath and slowly exhaled when he held still at the deepest point.
He stroked slowly. The slippery sex was smooth and fulfilling, her excited body squirming slightly in his embracing arms. Her soft quivering breasts, the nubs stiff on swollen areolae, brushed against his chest.
Taking his time, he worked her toward higher ecstasy, running Kori through a series of mini-gasms, slowing to let her ease back, then recommencing her emotional rises.
She savored the comfortable sidesaddle fucking, with its series of pleasures, preceding the ultimate finale. At the unsustainable peak, Ned felt her pre-orgasmic vaginal ripples on his knob and shaft and succumbed to his passions, joining her in sensual joy, firing his pent-up liquid pearls in successive volleys that filled her pussy with his manly secretions.
Their cries echoed through the mansion's upper floor and could not have gone unnoticed by his supportive wife.
With periods of calm and rest in between, Kori was unhesitant in carrying on with the carnalities as long as Ned was able. His erection and ego reveled in the pleasant sensations. He eventually joined her again and then let her lay fulfilled, wrapped in his arms, his loose cock resting captive in her core.
In the morning, she was recovered and wide awake, mounted astride his cock, bouncing in cowgirl on his embedded rod. The door opened; Kori paused to look askance at the intrusion. She saw Ned's wife enter, carrying a loaded breakfast tray. Seeing the fuck mates heartily engaged and happy to see that Kori seemed none the worse for the wear, the woman spoke her encouragement to the cavorting couple.
"Don't let me stop you. Please continue, sweetie. You can't forsake him midway to the finish. Carry on, dear, while I set up the table."
Ned bucked his hips, reminding Kori to finish what she had started. Newly enthused, she leaned over, her hips bouncing atop his. Her swaying tits dangled in his face as her cunt cycled quicker on his dick. She felt triumphant when he spewed inside her soon after.
Disentangling with tender kisses, they disembarked the bed and retired to the adjacent café table where his wife waited.
As they breakfasted, he curiously inquired about Kori's return to the club so soon after her nuptials. She lowered her head in embarrassment, mumbling soft responses. She confessed that her new husband, though money-rich, was libido-meager. He was either unable or uninterested in satisfying her erotic peccadilloes.
"What about your dear Uncle?"
"His newest girlfriend moved in; she's not as enlightened about incest as your family is."
"What about your old college professors?"
"I fucked them for grades; the sex was dull and uninteresting."
"So, why the club? Why now? Why me?"
Her hand rose to finger the cameo choker she still wore from the stage performance, the one Ned had gifted her following their first pre-nuptial fuck. She bashfully whispered.
"... prima ... noche ..."
Ned saw the silk band pendant, its reversible cameo showing her chaise facial profile, which she now flipped to show the bold deep-throat silhouette. Her eyes remained lowered, not seeing Ned's furtive smile, though not unnoticed by his spouse seated beside him,
His wife, sensing Ned's infatuation with their daughters' best friend, offered up a compromise solution, not wanting her husband endlessly preoccupied with this buxom blonde plaything. Empathetic Ned agreed with her scheme.
They promised to arrange for Kori to enjoy unlimited club privileges, as long as she fulfilled her sexual fantasies onstage through Strip and Fuck routines. Although, they added, she was free to reward her onstage auction winners with further escapades elsewhere in the safety of the club confines through the remainder of those nights.
Ned had other ideas, unspoken. He fantasized that he could summon her to his bed, either an occasional nighttime at the mansion or during the slow daytime periods at the club. He could regularly sustain their intimate relations with a leisurely blowjob followed by a hearty wild fucking.
Kori was thrilled with the spoken offer and, granted permission by his wife, dragged Ned one more time back to bed, spending the remaining morning properly thanking him for the wonderful strategy to placate her shameless sexual cravings.
----------
Ned's adult entertainment empire was a demanding business but he still enjoyed his status as the Strip and Fuck Club's owner with its many amenities and responsibilities. One recurring duty was to regularly refresh the onstage talent, keeping up its appeal to the fluctuating tastes of his habitual patrons. The scheduled time approached for the relevant annual industry event. It was later in the week but Ned intended to take few days of leisure before attending the regional Talent Swap Meet.
His wife was booked again for a TWA Fantasy Venue event and unavailable to make the trek, so she appointed their dexterous daughter, Karen, as Ned's traveling companion and business accomplice. And Karen was thrilled by the chance to spend real quality time with her Daddy, getting him away from the hectic activities of club and home.
Seated comfortably in the rear bench of the company limousine, the father-daughter traveling companions chastely behaved themselves during the day-long ride to the resort hotel. Each knew that the next few days would suffice for their inevitable coital pastimes prior to the Swap Meet. Still, the rumble and bounce of the tires was a rhythm that percolated their thoughts and genitals leading up to their arrival.
After settling in and enjoying a sumptuous dinner, they retired back to their luxury suite and Karen assumed her appointed role as Ned's traveling relaxation plaything. He appreciated her prelude pantomime; stripping seductively like her occasional onstage performances. She melded him into her first act, stripping him along with herself in the privacy of their suite. The follow-on sex was luxurious in its eroticism.
The young brunette daughter stroked, sucked, and fucked her alpha male father fondly all through the rest of that first night, affording the magnate of the exotic family business the carnal gratification he expected as his due.
----------
The familial pair spent the next day at the resort pool. Ned spotted another strip club owner; he recalled his name as Ben, who was apparently on his way to the same Talent Swap Meet.
He watched from nearby as the man touched the arm of the young bikini-clad redhead lounging next to him, who turned towards him as he spoke. She nodded and he rolled onto his back, fingers laced behind his head.
Ned didn't hear the words but the buxom redhead moved closer to her man's side, kneeled, and carefully opened his swim trunks to expose his ready erection.
Her red lips enveloped the knob and slowly descended his cock, inch by inch. Her masculine partner adjusted his sunglasses and moved his arms aside the lounge, posed in full relaxation under her oral caresses. Her head bobbed lazily, languidly, never hurrying.
Eventually, Ned saw her plunge down, deep throat his shaft and hold, her cheeks hollowed and her gullet cycling as she swallowed the unseen ejaculate. She rose and adjusted the open trunks, closing the fly over the man's groin, and returned to her place on the lounge next to his.
Ned was intrigued and dreamed of a similar treatment.
----------
Ned and Karen bumped into Ben and his little redhead fellatrice on their way to dinner. The women were decked out in sexy showy fashion, suitable arm candy for the middle-aged businessmen. Hearty introductions led to an agreement to make it a foursome for dinner.
In the dining room, Ned conversed with the other young lady as his daughter charmed Ben. The redhead smiled sweetly, her lightly freckled face alight with humor as she responded to Ned's questions about her attendance at the Swap Meet.
"Are you one of Ben's club babes? Is he trading you this time? Would you be interested in coming to work for me?"
"Oh, thank you, sir, but No. I'm his daughter, Beverly, along as his traveling companion and confidant. But I do get to strip and fuck at the club on occasion. It keeps me in the loop about intimate seduction details and makes me more useful at judging the promising new talent."
Ned covered his disappointment at the news but was still interested in learning more about this luscious young lady and her up-to-date viewpoints.
"So, do you have a special shtick you like to show off?"
"I'm good at seated cowgirl with the auction winners, especially with the rotating spotlighted platform. The audience gets to see the actual genital strokes from every angle."
Ned imagined her fine ass bounding in panorama on the lucky patron's erection while her boobs pattered against the happy winner's chest. Those beauties, currently on bulging display by the sexy dinner dress, were encased in a thin fabric that boosted them into a nice cleavage and brandished dimpled stiff pokies. Were they naturally stiff or was something happening here?
"Does exhibitionism fuel your particular penchant?"
"It's okay but I really prefer to have my boobs slapped and licked. Pain and pleasure together, you know?"
"And what about the guy?"
"I love to slowly suck a man's cock until he's so hot, he can't control himself and pounds me like a Two Dollar Whore."
Ned heard a giggle from the other table companions and paused his conversation to watch Ben rise and extend his hand to Karen. She smiled, looked up, giggled again, and let him help her from her seat. She winked back over her shoulder at her abandoned Daddy as she pressed her boob to her supposed one-night-stand Sugar Daddy's side and her ass sashayed to her stride.
The departing pair strolled slowly away, Ben's hand patting Karen's ass idly, gallantly guiding his newest novelty towards the dining room exit and onwards into his bed in his suite on an upper floor.
At first, Ned was a little put off by Ben's brazen snatching of his daughter. Beverly also lifted to follow but settled back when she comprehended that her father had initiated an impetuous swap for the evening.
Ben saw her face turn from concern to acceptance. He cheerfully recovered when he realized that Ben had left Beverly behind for his benefit. This little Talent Swap before the actual Talent Swap Meet could be interesting. He turned to survey his seated dinner guest.
"Seems we have been abandoned to our own devices."
Beverly's hand slid across his thigh and he felt her fingers rub lightly along his inner leg. A reactive bulging tingled his groin. She leaned closer and her eyes twinkled as she held his gaze, amplifying her inner thigh touches.
"I could show you my 'shtick' right now?"
Her fingers tapped his zipper. Ned looked about the partially occupied dining room and decided to delay her offer.
"Not here. Let's go to my room. I'll smack and suck your tits and then you can show me how you slowly suck a man's cock."
Her face crinkled into a brighter smile of comprehension. She also saw this as an encouraging turn of events.
"Okay. And then we'll see what happens next."
"I'm sure we will."
Beverly rose and took his proffered hand. He manfully strode across the room, his last-minute companion in tow. She friskily skipped beside him to the elevators. They ascended eagerly to his suite.
----------
The giddy pair stepped lively down the hallway to Ned's door. Unlocking it, he pirouetted Beverly through the portal and she spun to a stop facing him as he hurriedly kicked the door closed behind him. She noted his eagerness and stood attentive as he approached. She watched his hands fluff her loose tits through the tight top.
Ned found them full and soft in his palms. He squeezed two handfuls and she moaned to the power of his brutish fondle.
She reluctantly turned away and he lowered the back zipper, sliding the dress over her shoulders and exposing her upper body. In the wall mirror, he saw her nipples were tinted in the same tones as her facial cosmetics. Ned reached around and picked at the nubs; they puckered to his touch.
"Do you always wear body make-up?"
She looked him boldly in the eyes.
"Daddy expects perfection. I never know when he'll want to play with me."
Ned gave her boobs some light smacks on the sides. They wobbled delightfully. He spun her quickly around; her boobs shimmied and settled. He leaned in for a taste and discovered the cherry flavor of the red nipple gloss. She squinted her eyes and moaned at his oral caress of her feminine nerve endings. Her hands cupped his cheeks, holding his face near her breasts, encouraging more of the tongue laps and toothy nips.
Playfully, he pushed her on the bed but was forceful when he roughly pulled the loose dress down her legs and ripped away her panties. The combination of fun and fight kept her apprehensive and built up both of their arousals.
He peeled away his own clothes and climbed in beside her, braced on hands and knees above her. His face dipped to her chest to suck and bite again on her broad excited nipples. Her hand reached between his legs and rubbed his cock, which grew ever larger. She pushed her lips close to his ear.



"Do you want me to suck you before or after you fuck me?"
Ned paused before whispering his choice.
"Afterwards..."
She pushed away from him, reluctantly, and rolled him onto his back. Mounting astride his belly, she presented her mammary treasures to his abuse.
He slapped her bouncy boobs side to side, pausing only to pick at her nipples. She squealed; it didn't sound like a painful protest but rather like playful encouragement. He paused long enough to draw her down, nibbling on her tits, light bites, and hard suctions. She moaned throughout the oral maltreatment.
He stopped and she recovered her upright pose, brushing her long red tresses back from her smiling face and sliding lower down his legs. Ned was as hard as a steel rod and took over the running of the schedule.
He bent his torso up, pulled her up against his body, and rolled over atop her. Without pause, he plunged in. She wiggled beneath him, aiming to initiate a stroke but held her down, still... and flexed his rod.
She felt the muscular pulse and calmed her squirming.
"Uhmm... I felt that and it felt good. Do it again..."
Ned tensed another stronger pulse and she clenched her vaginal muscles in response.
They played calmly back and forth, adding a bump or twist sometimes until Ned was impatient to proceed with more vigorous moves. He drew back and pressed hard, cycling and stroking away rapidly as she wailed with delight.
"Yes... YES... fuck me... Fuck Me... FUCK ME..."
Her cries reverberated off the walls as he pounded her like a Two Dollar Whore. She orgasmed before he was ready and he slowed, just a few cock jitters as he waited her out.
He resumed and rode her high, crushing her clitoris with his groin at each deep thrust. Her ardor reignited and she rolled her hips in counter stroke, massaging his sensitive tip slit on her cervix. This time he joined her orgasm, burying himself as he felt her twitching interior vibrating against his knob.
It was a cataclysm of delight when he spewed deep within her vociferous clutching body.
She was quicker to recover, her panting breathes winding down, bearing his full collapsed bodyweight of his gasping body. Untangling, they rolled again to side by side. A little rest was needed, if not by Beverly, then certainly by Ned. As she sensed his recovered energy, she sluggishly repositioned her face for the next stage of their mating playtime.
Beverly proceeded to give him what she claimed was her specialty. She started slow but was soon mildly and lovingly suckling his depleted cock. It went on for a long time, keeping him on edge and raising his lust higher with each fellatio hiatus and head bobbing restart.
Eventually, he was unable to hold back, even if he had wanted to, and he didn't. With a pained growl, Ned emptied his reserves in her gullet. She swallowed but kept the loosening tube of meat in her mouth, sucking warm and gentle on his exhausted organ.
They wearily descended into slumber. But she woke him twice more during the night for repeat bouts and both sex partners were sated and satisfied at dawn's early light.
----------
Elsewhere, Ben and Karen were clinging desperately to each other's sweaty, rollicking bodies, their groins broadly smeared with vaginal dew and leaked ejaculate.
Animated Karen employed cunt squeezes to magnify Ben's and her own orgasms, impressing Ben with her special core strength.
"Good god, sweetie! That was fantastic. You squeezed so tight I thought it would stop up my ejaculation."
Karen giggled.
"You liked that, huh?"
Ben just let out a deep exhale and nodded. Karen was pleased with the silent praise and moved her face to his soft cock. She lazily kissed and suckled his cunt-pleasing manhood in adoring gratitude. They stayed like that until almost dawn.
----------
Early morning knocks awakened Ned. Beverly shuffled to the door and answered nude to find a similarly nude Karen standing there, holding hands with her disheveled-looking father. Karen cocked an eyebrow and Beverly understood the night was over. She pattered back to weary middle-aged Ned, kissing him sweetly goodbye.
Waiting and watching the farewell, the hallway pair pecked their own goodbye smooch. Ben watched as Karen and Beverly buzzed cheeks when they bypassed each other through the doorway.
Beverly took her father's hand and turned him away, leading him back to their familial suite to recuperate his energies.
Karen climbed into Ned's bed and cuddled with her father, letting him refract for an hour until he was able to welcome her back properly into his arms and onto his cock.
Even so, she is obliged to employ her cunt squeezes to stimulate his weary cock into a mild spasm with a dribble of cum. She claimed it as 'one for the road' and they continued their last leg of the jaunt to the official Talent Swap Meet location.
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Oma waited as Craig perused the contract. He fidgeted nervously; his face scrunched into an unhappy expression. He leaned back and looked up at his negotiating competitor.
"These terms seem a bit one-sided."
Oma held his gaze until he leaned down and continued to read and ponder the contract. The partnership would be lucrative for both sides but she knew Craig was always wary before sealing any deal, he wanted his best interests well protected.
Oma thumbed her intercom, summoning her assistant, Oksana, who entered the conference room promptly.
"Oksana, please fetch Tianna. Mr. Craig needs some inducement to conclude the paperwork."
"Yes, ma'am."
Oksana left and returned with Tianna, another of the office staff. She was young and displayed a mixture of prominent cheekbone Oriental eyes, modest height, and a bronze-toned African complexion.
"Girls, Mr. Craig needs a morale boost to close the transaction."
Oksana led Tianna to a position opposite the businessman and they faced him side-by-side.
The women turned to each other and leaned in, placing their lips together and commencing a passionate kiss. Craig's eyes went wide as the girls embraced and pressed their clothed chests together as they loosely tongue wrestled. Their lingual organs slithering between parted lips for Mr. Craig's viewing enjoyment. His excitement increased as they upped the passions.
They broke the lip lock but stared into each other's eyes with foreheads pressed together. Their hands fiddled with each other's blazers and blouses and soon two pairs of perfect breasts were being openly caressed and fondled by the opposite woman.
They resumed their passionate kisses, now with their broad brown nipples in compressed contact between the milk- and mocha-toned mammaries. Oma coughed politely and broke the lesbos spell.
"Tianna, show our guest how doing business with us will be to his benefit."
She reluctantly broke away from Oksana, backing away from her fondle-mate's longing expression, and bashfully knelt out of sight. Craig saw the high-backed chairs shift as she wormed her way past them under the broad conference table.
Craig sprang in his seat and then settled as the topless babe unzipped his pants and extracted his semi-tumescent man meat. Oma watched Craig's face as bisexual Tianna voraciously fellated the freshly enthused business client. She watched as Craig watched the top of Tianna's bobbing head cycle her plump lips along his cock. Craig's face progressively flushed and he started openly moaning.
"Tianna, could you stop a moment. Craig and I have something to discuss."
Tianna held her pose, his cock half embedded in her mouth, her tongue not moving, obeying her employer's command.
"No... don't stop... Ugh... please, I'm almost there..."
Craig looked over at stern-faced Oma, astutely demanding that business be concluded before pleasure be concluded. She held out a pen to him. He grabbed it and quickly signed the contract.
Oma pulled the executed document back to her side of the table, examined the scrawled hurried signature, and gave her negotiations oral facilitator permission to continue.
"Proceed, Tianna. A good deepthroat dive should do it..."
Tianna took an audible breath and plunged down, holding Craig's knob in her throat, employing quick swallowing motions that cycled her tonsils on his cock's coronal rim. Craig's back stiffened and his hips elevated off the chair cushion. The fellatrice drew back to catch her looming mouthful of spunk.
Craig howled out his spew, and his body shuddered through a series of retreating tremors as Tianna worked her post-orgasmic magic. His body drooped to calmness in the chair.
She crawled out from under the table to a waiting Oksana. They locked lips, their tongues converging again and their mouths shared back and forth the captured dregs of Craig's ejaculate.
Craig watched drearily, slouched in his chair. Oma broke the spell; it was time to clean up.
"Thank you, ladies. Marvelously done. Clean him up and then help him find his way out. Don't forget to prepare a contract copy for Craig before he departs."
The young assistants returned to Craig's exposed crotch and their tongues bathed his deflated manhood to cleanliness. Oksana rose while Tianna respectfully tucked him away tenderly in his pants, closing the zipper. The girls moved to their last assigned tasks, jointly helping Craig from his chair and, with an assistant's arm under either of his arms, guided him from the conference room. They deposited him in the reception area for his contract copy and scheduled departure.
With one business deal clinched, Oma turned to her next profit pursuit. She answered her cell and brightly chirped a greeting to a 'Mr. Dave'.
"Yes, let's get together. Tomorrow morning would be great..."
----------
Dave was reading through the prospectus for Oma's latest venture, but was frowning about the hyperbolic claims therein.
"These projections for membership fee growth are above any other gym franchise in the country, possibly the world."
"You may be right for the regular memberships. But we have an exclusive level membership plan that is attractive to elite persons that has generated extraordinary revenues. It's an adults-only reserved space for distinctive tastes in physical activities."
Dave shook his head, not totally convinced. Oma played her trump card.
"One of our exclusive level clubs is on the second floor of this building. Let me arrange for a singular tour and you can judge for yourself."
She rang for Oksana who promptly arrived.
"Please take our special guest to the gym club and see that he gets a thorough tour of the facility and the amenities available to our elite level membership."
"Yes, ma'am."
The assistant turned to her assigned guest.
"Will you follow me, sir?"
Oksana escorted Dave to the elevators and they rode down to the gym club level that occupied the entire second floor of the office tower.
There, they were greeted by a pair of personal trainers, twin sisters named Polly and Rachel, and Oksana handed off her guest. They took Dave to the men's locker room and helped him change into gym-issued shorts and T-shirts for his participatory tour.
They walked him through the aerobics area of the facility and features, mostly positioned in front of broad glass windows that gave a power-view of the street below. The mundane pedestrians often looked up to see the shapely bodies, male and female, perfecting their physiques and working off the inevitable stresses of their potent occupations in the building's many upper floor business offices.
Polly and Rachel took the opportunity to demonstrate the equipment staged near the windows. The girls' running and lifting routines tended to prominently pose and bounce their loose boobs beneath the tank top gym shirts, attracting the usual rubber necked stares from the street below. Dave was as interested in the mammary exhibition as the pausing street strollers and felt his blood warming more from the sexy display than from his current light body workout.
The girls knew their roles as gym ambassadors and took Dave through a special secure portal into the more elite private area of the club. The first stop was the mirror-walled isometrics room.
They started with a yoga-style stretching session on the spongy exercise mats, taking turns guiding Dave through a body bending and limb stretching series. While one guided from the front, pulling lightly, the other one pressed his pose from behind, squashing her tits against his back, and massaging his tight muscles. Consequently, even untouched, Dave's penile muscle was growing tense at the body and limb slackening caresses elsewhere.
The trio went to the swimming pool next. The girls helped Dave remove his shorts, shirt, and shoes as they likewise doffed their gym uniforms. He expected to get trunks but instead got a push that splashed him into the water with the twins jumping in after him. They lined him up in a center lane and paced his laps from either side as he swam back and forth.
Emerging naked, the group moved to the sauna. They laid him on the towel-covered cedar bench in the steamy atmosphere. Polly and Rachel tag-teamed a deep back and thigh massage. Rolling him onto his back, the pair swept his inner thighs and touched his re-stiffening manhood.
Rachel maneuvered to sit her lap under his head and rested it there. Her fingers gently rubbed his temples and she cooed him to relax.
"Close your eyes, sir. Let us take charge of your comfort and relaxation."
Dave shut his eyes and reveled in the feel of Rachel's fingers, first at his temple and scalp, then touching his cheek with one hand while the other circled his nipples. The combination of head and chest fondles sent tingles to his groin.
Meanwhile, Polly was kneeling next to his waist and her fingers were touching and caressing his cock and balls, adding external stimuli to the internal stimuli affected by the echoes of Rachel's tactile applications elsewhere. Dave's mind was in a daydream fog but he still perceived the giggly girls whispering to each other, and the commentary stirred his libido further.
"Look at it, it's big but not too big."
"Yeah, and even now, it's still flexible. Oh... I think it's growing!"
Polly curled her fingers around the shaft and felt the heartbeat throb within. Her other fingers pressed his sac and fluttered the balls within, lightly weighing their swollen bulk.
"They're all so beautiful, aren't they?"
Rachel encouraged her sister's devotion to Dave's cock.
"Go ahead, girl, taste it."
Polly leaned in and rubbed the knob to her cheek, one side and then the other, passing the tip against her plush lips as she swept his erection side to side, then held it still as she parted her lips. She placed a loving kiss on the tip and let her lips slide over the knob and down the shaft, her tongue pressing against his coronal vee as it slid toward her throat.
Rachel watched the unfolding fellatio. In her lap, Dave moaned at the warm, wet sensation enveloping his cock. She leaned over and covered his mouth with a nipple-capped boob, feeling his lips make a naturally nurturing suckle on her flesh. She remembered a saying; 'Men are never weened.'
Polly drew off her mouthful of man-meat, raised an eyebrow towards her sister, and whispered her own eagerness.
"I can't wait..."
"Then don't... Go for it, girl... get up on that thing."
Polly rose and threw a leg over his hips, braced, lined up, and slowly plunged down on his saliva slickened cock. Dave moaned and she paused at the bottom, wiggling around to get a good seating.
Dave tried to raise his head to see the new tantric motions but Rachel pressed her tit harder into his face, blocking his view of his mounted gymnast. So, he surrendered to the girls' control and suckled her excited nipples while he felt Polly ride his cock with hip rolls, rocks, and side to sides.
The sexual gymnastic duet proved their worth and he succumbed to their sexual treatment. Polly sensed his peak and clenched her vaginal muscles as hard as she could. He spewed inside her unusually tightened pussy, and still somewhat weary from his workout, nearly passed out from the strength of his orgasm.
Polly felt the flow and let herself go, holding the tight genital clasp. Keeping her voice in check, she emitted a long, muted moan at the coital sensations of cunt tingling gratification. Her passions spiraled down from the peak and braced on one arm as she loosened her hold up when she felt him shrivel inside her. He lay relaxed after his own ecstatic descent and his cock fell out.
The girls cradled his naked body with their own and cuddled and caressed him into a restful nap. Awaking a bit later, they watched him revive his energies but even still needed to help him dress in his street clothes. He was plopped down on a lobby couch and he lazily summoned his limousine.
Dave called Oma next to confirm his substantial outlay for a share of the unbeatable health club investment. He insisted that the contract conditions must include a complimentary elite-level club membership for himself and an unrestricted day pass for the occasional spur-of-the-moment business guest.
He and Oma both understood the value of special customer service to meet mutual needs.
----------
Eddie swirled his signature across the dotted line under the happy gaze of Oma. Another successful negotiation for a profitable business venture was over.
"Oksana, our guest will be staying in town tonight. Could you arrange for his comfort at our luxury hotel chain?"
"Yes, ma'am. Mr. Eddie, please follow me and I will make all the necessary arrangements."
That evening, Eddie was waiting in the hotel lobby when a gorgeous little redhead entered and scanned the room. Her lithe frame was draped by a seafoam green dress, highlighting the color contrast with her long strawberry hair.
Her face lit up when she spied Eddie and strolled to him. He stood for the introductions and she informed him that, sadly, Oma had to attend to another urgent piece of business and expressing both Oma and Oksana's regrets. On the positive side, she, Sabrina, would be his substitute dinner companion.
"No regrets necessary, little lady. I'm sure we'll make due."
The dinner was sumptuous. Sabrina prompted him to chat about his morning and afternoon experiences, using flirty smiles and giggles that subtly steered him into describing the attractive women he may have encountered during the day. She slyly observed his moods and feelings as he casually gabbed about his personal interactions, and she mentally cataloged some specific incidents for later recall. The dinner ended with a sweet dessert and an even sweeter stroll to his upper-floor suite.
Inside, she managed a graceful dress disrobing, displaying her freckled face and chest, the speckled reddish blush fading down to her conical breasts. Her long red hair draped her bare back to the top of her pert ass. He watched stoically and she noted his coolness at the sight of her nakedness.
But then it was his turn to reveal his body. Sabrina calmly and efficiently removed his clothes, folding and laying them aside carefully. When both were exposed to each other, they paused to survey their respective sex-mate for the night. She took his hand and led him to the bedroom; they crawled on the bed and fondled each other's smooth skin.
She caressed him, and he caressed her, playing with her full mammaries. Her hands traveled everywhere on his body, eventually touching his semi-turgid manhood.
She engaged long loving hand strokes, eager to get him ready, eager to be fucked by this solid handful of penile muscle. But she was conscious of her bedmate's higher standing as she felt his hands kneading and pinching her boobs and nipples. She leaned in and whispered in his ear, asking his preference.
"Do you want me to suck your cock?"
He answered by silently pushing Sabrina onto her back and rolling atop her, poised to mount up, a hand gripping her ass cheek, the other still clutching her breast. She watched his face as she commenced a dialog to perk his libido.
"You didn't think only about business all day, did you? I'll bet you awoke with a mighty erection from dreaming of past pussy. And then the flirty cleavage-baring barista offered you a cup of Joe but neglected to offer a blowjob to go with it."
His clutch on her ass and tits tightened. Sabrina took that as a sign that her monologue was headed in the right direction.
"And then the new buxom little receptionist hardly noticed your arrival and snubbed your attempt to chat her up. You felt 'shot down in flames' and you brooded over the brushoff the rest of the way to your office."
She felt Eddie tense as he remembered the slight. His body stirred and she felt his cock poked at her pussy, a couple of stiff jabs. She continued her teasing whisper.
"Your secretary hardly noticed your arrival, a brusque 'good morning' as she continued her routine, overlooking your apparent arousal, and then spending the rest of day tending to business but not your throbbing cock."
Eddie pressed harder and gained a bit of entry into Sabrina's juicy cunt.
"Let's make them pay for that! I'm here to make amends for all those neglectful women today. Fuck me hard. Take your fury out on me."
She lifted her hips as he drove forward, meeting his manly thrust, feeling his erection slip deep down her slick channel. Eddie's moves were autonomous, full strokes of his erection filling his bedmate's cock-accommodating cunt, his mind visualizing his fantasy responses to the day's frustrating encounters.
He imagined himself seated at the café table, closest to the sidewalk window wall, sipping a latte, his pants around his ankles as the topless barista polished his knob with her lips and tongue. He nodded his acknowledgment to the strolling men, some of who stopped to watch a moment, smiling in reaction at seeing him receive such special customer service.
Finally, the time arrived and he held the young barista's head as she drew out and drank down the savory cream that she thirsted for in lieu of trivial soy or almond milk. The image fired his lust higher and he slipped a little faster inside Sabrina, seeking her greater commitment to his needs.
"Come on, honey... squeeze harder when I draw back"
He felt her energize her Kegels in response to his demands. His corona was brushed by her stronger vaginal clasp.
He settled in for more and his imagination saw himself walk behind his office tower's lobby counter and draw the receptionist up from her chair. She gawked in wonder as he dropped his pants before he took her seat, drawing her legs over his lap, discovering that she had come to work sans panties.
Ripping open her blouse, he exposed her round boobs for playtime, forcing her to mount him in seated forward cowgirl. Sweetly impaled, she mumbled that she hadn't realized that 'other duties as requested' included sexual services on demand for rowdy corporate executives.
He told her to clench her cunt, that such a young pussy like hers should be able to tighten during her bouncing strokes to aid his pleasure. She leaned back in his arms, tipped her closed eyes skyward, and tried harder. Her urgent yips were voiced to the ceiling when his sucking lips turned to toothy nips on her nipples.
Eddie spiraled up his fantasy dream lust and the co-opted receptionist joined his peak of ecstasy as her cunt clenched hard on his sperm spouting embedded erection.
His dream momentarily faded and he was back in Sabrina's arms in bed. His ego was boosted by the redhead's continued attentions to the manly cock working her reactive cunt. He adjusted his position, riding higher on her groin, banging harder on her clitoris with each downstroke.
Sometimes he paused there to wiggle his pubic against her feminine erogenous spot. She hugged his neck tighter and concentrated on their conjoined groins. Eddie's focus slipped into his next fantasy dream.
It was later in the afternoon, his secretary was entering his office, flaunting her glorious tits and ass in her fitted business suit. Reaching the end of his patience with her flirting, he rose and locked the office door. She acted startled when he threw her on the floor, climbing atop her on the luxury office carpet. She lay there stunned, her skirt rucked up, her panties shredded, her legs flailing aloft astride his hips, as he pounded her pussy.
He was even more delighted when he heard her wails of rising lust: 'yes... YES... fuck me... fuck me harder... Harder... HARDER!'
He acceded to her pleas, giving her what she wanted; nay, what her prior teasing deserved, until her screech of orgasmic joy filled his ears with the bodily praise for his machismo. The crescendo incited him to join her, so he did and in his mind blazed her inner sanctum with hot shots of cum.



In conscious real-time, Sabrina moved in counterstroke to his long deep thrusts and her hands swept his back and neck as he banged against her clitoris. She was rising to her own pleasure and needed Eddie to conclude the coupling episodes. Her whispers were urgent and led Eddie back to the reality of her real body and their bed borne sex.
"Now, my bold stallion, NOW! Fill me, Fill Me UP."
Eddie complied and arched his back, voicing his angry cry and fulfilling his work-a-day fantasies.
"Take that, you Fucking BITCH! Take it ALL!"
His cock erupted with volumes of real spunk deep inside Sabrina's throbbing pussy. She felt the powerful flow and let herself go, joining his relief of their mutual pent-up animal lust. They vibrated violently to a shuddering conclusion, collapsing together, unable to do other than breathe themselves back to a post-coital calmness.
Thereafter, their sweaty bodies still entangled, they gently fondled until rejuvenated to engage in another calm soothing fuck, gaining intimate carnal pleasure from their more sedate coital connection.
They lightly slumbered and he awoke first. She was still peacefully asleep beside him. His dick twitched at the innocent sight: a stray auburn tress covered her freckled face. Her eyelids twitched in her REM sleep. He wondered: 'what is she dreaming of?'
He knew he should let her get some rest but his newly aroused cock said otherwise. Eddie heeded its call and boldly rolled above her, saddled up quickly, and punched his cock into the redhead beauty's surprisingly wet and ready cunt.
Sabrina had been deeply dreaming, one of her most erotic recurring fantasies.
She was running barefooted in a gloomy setting, chased by a dark shadow. The pursuer's footsteps got ever louder as he gained on her. She was nearly exhausted by the fear but still running as fast as she could. But to no avail.
She was overtaken, seized from behind by the blurred figure, grabbed around the waist, and tossed to the ground. A mighty maw ripped away her flimsy white tunic, leaving her naked and vulnerable. She struggled, arms and legs flailing, but the large muscular bulk pinned her to the ground and crawled between her flailing legs.
She feared his size, both body and erection, but nevertheless, he overwhelmed her meager abilities to resist. He was almost brutal in his forceful penetration, followed by powerful full strokes of his fat cock in her narrow vaginal passage. She was unable to suppress her moans as the shaft raked her soft membranes, the sensations igniting her fiery lust.
Eddie heard her furtive moans as he stroked his cock in her cunt. Her body jerked with small shudders. She scuffled sleepily against his moves with her hands and hips, but her legs spread instinctively wider as his cock burrowed deeper and deeper.
Her mental gloom died away as her eyes weakly fluttered open to a dim-lit room and her sexual stalker fantasy dissolved into her awakening consciousness. A grunting man was on top of her, stroking his cock in her pussy, and she switched her attention from the imagined shadowy stalker to her actual alpha male bedmate. Her mind grasped the reality that it was Eddie fucking her in his luxurious bed.
Her arms circled his neck and her sweet breath filled his nostrils and ears. Her moans now synched with his manly thrusts.
He felt her awakened warmth cuddle him as he stroked. Her breathing deepened as did his own until they crested and soared into the thrall of their mutual need for ecstatic delight. The downward spiral was long and drawn out and they both collapsed and relaxed on the soft mattress.
Kisses concluded their intimacy and they rolled apart, weary and sated, slumbering peacefully until morning.
----------
Fred read through the contract, asking pointed questions about almost every paragraph. Oma was struck by his bold confident tone, having heard rumors of his machismo but still surprised by its intensity. She felt somewhat smitten by this powerful alpha male business mogul, maybe even cowed by his aura.
Oksana sat in on the session, silently taking meeting minutes, and detected her boss's subtle signs of strong attraction to the man. The meeting was dragging on and Oksana volunteered to fetch coffee.
Her loyalty to Oma approached love and she constantly worried about her supervisor's unhealthy sexual self-denial. Her boss's timely attraction to this man may be the opportune remedy to the quandary. She surreptitiously dosed Oma's drink with a long-term aphrodisiac.
Sipping her brew, Oma's temperament warmed as the negotiations eventually wound down. She was becoming more agreeable to any suggestion from the man.
It was late in the day and he offered to take her somewhere to celebrate their success. She abnormally agreed and obligingly followed him out to his waiting limousine. They rode out of the main part of downtown into the far ex-burbs. The car entered his rural estate, and disgorged its passengers at the stone McMansion, with its night-lighted manicured landscaping.
He led his lady inside and ushered her to a locked door, opened it, and guided her down a narrow flight of stairs to the mansion's basement. Oma saw that Fred had modeled the space as a dungeon.
She felt loose and relaxed and she didn't balk when he partially stripped her, removing dress and panties but leaving on her stockings, heels, and corset. She mildly cooperated in adding cuffs, collar, and ankle bracelets.
She straggled behind him to a roughhewn standing box frame to which he bound her spread-eagle. Secured, she chilled out further and hung loose in the suspended posture.
The corset had built-in breast cups. They were small work for Fred's knife and scissors, carefully wielded, that cut away the straps and obstructions. Her broad nipples on her big boobs hunched over the remaining torso piece.
Fred cupped and kneaded the exposed mammaries, testing and judging their plump resilience, a fine pair of fun bags for his impending abuse. He retrieved a dog switch and lightly tapped her nipples, gaining a guttural groan from his bound playmate. He would return to the round beauties soon, but he had other tasks at hand on her rearward side.
He stood in a sturdy stance, hauled back, and swung, contacting both exposed ass cheeks at once. Her surprised screech reverberated about the underground room, safely sound deadened so that no one on the exterior of the house would notice.
Oma screwed her head around to look over her shoulder, trying to predict the next stroke but he stopped at one rap. He had made his point. He blindfolded her to prevent any future preemptive anticipation. He plugged her pussy with a vibrating dildo, stuffed her ass with a chrome plug insertion, and began anew.
He patiently hit her front and back, light blows that snapped but didn't mark her skin. Oma jumped against her bindings at each contact. Her nerves were on edge, she was feeling the mild vibrations in her pussy, and she couldn't know whether the next strike might be a full stroke like the original swipe to her ass. Still, any snap of the dog switch would feel painful.
Fred wound down the warm-up with a series of strikes to her breasts, alternating sides and thoroughly covering her nipples, side-boobs, and under-boobs. She was moaning in a daze, and he judged her ready to service his needs. He popped out the dido and fucked her standing in the frame. He captured her lips and tongue while he violently thrust up her cunt, his fists squeezing her stinging tits.
She succumbed and too soon crashed into a stunning orgasm that stiffened her back and convulsed her whole body. She descended from those heights and hung loose in her trappings again, still impaled by Fred's cock, who had held back his own sexual release.
He took her down and laid her out on a cassock, bound her limbs wide apart to floor bolts, and mounted up again, plunging in to take up prone where he had left off upright, gearing back up his pent-up lust.
Her bound limbs struggled weakly as the mind-numbed woman was thoroughly fucked. She peaked again in half awareness. That act ignited Fred's ejaculation and he emptied himself inside tonight's procured lust receptacle.
He took her up and remounted her to the frame, now only paying his macho attention to her ass, a dog whipping harder than before, causing her tits to dance. He enjoyed the jiggly sidewinder boob views and the sexy sights renewed his erection. He took her sopping cunt in a rear-standing fuck, clutching hard on her tits. Oma spasmed again on his cock and that reaction set him off again.
He took down the suspended exhausted female, swathed her in a blanket, and carried her gently to his upper floor bedroom. She lay curled up on her side on the sheeted mattress. He laid down next to her, his groin near her face.
Oma intuitively nursed his limp spent cock through the remainder of the night, sleeping with his manly appendage lolling on her tongue, awaking fitfully to suckle gently until she dozed off again.
Fred awoke in the morning with a growing erection, half embedded in his bedmate's mouth. His manhood plumped to fullness, causing Oma to wake as well. She suckled with devotion and he rewarded her fellatio worship with his final dribbling spew on her tongue.
After breakfast and a quick preening, his limo driver returned Oma to her corporate office.
On the ride, Oma basked in her protracted weariness, musing on her night of fleeting liberation from her stressful command and control lifestyle. The aphrodisiac had worn off but not her enthusiasm for the rough and tumble sexual stress alleviation afforded to her by the macho businessman.
She determined to treat herself to more similar opportunities to better nurture her mental and emotional health. She was a strong woman in a world of macho men, a milieu comprising considerable mutual needs.
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Long, tall Bucky looked up at the long, tall open space a dozen stories high within the Cape Canaveral Resort and Convention Center's atrium lobby. The busy hotel was yet another focus of tourism dollars in his adopted hometown. Everything back in Texas was big but this view held its own against the Lone Star state's reputation for size, a fitting venue for a space industry convention.
The lanky former high school cowboy had earned his ignominious name on the junior rodeo circuit. He wasn't good at staying aboard the wildly springing steers or broncos, getting regularly jibed by his buddies for getting 'bucked off', thus gaining his roster handle 'Bucky'. He retained the merited nickname even after the near-miss accident that could have left him crippled but fortuitously got him scared straight out of the circuit.
He drifted to the West Texas oilfields where, after a few years of rough-necking the rigs and along with a few newfound friends, he put all his modest worldly wealth on a wildcat lease. The resulting gusher set him up nicely. As independent in spirit as the wild mustangs he had been unable to ride, he sluffed off the commission voracious money mongers and followed his heart to another adventure as an amateur Wall Street speculator. His first counter-intuitive investment yielded the proverbial windfall that put him on Easy Street for the rest of his life.
The click-clack of approaching heels on the polished terrazzo floors disturbed his wonder at the spiraling view. He looked at the sound and saw his one-time high school girlfriend Birgit strolling across the resort hotel lobby, still strikingly gorgeous after all these years,
Her face lit up when she sighted her now middle-aged high school classmate, the heralded cowboy-oil baron-investment tycoon. The shadow of lost time had failed to dim her admiration for the tall lean man of her youth.
Ahh -- the good old days, when she had been a Foreign Exchange Student from Denmark deposited in Bucky's Texas hometown for her senior year. She had been the exotic foreign beauty whose accented English melted hearts and stiffened hard-ons.
She was the prize that had dropped into the star athlete's lap. Literally... her memories of Bucky's long hard cock sluicing her tight young pussy in the cab of his rundown pickup truck were refreshingly vivid in her mind.
Bucky was amazed at how Birgit's beauty hadn't diminished in 20 years; he had assumed her ubiquitous publicity photos were airbrush touched-up glamor photos. Now he saw that they were a feeble facsimile of the real flesh and blood image striding towards him: high cheekbones, flashing green eyes, the full dark umber hair and the hourglass figure still voluptuously curvy.
A slightly smaller replica of Birgit trailed sullenly behind her. The girl's casual outfit showed off her nubile but equally curvaceous assets: big round boobs tucked in a stretched white Mickey Mouse tee, her notable braless pokies prominently visible centered on his black disk-shaped ears. Lower down, a pair of tight black booty shorts exposed long trim legs propped on low black high heels. All topped off by casual, but subtly flirty, loose dark hair and makeup.
Obviously, this was the daughter Bonnie, whom Birgit had mentioned in her urgent text to Bucky. The spinner travel bag towed by the college coed verified his assumption.
Dr. Birgit Soderberg, Ph.D., Molecular Astrophysical Spectrography, was the keynote speaker at this annual space industry seminar, on a topic so deeply technical that Bucky wouldn't have understood half the vocabulary, let alone the underlying science it described.
Since returning to Denmark after her senior exchange year, she had blossomed further intellectually, completing her university studies in almost record time while mastering the meticulous scientific subjects. Her summa cum laude graduation fast-tracked her career into successively higher positions in the European astrophysical community.
The scientific beauty and brains combination led to a professional career that resembled a rocket launch. Its speed and brilliance were awe inspiring, her stellar reputation only mildly sullied by the vindictive rumors of mendacious affairs with her professors and subsequent career mentors.
But she was a genuine 'rocket scientist' whose gorgeous face and buxom profile were always welcome on cover of any space industry e-zine, click bait for lonesome laboratory nerds. Her energies were legendary, and all the more so as a single mother raising a daughter after the short tabloid-vilified marriage to a self-absorbed royal playboy rascal.
Birgit had brought along her daughter Bonnie on this American return tour but now realized that the crowded halls and stuffy presentations were not the most amusing venues for a fervent Danish 20-year-old hottie. It would be one more inducement for the bored young lady to find co-conspirators and carry on here with the infamous habits she pursued back in Copenhagen.
Birgit was concerned about Bonnie's ripening streak of post-puberty rebellion, eschewing her mother's cautions and counsel that she must seek out higher status companions. But Bonnie was intent on continuing her carousal with the Euro Rat-packers that she presently hung out with, a path her regretful mother had trod early on, and then toiled greatly to overcome.
Birgit was certain Bonnie's virginity was long gone. She just hoped any kinkier stuff was a 'try-it-once' curiosity and not a pathway to darker self-defiling behaviors.
And, what luck, when Birgit had contacted Bucky, he had made himself available to help her out of her predicament. She hoped he would take that 'fatherly' firmness that had been absent from her youngster's life while growing up with just her mother.
"Bucky! So good to see you again after all these years. You look wonderful. I've watched the news of your success. I always knew you'd do well."
"Damn, Birgit! You're prettier than a prairie full of spring flowers. How can you work so hard and stay so lovely? What's your secret?"
"Hah, you flirt! Good genes and lots of action."
She added a wink for emphasis on that last ingredient.
They chastely hugged and cheek buzzed in Euro fashion. Bucky turned to his first love's companion.
"And who is this young filly? Your daughter? Wow! Pleased to meet you, Miss Bonnie. You're the spitting image of your magnificent mother."
Bonnie rolled her eyes at the cheesy compliment. She heard that a lot and was quite tired of it. She wanted an identity of her own, with unique attentions for her own attributes, not a replica of her famous mother.
She moved towards Bucky, pushed aside his outstretch handshake, and bear hugged her soft braless breasts to his body, holding the clutch a little longer than sociable. Birgit saw the gambit and raised one eyebrow towards Bucky who seemed not to mind the sassy greeting, humoring the unabashed tit squashing hug.
They released and stepped back, still eyeing each other. Bonnie's face hinted at a little smirk, mischievously teasing the older man.
"Bonnie, as you know, this is my old friend Bucky. He's been kind enough to be your host and maybe show you some interesting sights this weekend while I'm tied up here. So, please, be a good little girl for him. Okay?"
"Yes, mother..." she drawled out sullenly while keeping her gaze on the intriguingly handsome middle-aged man.
Bucky noticed the college age lass ogling him and his mind flashed a picture of her as a young Birgit. He flicked those thoughts away, setting them aside, though he might return to them later.
With parting hugs and cheek buzz farewells all around, Bucky took charge of Bonnie and led her to his car for the ride home.
His thoughts lingered, pondering more about Birgit's underlying invitation to 'show her some interesting sights' and wondered if Birgit had granted him impulsive permission to explore her sexy 'good little girl' daughter. Had she subliminally suggested that he wantonly entertain himself as he entertained the provocative college student?
They stopped for dinner along the way and chatted amicably about everything and nothing, an ice-breaking 'get to know you better' time. It wasn't a smooth conversation as the overly attentive waiters frequented their table, infatuated with the exotic female companion of the older gentleman.
Arriving after dark, Bucky conducted a tour of his modest house, guiding Bonnie in front of him as he pointed out rooms and furnishings, watching her taut ass undulate delightfully in the satiny booty shorts. He was growing more entranced by the buxom lass under his care, and finally sat her down to sternly lay out the 'rules' for her weekend stay with him, asking her to follow his conditions.
She slyly smiled when Bucky moved to his key house rule: the weather was warm and she ought to stay lightly dressed, 'if at all' he mused inwardly. She should let herself relax and treat the weekend as an escape from limitations. Now she was really intrigued as she surmised the game he insinuated. She was more than willing to play her part, seeing it as an unforeseen 'try-it-once' opportunity with a mature experienced male.
After getting settled in her room, she found her way to the living room, still wearing her Mickey tee and tight shorts. The house mates settled on the couch and watched some TV. She yawned at the silly family sitcoms.
Finding the remote, she surfed the channels until she found what she sought, an adult channel showing porn. The video was halfway through and a seated old man was being pussy pounded by a lap borne nubile French porn star, both of them grunting at the long hard strokes.
'Oui, papa, baise-moi, baise-moi bien... oh, mon chéri, plus vite... plus fort...'
"Now, that's more like it" Bonnie quipped.
She laid her hand on Bucky's crotch, checking the promising erection she found there. Bucky took the bait and laid an arm across her shoulder, his hand cupping and squeezing a mouse ear covered tit. She twisted her face up and pressed her mouth to his.
One thing led to another and soon Bonnie was mounted in reverse cowgirl, as they both watched the old-young scenario playing out on TV, mimicking it with a real fucking enacted on the living room couch.
Bucky hands took up the role of the mouse ears, his palms covering her bare tits as he fucked her tight pussy. Her youthful ass bounced lively on his lap. Silk screened Mickey kept watch from the spot where he had landed, propped over a chair back where he had been tossed aside during the scrambled undressing.
They matched the pace of the pornographic actors, subconsciously timing their couch-based rhythms to complement the pixelated ones on the TV screen. And, as planned or not, everyone exploded together, with the real-life cries joining the video cries in chorus.
The couch-mates calmed and decoupled, ignoring the actors who had started another round on screen. The previous restaurant ice breaker chat was now deemed just a prelude to this mutually attractive turn of events. Bucky decided that the local interesting sights he intended to show Bonnie this weekend would be all the places at his house and grounds that were suitable for fucking a lusty young Danish female.
Bucky carried her naked body to bed, and spooned her buxom warmth into slumber. In the morning, he gentled her awake with nipple nub rolls and tweaks, his semi-solid erection swaddled between her ass cheeks.
She slowly emerged from the depths of her sleep in his arms, feeling his soft breath on her neck and ears, accompanying the gentle tit play. He turned her over and around, pushing her face to his groin with a fistful of hair. She complied with his unspoken demand for a morning wakeup blowjob and tasted their combined dried juices on his dick before swallowing his ejaculated fresh spunk.
A fully awake and aroused Bonnie alighted the bed and toddled toward the bathroom door. Bucky followed her closely and pushed her into the master shower. After generous sudsy caresses, he diddled her labia while using the handheld sprayer to pulsate water jets on her clitoris. She languidly leaned back against the tiled wall; she let her imagination run wild behind closed eyes as he worked her to a stunning orgasm.
Her host rinsed her down after that, and she exited the stall, dripping naked, heading to her own guest room for preening and other morning tasks. She was startled and hopped a beat when he gleefully whacked her wet ass in parting. This weekend was starting off nicely.
He found her soon after, in the kitchen, fixing breakfast, cloaked in just an apron that draped her tits and pussy but left her back and ass exposed. They kissed when he turned her away from her meal tasks. He swept aside the apron skirt and sidled up between her parted thighs, propping her ass on the edge of the counter. Holding the lip lock, he slithered his cock inside.
She moaned all during the fucking but didn't peak as he used her cunt to his satisfaction. He growled aloud when he spurted, and when he withdrew, she slid off the ceramic surface down to her feet, settled the apron again and resumed preparing breakfast.
Seated in the breakfast nook, her bare ass was nervously squiggling on her chair while they munched the morning food. Her pussy tingled with arousal, but he pretended not to notice. He slyly wanted her to simmer and percolate until he was ready to fuck her again.
They dawdled away the morning in separate activities, in separate areas of the house. At lunch, she was still mostly nude, topless with thong panties, still full of nervous energy.
He relented to her evident arousal and fucked her in doggie over table, diddling her inverted clitoris while as he sluiced inside her wet pussy, until she burst into ecstasy. Then he drew out, unfinished, his cock still rock-hard, and pressed her to kneel, letting her tongue his corona and knob until he fed her a creamy dessert of his manly spunk.
Later that afternoon, he was doing paperwork in his den, when there was a knock on the door. He turned in his chair towards the sound.
"Enter."
Bonnie appeared in the open doorway wearing a sexy schoolgirl outfit, a pantomime of coy shyness, a finger to her lips and hesitant body language. Where she found the outfit, Bucky didn't know. But why she wore the outfit was not a mystery. Bonnie wanted to cosplay and Bucky was ever so willing to play along.
His mind's eye recalled the numerous porn videos of teacher-student foreplay and intercourse he had watched over the years. And the ones that most peaked his libido were the stern forced-sex scenarios.
Bucky rose and summoned her closer. Bonnie edged her way slowly, her hips and shoulders rocking sexily until she was within his reach. He held her gaze with a steadily unsmiling stare. But his peripheral vision took in the open collar cleavage, the short skirt, the non-school-like heels and her fluffy umber hair laying down her back.
His fists ripped the blouse apart to expose her bare breasts. His hands held her by the waist, keeping her close and stable while he leaned in to suckle her boobs. Her arms held his shoulders and she leaned back in his clutch as he lashed her tits with his tongue. While lightly shimmying her tits in his face, she held herself in arched back high heeled pose. His hands were freed to explore further down and found her pantiless cunt wet and throbbing under the plaid pleated skirt. The aroma of perfume and pussy attacked his nostrils. She was ripe for the taking and he was ready to take her.
Bucky lifted her off her feet and lowered the whimsical schoolgirl to floor on her back. His hands scrambled to open his pants to free his erection and he clamored between her spread thighs. He dived in to kiss her lips hard and she echoed his fervency. Her legs flailed at first and then wrapped around his hips, catching the heels in an ankle lock.
He felt her legs clutch tighter and her hips jogged against his groin. He forged ahead and pounded out a quickie in her cunt. But she was even quicker than him and peaked before he finished himself in her pussy and collapsed his weight on her body.
Partially sated for now, he rolled aside, breathing deeply. Catching his wind, he rose and helped her to her feet. Her skirt flopped over her sperm dripping cunt but the blouse lay open, her round tits heaving softly to her deep breathing. He pointed towards the door and dismissed her brusquely.
"Take off, little whore. I have work to do."
He turned his back and settled at his desk to finish his work, hearing her footsteps recede and the door close behind him.
During the light supper, Bonnie was sullen and untalkative. He let the awkwardness go without comment. He felt tuckered out, and climbed the stairs to lie alone in his bed.
But that didn't last long; she appeared at his door in a filmy negligee, her nipples shadowed under the thin top, the lower hem barely covering her groin. Her voice faltered when she asked his permission.
"Please... let me stay... I want you... I need you... please..."
He lifted the edge of the sheets in invitation and she scooted in to join him. She cuddled up close to him and his nose filled with her bath soap scent. Her hair was loose and wavy and framed her youthful face like a dark auburn halo. It also smelled of same perfume from their earlier cosplay.
Bucky leisurely played with her body, kissing, caressing, biting her nips, patting her ass, fingering her pussy. Bonnie squirmed delightfully in his clutches and was breathing sporadically. Her lips pecked his face, neck and chest; her hands fondled his cock and balls until he was fully erect.
He rolled aboard and spent a long time stroking in her cunt, taking breaks for brief rests, thrusting his cock again, until after countless cycles, they mutually orgasmed.
The morning routine was the joint shower but not the sex, both partners satisfied to build their libidos for later.
Bucky saw that the Florida day was warming nicely. He abandoned his office-den and padded to a semi-shaded lounge on the backyard pool deck, content to lay back and catch some rays. The door panel slid open and Bonnie's head popped out to ply her query with a saucy suggestive air.
"I want to swim, too. I didn't bring a suit. Okay if I skinny dip?"
"No. Check your closet, girl. There should be a number of one-piece swimsuits to choose from."
She rolled the door closed; he grinned mischievously and lay back to wait patiently for her return. Several minutes later he heard it slide open again. He craned his neck and lifted his shades to view her emergence; it was just what he had hoped to see.
Bonnie stepped onto the deck in her one-piece swimsuit: white bikini bottoms only. Bucky was amused at her first hesitation as she looked around to see if any neighbors were within view, but seemed satisfied that the tall wooden fence shielded her topless body from public exposure.
Emboldened, she twisted back to close the door, rocking her tits in a lovely sidewinder shake that incited Bucky's interest. Turning, she pranced gingerly across the hot sunbaked pavers, her tits jiggling full and free in profile from the semi-prance. She gained the submerged pool steps without foot blisters, walked down until her ass was submerged and then launched forward into the refreshing water.
The redhead Danish beauty paddled away with lazily laps in the pool, unabashedly watched by Bucky from a lounge chair. His head and eyes moved to follow her path along the pool edge. She ended her swim and waded back to the submerged steps, stepping purposefully, watching Bucky watch her plod upward to emerge topless and soaking wet.
She stood at the top step and turned towards her host. Her hair and boobs were completely drenched. Her wet white thong molded her pussy in a slotted plump camel-toe. She semi-pranced again across the hot surface, this time in full frontal. The pool water trickled from her soaked limp hair, running in little rivulets over her chest to gather and flick off her dancing nipples.



She ended her jaunt near him on a shaded paver, cool enough to stand still. Her hands on hips stance presented him a closeup view of her buxom body, her bikini molded pussy lips at a convenient eye level. He just stared quietly in admiration at the super-model fineness of body shape and glow.
Bonnie was keen to carry on with the exhibitionism, but of her older minder rather than just her. Kneeling next to his chaise, she boldly fingered his red Speedo covered cock. He looked from her dancing fingers up to her attentive face and gave a chuckled nod as his concurrence to her intention. She moved to carry on and he tilted his head back and closed his eyes behind his sunglasses, letting her do her sexual best. He mumbled as he settled into a relaxed pose.
"Be my guest, show me what a good little girl you are."
He felt her fingertips tease along the length of his growing shaft, a bulging lump of muscle inside the spandex. Then came the inevitable pull at his groin as she lifted and rolled away the stretchy fabric to reveal his solidifying appendage.
Her fingertips dawdled at the vee, making him swell to an even more substantial size. He heard her faint voice, talking to herself but presumably meant for him to hear.
"Mmnn, what a beautiful cock, long and thick..."
Her fingers curled gently around the shaft and jacked a couple of slow strokes.
"... and ribbed with heavy veins..."
She clutched the head between two fingertips.
... and such a prominent knob..."
His ego stirred to her admiration and his cock reacted to the praise. But he kept his remaining body lying still, letting her find her own way. Her fingers wrapped the tube tighter and petted a little faster, jacking him to a final fullness.
She paused for an extended period; he whimpered at her halt. He knew she wasn't done, hoped for God's sake she wasn't done, and was relieved when she proved she wasn't. She levered the thick masculine staff aloft.
He felt her breath waft his knob just before he felt her warm lips against his tip, and then the moist sliding sensation as she took him into her warm oral caress. She hummed and he moaned when she bottomed out, her lips circling the base. Then her head bobbed gracefully, her sealed lips skimmed his length, leisurely... lovingly... devotedly...
The lazy cycle persisted and Bucky was certainly enjoying her efforts to draw out another of his tasty treats. Her efforts were providing his groin with the inevitable fire, and his inclination was to provide the desired draught. His breath shortened and rose. His orally talented house guest sensed it was time and plunged to a deepthroat, holding and sucking hard.
He cried and ejaculated, barely aware that her mouth slid back, halfway, but he did recognize the sensations of her tongue fluttering on his knob throughout the spermatic gushes.
The rest of the afternoon, evening and night were full of relaxed contentment, random rendezvouses in corners, nooks and crannies about the house, encounters of light foreplay and sporadic culminations of their mutual recurring lust.
Morning found them showering together again, the warm water and sudsy caresses calming and soothing their exhausted souls. But Bonnie's playful fondling of her man's cock and balls gained Bucky's erection. He had one more shot in him that was clamoring to get out.
He pulled her into a wet naked embrace, crushing her wet boobs to his chest, and whispered in her ear, trapping her wet soaked tresses between their cheeks.
"I gotta' fuck your pussy one last time."
She murmured back sexily, her hand gripping the wet shaft, pulling and aiming it towards her cunt.
"Yeah, I want it, too. Come on, cowboy! Take Me!"
She lifted her left thigh to rest against his waist; he pressed her back against the tile wall and her right arm circled his shoulders for balance.
His erect cock bobbled as she placed the tip at the feminine point of entry. She hugged his neck with both arms as he gripped her ass. He braced and rammed into her. She gave a quick yip of startled pleasure. Bucky took charge and plowed her feminine opening with a driving rhythm. They grunted in unison at each solid strike of his groin against her clitoris, his tip against her cervix. She rolled her hips in time as much as she was able, dragging his shaft hard against her inner membranes on the gentler out stroke.
It was wonderful for both of them.
Bucky found her lips and they exchanged open mouthed cries that were suppressed by their molded lips. The calls accompanied his final dribbling discharge in her cunt. Bonnie shuddered in his arms, engulfed in her own full body orgasm.
They lingered in post-coital stupor, holding the embrace in the steamy warmth, supporting each other's gratified bodies until he shrank and fell out.
That Sunday morning shower fuck completed the weekend. Bucky had survived babysitting Bonnie and had certainly shown her some interesting sights. And she had shown him some interesting sights accompanied by some interesting sexy talents. But sadly, it was time to take her back to her mother.
After gathering her strewn clothes that had been left hastily scattered about the house over the weekend, he drove Bonnie back to the convention center. She looked hastily disheveled in dress, and physically exhausted, evidenced by her downward gaze and the lethargically shuffling gait as she walked beside him. They waited quietly in the atrium seating until her mother appeared from the elevators.
Bucky rose as Birgit paced towards them and halted aways away. He turned and helped Bonnie to her feet, and led her forward to where the scientist-parent waited. Mission accomplished; he restored the college coed to her mother for their return trip home to Europe. Bucky considered again how much his high school lover had retained her enduring beauty, highlighted now by a reddish blush in her face. But Birgit's mood was off, a little low, and Bucky sensed her disquiet.
Bonnie barely acknowledged her mother's greeting and wearily wandered back to flop on the lobby seating, leaving the adults to catch up and say goodbye.
"How was the symposium?"
Birgit perked up a little bit, relaying her news.
"I think it went well. My lecture was so well attended that I had to give it three different times to accommodate the overflow signups. The head of the European Space Investor Group showed interest which I took full advantage of. He assured me that I will be offered a substantial research grant, commensurate with his substantial gratification after I fucked his brains out all last night."
Bucky grinned at her exploits, comprehending now her morning telltale flush and glow, recalling again his memories of her special talents in that particular field of human relations.
She left the bawdy thought hanging and moved in closer to have a more intimate discussion.
"And how was Bonnie? Did she behave well? Did she give you any trouble?"
"On the contrary, she was a very good little girl, delightfully entertaining, in ways I suspect you were expecting. She's the fortunate beneficiary of her mother's good genes and breeding."
He added a little wink and nod, to emphasize his compliment. The like-minded adults exchanged meaningful looks regrading Bucky's heartfelt tribute for the Soderberg mother and daughter duo and their comparable sensual charms.
Birgit glanced over at Bonnie, then back at Bucky, saw his contentment and steeled her nerves for her next remarks. She took both his hands in hers to emphasize the importance of her next words.
"I'm glad she was your good little girl. You're right; she inherited good genes and breeding; genes that sprung up from good parents. Not just mine..."
Birgit hesitated for dramatic effect. She caught and held Bucky's eyes in a steady attentive look.
"...but yours as well. She IS your good little girl; she's your daughter."
Bucky's spine stiffened in shock. He glanced over at weary Bonnie, the buxom redhead sex maniac he had spent the weekend fucking to exhaustion. Then his gaze turned back to look at Birgit's stoic expression, her countenance steady, awaiting his reaction. She stepped in to ease his angst.
"Don't worry; I'm not angry, maybe a little jealous, if anything. I hope we can get together again, just you and me, sometime soon, alone somewhere nice, rekindle some memories..."
Bucky meekly nodded agreement, still unable to speak. His throat was constricted from jumbled emotions. His face was blushing red at the sudden news. Birgit continued to gently soothe his dread.
"You could come to Denmark, this month or next..."
Bucky heard the words and regained some of his emotional balance, and then, emboldened by Birgit's apparent acceptance of his unwitting incestuous affair with their daughter, tendered a suggestion.
"Okay... and maybe Bonnie could join us, just us three, a family reunion of sorts..."
Birgit perked up at his recognition of the fascinating delights that could be materializing before them. Her face melted into a welcoming expression.
"Yeah, I'd like that... and I think she would, too."
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Maggie's vision recovered slowly from its mind-bending fog. Her pussy still smoldered from the strong convulsions she had just experienced... again. The bulk of Sam Smith laid its full weight on her slackening spinal rigidity. Likewise, his magnificent cock still stretched her core but was slackening its penile rigidity after spewing its manly treasure. His gusty gaspings tickled her ear but were beginning to steady down into deep cleansing breaths, matching her own return to necessary respiration after the oxygen limiting orgasm.
Their night had started as it always did at the Strip and Fuck Club. Sam, the big ex-football lineman now bouncer, had watched the veteran stripper perform her warm-up act before relinquishing the stage to the younger talent. Tonight, a drunk older patron had booked a private dance, and Maggie had masturbated and sucked the man, rather than giving him coital sex. At her age and experience, she was weary of weak dicks wiggling inside her pussy; it was just too tedious.
Sam, on the other hand, had a cock a horse would envy and she gladly went home with him every night. Tonight, like other nights, he pounded her to a grand orgasm.
Maggie had been a troubled youth and, after entering the strip club circuit at 19, had been flippantly careless during the private dances and became pregnant, by which patron she was never sure.
She had placed the newborn daughter up for adoption and continued her sex trade, emotionally conflicted by her motherly loss but more careful now with the sperm control.
A few weeks ago, a young woman had contacted her, wanting to meet up. The initial rendezvous over coffee had been bitter-sweet. The young lady called herself Candi and Maggie felt a tickling familiarity in her face and stature. She immediately accepted the stated fact that this was her long-lost daughter.
Candi's adoptive parents had named her Candace and she had grown to be a vibrant healthy teenager, despite her adoptive parents' stormy marriages. The first divorce court had assigned her to live with her adoptive father and that had continued through his now third marriage.
The resentful third wife had accused her husband of fucking Candi behind her back. Both supposed culprits fervently denied the coital allegations, conspiratorially avoiding any mention of the actual close encounters; they were just oral stimulations and shared masturbation. The wife needn't be the wiser; it wasn't 'fucking'.
But Candi tired of the drama and wanted out. She searched for and found her biological mother Maggie. There was much hesitancy before she sought her help with escaping her dispiriting home situation.
Maggie promised to stay in touch with her daughter, see what she could do, maybe get Candi enrolled in a community college. She needed to get Sam convinced to assist with the costs, since as an older stripper, her tips and income at work continued to dwindle.
With Sam in his post-coital buzz, she thought it was a good time to broach the subject. It was a rambling portrayal, sharing the private details of Candi's situation. Sam was non-committal and seemed disinterested in getting mired in a disgruntled youth's quagmire. Then Maggie retrieved some photos of her grown daughter from her purse.
Sam scanned the photos and mused on Candi's affinity for familial intimacy. He lingered on one or two and Maggie perceived his strong fascination. She could almost see his mental wheels grinding.
Sam offered some lukewarm support, like tuition money and some in-kind assistance: Candi could attend a local college and stay with them in his large house, doing chores or whatever. It was the lurid 'whatever' thoughts that had firmed up his decision, and Maggie observed the firming up of his cock. Feeling his feelings, Maggie's apprehension surfaced.
"You won't leave me for her, will you?"
Sam cuddled Maggie close on the bed of his McMansion master bedroom. He assured her that, come what may, he would still let her make your home here and, of course, fuck her regularly. She sniffled unassured in his muscular arms, wondering if she had started her own downfall, hoping she could still retain her status quo.
So, the stage was set. Candi arrived a few days later and moved into one of the guest suites. There was a flurry of activity with college enrollment, schoolgirl uniforms, and establishing a daily household routine. Sam was constantly observing Candi, remembered his first fascinations with the young babe, and felt the nascent urges that conflicted with his promises to Maggie.
But his willpower couldn't overcome his libido forever. One night, within a few weeks of Candi's arrival, he lay next to a fucked out and peacefully sleeping Maggie. After a bit of contemplation and a bit of rest and refraction, he quietly exited his bed and tiptoed to Candi's soft-lit bedroom. He spied her half-clothed in a loose tee-shirt, curled on her side, facing away and sleeping soundly. Her well-shaped ass was mounded over by the sheet. He crossed the short floor space and slid into the bed.
Candi awoke to the feel of a warm body teetering her mattress. She turned to her bold intruder and started to protest but, recalling her former home and the incestuous problems there, controlled her emotions until she could decide what was what with this new residence.
Her movements diffused her scent, a combination of minty shampoo and talcum powder soapiness. Her grey eyes were wide open, watching his face.
Sam whispered the half-awake blonde past some initial reluctance and softened her foreboding. He assured her that Maggie was onboard with the double sex-mate dealings and there would be no condescending drama. Candi wasn't so sure but, keeping her counsel, offered no protest.
Sam chose to start out gentle and flirted with small touches and light kisses. As an initial attempt at further intimacy, he touched her nether lips through her panties and, with still no overt resistance, increased the caress. He slid his finger under the stretchy cotton and diddled her pink crease. He noted her natural moisture weeping from her inner recesses. She murmured softly and wiggled her hips to aid his play.
Candi's little moans of pleasure were accompanied by her own explorations and her hand found his stiffness. Discovering that one hand was inadequate for the task, she shifted her pose in order to employ both hands to 'jack' his shaft.
His finger slid about her pussy, massaging her labia and probing deeper for her G-spot. Her two hands handled his cock more urgently. Their fondling became more confident and they fingered and masturbated each other to climax. Sam sprayed her tee-shirt-shrouded belly with a hearty volume of pent-up spunk. Candi's moans peaked and she breathed open mouth gasps of air.
Satiated, for now, he kissed her a sweet adieu and retreated to a wholesome safety at Maggie's side in his own bed. Candi was left to clean up his ejaculated mess in her bed. She tossed off the stained tee shirt and spent the rest of the night in a fitful topless sleep beneath the sheets.
Following that inaugural night, Candi revamped her wardrobe while around the house. Booty shorts that molded her ass and crop tops that loosely covered her unfettered bouncy boobs became her ubiquitous daywear. She donned skimpy see-thru negligees when giving her pre-bedtime 'goodnight' hugs and kisses to the living room lounging adults. Sam couldn't help but follow the bouncing shadows of her broad nipples barely concealed by the light fabrics.
The days and nights passed with Sam's growing vexation until he couldn't take any more of the pseudo-stepdaughter's teasing. He sought Maggie's leave to bolster the 'father-daughter' relationship. She was unwilling to gamble on a breakup and grudgingly consented.
That night, after Maggie prepped him with manual and oral foreplay, Sam arrived again in the middle of the night at Candi's door. She had heard his steps in the hallway and was sitting upright in bed. The negligee was pooled down about her waist, her bare boob display welcoming his entrance. It was his first real view of her uncovered breasts with their broad dark nipples, seen only before as tempting shadows through the negligees she wore to tease him during her 'goodnight' shows.
She was tingling with anticipation, heart fluttering, as, unknown to Sam, she had impatiently waited unfulfilled every night since the first one, hoping he would work through his uncertainty and foray again to her bed and body. The time had finally arrived.
She saw he was naked, a good sign. His tumescent cock bobbed at his groin as he approached her bed. She swept aside the sheets, showing her plump pussy cradled between her upper thighs. She shifted to give him room to climb aboard, reaching for his manhood.
They settled into the snuggle pose, each other's hands fondling genitals and his other hand filled with soft bouncy boob. But that was not the ultimate goal and, as their ardor rose to its welcomed heights, Candi rolled beneath, opening her legs to the man she craved. Sam took the invitation and was thrilled when she eagerly placed the head of his grand cock at her wet labia. He pressed in, enjoying her wet warmth on his tip. They wiggled and squiggled until his powerful bulk was stuffed tight in her moist fleshy tunnel.
His strokes were long and steady. Candi was in heaven and Sam was right behind her. He ramped up and she hummed her happiness throughout the fucking. Sam finally consummated the mating, filling her recess with his manly milky fluid and she cried out in equal ecstasy when she felt the flood. They stayed wrapped together that way until lazily falling apart to sleep in sensual contentment.
Maggie was gracious thereafter, allowing Sam random nights with her daughter, acknowledging his faithfulness to his vow not to abandon her completely for the younger female.
A few weeks later, Maggie was doing a day shift at the club while Sam was home for a day off. Candi arrived from school in the afternoon where Sam met her in the foyer. He had been percolating to thoughts of her sexy body all day.
She was playfully unresisting when he simply unbuttoned her blouse and clutched her big round tits. She acted coy but willingly abetted his advances when he proceeded to kiss and fondle her nipples. The wiggling and giggling played out as they cooperatively undressed each other and fucked on the adjacent parlor room carpet.
The next weekend at home, Maggie watched from across the backyard deck as Candi emerged soaked from her swim and approached Sam lying naked on his lounge. The young woman dropped her wet swimsuit, threw a leg over, and boldly mounted up on his exposed erection.
Attuned now to sharing, the older woman strode over and knelt to whisper in Candi's ear as the busty vixen plunged down on Sam in cowgirl, offering tips and tricks she had accumulated during years of pleasuring men in private dances.
"Yes, rise up... all the way until the corona is almost out... yes, like that... now slowly down again to get all of him inside... good... try that again... good... now at the bottom, press hard and move in flat circles, like stirring a spoon in your honey pot... "
Sam pondered the coaching session and felt the enhanced sensations on his dick. He joined in by idly playing with Candi's tits, admiring the masses pliant texture, kneading and massaging the globes, pinching and rolling the emerging nubbins centered in the brown-toned areolas, until she worked him up until she triggered his shots in her cunt.
The group effort shattered any remaining incestuous inhibitions and that night saw a grand ménage-a-trois in the master bedroom. Sam's face was engulfed by two pairs of bulky tits and his cock was worshipped by two juicy sets of oral and nether lips. Thereafter, Sam, Maggie, and Candi established a schedule of alternate exclusive nights to avoid any resentments among the housemates.
A few months later, with the repetitive cycle gaining a lingering sense of the mundane, clever Candi brought home a curious friend, cunningly selected and prefatorily tantalized into potentially providing Sam, the best Daddy ever, with a little spice in his life. But only if he accepted her, of course.
Candi shouted from the foyer.
"Daddy, I'm home. Come meet my friend, Debbie"
Sam strode to the delightful sight and politely held the friend's extended hand of greeting, eyeing the busty cleavage and trim hips packed into the rounded Hispania's schoolgirl uniform. He looked at Candi and gave a cagey wink of acceptance. Of course, he approved of Candi's choice of another sexy bedmate. What man wouldn't? His cock tingled at the unexpected perfection of her selection for him.
"Hello, Debbie."
She bashfully lowered her eyes and murmured shyly.
"Hello, Mr. Smith."
Sam broke a broad smile as he continued to hold her hand, mentally undressing this newest acquaintance with his eyes... only his eyes for now anyway...
"Oh, please, darling... call me Daddy."
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Ned and Karen rode wearily to the convention center, set up and set aside for the special event. Special security was evident as they were met and credentials vetted at the separate VIP entrance. A sexily clad hotel hostess led them to their ground floor suite, convenient to the caucus spaces.
Entering the isolated conference ballroom, they found the Talent Swap Meet in full swing.
Ned had sent his Strip and Fuck Club proffered swap attendees ahead, lingering back for a few intervening days of relaxing leisure time to travel. His offerings this year, Karoline and Wendy, had already dived into the competition and had begun their testing and networking with other club owners.
Karoline felt blessed that Ned had kept his promise to have her rostered for the erotic convention and its opportunities for relocating to a new exotic locale. She had lost no time in immediately promoting herself.
She attracted serious interest from two club owners, sucking and fucking them to exhaustion on subsequent nights. She was a gifted sex machine and it was rumored that she would be receiving competing bids for her future yearlong contract.
Just as well that she was self-promoting since Ned was immediately engrossed in his own focused business of testing the proffered talent. He appreciated her initiative, freeing him to concentrate on finding and negotiating favorable swaps for his own club.
Wendy was less enthused about the relocation experience. Ned had recruited her from his hometown's local populace and she was content to ply her erotic calling in its familiar surroundings, notwithstanding the risk of community disdain for the local ne'er-do-well.
But Ned counseled his young sex starlet that he had cycled her through most of the regular patrons and an exotic change of venue could provide her libido, self-esteem, and livelihood a significant boost. She had tepidly conceded to a swap prospect.
Daughter Karen was almost vibrating with excitement, aroused by her encounter en route and the sexy convention venue. She lobbied her father to let her compete for a gig, but he denied her any hope of a swap contract that would absent her aura from his macho world.
But then his roguish sense of humor perked him to finally allow her to play the field and have fun tantalizing the other club owners with an unattainable possibility.
Then he threw himself into his primary role of trying out potential swapped talent for his own club. The next two days and nights found Ned's time occupied with evaluations and negotiations, testing talent that might be acquired, and handling future contracts.
The industry standard was a tendering fee of 15% of first-year salary; the club owners were incentivized to provide top talent that encouraged higher salaries. Ned had a contrarian business model; he acquired secondary talent and developed their skills during their term with him, a sort of capital gains strategy.
Despite early self-promotions, the first official evening started with a mingling soiree. The club owners, reluctantly, behaved like gentlemen, conversing with the candidates who wore fashionable party dresses in the sexiest styles available. Even then, the ladies had modified the designer gowns to boost their appeal, flaunting skin galore and peek-a-boos aplenty, all highlighted by perfect hair, makeup and jewelry. Topless waitresses circulated with hors d'oeuvres and wines.
The gathering was capped with a competition to introduce the potential onstage talent. The local club owner acted as MC and, in turn, announced each candidate. The introduced girl put on her best striptease routine for the assembled audience of club owners, hoping to entice one of them to bid high for her future contract.
Karen and Ned, like the others, were snuggled together in double-sized reclining chaises while they watched the successive strippers strut their stuff. Her hand lightly held her father's exposed cock, avoiding fondles, but judging his interest in any one of the performances by the reaction she felt. She registered her perception of his level of interest by his penile swellings and twitches, making mental notes to book a private appointment with those that found his favor.
Ned was fully aroused at the end of the string of performances, and his loving daughter Karen could not leave him in distress. Her head descended and sucked his cock to fulfillment, swallowing a dose of the semen similar to that which had once spawned the embryo in her mother that had led to her birth. The other club owners ensconced nearby were similarly relieved of the built-up tension by their escorts.
Karen had perceived that her father had found one candidate especially appealing. A young and rather innocent-looking redhead, Gretchen, had performed her onstage act using traditional sex positions but, when cat-calls from the randy audience suggested kinkier play, her face crinkled in distaste. This was the kind of downvalue talent that could be grown into a subsequent higher caliber prospect. Karen inquired around and discovered Gretchen's back story. The gossip among the other ladies at the swap meet told an intriguing tale.
Gretchen had wandered into one of the clubs and had been befriended by some of the performers. They were amazed at discovering she was a virgin and took her under their wing as they developed a subtle plot. They coached her on the strip routines and ways to entice a hearty male audience.
On her first performance night, her virginity was auctioned off to the attending alpha male patrons. Carefully guided and guarded by her mentors, she was broken in on stage by the highest bidder. Her rollicking first-time struggle added to the other patrons' lust.
The second and third highest bidders were given hand jobs by accommodating topless waitresses at their tables and all three men spewed simultaneously: one in Gretchen's cunt, the other two launching arcs of man juice onto the audience space floor.
With those details discovered, Ned was subsequently briefed by his daughter and agreed to give Gretchen a try. Karen made the arrangements and stated their private suite for the event.
Ned sat on the edge of the bed, nude, and a naked Gretchen knelt at his feet. He encouraged her to suck his cock. She was tentative, drawing back at his moans or when his cock twitched suddenly. He stopped her in mid-lap and turned her face up to look at his.
"Haven't you sucked cock before?"
"Yes, sir, but only to an erection. I finish them with a handjob and let them spurt on my face or tits."
Ned asked and she confirmed that she had never tasted the ultimate outcome.
"You will need to learn that, my dear. It's a part of the deal."
He drew her mouth back on his cock and she gamely continued her oral efforts. Ned felt his verve rising. His hands took hold of her wavy strawberry hair in tight grips and tilted her head back to view her freckled face and the modest pale tits beyond, his knob still inside her lips. His voice held a taut tone of arousal as he garbled out her instructions.
"Gretchen, I'm going to cum in your mouth soon. Hold it in and don't swallow until I allow it."
Her face showed distress at the inevitable course of events to come and he tilted her face down, using the handholds to control her strokes. He controlled the moves and bobbed her mouth quickly on his cock. His balls churned and he held her fast as he grunted out his sperm.
On feeling the first shot, her eyes went wide and she jolted to back off but he held her in place. The jetting gobs of goo spilled into her oral cavity. She bucked but to no avail in his strong controlling grip. Her struggles diminished in synch with his dwindling spurts.
When he dared to let go, she complied with his instructions, letting the milky juice rest on her tongue, tasting the novel masculine flavor. She soothed her angst at the less than dire aftermath, surviving the event and recovering her composure.
Ned let his softening cock wilt away from her lips, and she watched his face for the permission she needed. He waited enough time to establish his macho hegemony, letting his masculine discharge steep on her tongue. His voice had recovered its authoritative timbre.
"You may swallow it now, Gretchen. Consider it the first of many doses you will receive from me, my colleagues, and your strip club patrons."
She did as she was told and it wasn't so bad. Thereafter, he drew her up for a cum-flavored kiss, then further as he pulled her onto the mattress. He cuddled her past the trauma of her first complete blowjob.
He watched her lay prone beside him. His hand was massaging and kneading her conical tits, resilient to his clutches and capped with stiff pointy nipples. Her cute girlish freckles were scattered about her neck and chest.
His finger descended across her toned abs to her soft labia, sliding between the creases, the pinker inner flesh wet and ready, despite the new experience of cum swallowing. He inserted a finger and found a tight narrow channel within; it gripped his digit snuggly. She purred softly at the interior caress and it perked his curiosity about her sexual experience.
"Have you been fucked onstage?"
"After losing my virginity in public, it's happened a few times a week."
He was amazed at her vaginal elasticity, regularly stretched but springing back to firmness. His cock grew hard and he needed to try out her lower orifice.
He rolled atop the redhead and she dutifully parted her thighs to facilitate his entry. His knob found the wet opening and pressed. The initial slide was accompanied by her open-mouthed groan as he stretched the entrance. A half dozen shuttles and mutual grunts had him fully embedded in her neat wet warmth.
He stoked slowly at first, short slips that lengthened as he geared up. His hands cupped and gripped her muscled ass cheeks, a helpful hold that stabilized his quick jolts against her clitoris. She hugged his neck tightly through the genital battering, her engorged nipples pressed to his chest.
Ned braced up a bit on elbows and knees, holding his weight slightly aloft to avoid squashing her body. Gretchen responded to the loose degrees of freedom by rocking and rolling her hips, twisting his cock about inside her cunt, cooperatively using her strong core muscles to boost his enjoyment of her pussy.
Ned reached his peak and captured her lips with his, pushing his tongue into her mouth as he cried out. His cum shot into her vaginal cavern and she wailed her own ecstasy on feeling the familiar hot flow, bouncing her hips wildly on his shaft. He finished his spermatic volley and relaxed atop her; she held him there as her own hot orgasm melted away.
Ned lay aside on his back after their round of vaginal mating. He knew he could negotiate a fair salary. He had found his first selection. She was a gem in the rough, a hidden treasure and, after another year of stage experience and focused tutoring, he would sadly barter her on at an increased salary contract. That sad sendoff would be a bitter-sweet but necessary business transaction.
Meanwhile, during her year of service, she would be available to him for impetuous trysts whenever he decided to visit her at the club. To end her tryout, he showered with her, soaping, shampooing, and rinsing her lovely lithe body, before sending her back to her swap meet quarters. He still had more business to conduct.
His next prospect was Silvia, purportedly a more experienced brunette. Ned had found her stage routine appealing as she deep throated an extremely long and fat penis-shaped dildo. He thought she showed promise, possibly similarly skilled to his travel encounter partner, Beverly.
Ned tried out the more mature Silvia and found her experienced sensual talents well developed from her many encounters over the years. But she was reaching the upper limit of her youthfulness. Ned figured she would fetch an elevated contract value, with little room for growth, but the prospect of constant oral access to her and the chance to further even her current magnificent fellatio faculties beat out Ned's business logic. Besides which his throbbing cock was clamoring like a precocious little boy for him to secure her on-demand services.
Besides, he needed a club matron to mother the younger talent, coaching, training, and guiding them to the best that they could be. Silvia would be an outstanding candidate for that role, especially when her onstage appeal eventually faded.
Just then, Ned's cellphone pinged and he read Karen's message: 'Meet me at our suite, 8 PM, I've got something fresh to show you.'
Ned was waiting dutifully ensuite when Karen arrived at the agreed time. She strode boldly into his room with a buxom brunette in tow. 'Something fresh' was dressed in high heels, her ass-length straight black hair swishing behind, her dark eyes peeping beneath square-cut bangs that brushed just beyond her eyebrows.
"Daddy, this is Jules. She works in the kitchen. She became aware of our peculiar private gathering and was curious; so, I filled her in about our business and her opportunities to improve her life status. I think she would make a wonderful addition to our club."
"How so?"
"Let me show you."
Jules had been coy and silent during her introduction, eyes bashfully lowered, semi-hidden by her bangs. But even her innocent stance could hide that she exquisitely filled out the eye-catching dress that Karen had loaned her.
Karen pressed her forward; Jules stumbled a step and Ned saw her full unfettered boobs sway enticingly inside the calf-length, sheer bodycon dress. The gold lame fabric's folds and crinkles shimmered the reflected light.
Karen had gone all out to style Jules' makeup to further the sexy aura. Ned took note of the cherry red lips and dark eyeshadow that added to her naturally seductive presentation. Karen had perfectly designed Jules' perfect first impression introduction to her Daddy; she was a very attentive daughter.
Ned felt his mood harden. He took a step that drew him into easy reach. Acting out his dominant feelings, his hands gripped Jules collars and manfully ripped the expensive dress open. She yipped in surprise, jumped at the sudden move and her bared boobs jostled at the harsh treatment of the dress.
Her face cast a shadow of fright at being treated so brusquely. This man had just callously destroyed her pricey borrowed attire; what could she expect for his treatment of herself?
Without allowing her time to react, Ned's hands went to the spongy orbs and cupped and cuddled the delightful masses. His fingers pinched and rubbed her nipples where Karen had not neglected to apply appropriate cosmetics.
Jules continued looking down, subdued by this strange encounter but unresisting to the unfamiliar man freely fondling her body. She felt her new acquaintance Karen assisting in the final disrobing of her naked body and she remained compliantly standing in just a pair of borrowed red strappy heels.
Appearing at her supposed interview appointment without panties, Jules' shaved pussy could be seen by Ned to be smooth and plush. Whatever her background or experience, she had grown into a prime post-teen female with a God-built body just right for fucking. Karen may have filled Jules in on an overview of the business but Ned was raring to fill her in with his swelling cock.
Ned unzipped his fly and Jules took the hint; she was not completely innocent. The young chefs and busboys had learned she could be coaxed into secluded kitchen nooks and corners for quickies.
Jules knelt on one knee as she tunneled in to extract his growing manhood. Her bright red glossed lips smooched the tip and her tongue tip tickled his under-vee.
Ned rested his hands on her black hair as she scooped him in for a hard suck. She seemed good at this and he quickly grew to a full size in her warm mouth. He drew her back to her feet and walked her around to the far side of the bed, laying her face down over the mattress.
Karen took a seat and extracted her cellphone. She held it in front of her and filmed the interview interchange of her Daddy and the potential club performer.
Ned's hands tunneled under to cup her boobs. He pulled upwards and Jules lifted her body to brace on her elbows. He released his cupping clutch and her tits half dangled and her nipples lightly pressed onto the mattress. His hands moved to her round hips; she shuffled her legs wider at his guidance. He gave Karen a wink of warning and drove half his shaft into Jules' moist cunt.
Her head shot up at the sudden penetration, flipping her long hair off her surprised expression that morphed into a rounded mouth O of pleasure. Karen recorded a close-up of the suddenly penetrated candidate's mixture of moods for posterity.
It would be a full-screen prelude to her potential new audience at her onstage club introductory strip and fuck performance. The patrons would find inspiration to bid higher for her premiere auction, with a hope that they could repeat providing her the same surprised carnal delights that the audition video showed.
Ned dove fully in and commenced his power strokes. Jules' face changed from delight to angst at the rough fuck and then back again to delight when she orgasmed, displaying a wide-open mouthed O of bliss, accompanied by the sound of Ned's grunts and howls of gratification when he gave her his shots of manly essence. She kept her hips in a spread stance but her head slumped to rest her flushed forehead on the bed.
He pulled out, sat down to recover, and nodded his agreement to Karen that Jules would be a fine acquisition. Karen took charge of the fucked-out girl, guided her fatigued body to stand, and led her away through the hallway to her room. Jules was barely covered by the shredded dress, stumbling a bit wearily in her unaccustomed high heels. They left Ned to rest and rejuvenate for further talent trials.
Karen negotiated a starter minimum contract with Jules for her exclusive services to the Strip and Fuck club network, starting her newest career at Ned's venue. Her whimsical kitchen trysts interludes would be transformed into worthwhile onstage alpha male indulgences.
Karen approached Ned about another unique opportunity. She lobbied her father hard to let her accept a special personal contract offer. He listened grudgingly and upon hearing her alluring arguments, gave into the logical exchange.
As it turned out, Karen wanted to accept a contract with her travel rendezvous bedmate, Ben. In equitable recompense, Ben offered his daughter Beverly to Ned and they agreed on equal value contracts and offsetting exchange premiums for their daughters' one-year-only services.
Ned had concluded his intended Swap Contracts and was satisfied to conclude the negotiations. It was time to go home.
Platinum blonde Karoline was headed for South Asia where her buxom pale body would be an outstanding sensation for her browner alpha male stage partners. Wendy agreed to a Caribbean setting, with its advantages of being close to her homebound roots and the constant availability of daytime sun, sand, and sea to maintain her golden tan and carnal fitness for long bouts of rowdy debauchery at night. Ned sent his new pseudo-daughter Beverly and his second performance choice, Silvia, along with newbie Jules, back to his club.
On their journeys, Jules traveled directly and alone but he paired Silvia with Beverly on a longer leisurely route, booking them together in one room at a luxury hotel for a few days. He hoped they would acclimate to each other and foster nascent bi-sexual penchants. He had plans of letting the two lithe redheads strip and tease each other on stage and then tag team smitten club patrons for double the tips in post-performance bawdy tidbits.
Finally, Ned chose Gretchen as his homeward-bound travel mate. He was enamored with the sweet little redhead's charms and took the opportunity to work her oral skills, starting her enhancement process. She gave her new boss the best she could and he planned her future.



After the two days journey with intense sucking and fucking along the way, Ned deposited Gretchen with his club manager, who settled her into her luxury apartment on an upper floor of the club. She would receive a generous salary for her staged suck and fuck performances, and keep in total her tips and gratuities from any post-performance hosting in her room.
Life was looking up for the feminine sexual artistes staffing the numerous worldwide Suck and Fuck Clubs.
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Candi shouted from the foyer.
"Daddy, I'm home. Come meet my friend, Debbie"
Sam strode to the delightful sight and politely held the friend's extended hand of greeting, eyeing the busty cleavage and trim hips packed into the rounded Hispania's schoolgirl uniform. He looked at Candi and gave a cagey wink of acceptance. Of course, he approved of Candi's choice of another sexy bedmate. What man wouldn't? His cock tingled at the unexpected perfection of her selection for him.
"Hello, Debbie."
She bashfully lowered her eyes and murmured shyly.
"Hello, Mr. Smith."
Sam broke a broad smile as he continued to hold her hand, mentally undressing this newest acquaintance with his eyes... only his eyes for now anyway...
"Oh, please, darling... call me Daddy."
Her face tilted up to catch his smile and it brightened her spirit.
"Daddy..." she smiled.
"So, Candi, have you invited Debbie to join us tonight for dinner?"
"Yes, I did... Daddy."
The dinner table conversation was mostly about Candi, Debbie, and their college life.
Debbie resided in the dorm, with a small scholarship provided by the state for studious orphans like her, but she would soon age out of the program. So now she was looking for employment to help carry on and would probably move to a shared apartment to prolong her stretched budget.
Candi cocked an eyebrow towards Sam, who picked up on the implicit hint.
"You could stay in our spare bedroom."
Candi chimed in, encouraging her friend to agree and the arrangements were set. Debbie moved in and settled into the off-campus college routine.
One night during the next week, Debbie was awakened by noises in the house. She tiptoed to follow the sound to Candi's bedroom door and peered inside. Sam's ass rebounded between Candi's spread thighs. He was vigorously fucking Candi in missionary; their groans and moans and banging headboard were the sounds that had awakened her.
She watched entranced until the ultimate body bowing orgasms stalled the fuckmate's motions and they cried out their joy.
She tiptoed away, afraid that her voyeurism would be discovered. She lay awake, still fascinated by the spectacle. Her hands strummed her swollen clitoris, being on her simmering orgasm.
The next day, Debbie covertly approached Candi about her relationship with Daddy Sam and learned the outlines of the household bedmate sharing. She was slightly disturbed by the inappropriate familial incest but held her thoughts inside.
Candi confided in Sam about her conversation with Debbie, and together with Maggie, they agreed the time had come for Debbie to join the rotation.
That same evening, Maggie primed Sam for his looming midnight foray, orally edging his erection but denying his ejaculation, building him up for the imminent debut of their newest nubile housemate.
Sam crept quietly to Debbie's bedroom, silently entered naked, his cock still tumescent.
His unannounced entry startled the busty maiden. She sat up and eyed the naked intruder. Recognizing Daddy and perceiving something was amiss, she attempted to escape past him out the door.
He blocked her scrambling exit and caught her around the waist, gathering her equally naked body back against his chest. His other hand clutched a fat brown boob in an unequal contest that bested the wriggling captive.
He wrestled the struggling girl into bed on her back and held her down with the captive boob. Laboring to control the thrashing maiden, his other hand clutched high up on her inner thigh. In the midst of the girl's twisting, his thumb skidded across her clitoris.
Debbie felt his digit rub her clit and a spark shot up her spine. Her back arched and her twisting shifted to shaking. Her panic dissolved as her mind soared into a sexual frenzy; the combination of fear, struggle, and touch had set her off. Her mouth opened and she inhaled a deep breath, exhaling a long silent cry of delight, her quivering body vibrating on the mattress.
Sam eyed the buxom brown beauty in his clutches, watching her rush through the unexpected rape situation orgasm. Now, as her thrashing abated, he couldn't wait any longer.
He scrambled onto the mattress, posed his hips between her legs, his cock waggling at her groin. It was now his turn to achieve pleasure.
He pressed his cock against her vaginal wetness, laid his weight on her to hold her in place, and slid all the way in. Her writhing rekindled but she only nominally fought his coital assault. It was as if she was assisting rather than resisting.
Debbie felt a vaginal fullness she had never experienced with her previous short-term boyfriends. Her clouded mind was unable to do anything other than dwell on the manly meat packing her core. Her arms mindlessly circled Sam's neck, holding him close. Her bulky tits squashed against his weighing-down chest.
She held on tight, her eyes closed, unconsciously rocking her hips, grunting in time while he fucked her with deep, steady strokes. She followed the tempo of Sam's breathing as it ascended to husky gusts and then his body went rigid as hers had just a few minutes ago.
She felt the hot flood of his cum drench her deepest private sanctuary, and it lit her up again. She shot into another orgasm and shuddered in unison with the forceful man in her arms until they collectively surfaced from the tingly blissful rapture.
Her face turned aside and saw a shape filling the doorway. Her friend Candi hah watched her get raped by their now shared Daddy. Candi faded as she removed back to her room, letting the coital pair consolidate their new carnal connection.
Sam considerately stayed with Debbie through the remainder of the night, cuddling and holding her warm soft body, helping ease away any lingering angst she might feel about her new role in Daddy's home.
In the morning, Candi pacified a slightly confused Debbie, cajoling and coaxing her into willing agreement to join the family's sexual clique. Sam cycled himself on successive nights through his three-fold harem, a very happy man in his pseudo-incestuous world.
On Maggie's night, they sometimes heard the girls cuddling and fondling each other in one bedroom or the other. The mature adults acceded to the physical curiosity and affection between the coeds.
One night, Debbie awoke alone in her room to hear door latch rattling. She sat up; her full bare breasts displayed in profile as the room was momentarily illuminated from the hallway. A manly presence was briefly silhouetted before the door closed and the room faded to a lesser moonlit glow. He moved to stand beside her bed.
"Daddy, it's supposed to be Candi's turn tonight. Is everything alright?"
There was no response. Instead, the man's hand reached out and swept her inner thigh. She felt the customary touch of his thumb on her clit, the way Daddy usually embarked their journey down the road to bliss. She laid back as the sensations in her groin traversed her spine and set her nerves afire.
The other hand gripped and kneaded first one tit and then the other, a harder grip than his normal caress. 'Daddy must be really excited tonight' she mused. She spread her thighs wider, inviting him aboard for their flight to delight.
He knee-walked to a stance braced above her and she began to sense that there was something peculiar about Daddy's actions tonight.
Tony stared down at the busty willing girl he was about to fuck. He couldn't believe how easy this had been. His buddy Sam had talked about his coed residents and Tony had admired the buxom Hispanic occasionally accompanying Sam on their infrequent drop-byes to his office.
As a city alderman, Tony had his hand in many civic and commercial ventures and had used his influence to quash a number of Sam's traffic tickets. In gratitude, Sam had graciously invited him to sample Debbie's charms. He was eager to take his friend's offer and had fantasized about the busty young coed for days.
Sam had even given him the key to unlocking her capitulation, the clitoral thumb caress, and it had worked magnificently. And now, here he was, poised to fuck this luscious lass.
Tony stiffened his back and waggled his cock into position. Her warm wet labia enfolded his knob and corona and he cursed with delight.
"Damn, girl. That feels so good!"
Her gentle Daddy would never use that kind of coarse language and Debbie finally knew that the cock poking at her pussy wasn't her Daddy's. She writhed and struggled to escape, crying out her pleas of refusal.
"No... No... stop..."
But it was no use. The man upon her hugged her buxom wobbly tits against his chest and plunged deep into the churning cunt of his recent fantasies. His groan of initial pleasure ended any remaining ruse.
Tony stroked vigorously in her cunt, ignoring her token resistance. She was twisting her body and rocking her hips but it only added to his lust. He kept up the pussy plunges until he was beyond retreat.
He cried loudly and spewed voluminously in the still struggling maiden, who unexpectedly cried out her own delight at the malicious incursion and subsequent cunt drenching. They vibrated in mutual ecstasy, hugging and then collapsing together through the dwindling throes of gratification.
A weary Tony backed out, stood, and simply departed the room. Debbie was left alone in her own bed to sort out her emotions. Her cunt oozed with his cum. She held back her tears but lay awake the rest of the night, stunned by the encounter.
Debbie was a bit cowed the next day when Candi pulled her into a post escapade huddle, asking about her reaction to the pseudo-rape.
"Well... yes... I kind of liked it. The suddenness was exhilarating. I came harder than ever before... twice."
That statement satisfied Candi that there was no permanent impairment to Debbie's passionate spirits.
But Debbie mused on the incident for days, even during a couple of nights of Daddy sex before gelling a plan for the future. She approached Candi and told her of her aspirations.
Candi listened carefully to her friend and said she would broach the subject with the house adults. She held a separate conclave with her mother and Daddy and shared Debbie's thoughts.
Debbie had been a foster child for most of her memory and was happy in this more permanent arrangement of sharing in the family activities. But it was Candi's family and Debbie coveted a real family unit of her own. The adults listened and agreed to look into it.
Sam approached his friend Tony about the dilemma; the wheeler-dealer knew what to do. He pledged to make the necessary arrangements. He called Sam later and laid out his plan.
Sam circled back to his trio of women with the good news and added his own personal stipulation.
And so, the plans were set in motion, and a few days later, the fateful bitter-sweet event took place.
Debbie had taken Daddy's stipulation to heart and had succeeded in meeting his singular demand. She stood in the foyer one last time, accompanied by one of her own schoolmate friends.
"Daddy, this is Emily, one of my classmates."
"Hello, Emily, pleased to meet you."
Before Emily could respond, Debbie rushed on.
"She's a junior-level foreign exchange student whose scholarship and student visa are expiring this spring. She needs a sponsor to carry the paperwork forward for one more year. Can we help her out?"
Sam was very pleased with Debbie's dedication to his one stipulation. She had assured him of compliance when they had fucked each other 'farewell' over the last three nights, leaving Maggie and Candi to simmer until Debbie's sad departure.
And today, Debbie was leaving the household to take up residence in Tony's private hideaway apartment, where he would become her own personal Daddy. And then Debbie could profess that she had a family unit of her very own.
But before she was released from Sam's house, she had needed to recruit her replacement, his one stipulation, and she had done well.
Emily was an Oriental beauty, possibly Filipino, with long black hair and straight-cut bangs trimmed to touch her eyebrows. And she met the special standard that Sam had imposed.
Her well-formed body was adorned with great tits. Her blouse stretched over the globes and two little pokies divulged she wore no bra for this first meeting's first impression. Sam smiled his acquiesce.
"Oh, I'm sure we can work something out."
Of course, he could. Tony now owed Sam a big favor and the alderman would lobby his contacts for the necessary visa and scholarship renewals.
"Thank you, Mr. Smith."
"Oh, please... call me Daddy."
To emphasize his point, Sam took a step closer and reached out to clutch and squeeze Emily's right boob through her blouse.
Emily didn't falter, calmly looking down at the strange man's hand hefting her boob through her cotton blouse. She recognized Sam's blunt physical candor as a good sign; her paperwork extension was probably secured.
She visibly relaxed the tension in her shoulders and moved only to clasp her hands behind her hips. That stance accordingly drew her chest up and pressed her tits forward, a better pose for her potential sponsor's spontaneous boob fondling.
Sam cupped the still covered soft mass in his hand, squeezing gently to test its composition, looking for the supposed implants. Her tits were just too big to be natural on her petite body. He mumbled the perplexing thought to himself but louder than he intended, letting his sexual accomplices hear his wonder.
"Are these real?"
Emily tilted her face lower and canted her deep brown eyes up to catch his gaze. Her voice emerged similarly low but the tone was compliantly respectful.
"Yes, they are... Daddy..."
Sam stopped his manhandling and reached behind her to take up one of her small hands.
"Well, let's make sure."
He neglected Maggie and Candi and left them to make their 'goodbyes' to Debbie while he turned and led Emily up the stairs, impatiently eager to introduce her to her new room, her new bed, and her new role: worshipping Daddy's cock in her new home during the coming school year.
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Bucky's chartered flight taxied to a stop next to the VIP Gate of Copenhagen Kastrup International Airport. A uniformed skycap carried his luggage inside where he was briefly interviewed and then whisked through immigration and customs. His welcoming party was waiting outside the directorates' exit at the executive reception lounge. He spied the trio of Birgit and Bonnie and a blond beau-hunk protectively stuck to Bonnie's arm. The young man seemed unhappy, grumbling about being left behind for the week. He gestured towards the American man who had just walked in.
"But why all week? And why does he get to go?"
"It's a family thing. Father, mother, and daughter."
"You didn't even know you had a father until last month."
"Well, now I do and I want to get to know him better."
Her recently reunited parents overheard the exchange. Despite his impolite rectitude, Birgit was pleased that Bonnie had found better companions after Bucky's assistance. Her new boyfriend was a chiseled Adonis, an up-and-coming soccer potential, rising steadily in the lively Euro-football circuit. Her mind flashed an analogous vision of the handsome sportsman's cock up and cumming in her daughter's lively pussy.
She looked at Bucky and recalled similar times in Texas, in the front seat of his pickup truck and the joy she felt then when Bucky's cock was up and cumming inside her youthful spasming pussy. Birgit's hope was that the boyfriend was affording Bonnie a similar joy in their blossoming relationship.
After attempting to, but probably faltering at, easing his despair with a withering goodbye kiss, Bonnie skipped off with an affectionate see-you-again-soon wave to catch up with her parents as they boarded the private resort-chartered flight to Cannes.
The Cote d'Azur city was abuzz with sunshine and beaches and celebrities. Eager to see the sights while being seen, it was a quick change and hustle to the beach, where the family unit strolled the topless zone of the famous strand, a spicy vista that built Bucky's libido all afternoon and into the evening.
He was more than ready when nighttime rolled around and he fucked Birgit for the first time in decades. She was still very skilled in cowgirl and invoked their joint reminiscences of pickup truck sex. Good daughter Bonnie slept in the second bedroom, letting her parents get reacquainted intimately without interference.
The next day, they returned to trolling the beach. They snickered and giggled as they spied on the calculated celebrity wardrobe malfunctions that provided 'unintentional' nip slips for the feral paparazzi's publicity photos.
That night, after gently fucking Birgit to sleep, Bucky snuck to Bonnie's room. She was awake in her bed, her patience slowly but surely weakening. Bucky rewarded her restraint by robustly fucking her all night, ending their short abstinence with fulfilling coital incest.
Those days of being immersed in the Danish women's stupendous sexual charms would have satisfied any man on the planet. But Birgit and Bonnie had gossiped about their times with the Texas stud and understood his vigor in all of life's ventures. They let the macho man follow his egotistical caprices and exude his macho maleness.
And then fate intervened. Bucky was showing off his bronco-busting style with a mechanical bull at one of Cannes out of the way nightspots. He wasn't as spry as he used to be and got thrown to the mats by an out-of-synch buck. He gamely tried to get up but the pain in his lower back gave him pause. He heard and was embarrassed by the other patrons' good-natured jibes while he was carted off for home by his two lovely lady companions.
He was unable to perform that night, much to the females' disappointment, but especially his own. He was grumpy for days about the situation. The women were tolerant of his complaints and frailty until they weren't. That's when Bonnie had an inspiration and Birgit had the connections to make it happen.
That night, Bucky, his back in an elastic waist compression band, was sprawled on the living room couch at the beachside bungalow. Bonnie and Birgit entered decked out in sexy disco dresses for another night on the town. Bucky made a grimaced face.
"I don't think I'm up for carousing the scenes tonight."
They giggled and Birgit spoke up.
"Oh, yes. We understand. You need to rest. But we don't."
Bucky's face showed his grumpy sarcasm.
"Oh, wow, thanks for the sympathy."
Bonnie snickered and Birgit smiled wide at his distress. The older of the pair called over her shoulder towards the entry vestibule.
"Niki. Vien ici, Chérie..."
Bucky braced up on elbows as a little French mademoiselle stepped shyly into the room. She wore a white blouse, black skirt, and school shoes and her hair was dark waves that surrounded her head and were cut to leave her shoulders bare.
"We hired you a babysitter for the night."
"Bon soir, monsieur Bucky. Je suis Niki. Comment vas-tu?"
She looked vaguely familiar but Bucky couldn't quite place her. Then he recognized the energetic starlet from the porn video that had launched Bucky and Bonnie on their weekend of incestuous discovery.
Bonnie translated for Bucky benefit. This was Nicole, stage named Niki, a gift from Birgit and Bonnie to add some spice to the family's weeklong getaway. Niki claimed oral sex expertise and was brought here for the night to demonstrate that unique babysitting specialty.
"She's very talented and will see to your comfort and wellbeing while we're gone."
Niki smiled, understanding some of the English and knowing her assigned role. With bijou cheek buzzes among the ladies setting the stage, Birgit and Bonnie left for a night of club crawling and privacy for the injured cowboy and his caretaker.
Niki stepped slowly towards the reclining Bucky. He watched her approach with some suspicion, knowing he was susceptible to whatever she chose to do for his 'comfort and wellbeing'. He didn't like this feeling of vulnerability. The apprehension actually tingled his pulsing cock nerves.
She came close and knelt by his side; slowly placing her hand atop his groin. He attempted to lever up his body but she placed the other hand gently on his chest and pressed him down.
"Non, monsieur... C'est... ehh... my job... pas de mouvement ... d'accord... no moving, okay?"
Bucky took her counsel and lay back. Niki smiled and nodded.
"Oui. C'est Bon."
Her hand rubbed a few times across his shorts-covered prick. She focused there and unsnapped and unzipped his fly, maneuvering his cock out. Her fingers danced along the shaft, gaining his swelling.
His head turned sideways and she saw his eyes ogling her cleavage. Her hands left his cock to unbutton her top. She folded back the lapels and popped her modest tits into view.
"You like?"
Bucky was falling into her spell and responded "Oui". Her breasts were youthfully nubile, conical flesh that would be heaven to touch and hold.
She took his hand and placed it on her breast. He naturally squeezed and his thumb rubbed her nipple. She smiled a throaty 'omhh' at the caress. Holding his hand to her boob, she leaned in and kissed his cock, added a tongue lap, and then suctioned the limp shaft between her lips.
With her boob in his hand and his cock in her mouth, Bucky lay back, closed his eyes, and let Niki perform her professional calling... her job, as she had said. She worked diligently and received her partial reward when he filled her mouth with his days' worth of pent-up ejaculation. She moaned and swallowed and suckled him to flaccidity.
His mind swam in post-coital half-sleep, nary a thought of his lower backache. He was aware of movement, a rustle of clothes and found himself upright and naked, leaning heavily on a half-naked Niki and doing a walking-stumble to the master bedroom.
He lay prone on the mattress and she cuddled to his side, her fingertip sliding down and back, stopping to fiddle the coronal cleft. He lolled in a dream-wake state and saw her upright silhouette, wavering up and down on his hips and he felt his genital muscles cramp and release, his nerves inundated by endorphin-induced tingles. Then she was gone, but not; he felt her warmth again at his side, her pliant nipples pressed to his arm.
Daylight brought Bucky to a waking clarity. He looked aside and saw Niki's eyes surveying his face, a hint of merriment on her lips. She leaned up and kissed his cheek.
"Encore, mon cher... une fois plus"
"I don't know..."
"Laissez-moi essayer... I try... okay?"
The French maiden leaned towards his groin and took his mixed genital dewed appendage between her sweet lips, employing tongue tickles and hard suctions. Her initial 'try' was successful at getting a bigger mouthful of man-meat. Her sustained 'try' got the last of Bucky's seminal reserves to pulse out; the shots slipping down her throat.
She found and donned one of his dress shirts, long enough to cover her ass and pussy. She helped him put on boxers and shuffle out of bed to sit at the breakfast nook table. There was a commotion at the front door and Birgit and Bonnie stumbled through, laughing at whatever. They spied the babysitting pair in the kitchen and joined them there. Birgit was full of mirth as she queried the professional 'babysitter'.
"So, was Bucky a good little boy for you?"
"Oui, madame, c'était un bon petit garçon... ehh... a good, little boy, yes... trois fois."
"Three times! Wow, I'd say he was a great little boy and you were a great babysitter."
"Merci, madam..."
Niki curtsied as she thanked her sponsor. They all heard a car horn honk in the driveway.
"Ahh, c'est mon patron, oncle Georg. Je dois y aller maintenant."
Birgit produced a wad of Euros and Niki accepted them with a thankful smile. She scurried to collect her day clothes scattered about the living room. Clutching the clothes and money to her chest, she returned to kiss Bucky adieu, then cheek buzzes for the ladies all around and she hurried out the door.
Birgit went to the door to be sure Niki departed safely. Her burly porn-producer uncle waited behind the wheel to retrieve his prime pornographic talent. He waved to Birgit as Niki clamored into the passenger seat and handed over the money.
As he drove away, she saw his hand catch the back of his niece's neck, pressing her face down to his lap below sight. Birgit was sure Bucky would have understood the uncle's infatuation and impatience to reacquaint Niki and her superb blowjob skills with his raging hardon.
Bucky's tender back was recovering slowly but surely and he managed a couple of swims between sunning and lounging at the resort pool. His hostesses let him be, knowing he needed to conserve his energies for later.
'Later' was after dinner, when they held a ménage a trois for the final 'family' night. Favoring Bucky's back, they gave him lots of kisses and genital massages, even a sort of daisy chain of lips, cock, and pussies, until Bucky voiced his family fantasy. His female bedmates giggled and complied.
Bonnie mounted astride Bucky; Birgit rested her head on his tummy. The daughter stroked her pussy on his erection until Birgit demanded a chance.
"Let Momma have a taste."
Bonnie's fingers strummed her clit while Birgit suckled the vaginal-dew wet erection. When Birgit had her fill of flavor, Bonnie used her masturbating fingers to lever his cock into her cunt for more slow stroking and wet soaking. Birgit watched the grandeur of Bucky's long fat cock sliding in and out of Bonnie's labia.
"Oh, sweetie, that looks so wonderful. I'll bet it feels good, too."
"Ohh... yes, mama..."
Birgit marveled at the image and caressed Bucky's inner thigh. She sidled up to his side, keeping her hand between his legs, a finger hefting his ball sack, devoting herself to Bucky's pleasure. She murmured her curiosity in his ear.
"Is she tight, my dear?"
"As tight as a virgin."
Birgit grinned at Bucky's carnal articulation of his delight. She leaned down again for another oral round and reinsertion. Bucky reached his limit and was set to erupt. He was gulping air for the imminent event.
Bonnie pulled off quickly and rubbed her clit to her own orgasm. The first spurt hit Birgit's nose before she seized the spouting shaft and aimed the remnants of Bucky's spew, peppering the rest of her face with pearly droplets of manly largesse. They lay together after that, reveling in a very enjoyable family night.
In the morning, Bonnie left for her scheduled return to Denmark and a reunion with her boyfriend, intent on ending and rewarding his brief sexual abstinence.
Birgit finished the week with Bucky. He was feeling better now and they enjoyed the topless beach and pool scenes, spawning their passionate nights of adult affection.
Bucky pondered his lonely life. He fucked a variety of women however and whenever he wanted but it was emotionally unfulfilling.
How often does a man get a second chance with his first love?
He proposed marriage and Birgit accepted. Money was never an issue for either and they pledged that each could pursue their individual careers as a means of retaining their intellectual purpose in life.
Bucky gave her a large diamond engagement ring and posed a special request. Open-minded Birgit agreed to his indulgence; she considered it her engagement gift to the man she loved.
She gave permission to Bucky for getting a once-a-month weekend 'hall pass' for sexual rendezvouses with Bonnie, for as long as the father-daughter pair mutually desired it.
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Emily stepped alongside Sam as he led her by the hand up the stairs. Her short skirt fluffed at each tread as she sashayed up the stairs, flashing her panties to the upskirt watchers in the foyer below. At the landing, they turned out of sight and traversed the short hallway to a spot where Sam motioned for her to enter one of the bedroom doors.
It was a fine bedroom setting with a girlish décor: pink bedspread on a broad queen-sized bed, pink sheer curtains, and lacquered ivory-toned wooden furniture.
"Your potential new home, Emily. Debbie has moved out and this could be your room now."
Sam let her view her likely new living space before turning her gently by the shoulders to face him. He plucked at her blouse buttons and spread open the lapels.
At her friend Debbie's advice, or rather insistence, Emily had come to this impulsive tryout braless and the man's eyes widened in admiration at the sight of her broad brown nipples on her well-rounded breasts. It seemed his hands couldn't help but return to cup and squeeze them, this time bare skin on bare skin.
Sam was pleased. Yes, her tits were real; a nubile firmness with just the modest sag, despite her age and feminine form, it was expected from such large masses,
She arched her back to let the blouse slip down her arms, the motions pressing her tits forward, helping him get more tactilely acquainted with his latest playthings. She really wanted to fit in here. Her scholarship and visa were at risk and she needed Sam's backing. She calmly let him misbehave as he liked.
He idly whispered for her to keep going. The skirt followed the blouse to the floor, and when she tilted forward to lower it, his hands followed their course and pattered her dangling boobs upwards and sideways, bouncing and swaying the fleshy masses. She watched his hands play before straightening upright.
She stepped back from his fondling caresses, moving to sit on the chair, intending to remove her mid-height heels. But he took her arm and kept her standing. She stood before him in half-naked splendor and heard his quiet command.
"Please kneel."
She did, which placed her face at his waist level. She watched as he unzipped his fly and extracted his cock.
Emily was no stranger to the male anatomy. Her Manila hometown was a hotbed of sexual caprices and her clique of girlfriends were regular disco club carousers. Seeking collegial adventure rather than money, she had mirrored her older friends' notorious mimes, and like them, on occasion, in dark corners or parked cars out back, astounded the curious worldwide tourists, gamely sucking some cocks and fucking others. She just wistfully adopted the deferential females' roles that were ubiquitous in third-world street cultures. The submissive mindset came back to her now, in Sam's house, in Sam's guest bedroom.
Without further guidance from him, she leaned in, kissing the tip with a slit poking tongue-tip, as he held the shaft in his hand. His other hand touched the back of her black-haired head and, recognizing this frequent maneuver, she obediently opened wide and engulfed the offered mouthful of man-meat.
Emily sucked him gently, achieving the activity's accustomed consequence of his manly muscle swelling in her mouth. She was a bit nervous about the bulk of this muscle that would presumably, sooner or later, be probing her cunt. She bobbed obediently, leaving him to decide whether to spew here or use her cunt.
Sam decided on cunt. He lifted her to stand and pressed her towards the bed. She turned to continue and kneed aboard; her ass rocked as she moved away from him. He grabbed her panties and pulled them off her legs and over her heels, twisting her over on her back by a firm grip on her shoed ankles. Her hair flailed out to form a wreath of black mane about her head.
He pocketed the thong panties, his 'first-time' souvenir, and then doffed his own clothes, noticing her watching him disrobe. Her face was stoic, calmly waiting for him to assert his male privilege.
Emily opened her arms and legs to accept Sam as he climbed on and boldly placed his saliva-slicked erection against her moist pussy. She braced her sharp heels into the bed as he paused to steady his knee-borne stance above her body. Ready to rumble, he dropped down and pressed in, stretching her to the core with one long slow glide to paradise.
She moaned urgently at the fleshy expansion; he paused at the bottom to let her strained vaginal canal adjust. She bumped his groin with her clitoris; a sign that she was ready to be taken. He knew the routine and, settling into a snug conformity, he stroked within as she assisted his pleasure by rolling her hips.
Sam set the rhythm and stroked steadily. He used her at his pleasure and gained a wonderful orgasm.
After he spurted, groaned, and collapsed, Emily felt his kiss on her neck and his nuzzle in her ear. Emily felt happy with those sure omens that she had earned her rightful place in her friend's mixed family.
-----------
Sam's head rested on a plumped-up pillow, looking down across his bare belly. Emily's dark eyes, peeking beneath the eyebrow length straight cut black bangs, peered back at his; her lips and tongue actively caressed his orally embedded cock.
She had been resident in his house only a week but had taken well to her designated function of worshipping her Daddy's cock.
Sam blew her an air kiss and twitched his head, his way of telling her to slide up his legs and mount up on his sturdy hard-on. She sat upon his legs and waddled her crotch forward, contacting his belly-flopped erection with her juicy labia, smiling at her next intention. She liked to tease and tented her pussy lips back and forth along his exposed genital rod, each time grazing her clitoris on his under-vee.
Sam had become fond of this particular initiative, letting her soft wet labia tease him but only for a while. With a growl, he hauled her body down on his, pressing her boobs to his chest. She wiggled her ass around until she found his knob, pressed down, and glided his cock inside her cunt.
As his rigid cock lay emersed inside her, she kissed his lips, suckled his neck, and found his ear, moaning in her own pleasure at the intimate connection and its inevitable sensual summit.
Sam felt her stiffened tongue probe his ear canal and his cock jumped at the reflected stimulation. She snickered on feeling the flex, whispering in his ear.
"I felt that."
He mumbled his acknowledgment and she pressed his ear canal again. Another jump thrilled her core. She untangled from his hug and sat up, gaining her balance for the impending vigorous cowgirl ride.
She humped his hips as he played with her swaying tits. He was amazed that she was so petite in body and yet so big in boobs. She had a snug cunt but it was long and deep; incredibly she always managed to stuff his huge erection all the way inside her.
Her ass and hips moved with adroit dexterity; her fabulous energy unrelenting. As always, her efforts rose to their finest and he came hard. She continued her carnal stimulus throughout his euphoria, slowing to a halt only when he fell out, happy to have made him happy.
And the weeks melded into happiness for all the home residents. Unfortunately, money reared its ugly head. Sam liked his strip club bouncer job but he had always intended its salary to support his modest solitary lifestyle. He tried but it was a stretch to support himself and three feisty female housemates.
During a post fuck cuddle in Emily's bed and arms, Sam asked her about school.
"How is school going? Getting good grades?"
"They're fine. I do the classes and homework just like the rest but Mr. Jones can be a bit of a drag. So, I worked for extra credit to improve my marks."
"Extra credit?"
Emily leaned up to his ear and whispered with a giggle.
"I let him score my pussy..."
Sam was a bit alarmed by the revelation. He had assumed with Emily being home every night, including weekends, that she fucked exclusively with him. Now he learned that she resourcefully advanced her interests as she saw fit. Not a bad thing, just a surprise. And an idea began to percolate in his mind.
"Tell me about it."
Emily related how she had sought an office-hours visit with the grey and balding stodgy professor. Inside his closed office, she had sat across the desk from him. He watched from behind his desk as she stumbled through a plea for curriculum leniency. Her animations gave her the opportunity to garner his attention with surreptitious flashes of her panties, girlish giggles, and a coy nip slip. When she saw him flush and wipe his brow, she knew he was vulnerable and crawled up and across the desktop to plop into his lap. He weakly protested until her hands tunneled between their legs and dug out his cock.
The senior man was too smitten to resist any further and she rode his modest erection to a quickie ejaculation. In post-coital recovery, she whispered suggestions of periodic sexual frustration deflations in exchange for periodic classwork score inflations. He wearily agreed to the deal with the added mutual assurances of secrecy.
Over the next few days after hearing her story, Sam pondered his financial situation and sought advice from his friend, Tony, the city alderman. Could he find some extra side hustles for Sam to supplement his income?
The wheeler-dealer politician knew everyone who was anyone in his circle of influence and happened to have a dilemma for which Emily, rather than Sam, might be a perfect solution. A development he was invested in needed permits and the mayor was stalling. The mayor also had a penchant for out-of-town junkets and had hinted to Tony about procuring him a suitable willing escort for the coming weekend.
Even with the offer of monetary influx, Sam had concerns but the alderman assured him the mayor was a pussycat and Emily would come to no physical harm, probably just carnal fatigue. They laughed off the latter as a passing inconvenience for the vibrant coed and agreed to the advantageous arrangement. Sam said he would vaguely brief Emily, hoping the impetuous caper would pique her sensual curiosity.
Towards the end of the week, Tony showed up at Sam's home. Upon introductions, the liaison broker saw the nattily dressed Emily and wholly concurred with her choice of flirty travel apparel. Set to depart with his deal-making gratuity, he accepted a small satchel from his friend.
"Some extra things for the weekend."
Tony took the bag unopened and nodded, trusting in Sam's affinity for temptation. Taking Emily's hand, he led her to his car, her other hand trailing the roller case. She was off on her impulsive jaunt to ply her skills for some fun-filled days.
During the intervening time, Sam busied himself with Maggie and Candi who enjoyed the extra attention. When Emily returned several days later, she looked somewhat tousled and worn, slowly recovering from her 'passing inconvenience'.
Sam wanted to hear the details of her adventure, but first things first. Maggie was magnificent and Candi was dandy but he still missed his sexy little Oriental plaything and eagerly took her to bed for a hearty 'welcome home' suck and fuck.
Partly assuaged of his sexual tensions, he laid in post-coital contentment, plumping Emily's fat boob, as she idly played with his flaccid cock.
"So, how was it?"
Emily took a deep cleaning breath and, with a bit of recollecting pause, launched into her narrative. Sam listened as she relayed the details and fingered his cock.
Tony had driven her to the airport. In the ticketing lobby, he introduced her to the mayor. The man was stiffly polite, still dubious that this long-anticipated hedonistic weekend was really happening. The last time Tony had stepped up for the mayor, he had hired an over-the-hill chain-smoking hooker. But not this time.
His 'date' was a knockout: nubile, fresh, busty, wearing well-appointed fashions and accessories. The bodycon dress with its cleavage keyhole cutout was a masculine eye magnet. If their eyes scanned elsewhere, they admired her perfect makeup and jewelry.
"Emily, this is our mayor. He's a VIP, so treat him well. Be a good girl, okay?"
"Okay, Uncle Tony."
The mayor's face shot a look of mild surprise. Uncle? Had Tony provided a member of his own family? He was aware of Tony's rumored condo-sited coed and had thought she might be the one accompanying him. But he knew Tony was not into willingly sharing his personal treasures; all the same, the mayor was just fine with this other fine-looking lady.
"Here's my club guest pass. One evening only, so make the best of it while you're there."
The men shook hands and the mayor lightly held the girl's hand, carried the 'extra things' bag in his other, and led her to the boarding gate.
The TSA guards queried her separately about the different last-named older fellow but she brushed off their concerns with a reasonable explanation: a civic-sponsored scholastic outing. The screeners looked at the quirky couple and shrewdly deduced that certain anatomical lessons would be part of the young lady's syllabus. They let them pass unhindered, wishing them well. Some guys have all the luck.
They boarded first-class and winged away to the distant private resort. The passengers and crew furtively gossiped about the VIP with his deliciously dressed much younger traveling companion.
They arrived late in the evening, and after a room service supper, Emily wanted to freshen up. The mayor waited until he heard the shower sounds. He crept to the bathroom door and peered inside. The rounded Pinay was visible through the glass enclosure, water dribbling down her fine figured form. She caught sight of his ogling face in the doorway and turned seductively to give him a full-frontal show. Her hands rubbed the soap suds over her breasts and pussy, decorating her assets with foamy bubbles. He smiled and nodded and left to wait for her in the main room.
She emerged in a bathrobe, her hair in a turbaned towel. There was nothing unclear about the purpose of her trip with the older chaperone and she proceeded to get things rolling.
She approached the mayor, untied the cotton robe belt, letting it split open for a coy exposure of her squeaky-clean cleavage and freshly shaved cunt. He sat on the edge of the bed and she took charge of removing his shirt, shoes, and pants. The boxers dropped away to reveal the first view of her weekend focus.
She dropped her cotton robe and sidled up to sit on his lap. She pulled his head to her breasts and felt the nice tickles as he kissed and bit her nipples. She pushed him on his back on the mattress. She would drive the action for now. Emily spent the night sucking and fucking her host, a get-to-know-you session that almost drove him into exhaustion.
The next day, the tuckered mayor paced himself. They lay on pool deck lounges, Emily wearing one of Sam's 'extra things', a white bikini that was at least one, maybe two, sizes too small. The packed swimsuit was bulged full of her big boobs and camel-toe crease.
The mayor tried to behave himself, avoiding overt staring like the other men in attendance. But he finally succumbed and took her to the room for a 'quickie nooner' relief break, judiciously saving his remaining vigor for their planned nighttime carousal.
As evening fell, the mayor informed his young guest that they were going disco dancing at a special local club. He wanted her dressed to impress and knew how to do it.
This time, he joined her in the shower. The bathing pair shared the soapy chores, working the scented lather into each other's skin. He advised her post bathing preparations, coaching her on facial and feminine zones cosmetics. She applied dark eye shadow and liner to deepen her brown eyes, an alluring look for the dark disco venues.
He denied her stockings but unexpectantly produced spiked dancer heels, drawn from the 'extra things' satchel, along with a shimmery silver lame sheath dress.
As he helped her don the sexy disco dress, she realized that she couldn't wear a bra or panties. The short hem, high leg slit, and side boob exposures of the loose draping fabrics barely concealed her body, only enough to avoid a major affront to public nudity laws. Lingerie would spoil the effect.
He stood her before a tall mirror, her bare back exposed by the openness of the dress pressed to his front. She watched the reflection calmly as he tested the dress's advantages by fluffing her tits from outside the dress, then tunneled beneath the sides to heft her boobs in bare hand captures. He cupped her tits and saw the telltale pokies dot the otherwise smooth fabric. He gave little bounces and watched the shimmery bodice ripple. Even Emily smiled at the sexy show, knowing any body movements would generate wavy eye magnets for all to see.
A modicum of silver jewelry, including a chain woven choker at her neck, completed her lascivious presentation. She looked one last time in the tall mirror at the total package. She knew she would attract the envy of ogling men which would boost the ego of her host. She would take advantage of his arousal when they returned from their dancing soiree for another night of passionate sex.
Satisfied with her appropriateness to their pending venue, the mayor walked her through the hotel lobby to a waiting car. As designed and expected, her high-heeled stride bobbled her pokie-adorned breasts, fluttering the loose shiny covering. The mayor's peripheral vision perceived her eye-catching display as she bobbed and shimmered past gaping guests and bellhops.
They rode through the street-lamp-lit avenues until the car pulled up to a modest marquee, announcing the Devil's Den Disco. The mayor produced Tony's guest pass and security passed them through. They entered the disco's neon glowing main room; some girls and boys were bopping on the dance floor t thumping disco beats under the flashing strobes. The mayor passed by the surrounding lounge booths, looking for an unoccupied space. On his circuitous route, he acknowledged the other men's notice of the prime piece of ass he was chaperoning.
Emily noted the similarly provocative attire of the other women, both on the dance floor and ensconced in the deep booths. Her mind flashed a moment to memories of the Manila clubs of her youth and those images rekindled her naughty sense of mischievousness.
Between drinks and finger food, she danced and discoed through the evening, drinking sparingly. The mayor couldn't match her energy and sat out many dances while she saucily bopped and boogied in her mini-outfit with a small group of likewise neglected companions.
A touch inebriated, Emily trifled her chaperone with flirty skin flashes, annoyed by his distraction to the other females. He seemed to enjoy her flaunting her beauty and vitality while he lecherously ogled the other women with a notable growing interest. He and his cohorts laughingly enjoyed the flirty side-boob and ass flashing spectacles.
At midnight, the neon strobes lights abandoned their staccato beats and the music turned to more easy-going tempos. The younger patrons left for livelier all-night clubs. Staying behind were a dozen or so couples, the majority of whom included the provocatively dressed women and older men.
The mayor danced with her in slow tempo, a hand clutching her ass with her hand in the other.
Emily, feeling the effects of the alcohol and vibrant dancing, was now mellow in his arms, ready to return to the hotel and find the sexual relief she wanted. She murmured in the mayor's ear.
"Please... Let's go now... I need to be fucked."
"Yes, you do..."
He unwound his arms and she stood next to her patron, ready to follow him out, sashaying lightly from foot to foot, impatient to be going.




They were nearby a tall man and his elegantly coiffured blonde. The mayor caught the man's attention and invoked a conversation, offering to trade his hyper-vigorous but now more tranquil Oriental brunette in exchange for the milder tempered European blond. The interested man wanted to be sure of what he was trading for.
"She looks a bit tired. Is she still able to perform?"
"You'll have to take a chance on that. But she's been very good with me so far."
Satisfied that he should try, the other man took Emily's hand and led her over to an empty red velvet upholstered booth. She wasn't sure what was going down but he drew her in for a kiss-filled cuddle on his lap. She cooperated and the cuddling turned into an ass in the air and a face in his crotch. There was now no doubt about what was happening.
Emily had a lot of youthful practice with this and gave it her best efforts, deepthroating his cock and then swallowing his quick emissions. The gratified man needed something more to keep his libido going, so he pushed her to her feet and, with cock waggling from his pants, walked her across the near-empty dance floor and exchanged her to another man.
That man toddled her to a dark corner and pressed her back to the wall. He squeezed her boobs through the dress, then dropped her top, and kneaded her bare tits. Flipping up her short hem, he poked his cock at her pussy, set now in the standing position he preferred. Leaning in, he stuck his tongue in her mouth while he fucked her in the upright pose.
Emily was engulfed in a wave of her own ecstasy from the man's unhesitant vaginal foray. He was rough and her body battered the wall with his thrusts. His cry of orgasm slowed his pounding and she clung to his shoulders through her own; her one raised leg trembling on his hip. He backed out and set her down.
Wavering weak-kneed with cum leaking from her pussy, she had barely recovered from her stranger-induced orgasm before she was offered to a third man.
The new male was holding the hand of another Oriental lass, similarly fucked raw and looking disheveled.
"Is she any good?"
"Yeah, you're going to like her. Nice and tight cunt."
The second man who had just fucked her left with the other girl and this third man led Emily to an empty booth. He brusquely and completed dispensed with her dress. She fell back on the cushions and he mounted up, fucking hard into her. He laid his weight on her groin and boobs and stroked a powerful pace.
The pussy pounding went on at length and she compliantly let him use her cunt at his leisure. She looked aside and spied the mayor doggie fucking his blonde exchange mate over the arm of another nearby couch. She knew he was not as young as some and must be taking his time, leisurely pacing himself with his first swap. Emily admired the pale-skinned blonde's tight round ass and her long, toned legs braced wide apart on heels that boosted her butt and gave the mayor's cock full vaginal access.
But what really caught Emily's eye were the shoes: designer red-soled spiked heels with sturdy dancer ankle straps, the costly predilection of a high-class woman. Even with her man laying full on her and sluicing her core, Emily's envy rose in her chest for the blonde's expensive accouterments. She almost sighed as she reverted her attention back to the man fucking her.
The racy scenarios and instinctive emotions of lust and envy were too much stimulation for Emily's buzzed brain. She felt her nerves sparkle everywhere and clenched her cunt hard. Her back stiffened and arched; the orgasmed hit her before the man in her pussy could spew his load. She nuzzled her cock-driving man's neck as she shuddered through her mind-bending rapture in an attempt to finally draw out his milky treasure.
And it worked. He arched, shook, and grimaced, cried out his strong ejaculation, and collapsed his weight atop her. Soon, he rolled aside and wandered away, leaving her to find her own way onward.
By then, Emily had satisfied three different male club patrons and was lazily acquiescent when the mayor gave her a hand at standing up. He clutched her retrieved special party dress in his other hand, sad to lose sight of her nakedness when she wiggled into it but unwilling to be arrested for public indecency. He led her wearily to a waiting car. The fucked-out pair drove back to the hotel for some time-out and sleep.
Still, the respite didn't fully rejuvenate their fatigue and they lazed about the hotel all that next day.
After a fine dinner, they ascended to their suite and the mayor used Emily to binge away his remaining sexual fantasies. Dawn's early light ended the long weekend and he gloomily flew her home and presumably out of his foreseeable future.
Sam heard her story; Emily had told it with a subtly gleeful tone. He mused on how he could give her more of the experiences she seemed to enjoy and garner some emoluments for the family.
"Are you willing to endure more of these escapades?"
Emily paused and searched her feelings before responding. She had enjoyed fucking and being fucked, reviving her youthful memories of exploring the exotic cocks in the Manila clubs. The weekend hadn't been so bad, rather nice even; a change of tempo from the predictable sex in the household.
"Yeah, I think I would. But I want new shoes... really sexy ones..."
Sam mentally balked at the request; they weren't in his budget at the moment.
"Well, let's see what we can do about that..."
Sam cuddled her closer and kissed her forehead, unsure why the shoe thing was so important but it could be a small investment for a greater reward. Regardless, she would have to earn that luxury.
His thoughts wandered to a series of schemes and scenarios where Emily could foster a steady stream of alternative income for the mixed family household.
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Tony's clenched eyelids levered open as his lungs wheezed back to life after his mind-blowing orgasm. His sweaty body lay limp atop the freshly-fucked coed beneath him. Debbie was also breathing easier now after her own stupendous body-wracking sexual surge was beginning to dissipate. Her throat was cooing small noises as her hands fluttered across her cock master's hairy back.
Tony's heavy body stirred listlessly, his cock shrinking to plump slackness. He took a pause to recover his breath before rousing himself off his bedroom playmate. He heaved a final drawn-out sigh and rolled aside. Debbie reflexively rolled towards him, laying her shoulder over his outstretched arm and pressing her warm, moist boobs to his side. She saw his tired expression and stretched her neck up to kiss his cheek. She squiggled closer against him and threw an arm over his belly in a half hug and cuddle. His arm curled in on her soft form and his hand clutched one of her big boobs.
Tony's life necessitated these clandestine arrangements. He was a man about town with connections and schemes galore. But he kept this sensual hideaway covert. What good was a hideaway that others knew about; wouldn't be a 'hideaway' then, would it? His thoughts lingered on the usefulness that this secretive apartment was providing, fulfilling its purpose as a sexual haven for impetuous booty calls with his eager coital companion.
Debbie lay in her own thoughts; she felt an equal warm contentment with the living arrangements and had said so many times.
Still, Tony had a few troubles to ponder. His cousin had a daughter who recently graduated high school. At the post-graduation party, one of the local mobster's sons had taken a fancy to her. She had been polite in countering his inebriated entreaties but he had gone further and accosted her, copping a feel of her big boobs and pouncing in for a kiss.
Farrah had resisted, pushed him back but he laughingly held his ground and advanced for another try. That was when she popped her knee into the young rowdy's balls. The bad boy's friends now had the laugh, joking about his distressed groin, and he felt humiliated. He loudly and publicly threatened harsh revenge as she scurried away from the misbehaving bunch.
Farrah's father was warned about the incident. She laughed it off but he took it seriously. The embarrassed boy's father could and would follow through; his control of the neighborhood graft depended on his malevolent reputation. Whether she accepted it or not, Farrah was imperiled to real violence and needed to get out of town until her father could work out a reasonable settlement. He had asked his cousin to hide her until then.
Tony hadn't wanted to get involved, especially considering the opposing factions involved, but it was family after all. He had grudgingly agreed. So, Farrah, his redhead second cousin, was arriving today and he had yet to inform Debbie of her soon-to-be roommate's arrival. Best done now while she wallowed in her contentment.
"I have a surprise for you. You're getting a roommate. About your same age. She's a relative of mine who needs a place to stay until things stabilize back home."
Debbie listened and pondered. The apartment had two bedrooms, so that wasn't a problem. In fact, it got kind of quiet and lonely on the evenings between Uncle Tony's irregular booty calls.
But was Tony easing her towards the door with a novel replacement? She hoped not but was relatively powerless to stop it. He was the boss and she was, in reality, simply his shacked-up plaything.
The next day, Debbie met Farrah at the apartment when Tony dropped her off. The resident coed played the gracious hostess and briefed her new roommate on the living arrangements and Uncle Tony's enigmatic overnights.
To steer her away from Tony, she hinted that Farrah may eventually like to try out a few orchestrated 'booty calls' of her own. Farrah was already unsettled by the sudden exodus from her family life and was wary of her situation. It was all so strange. Her response to being introduced to other men was vague, at best.
As the days played out, the newbie became conflicted about her feelings. 'Uncle' Tony came and went several nights a week and the noises from Debbie's room confirmed he was vigorously fucking her, and she seemed happy to host him as many times as he wanted.
Farrah began feeling a bit lonely and pondered Debbie's earlier suggestion of anonymous 'booty calls' for herself. She dropped hints and Debbie caught the drift but held her council. Farrah was a ripe young woman and Debbie worked her own wiles, moving Farrah towards a lesbian curiousness. Farrah did not fend off her approaches and progressively more intimate petting filled the nights that Tony was absent.
Eventually, Tony sensed their budding affections and turned it to his advantage with an occasional threesome. The girls jointly and separately catered to Tony's carnal needs while continuing their sapphic pleasures with him in bed.
But he was not a young man anymore and the middle-ager was straining under the load of two feisty females constantly craving his cock, even as they satisfied each other.
Tony pondered the situation and recalled how Sam had been generous in sharing Debbie when she was resident at his home. That encounter had been Sam's returned favor for Tony's past services rendered and he now called on his friend, grasping a self-serving opportunity to reciprocate the courtesy.
Sam visited the apartment one afternoon and found the roommates at home. Debbie greeted him sweetly, recalling their sexual trysts that now seemed a lifetime ago. She introduced him to Farrah. The three spent an hour in conversation, sharing platonic stories and getting better acquainted. Debbie had reverted to calling him 'Uncle' Sam and Farrah followed her lead. When Sam was leaving, Farrah politely said 'goodbye' and shook his hand.
"Well, Uncle Sam, I hope we will see you again soon."
"Oh, yes, Miss Farrah, I guarantee it."
A few days passed and then, one night, facilitated by Debbie and Tony's prior arrangements, Sam kept his promise.
It was late and Debbie let him in. Farrah had already gone to bed. Debbie quietly helped him out of his clothes and motioned him down a hallway to Farrah's bedroom door, which stood slightly ajar. Sam eased it open and crept into her room, closing the door behind him.
Farrah was drowsy but turned alert at the motions. She saw the naked man come to her bedside. She recognized Sam and, with a maturing rationale, surmised the reason for his presence. She lay still as he mounted the bed and laid down beside her. She curled away from the unfamiliar male's intimate presence, hands between them to fend off his advances if necessary.
Sam spoke softly to his impending coitus companion. He reminded Farrah that she was safe in Tony's care and getting the benefits of the apartment gratis. She should be grateful and, as Tony's colleague, he was here to collect her expected added gratitude in person and in kind. In her mind, she was unable to refute the logic.
She became less hesitant when his hands swept lightly across her pale freckled skin. She released her tension more when his hands plucked at her nightie's ties and peeled away the thin coverings.
He leaned in and lovingly smooched her nipples. It felt good; not as instinctive as Debbie's touches but still good. Her hand touched the back of his head to keep him engaged while she sweetly kissed the top of his head. Sensing her acquiescence to his moves, he upped the oral-areolae caresses.
She rolled on her back to lay flat on the mattress. Sam's hand burrowed between her thighs and she spread them to give him free access to her pussy. He heard her breathing deepen and knew his approach was being effective.
He left off the mammary suckling and raised his body above her. She spread her legs wide and he placed himself for penetration. Her arms rose to welcome him down onto her body.
He laid his chest upon her big boobs and prepared to slide his solid cock into her juicy cunt. She hugged him tightly, about to be fucked by this mysterious man she had barely chanced upon during her involuntary security exodus. Her thoughts were muddled.
'I want this to happen... maybe... I think so... what if... maybe yes? No, wait...'
But it was too late for any waiting as Sam pushed his cock inside her and nullified any indecision. He was over-aroused and fired off quickly in her cunt. Her passions were barely kindled and she felt cheated at missing her chance at satisfaction.
When Sam rose off and moved to leave, she pulled him back into her bed. She spooned his back, pressing her tits to his bare skin. Her small hand reached around and cradled his beefy cock. She kissed his neck and settled her cheek against his shoulder. She wasn't letting him get away with a quickie that hadn't done anything for her.
Later in the night, Sam awoke. His cock had renewed its stiffness and he was ready for a more leisurely fuck of his pretty little bedmate.
He rolled around to lie on his side facing her. The moves wakened the ginger-haired maiden and, seeing her eyes open, he kissed her lips as he held her hips and rolled atop her. She smelled her own arousal scent tinge the air and obligingly spread her legs.
He boldly drew back and plunged his cock inside. Farrah gave a startled yip; Sam leaned up to look at her face. Even she wasn't sure if it was the surprise or the pleasure that caused the vocal response. Maybe, or probably, both.
But Sam controlled his own enthusiasm and set a slow steady pace. Farrah purred, reveling in the manly power surging back and forth in her cunt, his swollen knob rubbing her sensitive vaginal flesh. This was what she wanted; this was how a man was supposed to pound out his lust into a reluctantly impounded female.
However, Sam considered himself a gentleman and listened to her reflexive sounds as he tried various twists and rhythms during their coupling. He found one that seemed to please her the most. He settled into that technique and worked her higher in her passions until he felt her spine arch. Her compressing core muscles rippled along his bursting embedded man-meat. He joined her in a cry of ecstasy as his sperm flooded her pulsating womb.
They stayed entwined in post-coital bliss, snoozing side by side, until dawn broke the darkness and entered the sex pair into a new era of promisingly pleasant possibilities. Infatuated Sam became a regular visitor, which also gave Debbie a chance to get reacquainted with 'Little Sam' in a second set of apartment menage a trois.
Farrah was a curious disciple and Sam taught her to suck cock. She reveled in the taste and texture of male ejaculate and played with the wads, smearing her lips, dripping some on her tits, and rubbing it into her skin like a moisturizing balm. She was eager to show him how Tony had taught her to ride cowgirl: clenches, 'stirs', and flat rotations.
And there was even more to explore. One afternoon, Sam dropped by for a quickie. Debbie was absent, running an errand. He and Farrah retired to the bedroom and stripped naked. He posed her doggie on the bed and mounted her. He watched the connection in profile in the wall mirror as he drove in and bumped her ass hard with his groin. Her suspended titties shook, a pendulous show of dangling boobs. He drew back and bumped again. Another swinging exhibition gave him encouragement to experiment.
He jabbed three quick strokes and her tits wavered each time. He smiled at the game. It was like the old pinball machines where a hip thrust would give the game ball an extra boost. Then he intermingled single bumps, pauses, and multiples in an irregular pattern.
At first, Farrah was disoriented by the erratic timing. But the staggered stimulations built her libido and she careened off into ecstasy just as Sam reared up and poured his teeming sperm deep in her cunt.
One day, news arrived from back home and it was not good for Farrah. Her father had been hospitalized after a confrontation with his absent daughter's tormentors and the gangsters were still seeking her whereabouts. Farrah's safety was in greater jeopardy.
Sam and Tony consulted Emily for assistance. Farrah needed to leave the country; could she hide out with Emily's relatives in the Philippines? Emily made inquiries and came back with some possibilities.
Her family might be able to help but they were dirt poor. Could Sam and Tony foot the bill for her support? The men are reluctant to send money into unknown circumstances. How much and when would enough be enough? They didn't want the agreement to become a devious bottomless money pit.
Emily had another idea. Would Farrah agree to an anonymous gig at a Manila strip club? Her redhead tones and trim body could generate enough exotic interest to support herself for a while. Fearing the consequences of being discovered here, Farrah gave in to the disreputable alternative. Emily coordinated her clandestine travel arrangements.
On the evening before her departure, Sam arrived at the apartment, casually dressed in a tee-shirt, shorts and sandals. She stood watching as he came through the door. She suspected he would come by for some sort of private sendoff and now, here he was, looking at her, availably dressed in a translucent robe and panties.
Farrah's mood was subdued, melancholy over another uncertain shift in her covert lifestyle. Sam was also in a low mood. Farrah had been a great pastime for some time now and he already bemoaned her imminent absence.
He unhurriedly drew near and she looked up at his stoic face when he stood over her. He lightly took her hand and they quietly made their way to the bedroom. It was time to share a sweet sorrow goodbye. The others gave them all the privacy they deserved.
They stood facing each other. Farrah unsnapped his pants and lowered his fly; his tumescent cock flopped out. Her small hands cradled the familiar appendage, giving small rubs to the shaft, attracting the vital flow of blood to his penile muscle. The knob grew prominent in her care.
Sam wobbled his legs to drop the pants to the floor and his hands drew his tee-shirt over his head. He tossed it aside. His well-built club bouncer body was trim and taut, a prime specimen of manliness.
He pulled the waist string of her robe and it bloomed open, bringing into open view her perfectly shaped breasts. The thin fabric had been explicitly designed to fail at hiding them anyway.
He pushed the lapels back over her shoulders and she alternated arms to get her top off, keeping one hand engaged on Sam's cock while she freed the opposite arm. Sam's hands were free to do whatever he wanted and what he wanted to do was finger her thong-covered camel toe, pressing fingers to either side of the plump folds.
He leaned in and sniffed her ear covering tresses, filling his nostrils with the flowery shampoo fragrance. She nuzzled his neck and he drew back, but not far enough to miss her capturing his mouth with her cherry lips. He took his time to enjoy the canoodling oral connection.
His fingers noted the increased dampness on her panties. She was ripe for fucking despite her earlier downcast countenance; he could smell her leaking genital aroma overlaying the flowery scent of her shampoo. She wiggled her hips and Sam managed to push her panties down and she shimmied them off her legs.
Staying close, letting her fingers continue their touches on his cock, he burrowed a finger inside her wet labia. She moaned into his smooching mouth. His finger slipped deeper, found the special G spot and she broke the kiss to gasp a deeper breath. She looked hard into his brown eyes with her teary green ones, widened in erotic wonder at the tingles shooting through her every nerve.
Sam was not immune to the same feelings and he was ready to play them out. His hands cupped her ass cheeks as she hugged his neck. He drew her up off her feet and placed her down on the mattress. Her legs naturally split open and he climbed between them.
She used a hand to place the tip of his cock against her engorged wet labia and returned to hug his neck as they kissed again, lips squashed and tongues slithering.
His hands still cupped her ass cheeks and he took a firmer grip. His back bowed but his hips kept his cock tip in contact before he pressed hard and penetrated the redhead's familiar channel in one long stroke, earning an admiring whimper of joy from his most favorite ever redhead.
He pushed again, the last inch, and his pubis crushed against her clitoris as his knob pressed hard on her cervix. He was as deep as he could go. Fully connected, Sam commenced the long genital caresses that they both craved.
Holding on tight, the sexual duo jogged and bounced and grunted, working up a sweat as they acted out their mutual efforts to attain their mutual pleasures. Farrah's moist tits rubbed and polished Sam's hairy chest, exciting her nipples to a stiffness that rivaled the firmness of the cock pounding her core.
This first of their last time together was magnificent and upon reaching the orgasmic summit, they tumbled down the ravine of rapture to finally collapse entwined together, much as their first night many months ago.
Twice more that night, Sam and Farrah found heavenly joy in each other's arms. With the thoughts of Farrah being gone forever from his sex life, he was ferocious, harshly pounding her cunt, determined to gain every last bit of pleasure from his soon-to-be gone girl.
The next morning, a pair of Tony's brawny couriers showed up and Farrah was shepherded away by those anonymous chaperons to her awaiting foreign refuge.
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The summer heat was building day by day in the rural south USA. So, Bob was happy when he was summoned to his first Total Woman Academy Guest Coach Tutor training assignment in the southern hemisphere, where its seasons were turning to fall and winter, months that were more palatable to his middle age.
His libido percolated with curious anticipation during the 16-hour-long flight from Atlanta to Johannesburg. The well-appointed stewardesses catered to his food and beverage appetite but left him a bit distraught, ignoring his subtle, and then unsubtle, hints to satisfy his penile appetite.
Sylvie, the blonde buxom First-Class stewardess, tactfully reminded him that this was a commercial flight barring public hanky-panky. But she leaned to his ear, offering Bob a great down-blouse braless cleavage flash, and offered a bit of confidential advice to her handsome passenger. Next time, he should fly a limited chartered flight; she passed him a business card for a company where she worked side gigs and, winking, recommended that those types of carriers would better serve his full range of hankerings.
On landing in South Africa, he was met and escorted through VIP immigration and customs by a chic, business-like African lady to whom the ground security officers showed polite deference. She was a familiar presence, both during and especially after their work shifts when she kept them in her thrall with exceptional personal favors.
The formalities quickly dispensed with, the swanky young lady led her charge to another young female, almost equally bright and bodacious. Bob wondered if all the world's beauties may have coalesced at the time and place just for his viewing enjoyment. His cock sent a twitching message to his brain know that it hoped it would be more than just viewing.
This latest lady was dressed in safari khaki and hiking boots. She chirped and chattered her welcomes to him as she led him through a corridor that emerged on the apron of the domestic terminal. Walking across the concrete paving, he followed her to a small single engine Cessna.
The buxom lady loaded Bob and his carryon into the small plane for the short hop across the South African veldt where the secluded TWA campus awaited him. They touched down on a dusty runway strip and taxied to a small welcoming hut, humbled by the vast dry grass horizons.
There, Bob was met by two more brown young ladies in similar attire: khaki shorts, tummy-tied khaki shirts forming a bounty of cleavage, and again, suede hiking boots. They exuded an air of toned athleticism, wholesome exemplifications of Africa's racial melding. They loaded his one piece of luggage into an open-top Land Rover and it bounced them a few miles along a dirt trail to the entrance gate of a large wire walled and fenced compound.
Walled off from the veldt, the wild game exclusion area was an oasis of manicured lawns and a stately manor house, complete with a pool, deck, tennis and volleyball courts, all surrounded by a score of stone-faced thatched-roof cottages. TWA had taken over a remote game lodge and turned it into one of their regional coed campuses.
Bob looked around as his driver and her helping hand unloaded his minimal stuff and helped him alight the cross-country vehicle. He saw a group of topless coeds jumping and diving in a volleyball game, four on four, and Bob was struck by the variety of female ethnicities: dark and light skin tones, tall and midsized physiques, and mostly dark hair with a splattering of blonde. He wondered if the blondes were natural, sun-bleached, or a chemical modification. His TWA experiences to date suggested that he could soon assuage his curiosity through intimate investigations.
----------
Mrs. Schmidt, a strikingly handsome native Afrikaner woman, warmly greeted her latest alpha male guest, another Coach Tutor in Training. Her blue eyes and slightly greying blonde hair divulged her maturity. Bob guessed that she had lived a full TWA Graduate life and now was semi-retired in this exotic remote setting.
"How were your travels to our little wilderness oasis?"
"Lengthy and dry."
Mrs. Schmidt gave a friendly chuckle, astutely surmising he might be flippantly referring to his unattended cock, rather than or as much as, the dusty terrain drive. She despaired upon learning that he had flown commercial; unfortunately, the TWA private jet fleet was booked and busy elsewhere. Such an extended 'dry spell' could be challenging for a virile young man and even one slightly older, like Bob. She knew he had arrived vexed but she also had the perfect cure to fully rectify his ailment; therapeutic young coeds abounded here on campus.
She signaled to his two chauffeurs, telling them to get their special guest settled in properly. The buxom brown pair guided him to his personal cabin suite and took care of unpacking his one piece of luggage. The campus guest houses also stocked appropriate safari wear so the contents were unimportant for now.
With a brief tour of the bungalow, they pointed out his evening wear for dinner and left him to rest, which only further aggravated his restless celibate angst.
That evening, he dined with the full complement of resident coed beauties, listening to their giddy conversations that used English, Zulu, and Afrikaans phrases interchangeably. Mrs. Schmidt finally took charge and brought the evening repaste to a close. She spoke directly to a slender ebony black girl named Carike.
"I think our Uncle Bob needs a taste of the legendary South African hospitality that welcomed the first Dutch foreigners to our shores; as evident by our racial melding, hospitality that they found so irresistible. Please take him to his bungalow and get him properly acquainted with those historic encounters. Take all the time you need."
Carike's face lit up, delighted to be the first coed assigned for this week's training focus. She rose and led her 'Uncle' Bob through a moonlit stroll to his lodgings. The night African sky was spectacularly star-filled; strolling together, arm in arm, they marveled at the sparkles that set a romantic mood in the couple. After a bit of kissing, caressing and stargazing, she led him inside, closed and locked the bungalow door.
Bob was intrigued by her lithe toned presence but placed a few more kisses on her plush lips. She readily reflected his moves and then took care in removing his clothes.
Standing naked next to the barely clothed native girl, he plucked at her clothing and her dinner dress melted off her ebony physique. He saw what he had felt on the stroll from the dinning room; she was slim and muscular, doubtlessly energetic, a fact that could prove to be a demanding first encounter for the middle-aged newbie.
He took time to get establish some mental courage and used the interim to inquire about her heritage. She was open and honest: she was a native Zulu coed, lucky to have been the annual selection by her headman for matriculation at this school. Her surreptitious night time visits to her chief's abode had convinced him of her dynamic fitness to represent her village and prosper at TWA.
Bob's curiosity turned back towards the physical rather than the ethnic. He soon found her firm right sized tits to be perfect for suckling and she giggled from the tongue lap tickles. He spent their first hour, on the living room couch, kneading, sucking and admiring her tremendous black tits, particularly the even darker areolae.
Then, pushing her to the floor, he knelt up over her reclined body, his erection dangling above her face. He watched as her long flexible tongue lapped and licked his cock. Soon, her face received his pent-up ropes of sperm, laying wet tracks of ivory man juice across her ebony cheeks and nose. He collapsed back to sit on her belly as they giddily combined efforts to gather the milky goo and drop the blobs between her plump, ruddy hued open lips. She moaned at the accustomed flavor.
He was finally sated of his immediate journey-built lust and she toddled him to the bedroom and the bed. After a short rest, she pulled him atop her naked loveliness and fulfilled her mission's evaluation of his fortitude in missionary pose. Guiding him through various rhythms, she counseled him to go deeper, shallower, slower, faster, a full array of stroke types until he spewed inside her. Her simultaneous orgasm in his clasping embrace implied she approved of his efforts,
Carike let him rest thereafter until he awoke to find her straddling his hips in cowgirl. The moonlight gave her midnight skin shade a glimmer as she sat atop his pale prone body.
"I have something to show you."
Bob was not as young as he wanted to pretend but was game to be shown something anyway.
She concentrated her thoughts and popped her left hip an inch, keeping the other firmly on his thigh. The move dragged the side of his corona against her inner pink flesh; his cock jumped at the rare sensation and she felt the twitch inside her. She settled and tried the other side, popping her right hip and felt the same twitch. She looked in his face and raised one eyebrow, an inquiry for his assessment; he smiled and gave one brief nod.
"Yes, Uncle Bob. Lay still, just like that. Let me show you the variations on this move."
The muscular maiden demonstrated her skillful core dexterity with her VIP guest, picking intermittent instances to surprise him with the hip twisting pops between the regular long strokes and hip revolutions until she was sweating and panting from the exertions.
Before much longer, Bob was overly aroused; he gusted up heavy breaths and spewed mightily into the coed's cunt, barely registering his fuck-leader's reflective calls of rapture. She collapsed atop his gratified body and they canoodled through the afterglow. Carike sweetly cuddled her 'Uncle' Bob as he rested thereafter, possibly refracting, available for more if she could get him to practice more 'tutoring'. But he was done in for his first night in this South African paradise.
The next morning, she discussed his skills and offered advice for him to consider, before departing to her regular daily duties on campus.
All that day, he swam, played games and lounged with a rotation of coeds as they broke off their online academic studies to spend time and get better acquainted with their Guest Coach Tutor amateur candidate. They conversed with him, answering his questions about their individual paths to the TWA program and waited on his refreshment request, food and drink only. The topless teasing and carnal sidestepping percolated his balls but the coeds were rule bound to deny him ejaculatory satisfaction.
That night, the socializing at dinner ended as it had the night before. At Mrs. Schmidt decree, he was led off to his suite by another beauty, a brown mixed Afro-Asian that took him for a sexual journey through the night and into the dawn. Her cowgirls and blowjobs drained his bloated balls of the day-long foreplay's pent-up energies.
He stayed back when she departed, needing a pause to rest and refract. But his body also needed food and he was driven by his appetite to emerge from his bungalow for another day of tutoring. A light waist towel wrap was conveniently left for his wear.
A weary Uncle Bob wandered to the kitchen, following the aroma of coffee and cooking spices. He found a curvy South Asian girl with dark honey toned skin and black straight hair appropriately tucked into a bun about her head, normal for kitchen working staff. Her loose yellow sari top flashed glimpses of her broad brown nipples on her fulsome breasts. She was preparing a breakfast curry of eggs and cheese.
Seeing his presence, she hurried to offer him a cup of chai and watched attentively for his approval of the milky spiced tea. Bob sipped the tasty brew while noting her cosmetically darkened eyelids framing her big brown eyes. She caught herself staring and lowered her gaze. His cock twitched at the appetizingly demur pretense. The spicy hot tea was to his approval, but what he really got his approved was this spicy hot student, ostensibly acquiescing to quench his recovered carnal thirst.
Setting the half-consumed beverage aside, he boldly flipped the subservient girl's sari off her shoulders. The loose wrap pooled at her waist, exposing her eye-catching boobs. She stood subdued as he boldly plumped her big soft breasts, thumbing the broad brown areolae, bringing the central nubs to life. Her eyes rose from their floor focus to calmly look down at her chest, watching his handling of her boobs.
He pressed on her shoulders and she dutifully knelt, levelling her gaze to his waist. Her fingers parted the front of his towel wrap to uncover his tumescent cock. Her brownish-red full lips formed an instinctive feminine pucker; she kissed his tip and slid her mouth over the knob, capturing him in her moist mouth. She paused, expecting some guidance, but he was unmoving, giving no signal of taking command. She slid him halfway in, the most her mouth could hold of the growing penile bulk for the moment.
With her mouth full of half his cock, she recalled her sneaky voyeurism of her schoolmates and she commenced some slow bobs and tongue caresses that brought him to greater fullness. Bob watched his cock slide in and out of her plush lips, reveling in the amateurish efforts. But he wanted more than a blowjob. Her exotic body deserved a deeper male penetration, and he yearned to discover its other enigmatic treasures.
He drew her succulent mouth off his erection; she mildly resisted and a 'pop' sounded on its exit. He pulled her into a stand and then, cupping her bottom, boosted her soft round ass on the counter edge. His hand pressed against one tit and forced her to lean back on bent elbows, bracing her in an angled pose as he split her wrapped skirt panels. Her pussy was shaved and her slit covered by the fat skin folds that, for now, concealed the moist inner pinkness.
He stepped in and his hips wedged between her thighs, coaxing them apart. He took time to kiss and cuddle her magnificent big boobs before his hands descended to grip her two plump ass cheeks. Cock poised for connection, he took a deep breath and drove between the flashy split, his saliva slickened probe sliding all the way into the snug warmth of her pussy.
Her body recoiled, startled at the sudden deep penetration of her dewy pussy. But Bob's grip on her ass held her in place, anchoring her body, surrendering the use of her cunt to his own satisfaction. And he did, working her with long powerful strokes that embedded his cock and banged her clitoris with his pubis bone.
Her 'oomph's at the force of the strokes were heavenly to Uncle Bob's ears, but she acclimated to his rhythm and settled again into a compliant demeanor. She was entranced, watching his navel and groin bouncing at her open chubby legs, her boobs above rocking at the hard thrusts that bounced her body. She ineffectively tried to suppress her low moans, but was unable to conceal her own enjoyment of this impulsive copulation.
Bob looked to where his unforeseen fuckmate was looking, and found himself engrossed in the bobbing tit masses. His hand rose to cup one fat mammary and squeezed the handful of healthy flesh. At the squeeze, she lifted her high cheekbone face to look at his. Her moist black irises swam in a white corona within their darkened almond shaped hollows, and the exotic sight pushed Bob to his limit. He dove forward and captured her plump lips in a deep smothering kiss.
She held the pose while he lashed her tongue with his and stroked his final thrusts to orgasm in her tight, wet channel. His shots of spunk added warmth to her core and she felt physically filled and emotionally fulfilled but sexually unfulfilled.
He dropped against her; warm soft boobs pressed against his chest. She let him lean her backwards, using her hands to cuddle body, rubbing his back as her pussy tingled in a heightened pre-orgasmic throb. She let him go when he pulled out, dutifully sliding down onto her bare feet when he motioned for her to dismount the counter.
She looked up and respectfully nodded once, before shyly looking away. Her loins burned with desire but her submissive sense deferentially conceded his masculine privilege to decisively avail himself of her body, and others at will, in this training campus setting. Her needs were secondary, she was to be groomed for service to the alpha male and nothing more.
She returned to her cooking tasks, and Bob, adjusting his wrap to cover his sticky flaccidness, carried his half-drunk cup of chai to the dining room where Ms. Schmidt was gathering the topless co-eds for breakfast. They settled around the big dining room table as the housemother sent her summons to the kitchen to serve the food.
The kitchen maiden had reset her sari over her breasts and entered the dining room to serve the morning repast. As she came to Bob's place, she leaned in, setting his plate, flashing a fat sidewinder boob in the large arm opening. Bob reached an arm around her hips and lovingly patted her ass while she placed his food. She coyly smiled at the touch and the bold fondle and her reaction did not go unnoticed by Ms. Schmidt.
"She's lovely, isn't she, Bob? Cora's father sent her here when he discovered her dalliances with neighborhood boys. And even then, she resisted his paternal nighttime advances at home. It made a bad example for her younger, hopefully soon-to-be more willing, sisters. She is still resistant but when she enters the program, we'll remedy that."
Bob stopped mid-chew and stared, first at his hostess and then the South Asian server and then back to Ms. Schmidt whose face animated with a quick discernment.
"Oh, Bob. You didn't fuck her, did you? She's just staff, not a co-ed yet."
Bob stuttered, searching for an excuse.
"Oh... well... I didn't know... she seemed most agreeable. And seemed to like it, as well. I know I certainly enjoyed it."
The older woman muttered a mental note to self: 'Well, that's that. We'll have to find Cora a spot soon on the campus rotation... and get a new cook!'
"Well, Bob, maybe you need a broader outlook than just these cloistered campus environs. Cynthia, you should take Bob on a jeep safari out on the veldt and show him some outdoor wildlife."
An hour later, Bob joined Cynthia, a blonde Afrikaner coed assigned to be his wildlife guide. The touring Jeep was in the driveway, packed and waiting. They drove a mile or two from the compound and steered cautiously through herds of gazelle, zebras and larger specimens like rhino and elephants. At one stop, a small hillock with a view of the grazing game below, Bob was feeling frisky and clutched a handful of boobs as he leaned in for some affectionate play. She offered mild, but insistent, resistance.
"The animals are not tame and we need to stay vigilant for unsafe encounters. Let's finish our mini-safari and we will fuck soon, back in the safety of the compound."
But Bob wasn't having it; he was the alpha male and soon wasn't soon enough. He wanted sex now. She extracted herself from his cutches and bolted from the Jeep, leading him on a scrambled chase through the dry grass and scattered scrub brush. He closed the distance and, emboldened by the pursuit, caught up to her as she wavered and slowed. In a cacophony of clutches and tears, he stripped away the voluptuous blonde coed's clothes.
The follow-on rough sex was a rolling round of intercourse on a patch of smooth grassy ground. Apparently calmed by his spermatic release, Bob found himself huffily shuffled back to the Jeep for the return to the lodge. Cynthia was mostly silent, only giving undertone comments about field safety protocols.
Enroute, he heard her mildly biting admonitions but still wondered how he had been so successful in fucking such an energetic young woman against her will. And stumbling upon the only bed of green soft grass in the otherwise austere landscape. He looked across at her flushed face and noticed a hint of an unconcealable smirk. It dawned on him that she had been simply teasing and tempting him into her favorite intimate game at the only strategic location around.



At dinner that night, Bob whispered his entreaty to Ms. Schmidt, who consented to his request. He arose from the table and passed behind the blonde, taking her hand as the others guffawed and tased sexy comments.
"Now you're in for it... or at least you hope you are."
They tittered with laughter and the pair left the area.
Uncle Bob led Cynthia back to his quarters where he spent the night using her body in a more sedate bout of lovemaking. She was unsurprisingly sensual and used all her more compliant sexuality to making Bob's pleasure the focus of her existence, a complete reversal of her feisty veldt averseness. Cynthia used her every organ and orifice to drain his balls of any remaining love juice and his body of any remaining passions, at least for present. She knew he could refract quickly, and she facilitated that gift repeatedly all night.
As the time came for his departure, the girls formed a topless lineup to send him off with last fond memories of his visit to their campus. In light of the kitchen encounter and Bob's faux pas with Cora, Mrs. Schmidt included the kitchen serving South Asian beauty in the group. The Housemother gave him one final duty to perform. He was to designate his favorite girl so the young woman could be honored for her skills.
It was a tough decision but he chose his favorite and took her in a deep tit mashing bearhug kiss. He broke off the lip-lock and peeled off her panties, pocketing them as his souvenir and memento of his first training duty tour.
He waved goodbye to one and all and his last sight of the special campus in the veldt, while looking back from the airstrip bound Jeep, was the girls crowding around the bare bottomed winner, congratulating her on her exceptional job well done.
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The air was starting to turn autumn-like back home, not yet frosty but the cooler mornings told of the imminent arrival of Fall. Bob was happy to have his second training tour in the southern hemisphere where the late spring was warming up nicely. His non-stop commercial flight from Miami to São Paulo's Guarulhos International Airport (GRU) was a long 10 hours.
The sexy international stewardesses were again attentive to his food and entertainment but not his tumescent erection. The air hostesses flirted intermittently with their VIP passengers, then coyly fended off the inevitable double-entendre hints for stress relief that they had heard so many times before. They smugly exploited their transposed status over the customarily dominant alpha males in the stratospheric captivity.
Maybe later, on the ground and in a more private setting, the saucy lasses might allow a select one or two men to believe they had recouped their elite status; allowing them to liberate their pent-up vexations in and on the off-duty female aircrew members. Just maybe...
After being again swiftly and expertly escorted through customs and immigration, Bob's private chauffeured ground transport was similarly barren of backseat female comforting and he watched out the window at the passing scenery, decorated sporadically by pretty young women walking or chilling out at roadside cafes. They recurrently fluffed their long dark hair, briefly exposing necks and arms, striding along in short skirts and leggy displays that were an undeniable attempt to attract the watching males' attentions.
He mused on the means and attitudes they must be forced to master in order to cope with the daily grind of chauvinism in this macho-dominated environment: keen on attracting the desirable males while fending off the rougher ones. Where and how did they learn the essential roles and rules? His musings and the long drive from San Paolo ended near the Iguazu Falls on the Argentina side of the border with Brazil.
He was welcomed to the secluded facility by Mrs. Gaucho, the housemother, who received him in her spacious office. While she briefed him on the campus facility and his potential assistance, he mentioned the beauties he had spied during his ground journey.
"Aw, yes... they are pretty, aren't they? Our girls are quite similar, all regional chicas from nearby Brazil, Argentina, and Chile. We selectively recruit the right native beauties from urban and suburban upscale families. And just as importantly, we offer a few orphans the chance to escape the barrios of Rio de Janeiro, Santiago, and Buenos Aires for this once-in-a-lifetime special education opportunity. Our civic duty; giving back to society at large."
Mrs. Gaucho rang for assistance and a topless Hispanic girl appeared in campus daywear uniform: camel toe booty shorts with heels and nothing else. She stood attentive to the Madre de la Casa, hands clasped behind her panty-covered hips. Her fulsome breasts were eye magnets for any healthy male.
"For example, Gabby hails from Santiago, the product of a wealthy family, lorded over by her father, a major business scion. She's here to be taught the ways of a proper daughter; proper that is within the incestuous nature of her eccentric family circle, uncles included."
Gabby showed no reaction to the description, dutifully devoted to respecting its truism.
"Young lady, please show Uncle Bob to our guest coach tutor lodge."
Gabby's youthful smile of acknowledgment lit up the room as she invited Bob to follow her.
"Si, Señora. Tio Bob, sígame, por favor."
Bob would have followed her anywhere. He watched her toned ass waddle as she preceded him through the hallways and across the open spaces to his detached bungalow, her long straight ponytail swishing across her satin shorts-compacted ass cheeks. Along the way his focus on her butt was distracted as he got an eyeful of other topless coeds that they passed in the hall or that stopped their poolside studies to gaze in keenness, dreaming of a chance to better know this week's resident guest coach tutor, up close and personal.
Gabby stopped at a suite of rooms exclusively reserved for Bob's private use and safe haven. He couldn't help but wonder if she would stay a while and relieve his travel stresses. But she handed him an envelope that had been placed on a side table. He read the script.
"Bien venidos, Tio Bob. I hope your time with us will prove to be valuable. I left you a little 'aperitivo' near the falls so you can sample this week's nubile buffet. Gabby will show you the entrance to the pathway. Please enjoy our hospitality. Mrs. Gaucho."
Bob left the card on the stand and shrugged towards Gabby. She knew her standard instructions forbade any intimacy with her guest, for now anyway, and led him outside to a foliage-crowned dirt path. She motioned him to follow its course, adding a wink and stretching up with a boob pressed arm hug to sweetly peck his cheek in a universal gesture of 'until later'. Bob regrettably walked away with the hope that the 'until later' signal was real. The sound of the falling water drummed louder and louder as he navigated the path until he emerged into daylight at the far end.
There was a flat spot in the shoreline, lapped by the wavelets created in the drop pool by the cascading water. And it was decorated with a little native beauty, topless, wearing bug-eye sunglasses and a high cut neon green thong, peacefully sunning herself in the afternoon rays. He walked toward her and his shadow moved across her face.
She turned her head at the dimmed light, having been unable to hear his approach over the water noise, and seeing an adult man in her presence, smiled coyly and rolled up to sit on folded legs. She tilted her sunglasses up to rested on top of her head and placed her hands on her thighs, palms up, and looked down at the ground between her knees. Her pert breasts rode high on her chest. It was the learned presentation pose of a dutiful young female. She had assimilated her campus coed role very well.
Bob tried to make conversation but the waterfall noise and his faulty Spanglish weren't getting him anywhere. In the cacophony, he thought she said her name was Gina but he wasn't sure. And then he realized it didn't matter.
Instinctively, she understood he was here to hook up with her. She rose, dropped her glasses and peeled off her thong. She instinctively moved to help Tio Bob out of his travelling clothes. Taking his hand, she walked him into the waist-deep pool. He braced for the usual cold rush to his genitals but the pool was surprising tepid.
She pulled him close to her, played with him briefly under the splash rippled surface, hefting his growing penile meat. Accustomed to dispensing with any unnecessary delay, she quickly hopped up and swaddled his hips with her legs, wrapped her arms around his neck, and adjusted her mount to press his knob to her pussy.
He may not have understood her foreign language words but he understood this universal human body language and the messages were very obvious. He buoyed her butt as she relaxed her hip swaddle and then dropped her down his cock. She 'woofed' as his tip hit her deepest recesses.
Gina hugged his neck and gurgled unintelligible sounds as he fucked her in the water, bouncing her lithe body on his cock. Her voice rose in timbre and he sensed her approaching ecstasy as he sensed the approach of his own peak.
He howled in the noisy solitude of the cascading water's deafening crash and ejaculated this week's first delayed shots into her cunt, drowning his journey's long sexual drought. She juddered while he filled her little recess and then slumped down, resting her cheek calmly on his shoulder.
Somehow, he didn't topple over in the aftermath of his knee wilting orgasm. He duck-walked slumping Gina out of the water and set her wobbly feet on the sand.
She languidly retrieved his clothes, carried them along with her thong and shades as she led him back up the path to his quarters, lazily kissing him goodbye at his doorway, her wet little tits pressed to his chest. He watched her tight little ass ripple away in a sluggish jog.
Later that day, as Bob was resting up after his travels and the advent water fuck, his room phone rang.
Mrs. Gaucho hoped his day was going well. Then she invited Bob's assistance with a special event: a VIP Pledge Contributor had requisitioned a special younger coed for a make-believe father-daughter fantasy encounter. Bob would be tasked with preparing the chosen candidate for her dress-up rendezvous. In reply to his unspoken thought, 'Tio' Bob was free to play with her at his whim, barring any vaginal sex. She must be clean and fresh when he relinquished her to her 'Daddy'.
Of course, he was happy to help any way he could. Mrs. Gaucho gave him time and place and he left for his special duty.
Gracie was waiting for him at the campus fantasy salon, dressed in the common daywear thong and an uncommon cropped tee. The thin cotton cover was dimpled with her prominent pokies. No introductions were needed but gentleman Bob politely offered greetings.
"You must be Gracie. Pleased to meet you."
He looked her up and down in her casual attire. She stood at ease and let his eyes take her in. But soon enough, no further delay was warranted and he proceeded to strip away the tee and thong. Then he pushed her towards the glass enclosure and joined her for a duo shower. He lathered her up, lots of sudsy caressing while she handled his cock but he playfully admonished her to go easy, smacking her wet ass for emphasis. She smirked but complied, standing demur as he rinsed and dried his bath mate.
He guided her to sit at the mirrored makeup table. He supervised her preparations: light face and body makeup, combing and clamping her long straight black hair into a scalp molding ponytail. But Bob couldn't help but add an aberrant touch to the otherwise innocent chastity of his work of art: bright red lipstick that belied the otherwise innocent aura.
Her outfit was next: wafer-thin filmy button front blouse, waist tied; a pair of satin hot pink camel-toe carving booty shorts; and open toe low sandals. He stood her before a tall mirror, turning her bit by bit, closely examining the results of his fashion consultation.
She was deliciously erotic, brimming with virginal purity, a sexual morsel begging to be savored.
'God' thought Bob, 'I really want to fuck this naughty little schoolgirl right here, right now.'
But he heard the echo of Mrs. Gaucho's firm orders: no sex! His face grimaced in frustration, lamenting the no-fucking directive. His blood simmered and his face blushed. He hadn't bothered to fully dress himself post-shower, just a terry cloth waist wrap. His tumescent cock poked its head through the front closure flap.
But wait a minute... no... she said no 'vaginal sex'!
Gracie was facing away but eyed him in the mirror. She saw his pouty face and, lower down, the peekaboo cock-knob; she recognized his lusty torment and, accepting her male satiating purpose, contemplated her expected actions. She also had been warned about in-salon pussy coupling.
'Okay, so no vaginal sex for now; my pussy is pledged to another for the evening. But I ought to thank Tio Bob for his generous efforts to get me ready for that.'
She decided what she would do. Her voice assumed a mock innocence, one hand partially covering her mouth as the other pointed shyly at his groin.
"Oh, my, Tio Bob... did I do that? I didn't mean to. It just happened. Please, may I take care of it?
She cocked an eyebrow in a universal conspiracy sign and emphasized her offer.
"Please...?"
Not waiting for a reply and assuming his agreement, she turned twisted as she sank to her knees, turning on her high heel toes to face her erogenous groomer; her face looked up at his, as if requesting his leave to relieve his passionate pressure. Her tongue swept her bright red lips, adding an inviting sheen to the seductive oral portal. She let her lips stay parted and showed a hint of white toothiness that she hoped would appear more enticing than a simple smile.
He blinked and nodded at her pretension.
With permission granted, she pressed aside the cotton waist folds and carefully suctioned his prick between her fiery lips. Bob grew quickly past tumescence to a manly fullness and she soon had a proper volume to work with. Her head bobs elongated and the subsequent deepthroat blowjob worked its magic, culminating in swallowing his gushing sperm. Holding him in until he shrank, she rose to her high heeled feet after serving her fundamental male-satiating function.
He looked over the junior coed one last time. Their joint efforts had made her look the part of a younger student who had preened for a grown-up-look but was unable to overshadow the underlying impression of potent jailbait. He was proud of the enticing image created through his collaboration; he hoped her Daddy-date would hail his good fortune.
He pointed to a whitish spot on the side of her mouth, a speck of fugitive spunk. Her tongue swiped the dreg into her mouth and she giggled about her potentially spoiled final preening. Thankfully, Tio Bob was a stickler for details.
He guided Gracie to the door, and upon opening it, saw her booking VIP Pledge Contributor standing next to the fantasy suite door at the other end of the long hallway. It was purposefully long, probably longer than the building required, but it gave the man lots of time to examine the primped approaching school girl.
The man threw a smirk her way when he saw her look of recognition and its consequential one faltering step. Undaunted, she resumed her destined transit and stepped off more boldly towards her waiting Daddy-date.
Bob watched her cheeky ass, packed into the satiny shorts, undulate down the hallway, her ponytail swinging in time with her stride. He spied the man at the end of the hall adjust his crotch as she traveled towards him. Gracie didn't miss the obvious impatience gesture either.
She closed the distance and stretched up near his face, her brown eyes surveying his chiseled jaw and cheekbones.
"Hello, Tio Don... err... 'Daddy'. Happy to see me?"
The fantasy booking relative buzzed her cheek in greeting and held her in a tight pose, his hand clutching an ass cheek, pulling her camel toed cunt firmly against his pants-concealed erection.
"Oh, yes, darling. I brought a special gift for you, something you can play with. Let's go inside and try it out together."
Her hand wiggled between their crotches and rubbed his fat muscle waiting behind the zipper.
"Oh, goodie. I like to play with special gifts."
Her 'Daddy' Tio opened the door. The room's lighted glow shaded the hallway pink, an indication of the usual girly toned motif for Daddy Daughter playtimes. His hand, still on her ass, pressed her through the doorway into the fantasy fulfillment suite. Bob watched the interchange playout, having been unable to hear the intimate greetings before the door closed to sequester the sexual playmates inside.
With his immediate mission accomplished, Bob donned a bathrobe and returned to his quarters. He was a bit surprised that someone was already there. To his delight, it was the beach-fuck coed awaiting his return.
The housemother had said that he couldn't fuck his glammed-up fantasy schoolgirl but she also understood the effect that the stint would have on a red-blooded male, even with the probable, but not compulsory, blowjob Gracie would have graciously offered. Out of concern for his sexual health, Mrs. Gaucho had arranged his follow-on relief.
Gina was still topless and the evening dusk cast whisps of light and shadow through the windows. Her soft conical tits were even prettier in the soft moonlight glow. It was no time at all for the bathrobe and waist-wrap to join her thong on the floor. A friendly exchange of hugs and kisses served as a renewed greeting and quickly thereafter, the contrasting aged couple hit the mattress.
They wiggled together and Bob punched again into her familiar and willing pussy. He took it as his duty to coach her through the missionary session, responding to her inquiries as she mildly wiggled her hips underneath his weighty bulk.
"Am I doing it right, Tio Bob?"
"Mmm... let's try a little something. Roll your hips more when I draw back."
He shuttled a few long slow strokes and she complied... sort of...
"Press harder, mi cuno."
She rolled deeper as he moved and now he felt his coronal vee more firmly massaged by her inner membranes.
"Mmmm, yes... that's better.... now keep that up."
She did but he knew she could do more.
"Squeeze me, too. Try to hold me tighter."
He felt her inner muscles compress and he sluiced his cock in the narrowed wet tunnel of feminine flesh.
"All together now, roll and squeeze."
It brought the desired results. His thrusts quickened and deepened as he rose to his peak, spewing with delight, collapsing after the rush and release, laying his weigh full on her body. She hugged him in her arms just like her compressing cunt continued to hug his dwindling erection.
"Did I please you, Tio Bob? Did I do it right?"
He kissed her cheek.
"You did fine, little one. Keep practicing that with me and all your other tios."
He didn't know what her timetable was for him but she didn't object when he kept her until morning, awaking to enjoy another pleasant practice fuck with her before he released her to go on and learn more techniques from other tios in due course.
It was a pleasant week for Bob and he found the other sexy coeds gratefully accepted his time and experience to improve themselves and their sensual talents. And as his residence tour week approached its end, the housemother arranged his final farewell.
Gina, his welcoming beach babe and overnight fuck-mate, found him again and led him to the fantasy suite. Inside, the room was still staged as the pink girly motif and she checked that all the fittings and arrangements were set.
She hugged him boob-squishing close and kissed his cheek, thanking him again for the valuable coaching sessions he had enacted with her earlier in the week, and whispering her final good wishes in his ear.
"Tio Bob, we coeds are very thankful for your time with us. We hope you enjoyed coaching us and will especially treasure this last night with us. We want you to remember us fondly and come back soon."
She left and he looked about the room, getting his bearings when he heard a light rap on the door. Turning the knob, he cracked open the door. He was met with a stunning visage and now it was his turn to adjust his crotch.
Gracie, the schoolgirl he had prepped, was standing in the hallway, waiting to be invited in. She was the exact image, identically primped as she had been for her 'Daddy' Tio, now offered up for the pleasure of her Guest Coach Tutoring Tio. As he stared at her, her fire engine red lips grinned slyly and she raised a timid hand to cup an innocence girlish wave.
"Hi..."
Bob's voice was temporarily constricted and girlishly grinning Gracie waited for his response. He simply turned sideways and used an arm wave to motion her into his lair. She touched his open-mouthed face as she stepped pass him, dragging her finger pad across his cheek and down his chin and off his face, looking back over her shoulder as she sauntered past.
Bob's stare transferred to her rocking ass propped on long toned legs and pink high heels. At room center, she pivoted on one toe and faced back towards him. Her lips tilted a grin of conspiracy.
"Hello, Tio Bob. Are you happy to see me?"
Bob was more than happy. His finger tips and cock tip tingled with electric anticipation. He hastened to embrace her.
She stood in place, acceding to his macho lead. She felt him hug her tightly, her loose bloused boobs squashed to his chest and his hand grasped her satin-compacted ass cheeks. She opened her cherry lips and they passionately kissed.



Bob stepped back, holding her hands, surveying her up and down, waggling her arms, which shimmied her shoulders and waggled her bare breasts inside the tummy tied schoolgirl blouse.
His attention was drawn there; his mind seeing her as she had been in the prep salon only a few days ago. That image was one of nude eroticism, her cosmetically daubed body styled to man-baiting perfection.
He unhurriedly untied the front knot and plucked the buttons, sweeping aside the fabric to reveal her mascara decorated nipples. His lips dived in and he found they tasted wonderful.
His prior wishes from the fantasy prep salon returned to his mind.
'God! I really want to fuck this naughty little schoolgirl right here, right now.'
And now, he could, without restriction and he was ready to act it out.
The teasing schoolgirl pressed him away enough to work on removing his clothes and soon had him naked. She saw again the erection that she had sucked to relief not so long ago. But tonight, it wouldn't be blowjobs; this was a night intended for fucking.
She gently pushed, back pedaling Bob to the bed. He stood waiting, watching her remove her remaining trappings. The blouse dropped down her arms as she arched her back, lifting her shimmying boobs higher in his sight. She righted her stance and rested her eyes on his.
Her hands hooked the sides of her booty shorts. A pause as she made a Mona Lisa smile before proceeding to lean forward, pressing the tight satin waistband down her legs to her ankles, dangling her tits with the prominent nipples from her chest. She stepped the shorts over her heels and held her bent waist posture. She looked up at him, and shimmied her boobs for no other reason than his visual enjoyment. His hands were massaging his cock, gaining its girth, and she decided that he was depriving her of her deserved fun in doing that chore for herself. She needed to move the night along.
Standing naked before him again, she let him get a good eyeful of the feminine perfection about to be completely available to his whim. She turned and walked to the room controls and lessened the pink glow to a nighttime ambiance. She sashayed past him and crawled onto the bed, patting the mattress, inviting him aboard. He eagerly crawled in.
He pulled her close, suckled her breasts, kissed her cheeks, felt her hand caressing him everywhere but not at his groin, deferring her nimble duty. He moved himself into a reclining sit, his back propped on pillows. She slinked to his front and sat herself astride his hips. Her wet pussy tented his erection; her flickering hips moved the juicy labia over his cock, wetting and lubricating the shaft.
He took calm breaths, locking eyes with hers, letting her play her game, but his verve was rising and he desperately wanted to be inside her cunt. She leaned over his body; arms braced at his sides on the pillows. His face tilted up and he suckled her nipples some more. She closed her eyes and moaned at the oral touch and her nubs stiffened.
Gracie moved her hips aloft, removing the labial-penile contact momentarily. She wiggled and captured his knob against her pussy lips. With a throaty exhale of pleasure, she sank his manhood into her moist feminine cavern. He held his movements in check, letting this luscious young lady lead them down the path to connective paradise.
Her ass rose and fell, long slow strokes that massaged the sensitive genital skin and membranes. Presently, she paused at the bottom, seeking his advice.
"Do you like that, Tio Bob? Am I doing it right?"
Bob was in heaven but he endeavored to fulfill his coaching responsibilities. He remembered an earlier experience with another young coed another continent away.
"Try a quick sideways 'pop'. Lift one hip but not the other."
She concentrated her thoughts and popped her left hip an inch, keeping the other firmly on his thigh. The move dragged the side of his corona against her flesh; his cock flinched at the remembered sensation and she felt the twitch inside her. She settled and tried the other side, popping her right hip and felt the same twitch. She looked in his face and raised one eyebrow, an inquiry for his assessment; he smiled. His voice was constricted as he forced out the lust choked words.
"Yeah, you little school tramp, just like that. But pick some times to surprise me during the regular long strokes."
She practiced her new skill with her favorite Tio until she was sweating and panting from the exertions. Her long ponytail swung side to side, peeking past her lovely upright body. As expressed by Gina, his earlier escorting coed, Bob especially treasured Gracie's work. Before much longer, he gusted up heavy breaths and spewed mightily into the cunt he had previously been denied by the housemother's rules, barely registering his fuck-mate's answering calls of rapture. They collapsed and canoodled through the afterglow, cuddling as Bob refracted, hopefully destined to accomplish more 'tutoring'.
And Bob did manage two more coaching sessions before morning. Commendably, his bedmate joined him in ecstasy both times.
During the first of the two follow-ons, Bob needed to sustain his firmness with some intensifying domination fantasies. His imagined himself laying atop her, his erection embedded, much as was happening in real time.
But he saw himself as her father, enlightening her about sex. She had come home from school and was tearfully perplexed that the boys kept pestering her to 'do it'. Her girlfriends gossiped about what 'do it' was but she wasn't ready to give in.
Imaginary Father Bob calmed her qualms and told her he would show her what 'do it' involved. They settled into a nightly routine, like now, where he came to her room deep in the night and inserted himself deep in her pussy. That fulfilled her sexual needs and kept her safe from youthful, amateurish temptation.
He emerged from that dream long enough to find he was driving deep into real-time Gracie, in time with his thoughts. He was drawing back slowly until he was posed for full re-entry and punching in quick strokes to the bottom. Gracie groaned at each pussy slam, sensual music to his ego. Three sequences like that and then a pause to re-energize his strength.
With his hips in autonomic motion, his mind melded into another vision. Now, he was Tio Bob, heedless to his older brother's frown while slinking that elder sibling's first daughter away from a family reunion backyard picnic, coercing his brother's grudging acquiescence to this rendezvous as a quid pro quo for the substantial financial favors he owed to his younger sibling. The younger brother surreptitiously hustled his chosen niece along the periphery of the family party, quietly quickstepping the boob bobbling girl away to the guest cottage. At first surprised, the nubile niece quickly fell into the glee of a hasty familial foible.
Soon recoiling naked in bed beneath her genitally conjoined uncle, she found erotic joy in his masculine power. Tio Bob's mental incest matched the real-life rhythm of slow back and hard thrust, a sexy booty call that matched the usurped niece's need for sexual intrigue.
But that image was of a willing partner; his flagging lust still needed a seedier stimulus. His imagination floated into a more devious plot. He was an all-girls advanced school provost, the only male on campus, tasked with administering discipline for school rule violations. The college's loyal all-female teaching staff sent him his daily regimen of problematic coeds for correction. Many were repeat offenders, intentionally breaking the rules; their first encounters with the well-hung headmaster altering their subsequent attitude away from evading carnal punishment.
So, there he was, in his office, the door locked against meddling intruders, reprimanding a recently enrolled schoolgirl as she faced the unknown consequences of her first infringement.
He had pushed her down on the office sofa after substantiating her breach of the dress code. Her powder blue panties lay crumpled on his desk blotter, tossed there after he stripped her of the offending article.
He always looked forward to these occupation perks; the first timers were always the best. The perplexed maiden struggled against his manhandling of her body. Her uniform plaid skirt was bunched up around her waist, her unbuttoned white blouse open to expose her braless fulsome tits, now squashed to his chest as he embraced and pressed her body beneath his. She was stunned at the brashness of his behavior. She felt his cock head touch her pussy lips and her body stiffened with dread.
He braced there and bellowed his indignant rebuke, accompanying the faux anger with his penetrating plunge, driving strongly into her cunt.
"Bad girl! Only white panties are allowed!"
He reveled in her surprised 'oomph' when his pubic bone smacked her clitoris. The tingles had surely radiated outward to engulf her midsection. He made a slow withdrawal and held with just his sticky knob embedded in her intimate dewy flesh, eliciting her baffled apology.
"I'm sorry; I thought they looked pretty!"
He braced and quickly thrust full in again, banging her clitoris once more as he issued his admonishment mantra.
"Bad girl!"
Her second oomph at the striking blow was followed by a whimpered "I'm sorry!"
He continued apace, repeating his grunted reprimand each time. But her repentances became more breathy, more urgent and he sensed her growing appetite for the rough sex.
He didn't care whether her passions grew from remorseful guilt or the ecstatic battering of her swollen pussy. The forbidden panties were just a made-up excuse among many other such trivial pretexts available. Or none needed at all, just a note passed to the teacher of a saucy coed whose morning hallway panty flash perked his interest. The office visits had only to achieve one goal: his frequent sexual amusement with the school's bevy of handy coeds. Their collateral remorse or enjoyment was irrelevant to his lust and ego.
His ears sensed incongruous sounds foreign to the theme of his dream and his mind emerged from the fantasy fog into real space and time. His cock was hammering away inside Gracie. She was moaning beneath him, twisting her body in full blown passion. Her timid vocals resembled the contrite moans in his dreams but were different enough to gain his focus. And his real body's unstoppable tension was beyond the point of holding back; his engorged cock throbbed with lust.
Tio Bob emptied his manly essence into TWA coed Gracie's womb as she cried out her own orgasm and quivered her cunt all along his pulsating cock. They jolted through the sexual spasms until both lay sweating and panting in post coital cooldown.
Soon after, they cuddled sweetly in a slow calming buzz, hands and lips sharing loving touches.
She whispered whether, if for some reason, she had been a 'bad girl'.
"You were mumbling as you pounded my cunt and it sounded like 'bad girl'."
He thought the explanation would be too complicated to work through.
"No. Nothing. Forget about it."
Later still, their last session was more sedate, a final polishing and the culmination of his ball draining night. Throughout the affectionate coupling, she coordinated her hip rolls to his strokes, heightening his penile stimulation, querying again and again if she was doing it right, if he liked it.
He muttered 'good girl' at her devotion to his pleasure, his utterances meant to counter her earlier misconception from her unintentional eavesdropping on his dreams. Gracie cooed sweetly in his ear, reassured at the tender praise.
He awoke alone, spying the truant naughty schoolgirl's satin booty shorts left behind on the floor. He took them to be his souvenir, a memento of his blissful time at this TWA facility and its coeds' heartfelt carnal encouragement to come back soon.
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Gillian, formerly Farrah, spun on the stripper pole in an upscale gentlemen's club in Manila. Her skimpy teal-colored sequined thong sparkled in the colored spotlights. Her toned legs wrapped the polished brass shaft. She had already doffed her top and her firm freckled boobs jiggled to her motions.
The audience tonight was extra boisterous, cat calling for her to hump her crotch on the phallic-like pole. She complied, scissoring her knees as she rubbed her groin against the slick stage fixture, and the rumble of the crowd grew even louder.
She finished in a shaft cuddling back bend; a flourish of head shakes swept her long red hair in flailing fans from left to right. She paused to squint sideways at her stage light blotted audience, then stood straight and tall before plucking the side clasps of her sparkly dancer bottom and flicking the minimal cunt cover to the stage floor. She posed full-frontal, legs akimbo, displaying her pussy and tits in all their Occidental splendor.
She heard the rustle as the Asian male audience bent forward in their seats in unison and peered at her red pussy tuff, confirming that she was the real deal: a true natural redhead and not one of the local bottle-dyed want-a-bees. They licked their lips, eager to get the bidding on the fucking part of the routine started here at the Manila Strip and Fuck Club.
But they were disappointed... again. When Gillian had been forced to hide out here, she had insisted that she was unready for the full program and was assured that she would not be compelled to join that special portfolio of erotic stage performers. She couldn't fathom being fucked onstage in front of a room full of randy businessmen.
With hands on her bared hips, she twirled her long red main one more time, letting it settle to drape her chest, the hair fall split twice over by her conical tits that showcased her perky rouged areolas. She winked, turned her back towards her admirers, and sashayed her toned little ass off the stage. There were audible groans of disappointment and frustration from the aroused male audience. They would not be bidding on her again tonight. They wondered: When? How soon?
The club owner took note as several significant patrons gathered their things and left the club early. He watched 'money' walk out the door and was not pleased. That was not the way he had built his successful adult enterprise and systemic changes were required. He thought back to the curious calls he had received from his Macao counterparts, subtle questions seeking performance roster information. A personnel swap trade might be in order for an elusive sought-after girl.
Meanwhile, Gillian had emerged into the crowd wearing her recovered stripper outfit. She mingled with the fascinated men until one patron engaged her in a longer conversation. She half-grinned in a bashful display, lowered her eyes, looking away as if gathering her thoughts and courage. Then she shyly nodded her head and took his hand, still looking meekly downward as she led him towards the secluded side rooms for a private dance. The show went on with other acts before the man returned after an extended absence, shuffling his steps, looking weak-kneed and weary, but grinning happily from his time with the vivacious redhead. Gillian was not attuned to onstage sex but in private, contrary to her enticing coy artifice and with the right monetary incentive, she was a lap dancing dynamo, and, ultimately, a lapping dick dynamo.
A few days later, Gillian was gathered prior to the start of the shows with the other performers in the backstage dressing room when the club owner waltzed in. The ladies were in various forms of undress and hardly paused their preparations. The boss often visited before the shows began; he checked on his talent and added his ideas to better their individual performances.
He wandered through the crowd, giving tips and advice about costumes or cosmetics, until he stood behind Gillian at her makeup station.
She was in the middle of applying cosmetics. Her lips were rose-colored and her nails painted nearly the same color. She looked at his stare in the mirror, a short pause to acknowledge his presence, and then nonchalantly continued rouging her nipples. He added his two cents of advice.
"I think a two-tone color palette would be more appropriate tonight, don't you think?"
Gillian finished coloring her broad disks with a pale reddish rouge. The man stayed behind her, justly expecting her compliance with his suggestion.
She calmly picked through her cosmetics and found a redder paste. She held it up to the mirror and saw the man nod once. She opened the lid and applied the colorant to her nubs, accenting the very center of her tits.
She reached out to replace the container in its spot. His hand came under her arm and cupped her boob, squeezing the lower half to protrude the nipple. He tilted the captured mass to and fro, examining the tones in the lighted mirror as she examined his face for a hint of approval. A slight smirk twisted up a corner of his lips.
"Nice. A good start. Let's keep going."
He released his grip to let the cuddled mass settle on her chest and turned his head, addressing a nearby half-dressed performer.
"Help me out here. Find something exciting for Gillian's debut."
Debut?
Gillian stayed still in her seat but it was a strange comment. She had debuted months ago and had been stripping every night since. She had recently started her private 'dances': dancing up and down on paying patron's laps and lapping their erections in the secluded side rooms.
The club owner took her bicep and drew the nearly naked young woman up to stand. The appropriated assistant returned with an armload of black leather and dropped the bundle in the seat. The club owner picked through the tangled leather strips and selected an item.
First up was a shelving corset. Gillian raised her arms as requested and the broad band was circled about her torso. The back laces were pulled tight and tied off, a bit snug but she could still breathe. Her modest tits rested on the narrow under-boob boosters with her two-toned nipples pushed forward.
She was told to lift her hair and a black collar with small embedded rings was placed about her throat. She heard a sharp click as it was locked in place. Her wrists were adorned with cuffs of similar construction. The man held her arm for balance while the smokey hose was fitted to her legs and the top bands secured to the corset stays. The assistant produced black translucent panties and those replaced the common cotton ones that the assistant sheared off her hips. The sexy translucent thong was wrapped over her crotch and tied at the sides.
And then they added black stiletto heels. They were sturdy fabrications, with open toes and tight broad ankle straps for support. Again, she heard the sharp clicks as they locked the silver buckles in place.
The man held fingers to his chin as he looked her up and down, a thoughtful gaze. Still looking at Gillian, he spoke aside to his costuming assistant.
"Finish her up... something bold that will show well in the stage lighting."
The experienced stripper seated her again and applied more seductive facial makeup: deep eyeshadow, long lashes, and a line of red tone at the edges of her green eyes. She considered cheek blush but omitted it. Gillian's scattered freckles were a tempting panache that shouldn't be covered.
She styled Gillian's long red hair into a gathered bun atop her head, held by a few pins, two loose twists dangling down at her temples. That exposed her ears and the neck collar. The pierced earlobes got silver hoops large enough to graze her shoulders.
The boss man returned and Gillian stood for his inspection. He nodded approval. She would do. He carried a thin filmy covering.
He swept waist-length demi-cloak over her shoulders, and closed the single bow at her throat. The murky covering was more flair than function. In the bright stage lights, she would be fully seen through the ultra-thin fabric.
"Come with me."
The man strode off and she followed, her hands holding the billowing silky cover at her waist. He led her to the side stage where they watched the end of another strip and fuck performer's routine, laying on her back, the auction-winning man humping her cunt between flailing legs as she gave a final burst of effort and caused him to cry out his ejaculatory delight. The audience cheers rose and died as the stage lights likewise rose and died into darkness.
"Well, this is it. You're next. But first, some final preps."
He grasped her wrists and used them as handles, curving them behind her back as he mashed her tits to his chest. She tilted her face up, expecting a kiss but only saw his evil smile as she heard another sharp click. He released his hold and she stepped back to ease the pressure on her tits. Her arms would not come forward; her cuffs were connected behind her back.
She saw the club owner snap a silver leash chain to her collar. Her eyes went wide before they disappeared under a black cloth blindfold that one of the other strip performers behind her dropped over her head and fastened over her red coiffed hairdo. Her voice trembled at the thought of her impending surrender.
"No. I said I wasn't ready. Please... no..."
The announcer's voice filled the air.
"Gentlemen, welcome to our show. Tonight, we have something special. Though certainly not a virgin, as many of you will appreciate from personal experience, it will be her first time rewarding a bid-winning patron onstage. So, without further delay, we present Gillian."
A firm tug on her leash forced her to follow its lead and she stepped obediently toward the stage, slightly unstable with her arms fixed behind and her body propped on the tall heels. She perceived two attendants, their musky perfume whiffing her nose, as they walked beside her as she moved onstage.
The low chatter rose in volume as she emerged into the bright stage lights. She discovered the blindfold allowed her some blurry vision in the brightness. The translucent cloak fluttered in the air; a minimal cover that left little unexposed and drew the attention of the audience.
She stumbled once, unsteady on the spiked high heels, and an enabling hand clutched quickly on one boob and steadied her until she could take another step. She glanced aside to lip a silent 'thank you' to her aide, fuzzily discovering the still groping paw belonged to a him. His hand squeezed her breast once again and slid away, the palm brushing her stiffening nipple nub, a reflective tingle sparking her pussy.
The stage was strewn with an array of rough-hewn wooden objects; not furniture but more like tables and frames. She was posed far in front of the props, facing forward at center stage.
The leash was let go but still was attached to her collar ring. It hung straight down between her cosmetically-decorated and corset-boosted breasts. Its excess length coiled in a rattled pool at her feet. The shadows filtering through the blindfold told her it was a full house tonight; almost all of the tables placed about the house floor had bleary silhouettes of men staring back at her.
The announcer's buoyant voice broadcast again from the ceiling speakers as he gleefully continued the exhibition narrative.
"Gentlemen, it's the night you have been waiting for and lusting for. A bondage scene strip tease and auction. The winner will fuck this lovely wench for the viewing pleasure of the less fortunate bidders. Get your money ready; it will be a fierce competition, I'm sure. So, let's get started."
Gillian felt hands at her neck and her cloak's single strand was untied and pulled back from her throat. The fabric draped her from neck to ankles and its movement, when whisked off, rubbed across her stiff nipples, sending more tingles to her pussy. She was stirred by the sensation.
She impulsively cracked open her mouth for an intake of breath, flashing a toothy whiteness between her red lips. Her tongue swept their plushness, not overlooked by the looking men. Her lips remained unconsciously slack; a shared low growl of admiration filled the room. Every male's mind imagined those lips slipping along an engorged cock shaft, that tongue lapping a penile knob, hopefully his, and soon.
She stood steady, expecting more handling, and her thoughts were on target. A hand reached from behind and pinched her bare stiff nipple. She throated a surprised yip and elevated up onto her toes. Another hand found and painfully pinched her other nip, eliciting a second yip. She stayed on tiptoes momentarily before easing back onto her heels. Her pussy steeped its moisture.
A third hand tunneled between her thighs and cupped her thong-covered pussy. The middle finger sawed in the soft wet crevasse, an uncomfortable scraping. She took a half step sideways, separating her thighs to accommodate the wrist and palm. The gap allowed a richer caress and her labia swelled and warmed under the freer genital manipulation.
She sensed her dew seeping out to wet her panties. The aroma of sex tainted the air and told her handlers that their tasks were producing the desired results. They saw the flush on her freckled cheeks that confirmed their conjectures. They nodded offstage and the announcer's voice rekindled its dialog.
"Well, she sure seems good and ripe now. Who will bid first?"
A low rumble swelled on the audience floor. A tote board over the stage lit up and displayed the progressively higher bids. The member's ID and offered amount were replaced by a next higher offer. The succession slowed and stalled at a substantial value. But the club owner and staff knew this was not the ultimate transaction.
The tote board dimmed and flashed, signaling that the bidding was about to culminate and a winner declared. Then it lit up again with a 50% increase in the previous price. The gentlemen gasped at the lopsided number, intimidated into ceasing any further attempts tonight for even Gillian's prime lips and pulsating pussy. There would be another chance some other night, they assured themselves.
Her handlers each took an arm and Gillian was nudged to backstep until her strapped on heels bumped against a solid object and she stepped up on the wooden beam. Her arms were unclipped behind and her collared wrists and banded ankles reclipped to the stage prop, binding her spread eagle to a box frame. One male attendant roughly ripped off her sodden panties; she recoiled at the forceful stripping.
Movement onstage alerted her that the winner, an unseeable rough-looking young Western male, had mounted the stage. He slowly circled the bound beauty several times, taking his time to touch her exposed skin in intimate places. A hand leisurely swept her inner thigh, her shoulder, her low back, her ass cheeks. He paused in front and cupped her cunt, a finger sliding in between the warm creases, testing her moisture.
He chuckled at her arousal and placed that sticky finger at her oral lips, using her nether dew to paint a sheen onto the pink gloss. The tang of her own juices stirred memories of better times when it was a welcome taste.
She parted her lips and her tongue peeked out. He held his digit close as she flicked her tongue tip at his foreplay wetted finger pad and then swept her full lips with the tongue surface to reap the smeared flavor coated there.
Through the gauze hindered vision, she perceived him flick a backhanded gesture to the stage attendants, a command to carry on. She felt the frame tilt backward to horizontal and her back contacted a padded surface, one of the tables or benches she had previously glimpsed. The wrist and ankle straps' tension was released, only to be tensioned again as they were refastened to the sides of the bench. The box frame was lifted away and moved elsewhere. She was bound prone and spread eagle on her back, sideways to the audience.
The overhead stage lights were full in her eyes; the stage figures moving around her were dark shadows silhouetted in the brightness. Her head was resting comfortably on the padded bench when she heard a mechanism click and felt the headrest fall lower. Her neck was now stretched back; her hair-do was loosened and the auburn strains draped from her scalp to the floor.
A body, but all she could see was its hips and torso, approached her face. She saw it was preceded by a waggling tube and she felt the spongy knob of an erect penis bump her mouth. She hesitated only a second before her submissive female instinct took over. She parted her lips and the man pressed his cock into the pink-coated orifice. She closed her lips around the tube of flesh and sucked the cock knob that half-filled her mouth.
But that wasn't enough. The man placed his hands behind her head and thrust fiercely, burying himself to her tonsils. Her eyes watered beneath the gauze blindfold and she gagged. He pulled back a bit to slacken the gag reflex and she caught deep breaths, trying to allay her alarm.
But that still wasn't enough. She felt his hands tighten on her scalp and prepared for what she knew was coming. He thrust again and this time didn't stop until her nose divided the space between his testicles inside his large loose scrotum. He was as deep as he could go, his knob lodged far down her throat and his sack enveloping her nose.
He held there for a moment and then relented, drawing back to unclog her airway. He watched her draw quick breaths, allowing her to inhale the oxygen she needed to keep from passing out. He wanted her lucid, enduring the initial sensations of this foreplay and the evolving games yet to come. He dawdled there, shuttling his cock in her mouth, sensing her innate devotion to play the game and stimulate his penile nerves but he was taking far greater pleasure from the dominance he felt at the forced blowjob.
Gillian's eyes still watered from the throat fucking and her eyesight was thereby even more impaired. But he seemed to be easing his harshness and she actually moderated her strain on her bonds, letting him lead the way. And then, he pulled back and slipped out. Her head was lifted and the headrest restored, her loose tresses jumbled where they fell about the prop. The forms shifted about her and her head was tilted higher so that she could look, even if barely visible, down her body to where the sucked male now took his position, standing between her spread legs.
His fingers insistently tapped her inner thighs and she struggled to comply, moving to widen her saddle, her knees moving apart while her ankles remained bound in place to the legs of the bench. He moved his hips closer to hers. His fingers again played with her red labia, blossomed open by her better pose and swollen by her budding feelings of lust. He gave a rough chuckle when he plucked gently at her tuff of red hair and she yipped at the painful tug, lifting her hips a tad so as to lessen the sting.
Gillian's nerves were tingling everywhere with an electric buzz. Despite all the assurances that she would not be a part of the Strip and Fuck show, here she was: a bondage doll, partially stripped and trussed before an audience and on the verge of being fucked on stage to the viewing enjoyment of the audience many and the ecstatic delight of this one.
Like before, she felt the spongy knob of the man bump her lips, now her nether lips. She rationalized a bit of inner peace, realizing she was just a tool, a cunt, a sex object for the man's gratification. She decided to lay slack and accept her situation, not that there was any alternative she could think of.
Her mood turned to a sudden realization that she wanted this: sometimes you have to be forced into doing something you secretly crave but are ashamed to admit.
The man saw her body visibly relax. He was satisfied with her apparent surrender; it was time to get his money's worth.



He braced his hands on her hips and drove in, a half embedment that gained an 'oomph' of reaction from the bound redhead. He didn't back up but applied more force, his fat cock still tacky with her saliva. The pressure slid it thickly all the way down her soft membraned channel until his dark pubic hairs interwove with her little red tuff.
He leaned forward to ready his hips for the coming cock cycling. His hands moved up her torso and took solid handholds on both boobs. He used them as bases to steady and brace his body as his cock probed her core with long strokes. Each cycle rolled her clutched mounds back and forth on her chest. He thought it should be punishing and was perplexed when her pussy responded with more oily secretions that helped lessen the friction. He upped the pace, slicker now but still pleased with her torrid firmness on his erection.
"Good God, Farrah! I knew you'd be tight but your cunt is truly wonderful!"
She recoiled to his exclamation, her abs tensing, her head rolling up to peer sharper through the translucent blackness over her eyes. She tugged at her restraints, futilely, of course.
Farrah? How did he know my real name was Farrah?
His voice emerged from her past and she whimpered with fright. Her mind was a jumble. How did he find me?
Seeing her body bolt and feeling a tighter clutch on his embedded cock, the man let go of one crushed boob and tore away her blindfold. As her vision cleared, he saw her face melt with despair and wet tears filled her eyes.
Farrah, aka Gillian, stared into the face of the gangster's son she had kicked in the balls in her previous life.
He placed his hand back on her boob and redoubled his pounding of her pussy. Her face grimaced in anguish and her abs clenched, a core tightness that was reflected in her gripping pussy. He needed harder thrusts to shuttle his squeezed cock through her contracted fleshy tube. Her body was jarred by each genital impact; her boobs rocked in his hard clutches. The sight of her reactions to his abuse made his efforts even more energetic. He blurted out his feelings.
"I told you I would get you back, you little bitch!"
The long-sought cry of revenge was his ultimate stimulation. His face scrunched into his own grimace, not of fright but of impending ejaculation. His mouth was wide open as he called out his bliss and spouted a year's worth of unrequited lust and pent-up rage inside the former classmate who had not only spurned his advances but left him embarrassed and ball whacked before her escape. It had taken much time and much money, but, oh my, it felt so worth it. His spewing cock throbbed with pleasure at his vanity triumph.
His mighty retribution orgasm wound down and he leaned over Farrah, his face close to hers. The ecstatic grimace was replaced by a menacing sneer. His cock slowly withered and unplugged her hole; his spunk leaked out of her abused cunt and dripped on the floor.
"Boy, oh boy, Daddy is going to be so proud of me. He'll see that I can get results, get payback and solve situations. He'll trust me to handle the business soon. Yeah, I can't wait until I get you home and he meets you in person. Hah! Don't be surprised when he tries you out himself, just to see what all the fuss was about."
Farrah, aka Gillian, closed her eyes; her mind a flurry of panic and nightmares. Her life was now so completely fucked.
The aides disconnected her wrist and ankle cuffs from the bench and stood her up. They brusquely refastened her wrists behind her back. The still attached collar leash was handed to her staged rapist. He sneered at her discomposure and then turned, yanking her lead as he pulled her offstage. She shuffled to match his pace in her high heels, bruised tits wobbling enticingly as she trotted out of sight offstage, a parting erotic remembrance for her devoted Oriental audience.
A car ride to the airport would deliver her to the gangster's private jet flight back to America. The long trip would provide ample opportunity for the young boss and his cronies to reattune Gillian to her new role as Farrah, the sexual toy of the deviously successful young gangster and his cohorts.
The freshly enriched club owner looked across the floor at his Macao confederate. The visiting Chinaman's pocket bulged with his half of the American gangster's wad of cash; his half of the commission for discovering and divulging the redhead's valuable whereabouts. The visiting magnate's paw was idly fondling the modest bare tit of his tantalizing bonus contribution to the scheme. She was one of the hundreds of displaced youths crowding Macau and Hong Kong in search of something better than life on the mainland.
The demur little Chinese maiden would remain here after her current controller returned to Macao; she was being swapped to the Manila club and would become Gillian's club roster successor. Her name was Honey.
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Fortune comes to those who wait and Bob was fortunate and delighted that his wait was rewarded with a TWA charter flight to his wintertime round of training rather than mundane commercial transportation. His Learjet ride landed in Jakarta and he rousted himself from his lethargic swoon in the luxury cabin.
His two naked air hostesses, were getting back into uniform; a mischievous euphemism for the still barely-there TWA charter costumes. The veteran of the busty comfort attendants was the commercial airline stewardess whom he remembered from his South African trek. Sylvie was performing one of her lucrative side gigs, and performing it quite well, in Bob's opinion. His repetitively satiated cock twitched in concurrence.
They helped him don his own traveling clothes, getting some final playtime with the now flaccid cock that they had repeatedly sapped of its milky treasure at 30,000 ft during the 10-hour journey. He strode weak-kneed and they were obliged to help him more, escorting him off the plane to hand him off to his female TWA ground handler outside of the customs portal.
"Uncle Bob? Hi... I'm Lala, your initial chaperon on this training exercise."
Lala was luxuriously beautiful, wearing heels and accessories that harmonized with the women's business suit that was barely holding itself together over her short buxom figure. Bob's exhausted cock twitched anew at the thought that she might be his weeklong hostess.
However, upon being briefed about his travel itinerary, he hid his disappointment as best as he could, when she politely informed him that she was not included in his prearranged package.
"You have been scheduled for our customary exotic treasure hunt."
She perceived her client's typical disenchantment and, as she had done with the others before him, attempted to pique his curiosity with a sassy alternate description.
"Or, you might say, an erotic cunt hunt."
The more appealing tagline did its work and she saw his mood brighten at the revised trope.
"So, let's get you started and on your way."
She led him through the official airport routines to emerge onto ground transportation at a GPS-equipped Jeep with several map locations already input. With the Jeep fueled and loaded for travel and Uncle Bob's heart and mind locked and loaded for the cunt hunt, he drove out into the highway traffic rushing towards the city.
Waving him goodbye, Lala watched with a bit of her own disenchantment as she launched Uncle Bob into the weeklong tropical adventure, sadly without her fellowship.
Maybe she would get her turn at the next training session with some subsequent TWA coach tutor trainees. Her country was a requisite training foray and the manly candidates were regularly routed through this island paradise. Uncle Bob looked like the kind of robust male that had, in the past, hunted her cunt during a sexy 'treasure hunt'. Her pussy had been one of the exotic prizes that was drilled by the hearty male's cock as she strove to reward herself with some pleasure from the male's carnal gallantry.
The GPS voice steered Bob to downtown Jakarta, to a less than high-class mixed urban neighborhood. Finally, he heard 'You've arrived!' and pulled to the curb. He was stopped before a non-descript doorway, lacking any signage other than the street address number. A few rough-looking lads loitered in the distance, down the street. He wisely took the keys with him when he alighted and rang the doorbell. The door bolt clunked open and the buzzing door popped ajar.
He cautiously entered through and was confronted by a swanky massage parlor vestibule, all red tones and velvet textures on the floor, walls, and furniture. A short stout woman approached and he was thereby greeted by the facility's matron.
"Ah, you must be Uncle Bob, our guest for tonight. I am Mrs. Leto, the housemother. We have been expecting you and all arrangements had been made for your stay with us."
She clapped her hands and a slim young lady in a long fitted dress appeared through the string-beaded doorway from a farther room.
"This is Misti and she will take care of your car and carry your things to your room."
He said she should hurry; the street toughs may have already ransacked the Jeep.
"Oh, don't worry about them. They're our security. A little quid pro quo with the neighborhood rowdies."
Uncle Bob handed over the keys and she bowed a 'thank you'. Mrs. Leto stepped towards a door at the rear of the entrance parlor. Bob followed along and she led him to a small room with a double-sized sunken bath and a low towel-draped table.
"I know it has been a long journey, especially with the rigors of the inflight hostess services that TWA so generously arranges. So, you are probably tired. Let us refresh your energies in our inimitable Oriental ways."
She clapped her hands again and a door opened; a bathrobe-clad masseuse entered and demurely bowed as she introduced herself.
"I am Liliana, at your service. Please let me help you relax after your stress-filled journey to our sensual sanctuary."
She bowed again and Bob tried to reflect her courtesy but a stitch crooked his back and he grimaced. Liliana rushed to hold her VIP customer steady and led him to sit on a stool. Mrs. Leto, observing that Liliana was capably in control, quietly departed, closing the door.
"Please, sir, may I help you undress? We should start with a hot bath to warm the tissues so I can deal with your muscle twinges."
Uncle Bob let the little maid do her duty and she carefully removed his travel duds. She held his arm strongly as he shuffled, his back still feeling the stress, into the warm bath water. Getting him settled, she doffed her robe, exposing her uniform of a sarong waist wrap. She joined him in the tub and positioned him reclining on the molded backrest.
She used sponges and cloths to wash away his sweat and grime, reaching across when needed, blithely rubbing her wet nubile nipples on his chest or arm. His prior deenergized cock rose to the occasion. She saw his excitement but merely washed his groin area before emerging from the water and holding a fluffy towel for him.
He stood carefully, feeling somewhat less strained, and gingerly tread up onto the floor. She wrapped his body with the white cotton, rubbing him dry. He saw her motion for him to lie face down on the massage table and took away his towel. Standing next to his exposed back, her nimble oiled hands rubbed and kneaded his tight thighs, sore back, and muscular shoulders. He felt his erection deflate under the somewhat achy deep muscle manipulations.
She asked him to roll over. He discovered that she had since lost the waist wrap, exposing her cute shaved pussy.
She continued with a frontal massage: thighs, chest, shoulders, neck, arms, avoiding his hips and man-zones. But she noted the further enlargement of his erection.
Her hands were slippery with the massage oils when she finally held and handled his cock. She employed slow even strokes with palm over top-outs on his knob, giving a running monologue of admiration.
"You are a very big man down here. I'll bet you have lots of women clamoring for a taste or poke of this monster. How can you find the time to satisfy all of them?"
Uncle Bob heard her praise and his cock swelled in her hands. She languidly worked his shaft and knob until she heard his breathing rise. She worked at a quicker pace, in time with his mounting gusts, that brought him to culmination. She cooed her delight and approval when he arced out vigorous shots of cum, a fountain of strong pulses with their plenteous volume that flooded across his belly. Her squeaky voice tickled his ego.
"Wow! That's a lot of sperm. But you should feel all better now: cleansed inside and out."
He lay in a mild stupor as she mopped up his discharge with warmed towels, hinting that she hoped to be more at his service soon again. She invited him to alight the table. He moved slowly, hesitant to hurt his sore back but, to his amazed delight, found the muscle stress had disappeared. He turned more confidently and jumped down to stand on his own. Liliana wrapped him in a terry cloth robe similar to her previous attire, of which she then pulled on her own again.
They strolled to the elevator and ascended to the penthouse floor. His top-floor accommodations had a splendid night view across the city of lighted avenues. He felt like a king surveying his kingdom.
She showed him around the rooms and when they returned to the main room, a lite dinner was waiting for them. They chatted idly as the evening ran on. She described her residence here in Indonesia and the TWA-sponsored spa, a lucky break in what might have been a hardscrabble existence in this densely populated corner of the world. The misogynist society dispensed a hard life to its female half; she was fortunate to have been recruited into the Total Woman Academy and its feminine enhancing program.
Finally, she arose and took his hand, leading him to the bedroom. The city lights seeped through the translucent curtains.
Uncle Bob had enjoyed his time with Liliana but wanted more than a handjob. She didn't hesitate when he took off her robe and carried her to the mattress. She lay still as he climbed in with her. His hands caressed her everywhere until his cock called again for its needed relief.
She spread her thighs and it was no time at all before Bob was deeply embedded in her snug little cunt. They bounced on the springy bed as he fucked her amenable body. He heard her little whimpers of surprise and sensuality as he powerfully rammed his strokes. It lit his libido ablaze and he took his time, pausing when he needed to back off enough to avoid too soon a culmination.
But he couldn't last forever and finally tipped over the top, pouring out his essence in another mighty torrent that rivaled the massage table eruption. The difference was that this warm flood was contained inside her crowded vaginal core. They stayed in connection until he shrank and fell out; the cum leaking onto the sheets. Liliana would be spared the cleanup; the morning housemaids would take care of that.
It was a great start to his week of treasure-seeking, the first of many juicy exotic cunts he hoped to hunt down and fuck.
----------
The GPS told him he had arrived when he crested the hill to a jungle clearing in the mountains of central Java. The tree-circled clearing comprised a mountain cabin with a jungle rivulet bisecting the grassy area. The cabin's front door was wide open in invitation to enter the rustic abode.
He dropped his bags in the bedroom and followed splashing sounds coming through an open set of sliding glass doors. He emerged onto a deck containing a sunken hot tub that itself contained two spritely Asiatic girls, twin sisters he later learned. The pair had been lounging in the warm water. Hearing their tardy guest, they stood up, gayly dancing their naked wet bodies in the bubbling pool and waving for him to join them in the water.
He calmly undressed, a covering ruse for his growing excitement. He walked to the edge of the chlorine-scented tub where the pair of water nymphs took his hands and drew him to step in. They seated him on the submerged bench and cuddled close to either side to make their super friendly introductions.
"Welcome, Uncle Bob. I'm Lorna and she's Lotus. We're so glad you're here."
Bob looked from one to the other and knew he wouldn't be able to tell them apart. Both were slender with long black hair, square-cut bangs, dark almond eyes, and energetic personalities. He'd manage, he rationalized; he hoped they wouldn't mind his Occidental identity failings.
He chatted with them as they excitedly caressed his cock and balls under the water, but adroitly held back his ejaculation. They were TWA senior coeds, assigned to this off-campus training task. Uncle Bob wondered who was being trained: him or them. It didn't matter to him; he was happy to be a trainer or trainee, regardless of whichever was intended.
As the sun set over the jungle canopy, hunger intervened. They went inside the cabin, staying nude in the steamy tropical evening. The girls cooked a light supper and thereafter, they lounged before the main room fireplace until Bob decided to explore the winnings of this easy-peasy leg of his treasure hunt. He swept one little naked beauty into his arms and carried her squirming giggling body to the bed. Her twin sister toddled behind them, determined not to miss out on the cunt hunt's first capture.
That night in bed, they conspired to truly welcome him as he fucked each in turn. As dawn broke across the mountain hideaway, he found one feminine face kissing him awake while the other's lips suckled his spent and, for now, unrevivable cock.
----------
The Jeep climbed the narrow track up the mountain through the overarching canopy of lush foliage. Uncle Bob drove the 4x4 over the rough tire ruts as Lotus encouraged him to 'keep going, we're almost there'. As they moved ever upward, intermittent breaks in the greenery exposed brief vistas over the verdant valleys and forests stretching out below.
The silvery sea was visible at the far horizon and the closer-in foliage was ornamented with bright petalled blossoms, lazy flitting butterflies, and swooping startled birds. The fancy flower patterns of Lotus' bandeau loose dress had been inspired by Nature's colorful displays.
"Okay," she said, "this is it."
Bob pulled into a small turnout, the head of a rustic nature walking path. Lotus led the way as they tiptoed quietly uphill into the tranquil but vibrant forest. Many more butterflies, birds, and flowers decorated the trail sides as they moved deeper into the cloud forest.
They emerged onto a grassy opening sited at a cliff allowing a grand view across the vast forest that stretched out to the horizon and edged against the distant silvery sea. It was a truly awe-inspiring sight.
She led Bob to the edge of the verdant clearing, to a large buttress root of a giant Kapok tree, an ancient monarch reigning over the vast vista of mountain greenery. Its spreading foot was a perfect place to sit and view the panorama.
And to ensure Uncle Bob's continuing comfort, Lotus stripped off her dress and used the cotton batik robe as a pad to seat him where he could take in the breathtaking scenery. But she wasn't done setting the scene of an exceptional natural experience.
She exposed his cock, rubbed it to solidity, and climbed naked into his lap. She positioned herself to where he could continue his survey of nature over her black hair-draped shoulder. His nose filled with her flowery shampoo residue. Her lips found his ear and neck as she felt his hands cup her smooth soft ass cheeks, ready to steady and assist in discovering anew the wonders of God's creation: flora, fauna, and female.
"I want you to enjoy all the beauty of my country, its sights and sounds and sensuous feelings, all at once."
Sidling forward, she mounted her man and executed a slow and sensual seated cowgirl as Uncle Bob took her invitation to heart.
He saw a butterfly gently flapping its wings as it rested on a leaf and likened the moves to Lotus' pussy lips fluttering on his erection. A bird flapping its wings in song matched the rhythm of his beating heart. A rivulet gurgled its cool trickling water and Bob listen to the slushing of genital membranes sliding together at their groins. The wind rustled nearby blades of grass and Lotus' breath similarly tickled his ears and neck where she was panting her exertions to his pleasure.
A falcon soared above the far treetops, catching the thermal updrafts as it soared higher in the blue sky. Bob squinted his eyes as his whole being soared higher, similar to the predator bird's elevation, in his joyful flight to ecstasy. Then the feathered hunter dove steeply onto its prey and Bob dove deeply into Lotus' fertile furrow, shooting his milky seed deep inside his seated sex-mate.
Calm reclaimed them eventually, somehow, and they gathered their thoughts and their things and journeyed back along the path to their vehicle. Lotus' dress was now tainted across her abdomen by the large wet spot created by their leaked genital fluids dribbled there when they had finally dismounted.
A young local couple passed them going upward; the girl clung to her anxious boyfriend's hauling hand; she lagged behind and giggled mild complaints to ease his stride as the determined boy towed her along. The boy smirked in passing when he noticed the cum-stain on Lotus' dress. Bob imagined the local boy's unsuspecting maiden would soon be surprised and compulsively fucked by the vigorous stud, probably at the same tree root spot. It certainly was a convenient place for viewing and screwing, with or without her willing consent.
'Ahh, the devious wiles of lusty youthful desires' he mused.
Bob's final mountain evening was upon them. The cabin trio splashed and played in the hot tub. He took charge and carried Lorna to the cabin bed. He was sluicing her pussy in sidesaddle when he felt Lotus' bare boobs knead against his back. Both sets of modest firm tits massaged his body while his cock dwelled lovingly in Lorna's sweet pussy. Both girls whispered encouragements and praises to his waning energies, satisfied that their pussies had provided prizes worthy of the VIP treasure hunter.
----------
His Jeep bounced along the seaside access road until the GPS announced its usual 'You've arrived'. But where? It was a small turnout, barely wide enough to park the vehicle and allow another one to carefully squeeze past. Otherwise, the sides of the road were walled in with full foliage and no apparent break. Then he saw a slight notch in the otherwise continuous green. He found the narrow and overgrown footpath and followed it over the barrier dune to the flat sand expanse.
An isolated beach cabana was situated to his left and he walked to its front porch, keeping a lookout for anybody else nearby. From the front, it gave a beautiful broad view of the ocean swells, the air salty and floral-scented, birds chirping, a truly idyllic tropical setting.
His eyes spotted a dark visage emerging from the waves, a thin naked brown girl. She waded slowly ashore and strutted across the strand of sand towards him. Her skin was shiny and wet and her soaked long hair hung behind. Her hips swayed as she trod the soft sand towards him. Her hand held a short spear with a wiggling fish pieced on its trident points. Her smile broadened as she came close, a little more hop in her step, glad to see that her guest had found her.
"Hi! You must be Uncle Bob, my guest for the next few days. I'm Luna."
Bob smiled down at her as she inverted her fish-loaded spear and stabbed its butt into the sand. She pressed her palms together as her head dipped slightly in a bow. He was amused by her laidback nude introduction. He looked her up and down, noting her modest nipple puckered breasts and shaved genital plushness. He was already musing on how this hostess was going to provide him with some very pleasant times over the next few days.
Perky Luna led him inside the small bungalow and got him settled in. The foot of the large bed faced the sea and the open paneled wall had a full vista of the shore. She donned a thong and busied herself with some last-minute housekeeping while he relaxed on the veranda and admired the sunset. With house chores accomplished, she stoked a small fire pit on the beach nearby.
After dusk, they ate a supper of bonfire roasted freshly speared fish with tuber vegetables while Bob admired the sounds and scenery about them. Sarong-clad Luna sat beside him, leaning against his chest as he cuddled her under his arm. She sang in soft tones, a native melody that soothed Bob's nerves and calmed his soul.



As the coals died to a red glow, Luna took his hand and led him to the cabana. They engaged in gentle snuggling foreplay in bed, cooled by starlit sea breezes.
Luna let him have his way in whatever positions he chose to pose her in and he finally spent himself inside her while atop her supple warm body.
She woke him from his dreamy sleep with a gentle blowjob just as dawn broke, a serene way to start the day. Then they spent the rest of the daylight in water activities: swimming, snorkeling, and napping on the beach.
That evening, Luna said they had reservations nearby and led him on a well-trod path along the edge of the beach to a waterfront, tiki torch-decorated restaurant for their evening meal.
A pretty young native hostess showed them to the bar, stating that their table should be available soon. Her long straight silky black hair and pretty face topped a thin framed body wrapped in a batik print bandeau style dress. She returned shortly, threw her arms cozily around the couple's shoulders, pressing her soft boob to Bob's back, and cheerfully announced that their table was ready.
The hostess personally attended their meal, served with lots of touches and more furtive boob presses on Bob's arms and shoulders. She leaned close to his face whenever she asked Bob a question; her smiles and brown eyes were a nice addition to the great food and fawning service. On leaving the restaurant, she gave her guests a gracious send-off.
"Well, we hope you enjoyed your time with us. I like to please and I hope to see you again soon."
As they walked back to their cabana, Luna prodded him for his thoughts about the food and service of the local joint.
"That's my older sister, Lycka. I hope she wasn't overly forward. She's always trying to wheedle in on my visitors."
"No, actually, I rather liked it. And now I see the family resemblance."
At the cabana, Luna suggested a moonlight swim. They cavorted naked in the surf, splashing, with lots of handsy grabbing. Luna trotted out and Bob chased her back to the warmth and safety of the beachside dwelling. A quick toweling off was all they could manage before scrambling into bed. A thoroughly aroused Uncle Bob, stirred by the bistro and surf foreplay, was more than ready to fuck Luna to exhaustion. It took two robust bouts, back-to-back, before they were content to slip apart.
His bedmate lay prone, sleeping against his side while he drowsily watched the wave tossed moonlit sea through the open window-wall. His post-coital buzz had him placated but not ready to doze off.
His ears picked up on the sound of slow sand-crunching footsteps, growing more distinct as they grew closer. A silhouette appeared against the moonlit ocean horizon; straight hair that parted in the middle and overhung narrow shoulders. The apparition let itself be noticed by standing for a moment in the moonglow backlight.
Bob shifted to sit up, a protective and defensive reaction to a prowler but Luna had been awakened also at the disturbance and calmed his startled response with a restraining hand on his chest and moved her lips to his earlobe.
"Shhh... it's okay. I told her she could join us."
Lycka's silhouette plucked at the shoulder ties and dropped her colored batik restaurant wrap. Her slim hourglass figure squatted gracefully and cat-crawled from the foot of the porch deck, across the floor to their bed and up his body to sit astride his hips. She pushed her hair back again and it draped behind her; the room's nightlight gave her naked torso a golden glow. She stretched a palm out towards Luna who squeezed a small gob of lotion in her palm.
The older sister grasped Bob's flaccid cock and commenced rubbing up and down, attaining a growing handful. She curled her fingers under the shaft as her thumb pad caressed his coronal vee. As he grew larger and larger, she needed both her small hands to effectively rub him to maximum girth. Her hands never lost contact until she raised her hips, levered his cock up, and plunged down on Bob's slick erection. Within two strokes she had him buried to the hilt, groaning in pleasure as her soul was gripped with lust and admiration, delighting in her super-stretched vaginal fullness.
"Oh, God, Luna... you always find us the best cock!"
Her approbation augmented the sensations flooding Bob's pulsating penile muscle. Lycka felt his autonomic twitches in her pussy and drove her snug cunt up and down his prick. Little sister Luna noodled his ear and encouraged his deeper engagement.
"Be a gentleman, Uncle Bob. Play with her clitoris."
Bob reached forward and used his right thumb pad to wiggle her little stem. Lycka hips bolted upward at the touch. She caught a gulping breath and exhaled a slow moan, recommencing her slower strokes to enhance their sensual connection. She rolled her hips at the bottom to press hard on his digit, getting the full effect of his fingering. Luna added more suggestions.
"Her nubs are standing up. She's very sensitive there. Pinch them; she likes that."
Bob followed her guidance. His left hand reached up, tracking her wavering chest to capture the bobbing boob tip. Lycka took in another quick gasp of breath at the other touch, hoping Bob's fingers would provide her with that exhilarating torment.
His fingers clipped tightly and pulled outward, stretching her tit into a strained cone. She exhaled sharply at the painful tug. Her cunt was already on fire, ignited by his thumb strumming her excited clit. Now, the nipple pinch sent sparks down her spine to add fuel to the impending rapturous inferno.
Luna monitored Bob's reactions as her sister's invigorated pussy powered magnificent strokes on his cock, bring him closer and closer to his peak. But Lycka was way ahead of her man's sexual fulfillment. She bottomed out, held deep, wiggled her clitoris on his pressing thumb and careened out her cry of ecstasy.
Her strong vaginal ripples ran up and down his shaft and it set him off. Bob plowed thick wads of his Occidental seed into Lycka's lush Oriental groove. They shuddered and rumbled in unison; their vibrating genitals swarming with sexual energy that flared out in gratifying bursts of ecstasy.
Lycka collapsed forward on his chest, her lips kissing the other side of his face unoccupied by her younger sister's puckered lips. Bob came out of his orgasmic coma with two lovely faces smooching his cheeks. He reveled in their embrace, the dual sets of perky nipples poking his sweaty skin at side and chest. His mind cleared as his passionate descent dissipated and his cock shrank and fell out of Lycka's well fucked cunt. Lycka rolled to rest on the opposite side from her sister and they sandwiched Bob in a warm bare boobed cuddle.
His nose noticed that Lycka's hair held a smidgen of the restaurant's spicy atmosphere, reminding Bob of her primary hostess livelihood. He surmised that seducing attractive male patrons after hours was an impetuous perk of her position. And he didn't mind being one of them.
The tired man wrapped an arm around each of his bedmates' bodies and hugged them lightly as he finally dozed off to sleep, their fingers drumming on his slack penis.
He awoke with the breaking dawn and, gingerly escaping Luna's entanglement, rolled Lycka on her back. He braced above her, surveying in full daylight her medium-titted body with its tight little pussy, and let his erection respond naturally to its looming mission. He saddled up and fucked the randy restaurant hostess in leisurely style to another mutually delightful culmination.
Filled again with his sperm, she lay satiated, kissing his lips and whispering her thanks for his coerced permission to join the sisterly bedtime partnership and making her presence feel fully appreciated. Donning her discarded bandeau wrap dress, she slinked away, her sand-crunching footsteps retreating down the beach path, returning to her daytime restaurant duties.
Luna and Bob ran naked across the beach and splashed into the morning ocean wavelets, washing away the dregs of sex. A nooner standing surf fuck was their sweet farewell before he departed for the airport and his transoceanic homeward trip, with its sexy comfort hostesses.
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Sylvie re-racked the spent meal trays in the mess of the First-Class cabin area. Stacy came in with the last of the collections. She was less than gentle when setting down the plasticware. Sylvie saw the perturbed look on her crewmate's face.
"Well, there, girlfriend... something wrong?"
Stacy cocked a pose, one hand on a hip.
"That guy in 6B. When I leaned over him to get the tray from 6A, he pinched my boob."
Sylvie looked at her friend and smirked.
OK... so... something wrong?"
Stacy broke her false sulk and giggled.
"Yeah, he IS kind of cute. I was hoping to chat him up later and maybe hook up after the flight. Now it will seem like I'm a cock chasing slut, cute as he may be."
Sylvie kept to her mantra, modified a little to keep her friend's spirits alive.
"And... something wrong with that? Because you ARE a cock chasing... something."
Stacy glanced at her buxom blonde friend and copped a toothy smile at the reality of her situation.
Sylvie seemed satisfied with her singular existence. She never seemed to pay more than professional attention to the passengers. And she only worked six-weeks at a stretch, taking a month off in between her extended shifts.
Stacy on the other hand was perpetually broke, horny and lonely; no kids and her bum ex-husband had run off with an intern at his work. What was Sylvie hiding?
"Sylvie, how come you never flirt with the cute ones? Aren't you interested in a little side nooky?"
"It's against company rules and besides, I found a side gig that takes care of the 'side nooky'."
"Really? Come on, girlfriend, share."
Sylvie paused to contemplate. Stacy was a knockout brunette: curvy, fit and always willing to try out a new cock or two.
"Let me get back to you. I have to check whether the special charter airline is taking on more comfort hostesses at this time. But the money, and moreover, the other enticements, are worth the wait."
"You're the best, Sylvie; I can't wait... So, what does a 'comfort hostess' do?"
----------
Bob had the fortune of another TWA charter flight and this time, he was surprised and pleased to see Sylvie was again aboard as his comfort hostess. And she was accompanied by another bodacious babe in the same company furnished uniform. The brunette seemed a bit self-conscious by the topless nature of her outfit, but she looked game to play her part as long as Sylvie was along to safely guide her through it.
Sylvie had briefed her coworker friend on the nature of services they were obliged to provide. No holds barred for consensual activities. She would be safe from harm. TWA vetted all crew and clients.
The dedicated comfort hostesses teamed up to keep Bob comfortable throughout the stratospheric ride. Sylvie led off with a blowjob and when Bob refracted, Stacy was inspired to get in on the action. When she reached across his lap to collect an empty wine glass, her dangling boob fell at a ready pose for Bob to pinch her bare nipple. She gave a quick yip and, with her mouth still open, her blue eyes looked directly into Bob's smirking face. If this was a commercial flight, she would have admonished her groper.
But here on a 'comfort' flight, rather than flinch away from the sting, she held her pose and captured his lips in a hard kiss of acquiescence to his flippant fondle. Still lip locked, she sightlessly handed the used goblet to Sylvie and sidled a leg over her passenger's bare hips. Her Velcro clipped uniform thong was easily dispensed with and, with her hands on his shoulders, she rubbed her too often neglected plump pussy along his stiffening rod. Bob upped his handling of her boobs, more little nipple pinches and full cuddle kneading of the playful masses. His tongue and lips tickled the stiffened nubs.
They squirmed around until Stacy's pussy dewdrops slicked his erection. She skillfully found the position she needed, captured his knob against her nether lips and pushed down on the big manly shaft. A wiggle at the bottom completed her plunge and he watched her inner labia slowly draw up his shaft, dragging his corona against her inner flesh. At the top, she returned her lips to kiss his and drove his cock inside again, moaning into his occupied mouth the decadent sensation of the genital slide.
She deeply rode Bob's lap in seated cowgirl, while he kissed and pinched her big pink nipples. She found him a capable lover and was thrilled when he gained his peak. His discharge was the first male warmth she had felt in months and it was emotionally wonderful and physically fulfilling.
She and Sylvie took care of Bob twice more during the 12-hour flight. Stacy enjoyed a couple orgasms during her second stint of providing Bob exceptional sky-high service before capturing his spunk in her feminine grotto.
Stacy was hooked and hoped to get into an alternating rotation of shifts that provided air hostess commercial services to satisfy the bills and stimulating comfort hostess special services to satisfy her libido.
----------
Bob's flight touched down in Ireland. He was guided off the plane and through passport control and customs by his stewardesses, who had modified their uniforms slightly with tight stretchy tee-shirts to nominally meet public morality standards. The border control officials studied the buxom pairs' pokies much more than Bob's passport.
The ladies handed him off to a chauffeured towncar, kissing each cheek cheerily and whispering that they would be back in a week, waiting here for his return flight. With a bounce in his step, Bob got into his ground transportation and was driven to his ultimate destination.
The TWA campus was nestled in the green rolling hills of the legendary island, tucked away from prying eyes and meddling busybodies. It was the spring equinox and the annual festival was in full swing. Spirits were running high as the sun brought warmer days and the traditional outdoor nudity and free-range sex.
He alighted the vehicle and the driver pointed him to the rear of the main building by a side pathway. Bob emerged on a broad green expanse behind the old ivy-covered stone château.
There was a Maypole dance in progress at the broad grassy field beyond the main mansion house. Bob watched from a distance as the spritely girls danced around the thick phallus-fashioned tree trunk, their tight little bouncy asses brushed by long red hair. Firm modest boobs jiggled as they cavorted in counter circles, weaving the green and yellow ribbons around the erection shaped axis. He could only imagine their naughty thoughts as they decorated their cock effigy. He hoped his human-sized appendage could overcome the fantasies engendered in the giant wooden erection.
He heard footsteps coming up behind him and turned to see the source. The middle-aged matron stepped next to him where he had been watching the fertility ceremony from afar.
"Hello, Uncle Bob, I'm Mrs. Rhiannon, the campus housemother. As much as, or even more than, me, the girls have been anxiously awaiting your arrival. They have been nervous chatterboxes all week, knowing we are hosting the newest TWA Couch Tutor candidate. They consider it an honor and are excited by the prospect."
He watched the circle of naked coeds, asses aloft in a close circle as they leaned over to wind the final twists of colored ribbons around the base of the pole. Mrs. Rhiannon saw his focused stare and spoke in an idle tone, almost talking aloud to herself.
"It's a wonder how these spritely nymphs managed to keep their innocence amongst the rowdy boys in their small villages."
Bob saw the group finish their pole wrapping task and stand upright again. He chuckled at the word 'innocence' considering the troupe was dancing naked in the spring sunshine, awaiting a strange man's visit.
"They don't look so innocent to me."
"Oh, but they are. We plucked them from their humble households before they could be broken. Many are still virgins, vaginally anyway. Their mouths have probably been cock-probed but not their pussies."
Bob's eyebrow lifted in a surprised expression. He watched the frolicking redheads with heightened interest. The Housemother clapped her hands and the distant coeds looked her way. They saw the gentleman standing with the matron and ran uphill towards her, and better, the mysterious man at her side. The jogging bounced their long hair and varied-sized boobs as they ran barefoot up the grassy pitch.
They slowed to a jumbled huddle before settling into a lineup of nubile redhead nymphs. Bob noticed some had Irish spring flowers woven into their hair; he recognized sea asters, campions, red clovers, and snowdrops. The lassies stood steady; hands clasped in front respectfully, regrettably half concealing their red tufted rosy pussies.
Mrs. Rhiannon shushed them to attention and turned to their male visitor.
"Uncle Bob, as the only man on campus this week, and considering the equinox, you are obliged to designate this year's annual Spring Goddess, a special honor for her, and a special task for you."
Bob didn't hesitate. His previous tours around the world had acclimated him to meeting those special tasks, and more. He strolled the line, squeezing a supple boob or patting a firm ass, eliciting ticklish giggles, as he traversed the feminine forum.
In the end, he picked Rylee, the one with the relatively largest tits, even though they were still just medium conical masses.
The housemother noted his choice and dismissed the lineup; they trotted back to their dorm. She and Bob had a singular dinner that evening as she apprised him of his weeklong duties. Bob heard the scheduled agenda and agreed to do whatever he could to learn the best ways to coach TWA coeds towards a prosperous post-graduation life.
With dinner concluded, Mrs. Rhiannon sent her guest to his residence suite for rest after his long journey. Unaccompanied to his accommodations, he settled in for the night. He found a book of illustrated poems, mostly ribald tales, and reconciled himself to masturbating before sleeping alone. But then he heard a knock on his door. He toddled naked to the entry and opened it to find a thin small breasted redhead.
"Good evening, sir, I'm Ravena. I have been sent by the Housemother to keep you company on your first night with us. May I enter?"
Mrs. Rhiannon had made the arrangements for his comfort and had selected a coed other than the Spring Goddess to be honored as his first Emerald Ilse hostess. Bob stepped aside and ushered her into the room. She climbed on the bed and sat on her folded legs, facing him. The lotus-like pose opened her cherry-toned pussy to his view. Duly invited, Bob joined her and she proved herself to be the most adorable little fuck.
As suspected, her lips were no stranger to cock sucking and after she deepthroated his ready erection, he lay her out in missionary and pressed his cock home, amused by her extreme tightness.
He slid home without blockage; she was not a virgin but might have almost been; her pussy had probably only been used a few times before. When he probed his large member deep, his ears heard her small cries of discomfort. Pausing, he saw her tear-filled eyes and that swelled his cock even larger, boosted by the pride of being one of the few who had filled the underused small cavity with a mighty manhood.
With inspired energy, he set to work, using her snug wet cunt to stroke out his spend, closely hugging her lithe nakedness, her stiff pokies tickling his chest. His cock spewed its pearly emission to his intense satisfaction. It was a great first fuck and the second and third follow-on couplings made it a great first night.
Bob discovered that his weeklong sojourn would include some trials not necessarily resolved in bed. The next day, he was playfully challenged to seek out his next mate: wending his way through a corn stalk and haybale maze by following the soft chant of a traditional Gaelic fertility song.
The girls together led him to the entrance of the labyrinth. They called out to their coed friend that it was time to start and wished her well in the game's finale.
Rowan sang from her labyrinth-ending location as Bob tried to follow her angelic voice. As his verve heightened, he frustratingly retraced several dead ends, growing more impatient and irritably aroused with each failure. Eventually, he figured out the winning path to his redhead soloist and hurried to close the intervening distance. He finally spied her at the end of a narrow passage and smiled widely as he quickstepped to his prize. The little redhead virgin leaned on a pile of straw stacked on a grassy mat. Her voice trailed off as she saw the excited man hustling towards her.
He was libido charged and ready but the naked young coed seemed somewhat hesitant at her life-changing event. He undressed as she lay nude, watching him from a few feet away, acclimating to the sight, sounds and smells of her first penetrating man. He gracefully hand and knee crawled to her.
Rowan lay back and opened her arms and legs, assuming the sacrificial maiden pose that her friends had advised was most enticing to the man and most comfortable for her during her deflowering. Ben crawled above her, slowed his apparent urgency, leaned in, and kissed her lips. She reflected his gentle gesture.
Holding his lips to hers, he settled his hips into her open thighs, his cock tip touching her outer labia. She wiggled and squirmed with last-minute misgiving. Bob was in no mood for indecision; he was too far gone for genital penetration hesitation.
Uncle Bob laid over her body, pressing ahead, his cock tip parting her pussy lips. His arms hugged her body in a close controlling embrace. She trembled in his arms as he pushed, overcoming her reluctance with manly force, and her continued mild struggles nearly drove him mad with lust. He thrust his solid penile muscle into her dread soddened cunt, breaking her virginal barrier with ease.
He triumphantly commenced, continued, and concluded fucking his maze contest conquest at this isolated end of the labyrinth. She cooperated as much as she knew how but otherwise simply let her first man use her body to his pleasure after instigating the initial woman-transforming act.
Rowan was resigned to, actually relieved about, her new status. She cuddled and fondled her first real sex mate afterward until a dying sun and cooling air spurred them back to the main campus residence.
As the week continued, so did Uncle Bob's services to his covey of nieces. He was busy every day and night showing them how a male cock could give and receive mutual sexual pleasure. His duties revolved around a series of singular and group rendezvouses. By Friday, he was overdosing on redhead pussy.
Ms. Rhiannon knew her man's limitations and decided the schedule needed to wind down to its natural conclusion in keeping with Bob's middle-aged potency. Bob had been a very accommodating Guest Coach Tutor, fulfilling the roster of essential deflowerings as well as tune-ups to the modestly experienced upper-level coeds. He deserved a reward for his dedication. She had withheld that prize until now.
He attended a dinner party that signaled the approaching end of his residence at this remote Irish campus. Good food and good fun abounded, even though the fashionably dressed coeds retained their tops and exhibited only cleavage. Uncle Bob wasn't that dismayed by their feigned modesty. He had fondled and sucked all of the hidden tits and nipples, save one, during the preceding week.
As dessert ended, Ms. Rhiannon gave Uncle Bob the good news. That night, he would be finally paired with his favored selection, the mildly buxom Spring Goddess, Rylee.
The girls watched as Uncle Bob rose and approached his evening's mate. She looked up from her seat, smiling broadly, also happy to finally gain her special time with the special man. She took his helping hand and held on as he led her from the dining room to catcalls and applause from her sister classmates.
They retired to his suite where Uncle Bob gently and smoothly shed her minimal clothes, exposing to his eyes the trophy he had selected on his first arrival on campus. She was everything he remembered.
They were soon laying naked in bed. She caressed and fondled his cock and balls to an immense erection. Bob was fully prepared and raring to go; ready to do the honors for her transforming event. But he was gentlemanly compliant when she boldly moved to take the lead in the sexual conjunction.
She unhurriedly, almost stoically, mounted his prone body. Placing his erection, she pressed down. Bob was rather surprised at the ease with which she self-pierced her pussy onto his sturdy manhood. She leaned in and whispered in his ear.
"This isn't my first trip to the virgin campus. I'm older and here to mentor the young ones and settle their fears."
Rylee used her cock-accustomed pussy to ride him with long deliberate strokes. She was as magical as a fabled leprechaun, albeit a naked redheaded female one, with a pot of pussy that, at the moment, Bob treasured more than a pot of gold. She whimpered her delight when he roared and splattered her core with his blast of sperm.
They cuddled and engaged in pillow talk. Rylee confessed that this was her last stay at the TWA campus. Uncle Bob wondered why aloud. Rylee let him in on her plans.
"I have accepted a proposal to join a Middle Eastern sheik's harem. He visited here and was enchanted by us. He wanted a redhead to contrast with his other local wives, all brunettes. I leave next week."
Uncle Bob mused on a way he could be of further service to the campus, especially Rylee.
"I could stay a few days more. You've been pretty isolated here without male companionship. I think you need a tune-up to get primed for your great adventure. There's no second chance for a first impression. We want the sheik to be thrilled at his good fortune. Right?"
Rylee rolled against him and kissed his cheek.
"Yes, I'd like that... if it wouldn't be too much trouble for you."
"Not at all. I like to help out a lady in need."
Uncle Bob made his call to Ms. Rhiannon, who thought it a wonderful idea. She had hoped that Rylee would be his culminating sexual partner of the week.
Bob's libido was renewed and fired up for its conditioning service mission. He spent the following days and nights with his beauty. It was a near nonstop cacophony of sucking and fucking, in as many poses and positions as Uncle Bob and his sexy tune-up maiden could imagine: doggies, missionaries, cowgirls, 69s, seated, prone, standing, the variations seemed endless. They walked the flower-strewn grounds for breaks but still found hideaways to engage in more sex.
On the morning of his last day, he demanded her panties as his keepsake. She kissed him gratefully for the wonderful, fun-filled, and educational tune-up. And then departed from his suite and his life. He added the souvenir undies to his growing collection of TWA Coach Tutor candidate training mementos.
It was a bitter-sweet farewell to the redhead heaven. There was another lineup for a farewell sendoff. Bob gave each beauty a sweet kiss and ass groping hug, knowing that he had completed his training tours and would be folded into a rotation of TWA campus visits as a vetted and qualified Guest Coach Tutor. He was saddened to depart this remote redhead haven.
But his sorrow was mildly abated with the knowledge that he had two fun-loving stewardesses, a blonde and brunette, waiting to ease his melancholy during the long flight home to America and into his new role as a certified Total Woman Academy Guest Coach Tutor.
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*** Prologue ***
What a fucking mess!
Circuit Court Judge Roy P Hallidad felt like laying his head in his hands but restrained himself for the dignity of the bench. He had seen cantankerous divorces before, his own had been somewhat terse, but he regretted now filling in for a family court colleague on medical leave. He had never seen anything this bad with such a cast of ignominious characters. Most of the accused criminals he judged in his own court had more morals than this pair of despicable adults.
The Connelly nuptials were the worst example of a corrupt marriage. The character accusations were preposterous hyperbole.
She said that after a dozen or so years of fraught matrimony, for the next half dozen, he had successively fucked his way through the entire Secretarial Pool; rounding back for additional affairs with immodest impetuosity until he found the one with the lowest self-esteem that would finally shack up with her philandering boss.
He said that his estranged wife did her best job on her knees, blowjobs galore that is, for the executive core that promised to advance her mediocre career. That was how they had met originally; her on her knees in his office with a mouthful of his cock.
Yet, despite their moral turpitudes, the hard-driving professionals both had managed to prosper in business and had accumulated considerable wealth.
In individual conferences, the judge found both parties' accusations to be mostly substantive and largely true.
About the only good to come out of the marriage was the now-teenage daughter, Amber.
The plaintiffs, through their rapacious lawyers, had negotiated a near settlement. Each divorcee would get half the fixed assets: real estate, cars, precious jewelry, etc. About a third of the estate was liquid and they had agreed about 80% of that third would devolve to Amber as a trust.
The big issue was which parent would get custody: control the trust, eagerly, and act as guardian, reluctantly, because that would have Amber under foot, potentially hindering their free-fuck lifestyle. But the lucrative trust commissions won out the day and each parent sought sole custody of... the trust, and obligatorily... Amber.
The judge thought back to the pre-trial interviews where he questioned each plaintiff individually.
What was Amber's favorite class? How were her grades? What were her interests? Who were her teachers? What was her favorite food? Name one of her friends.
They mumbled guesses but neither had a clue to the facts or the truth. They hadn't cared to monitor Amber's life and social activities until the money came up.
But Judge Hallidad knew. He had reviewed her school records and teachers' evaluations.
Amber held a respectable 3.8-grade point average, loved math and science, had earned a few advanced college credits during her Senior high school year, was captain of her cheer squad, and enjoyed the chess club. Her yearbook photo showed a bright-faced smiling young lady with light blonde hair and sparkling blue eyes. How she had managed to succeed so well in spite of the tumultuous home life was something of a miracle.
Amber acted more mature as a teenager than either parent. Neither of them was worthy enough to take care of this magnificent young lady. She was a hidden gem that needed a place where she could get a final polish into a total young woman.
He contacted Ms. Heather, a close acquaintance from a special institution he palpably and financially supported. She offered a solution; one that he already had in mind but needed her cooperation to carry out. And that made the judge's ruling easier; he had a surprise in store for the plaintiffs.
"I will now rule on the matter of the daughter's trust. Miss Amber. Please step forward to the bench."
A preppy-dressed fair-haired trim and fit blonde rose from the gallery and stepped through the bar gate to the open space before Judge Hallidad. Her slim legs were propped on midsized heels, and she wore a mid-thigh ivory wool skirt and blazer set. The coat was unbuttoned in front and loosely covered a button-up blouse, whose stressed buttons across her bosom implied it was working hard to hold it together over her bra-stuffing breasts.
Her sky-blue eyes looked demurely downward beneath straight-cut bangs. The straight tresses fell behind to midback, clinched in a ponytail by a small jeweled hair clip. Her hands were clasped demurely in front, her stance respectful and attentive. The judge looked down on the girl he had only seen pictures of in her yearbook. Her real-life stunning presence gave him pause.
'Damn', he thought, 'she's a perfect angel: lithe form, healthy glow, and well built; those cheer exercises really work. And she has an eye for eye-catching fashion.'
His cock throbbed its total agreement. He came out of his hypnotic stupor and continued.
"Young lady, as you know, I have been asked to make a ruling between two terrible choices: which parent gains your sole custody and power of attorney over your trust until you reach the age of 25."
He paused as both parties and their attorneys leaned forward eagerly in their seats. The bounty of trustee fees was within one or the other's grubby grasp.
Then he held aloft some folded papers from his desk.
"But I have a third option. Ms. Amber, I am granting your separate Petition for Emancipation and awarding you sole control of your trust."
One attorney leapt to his feet.
"You can't do that!"
Judge Hallidad banged his gavel soundly and angrily shook it at the offending attorney.
"Sit down and SHUT THE FUCK UP!!"
He turned and glowered at the opposite attorney who had been at half-stand to also object but instead dropped back to his seat and showed his palms defensively in a 'no problem' sign.
The judge purposefully put the gavel down. He tugged on his robes to straighten the shoulders and took a deep breath. Then he turned his attention back to Amber and calmly continued.
"I CAN do it and I have done it. However, young lady, because you are a few months shy of 19, I am constrained by state law to assign a court-appointed trustee in the interim. This court retains jurisdiction of the Emancipation Order and will act as fund trustee. We also appoint Ms. Heather, whom you know, since she assisted you with filing your petition, to be your provisional guardian until you are 21. Do you agree?"
Amber's rose-tinted lips curved her high cheekbone face into a smile and her thin straight hair fluffed as she nodded enthusiastically.
"I need your verbal response for the record, please."
"Yes... YES... YES... thank you, your honor."
The gavel came down one more time and the judge rose as did everyone else.
"We are adjourned."
As he turned to leave, he saw each attorney getting a face full of nasty from their respective clients. He glowed inwardly as he left, knowing the attorneys would get a full measure of their clients' immature emotional rancor which they had passionately denied existed in their disingenuous pleadings.
Ms. Heather hustled forward from the gallery and led the newly freed young woman from the courtroom. Ms. Amber was now unleashed to pursue a life-changing journey towards a blessed future at the Total Woman Academy.
*** Freshman Year ***
Amber looked about the grand house atrium that she had just entered. Six months had gone by since her emancipation in court. During the interim, kindly Ms. Heather had taken her into her home and she had been well cared for. The middle-aged lady, still beautiful and gracious, had guided her gently towards a decision about her future.
Amber had listened carefully to the first adult in a long time who listened to her opinions and seemed to have her best interests at heart. Her pro temp guardian described a post-high school avenue at an institution that offered full scholarships, reserved for only the most deserving female candidates.
She could be vetted over the summer and enter the academy soon after her 18th birthday in the Fall. The curriculum would emphasize intelligence, beauty, and poise. Amber had thought it over and decided to apply. Ms. Heather had provided a letter of reference and keen encouragement. The process played out over the Summer and Amber was thrilled when she learned that she had been accepted.
And, now, here she was; a new freshman at the Total Woman Academy, on a full scholarship that would preserve her trust fund as it grew in value, untouched, over the intervening time until she was 25. And, to her wonder, she was even being sponsored by an anonymous pledge contributor's scholarship donation.
She was not alone in the mansion's front lobby; a half dozen similar-aged girls were gathered for this first initiation and orientation to their world for the next four years. They were a gossipy friendly gaggle, each sharing snippets of their journey to this moment. Some, like Amber, were completely naïve, oblivious to the intimate details of the unfolding adventure while others bragged of legacy mothers and sisters who shared amazing anecdotes of their life-altering experiences.
A matronly woman, Ms. Smith, met them and led them to their first meeting. Therein, she briefed the new entrants on the basic rules for Freshman year:
First, the standard daily dress code required brief thong panties and otherwise toplessness for the entire first year, with mandatory high heels throughout. The only exceptions were barefoot or gym shoes during stretching and toning exercises and special requests for special events.
Second, in addition to a meaningful course of academic study to develop their intelligence, there would be beauty and cosmetology classes, and lessons on a healthy diet and other feminine body perfection practices.
And, third, they would begin an intensive program of poise: the drawing out of their innate sensual instincts for physical enjoyment, especially sexual pleasure. This unique academy curriculum would develop their special talents in experience established stages: this first year would be only touch and caresses of the whole body and, especially, the erogenous zones. The sophomore year would acquaint them with vaginal penetrative sex. The Junior year would teach oral sex. And the final, Senior, year would be a full year of skill polishing and the combination of all the sexual techniques shared with selected males and females.
The goal was to become a Total Woman Academy graduate, expertly skilled at male and female physical pleasure, and ultimately, attract the commitment of a singular lifelong mate, The One.
And thus, her residence and program began. She was assigned an upper-class sister to guide her through her first few weeks. There were academic studies to select; she chose a computer science and math track. The hair and makeup salons were fully stocked with cosmetics and makeup furnishings. She would attend beauty sessions there several hours per week with the expectation that she would practice the successive beauty and health lessons on a day-to-day basis. Gym classes were mandatory to improve her body strength and tone.
That finally led to poise.
Topless, thonged, high-heeled Amber gathered with her sister Freshman coeds in a small classroom. The front table held an array of realistically sculpted phalluses. All of the new coeds were invited forward to gather around the display and handle the plastic and rubber dildoes. They covered the gambit of shapes and sizes: fat, skinny, long, short, straight and curved, stiff, and flexible mockups of male appendages. The girls handled the sex toys and passed them around, commenting and laughing at the variety.
Each returned to their seat with a sample in hand while the female instructor showed videos and slides of the male anatomy, pointing out the various erogenous zones and stimulable nerve clusters on the male penis. The coeds studied the realistic details of their sample. Additional training would follow in laboratory exercises with the staff of young and virile resident coach tutors.
In the following weeks and months, Amber went through a program of increasingly intricate interactions.
Amber's second week began with a scheduled appointment. She entered the small room to find a nude staff coach tutor lying prone on a massage table. She was invited to explore his naked body, getting feedback on her touch, caress, and massage techniques. She discovered how finger contacts on his penis caused it to swell and stiffen. At the next appointment, a different staff coach tutor gave her feedback on where and how to touch and stroke his cock for his best pleasure. Her manual efforts brought forth a fount of sperm and she was directed to clean up the milky discharge with some handy warm towels.
A semi-weekly sequence of manual training led to more eruptions of semen and she became quite adept at learning the signs of impending orgasm and ejaculations. She found how to hold off the culmination in a series of rising and ebbing pettings until he granted her permission to finish.
Another weekly ritual was overnight encounters in her dorm room. Therein, the staff coach tutor took time to manually massage Amber's pussy and she achieved cyclical orgasms through the manual stimulations. Again, in time, she learned to control the timing of her own orgasm, despite the intense impulsive urges, until granted permission to finish.
Mid-year, the training incorporated weekly overnight female encounters. A random classmate joined her in her room, or she in theirs, and they explored and practiced the sites and timings for optimum clitoral stimulation. All female genitalia are similar but she was shown the variations that existed in the excitable nerve groups. The lesbos activities led her to numerous orgasms and she welcomed the new insights from each different girl that came to her bed.
Amber was happy every time the fates paired her with Sadie, a pretty little Oriental coed. They were often seen about campus together, chatting and playing team games in gym classes. The contrast of platinum blonde Amber and black-haired Sadie led to jokes about 'Salt' and 'Pepper' spiciness. Ms. Smith kept a knowing eye on the pair, alert to an undesirable emotional affinity.
Amber was less enthused about classroom public masturbation but tried her best to succeed. It wasn't easy for her to show self-affection in a group setting. The teachers took note and intended to reconcile her reluctance.
A technique she was more comfortable with was tit-jobs. In bed with a staff coach tutor, she would fold her modest boobs around his erect cock and assist his achieving ejaculation on her neck and cleavage. She joined her friends in gossiping about the 'pearl' necklaces they earned.
Towards the end of freshman year, she was almost nightly ensconced in bed with a naked male. Sometimes she rubbed his erect cock with a lotion-coated fist as he watched a porn video. She was attentive to his rising excitement and his masturbation reactions. It was her challenge and duty to make her man cum in time with the onscreen studly spew.
The small cadre of staff coach tutors became familiar sex partners that she was attuned to. That would change in her Sophomore year when her curriculum mixed in encounters with visiting Pledge Contributors and Guest Coach Tutors. But before that, her body would need to undergo a once-in-a-lifetime physical alteration.
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*** Sophomore Year ***
That special time had arrived for virginal Amber.
Freshman year was all about human anatomy and sensuality, body caresses, learning about manual titillation, fingered orgasms, and using her boobs to massage male erections that let loose milky ejaculations into the light of day and dark of night.
This year would introduce vaginal sex and every young female must have her first time.
Amber had been plied with whispered stories from those classmates who have gone before her. Some said it hurt but dissipated quickly, some said it was rough, and some said their nervous anxiety and subsequent relief had driven them to an orgasm higher than even the best solo or assisted masturbations.
But the upper classmates were unified in their opinion that it led to fantastically better follow-on sexual experiences. Still, Amber's emotions were a jumble of anxious, curious, timid, and bold. But, whatever she felt, it would happen: her time had come.
She was told that it would go easier if she presented herself in a way that invigorated the male's libido. So, she dressed in neat casual: sleeveless front zipper summer dress, short to show her long legs, light blue in a color to complement her eyes. She wore the requisite white strappy heels, light facial makeup, and simple golden earrings. Her other adornments were a thin golden chain necklace and a matching pair of delicate wrist bracelets and one anklet. She strived to make her look youthful and innocent, rumored to be especially helpful in enticing her first coital man.
She strolled nervously across the pool deck to an umbrella-shaded small cafe table set for two. Coach Tutor Emeritus Ned sat waiting and watching as she approached. He stood as she neared, greeted her kindly, and helped her to sit before sitting across from her.
"Good afternoon, Amber. You may call me Mr. Ned or simply Sir, whichever you prefer. I have been assigned to move you through the next step in your feminine maturity. You look lovely in that dress, by the way. The color suits you."
Amber's suppressed anxiety eased a bit at his smooth manly voice and macho assurances. But there was still the looming question of discomfort during the inevitable event.
She nibbled on her light plate of finger food. There were water and juices but no alcohol; the curriculum dictated that the virgin's senses be fully alert during her momentous deflowering.
The man chatted easily with her, asking open-ended questions, drawing out her views about her classes, what academics she liked, her beauty classes, and the gym toning exercises. He deflected her questions about himself and remained the mysterious stranger that would soon rend her hymen.
With the assertiveness of a confident man, Mr. Ned silently rose and she looked up as he extended his hand to her. She timidly took it and he held it firmly, trapped her will to his with his cool stare, and drew her up, towering half a foot taller, even in her heels.
He led her towards his guest coach tutor suite, a place to make her first time especially special; her jittery reactions to the new carnal sensations would be more intense in an unaccustomed venue.
Mr. Ned continued to treat her with courtesy and conviction. He knew his role, just as he had on yesterday's duty, deflowering another of Amber's freshman classmates, a petite Asian lass named Sadie. Her anxiety had driven her to an orgasm, an unusual first-time outcome. He had driven out several more, for him and her, before dawn's early light.
He opened the door and ushered today's blonde to enter ahead of him. She surveyed the room: a carpeted central open space, large king-size bed, many wall and ceiling mirrors, an open view ensuite bath, and a large partially upholstered wooden armchair.
"Amber, let's make ourselves more comfortable."
She stood at center room as he stood tall and close, looking down at her. His hands rose gently to her dress front zipper and pulled it downward, peeling away the fabric to reveal her unfettered fine breasts with their subtly made-up nipples.
He paused to garner his first view there and Amber hoped she had succeeded in achieving a male libido-boosting presentation. He seemed pleased as he zipped down some more, revealing her baby blue satin thong. Then all else was exposed as the opened dress slid over her shoulders and dropped to the floor.
She stood in his view, alert to any sign of his directives for her at this special time. He spoke softly.
"I want your panties as my souvenir of this special encounter. You may take off your heels or keep them on in bed as you please."
Amber leaned over and skinned off her thong, standing again to hand them politely to him. He pocketed the prize. All of her previous experiences with men had been a mix of heels off or on but she decided to remove them in deference to the expensive-looking black satin bed sheets that awaited them. Fully nude save for makeup and jewelry, she looked up at his face.
"Go ahead, my dear. Prepare me; make me hard. Do your duty to me, the male, so I can meet your desire for my cock inside you."
Amber took that as permission to get him ready manually, as she had learned so well in Freshman year. She started by kneeling and assisting to remove his shoes. Next, she unzipped his fly and slid down his pants. He was commando and she got her first view of his cock, similar but different from the staff coach tutor cocks, a bit larger than the ones she had learned time and again how to properly handle.
She looked his flaccid member eye to eye. The knob was a good size and the shaft promised thickness. She tried a touch to the under-vee and ventured a thumb pad tickle there. He smiled and moaned serenely, just as so many of her other men had done before, and she took that as a sign of his approval. She kept that caress in motion while another finger pressed the scrotum space between his balls, eliciting another throaty hum.
His cock was swelling in her care; she stood and cradled the shaft in one palm while a finger from the other daubed his knob with the precum leaking from the tip slit. Her friends had suggested that would aid its entry when the time came. He swelled more in her hands and was rising from horizontal stiffness to inclining more aloft. He was close to ready and she thought they should finish the foreplay in bed.
He seemed to read her thoughts and took her by the shoulders, lifting her to stand and backstepping her to the mattress edge. Her ass braced there and she laid her back flat on the mattress. Her boobs took on a torus roundness centered with rosy disks. He touched the nipples and buffed small circles at the pink edges. The nubs rose to attention and he moved on.
Ned knelt between her legs and used his thumbs to spread her labia. Her neck crunched forward and her blue eyes looked down from under her blonde straight-cut bangs. He looked at her craning face and the impending coitus couple's eyes locked.
"Show me what you like, Amber. Finger your pussy and get yourself ready as you did me."
Amber slid her fingertips there and rubbed slow circles around the pink labia rim, flicking over her clitoris on successive rounds. Her head laid back and her eyes closed as her ardor rose; little vocal moans emerged from her blushing face. She was wet and warm and feeling nice.
Ned stood and boosted her ass back further onto the bed. She crab-walked to the center of the mattress and he followed along, posing on his knees above her excited body. Leaning forward, his cock waggled against her groin and they snuggled together to get the right alignment. Amber's nostrils filled with the scent of Mr. Ned's cologne, a musky smoky redolence. She had taken care to balance her own perfume and hoped she made the right choice that would encourage this man to deeply desire her.
Amber felt the fleshy intruder probe her pussy lips and the tip inched apart her engorged pink membranes. She almost involuntarily wound her arms around his neck as he settled on elbows and forearms to brace the bulk of his upper body. His chest compressed her nipples as he shuffled to arrange his hips; she spread her thighs wider to aid his lower body positioning for penetration.
She had hoped he would utter some warm words at this ultimate moment but Mr. Ned simply pushed, cleaving her core as his swollen muscle slowly pierced and then slid a few inches further down her moist channel. The sliding stopped as his tip reached her hymen, the virginal barrier he was destined to burst.
"Brace yourself, my dear; your time has truly arrived. It may hurt a little but only for a moment."
She took a deep breath and squeezed her eyes closed. Her face assumed a determined grimace while she forced her elevated knees wider and braced her feet on the mattress. Now, she wished she had retained her shoes; the heels would have better anchored her legs.
She felt his backbone arch and his hips pushed but not enough. She felt her maidenhead stretch but not rip. He relaxed, retreated, braced, and rammed forcefully against the obstacle.
That worked and she suppressed a squeal as her hymen tore and his knob pushed past it. He retreated an inch and rammed again, now gaining complete entry as his pubis banged on her clitoris and his tip pressed her cervix deep inside. She felt a pique of despair, a sense of mourning at innocence lost, but then relief, now that her deflowering was achieved.
Amber felt her first real man pause and hold, thinking that was it, he was done. But no, he pulled back halfway and stroked in again, hitting her again at both erogenous places, surface and depth. There were no more pauses as he pulled back until almost exiting her labia before quickly running his cock completely inside her.
Again, and again, and again he steadily stroked, using her cunt to simulate his penile nerves, just as her hands and boobs had done to other cocks during the many staff coach tutor exercises throughout her freshman year of manual titillation exercises.
Amber sensed a speeding up and shortening of the cycles. Her man was grunting louder as his pace quickened and she knew from her manual massages that he would soon erupt in ejaculation.
And with a cry, he did, blasting her womb with its first ever rope of sperm, the first dose of a few more of his own for now, and the advent of many more from the men who would plunge her cunt over her coming years, her coming lifetime.
His mouth found hers and he stuck his tongue between her lips, doubling the number of masculine appendages probing her body. She hugged his neck loosely and kissed him back hard, sucking his tongue and cooperating in his fusion of carnal connections.
Her lips were stuffed with his oral digit but she smiled inwardly; it was finally done it. From this night and forever more, she was no longer a young girl but had become a young woman.
Mr. Ned stayed the night and twice more splattered her womb with his manly essence. Each time was a little easier for her. Although still a bit raw from the rent flesh inside, on the third one she managed a mild orgasm of her own, a self-reward for fulfilling her entry into the world of genital coitus.
In the following months, in addition to her studies for intelligence and beauty, she now enjoyed fucking sessions with the staff of younger coach tutors. And, at least weekly, she was fucked by Guest Coach Tutors and visiting Pledge Contributors, ones selected by the academy or ones that specifically requested her.
They gave her further guidance and advice and posed her body in the many positions they each favored for fucking her agile body. She discovered why so many stretching and flexibility exercises were integrated into the collection of strength and stamina training in her gym sessions.
She learned to roll her hips and clench her cunt to help stimulate the thrusting erections. She learned cowgirl, mounted either forward or backward, on a prone male whose erection she levered up for entry or bounced in his lap while he was seated on a stool or in a chair. She learned doggie and inverted ass-up poses.
And as her skills grew, she continued to practice orgasm control and learned how to only let herself go when the man gave her leave to do so.
She became very proficient in male gratification and was proud of her skills and abilities. But the near future held more promise for her. Over the next semesters, she would learn to use her every orifice and bodily magic to deliver vigorous gratification to elite alpha males.
*** Junior Year ***
Amber knelt topless between the man's seated thighs; in heels, and panties, and with her hair tied back to display her face and cheeks for this visiting coach tutor's unobstructed view of her plush lips and exposed tits. On this first lesson in fellatio, big black Karl had directed her to kiss his large knob tip, then slowly and progressively suction it between her lips. She followed his instructions as he ran a monologue of what she should do next.
He coached her through letting his knob rest near the back of her mouth while she rolled the softer underside of her tongue back, and tip tickled the under-vee. He taught her to hold his shaft with circled thumb and forefinger near the scrotal base and lap him from stem to stern like a lollypop, using her stiffened tongue tip for open-air under-vee tickles and tip slit probes.
He halted her after some time. She sat back on her heels and he told her to look up at him. Her blue eyes held his stare as he took hold of her head on either side and moved her mouth back to his cock tip. She looked down at the imminent cock-mouth re-connection. He tapped her cheek, not a slap, but a warning that the next one could be.
"No, girl. Keep looking up here at me. I want to see your eyes and expressions during the next steps."
His hold moved her lipstick-red lips over the knob and the shaft pressed it to the back of her mouth. She continued to look at him as he moved to go deeper into her gullet. Her eyes widened and she tried to shake her head 'No' but he was insistent.
"You're going to put a lipstick ring around the base of my cock. Here we go..."
Karl pressed his cock against her tonsils and Amber felt a gag reflex. Her eyes watered and she tried to back off but Karl held the position.
"Breathe through your nose, honey; take a couple of breaths before we continue."
Amber lurched at the word 'continue'. She again tried to back off but Karl was persistent.
"Breathe through your nose, dammit; come on, do it, girl."
Amber stopped struggling and took the commanded deep breaths she would need. She looked at Karl's face as he had directed; he appeared to allow her a few moments and then...
She felt his grip tighten on her hair and he jammed his cock knob down her throat. It wasn't so bad; the gag reflex was mild and she managed to control it. Her eyes watered even more, tears smearing her dark mascara in drivels down her cheeks. Her nose was tickled by Karl's pubic hair and she looked straight into his curly tuff. She felt one hand lose its hold and then a mild slap on her face.
"Hey, little girl, I warned you. Up here; keep looking at me up here."
She tilted her eyes up to his view, peering through the splits in her straight-cut long bangs. He held her head again and diddled his corona back and forth against her tonsils. His face took on a grimace and he opened his mouth for quicker breaths. She felt his cock ripple as the man's juices shot up his urethra and straight down her esophagus to her stomach. She instinctively swallowed but there was nothing there in her mouth, the stream was going into her gullet. She only managed to further stimulate his spouting muscle.
Karl's shaft slowly shrank and he withdrew. Amber caught a series of short and then deeper breaths. He released her head and she sat back on her heels again, quickly remembering to look at his face.
"Not bad for the first time. Unfortunately, you didn't get to taste my manly treasure. I'll stay the night and let you suckle my knob until I can give you a couple of good mouthfuls to savor. I hope you enjoy the salty tang because I'm sure the many staff and visiting coach tutors are eager to try out your newly available oral talents. You will be swallowing lots and lots more cum over the coming years."
And he made good on his promise. Her gentle suckling drew out two good loads overnight and the flavor was much as she expected from the scents of previously ejaculated spunk in and on her body.
Further, she was indeed engaged in almost daily sexual relations, now able to employ both her vaginal and facial orifices to bring pleasure to her sex partners and, more and more, for herself.
There were many nights when, without a male session scheduled, she and her sister coeds paired off surreptitiously for continued girl-on-girl sex practices. Those bedtimes now involved both digital and oral-genital manipulations. The cunnilingus activities taught the young women to use the rough flat of their tongues to stimulate labial and clitoral sensibilities. Or they might include sisterly kissing while fingering each other's pussies or an inverted 69 to pleasure each other and taste the tangy feminine dews.
As juniors, the coeds were irregularly invited to some of the more formal social and entertainment events.
Dance parties were fun. The themes varied with each one. There was a schoolgirl night where the coeds wore panty exposing short plaid skirts and tummy-tied translucent blouses, boogying their braless boobs to the disco beats and to the delight of their watching male dance partners. The subsequent bedroom mating was often giddy and playful, parodying fantasy little girls and decadent middle-aged men.
Then there was striptease night with its variety of costumes and dance routines: belly dancers, sassy teens, classic secretaries, and street hooker outfits. All the costumes were shed on stage before the teen stripper joined her assigned male in his audience seat. Her nude body was usually plopped sidesaddle in his lap.
After each early act, the newly paired couple played with light cuddles and canoodles, but as the acts evolved, that patron had his eager hands all over his personal stripper's body. The wait was torture as both were anxious to have the stage shows wind down so that they could escape to their suites, finish off any added foreplay and relieve their building sexual heat.
During one such event, for the next to last skit of the evening, coed Kate chose a sweater puppy wobbling disco dance floor motif. She was dressed in booty shorts and a loose knit top. Her hair was held behind her ears with a headband; she looked like a lively college student out on the town in man baiting bravura.
A strobe-lit mirror ball shot colorful beams about the stage. The lively disco music started and Kate pranced on stage; her peppy stride moving her loose boobs under the sweater. She found the beat and engaged in a body-shaking routine that dynamically bounced and shimmied her generous boobs, setting her tits wobbling wildly on her chest under the bulky thin sweater. The fabric stretched and recoiled to keep her bounding chest meat covered but springily conspicuous.
And her boobs weren't the only parts moving to the music. She twerked, rotated, and rolled her ass and hips, insinuating how she would use her vigorous lower body to excite a deep-rooted cock. No man in the audience missed the message but only one man was destined to get the real deal later. After all, they don't call it a tease for nothing.
Having shown the action, it was time to reveal the goods. She started with the booty shorts, peeling them over her ass and down her legs, bending forward to slide them over her heels, wobbling her tits in the process. She righted and her fingers hooked the thong panties, skimming them down as well. The bent-over shimmy wobbled her boobs inside the sweater for a final tease. Then, standing, she played peek-a-boo with her audience, flaunting partial tit flashes that she quickly covered, simultaneously throwing her audience shameless smirky smiles.



She turned her back on her lust-building admirers, took the hem of the sweater in both hands, and pulled it over her head. While her arms were aloft, entangled in the top, she looked over her shoulder and smiled, shimmying her chest, flourishing sidewinder boobs past her torso. She tossed the sweater aside and seductively turned face forward, and the men actually groaned in envy of whoever was going to be her man tonight.
Her breasts were bounteous, much more than a handful, the nipples tinted pale pink. She shimmied again to demonstrate their round softness and fluid elasticity, grinning at everyone but thinking about what bawdy thoughts must be in the mind of her, as yet, unsuspecting but aspiring bed companion.
Carrying her discarded panties in hand, she stepped gingerly in her high heels across the stage and descended the short stage stairs. The hard steps jostled her tits in route and she walked directly to her assigned man. His face lit up in awe of the gift the fates had just bestowed on him.
She mounted his lap in sidesaddle, and leaned against his shoulder, pecking an affectionate kiss on his cheek. The mesmerized man just stared at the busty lady in his lap, his eyes glued to her breasts.
Kate broke the ice. She sat up and wormed her panties into his pants pocket. She felt a tubular bulk pressed against her burrowing hand. That was good news for her.
"Those are for you. And that's not all."
Her pocketed hand stayed in his pants and her other one lifted a boob and bounced its heavy mass.
"You can play with my funbags all night but why wait. Go on, give 'em a squeeze right now."
The man accepted her sassy invitation and filled his hand with soft, pliable tit meat. Kate leaned to his ear and whispered her query, wiggling her pocket-trapped hand against his swelled cock.
"Did you like my booty bops and twerks while I was dancing on stage?"
The man just throated a 'Uhm huh' in a positive reply. She kept her voice low, a sexy chat just between the two of them.
"Oh... well, that was my standing dance. Wait until I'm wedged under you in bed and doing my horizontal disco. You're going to love how my moves will make your cock feel. I can do those same moves mounted up on your lap as well."
Kate wiggled a couple of example twerks on his groin under her hip and massaged the bulky mass trapped there in the crotch of his pants. Her buried hand rubbed against his erection.
"Oh... did I do that? That must be uncomfortable for you. Let me help."
She wiggled her hand free of his pants and lowered his zipper, tunneling in anew and finding his bare erection, packed in the close confines.
"We'll get that big boy out later. For now, I'll just hold it for you and we'll watch the last show."
The man was overdosing on lust but held his manners. The cuddling pair politely turned their attention back to the looming final performance where the stage hands had set up the next act: an office scenario with a desk and a chair. Kate leaned against his chest and let him cuddle her tits. She held his cock but didn't move her gripping hand.
The lights lowered and a spotlight followed Amber as she entered stage left, clicking the floor in her heels. She was a classy secretary wearing a short wool skirt and fitted blazer. The coat's single button was sewn low and the lapels wide, displaying the swells of generous cleavage, pressed together by a barely seen black bra. Her long blonde hair was piled in a classic bun on her head, pinned with a pencil. Her blue eyes were less evident behind the large black-framed glasses, an undeniable suggestion of ditzy office bimbo.
She fussed with papers on the desk and dropped several to the floor. She faced backward and bent over at the waist to pick them up, the skirt riding up her ass to reveal her panties, garter belt, and thigh-high dark hose. Upon, hearing an auditorium moan at the exhibition, she looked back as if noticing the audience for the first time and covered her mouth with a hand, a bashful move that set the mood as an innocent young intern.
Standing, her hand fanned her face, a typical move when the atmosphere is too warm for comfort. Or added to by a little embarrassment.
But that didn't last long. She looked around for onstage voyeurs and seeing none, sat gracefully in the wheeled tilting chair, in profile to the forgotten audience, and propped her heels up on the desk, opening her legs and slowly rubbing her pussy through her panties. She leaned her head back as the swelling lust flowed through her body. She feigned a feverish feeling, rubbing her neck and chest, before unbuttoning the coat and letting the lapels flop apart. Her black bra came into view and, still feeling the excessive warmness, she popped the front closure and pulled it aside off her breasts.
The masses stayed in nubile high perched form, nice sized and shaped that befitted Amber's coed fitness routines.
She fanned her face again but feigned its futility to right her situation. She sat up and stood. Down came the skirt and it revealed the garter belt and panties. The belt went next. Still, she was fanning her face to cool it. She looked stage right and left, seemingly on the lookout for any emerging voyeurs, at least ones that fitted the private office scene. And then, off came the panties.
She plucked out the pencil and the blonde bun puffed open. She finger-combed the tangles, her moves jostling her breasts, her hair falling down her back.
She walked across the stage and down the steps, heading for the remaining unaccompanied gentleman, and slid her bare ass, sidesaddle, onto his lap. She held his cheeks and gave him a deep kiss. She stuffed her panties in his shirt pocket.
"I'm pretty warm, maybe hot, almost certainly overheated. Will you help me cool down?"
"My pleasure, ma'am."
The evening's staged recitals were over but the real entertainment was just getting started. The pairs quickly made their way to the exits and scurried to their quarters. The night was still young and they intended to use all the available overnight time to quench the heat of the fantasies instigated by the talented coeds' performances.
And, of course, no college could omit the debutante ball, a night of the coeds dressed in buxom gowns and coiffed hairdos. The chamber music enabled slow dances that rubbed silkily garbed groins and chests together in a foreplay milieu. The festivity concluded with each debutante announced in turn by the Housemother and then, from a prearranged roster, introduced to her, unbeknownst until now, overnight companion. The assigned pair made their smiling farewells and the debutante's gallant escort took her to his suite for a mimicked deflowering of the young lady that signaled her emergence into 'polite society', and her eligibility to suck and be fucked by her future middle-aged gentlemen suitors.
The sexual culmination of all these festivities played out in the various lodgings available onsite for the fortunate Guest Coach Tutors who had been invited to attend and aid in the girls' evolving sensual maturity. It was not uncommon for the nights to be filled with ecstatic calls and cries in the neighboring rooms. Rather than disturbances, the noises only spurred the girls to strive for their highest and best efforts to equal and, hopefully, exceed their sister classmates' man-satisfying accomplishments. The Guest Coach Tutors were more than happy to be the recipients of those efforts.
By year-end, Amber thought she had experienced all the pleasures, pain, and joy that sexual relations could provide. She was oblivious that her upcoming senior year polishing would bring about other, hitherto, unimaginable ways to accomplish human emotional and carnal gratification.
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*** Senior Year ***
Amber shuffled back to her dorm room, her body still aching from the sharp pains, slowly dulling, endured at another seminar on sex toys.
Her nipples still stung from the bite of the removed spring clamps but the Ben Wa balls, retained inside her cunt for a 24-hour homework exercise in vaginal compression, jostled against her womb walls with each short step she took, bounced about by her stride in the usually tall spike heels. She clenched her pussy to keep them from falling out. But, then, that was the point: strengthen up her vaginal muscles to intensely tighten on the man's erection as he thrust inside her.
She preferred the earlier months' sessions on vibrators and dildoes. The silver bullets were fun to use on herself or her female lab partner. The rabbit heads were complicated to position but very pleasurable when properly employed. Sybians could be loaded with those inanimate types or more realistic dildoes with mechanical cams that bulged and rippled the fat probe inside her cunt.
They told her she would get started on labia spring-clamp conditioning next week. Anal plugs would follow after that.
Amber had already used the successively introduced toys on visiting men or them on her, and she adored those feisty playtimes. And her occasional sisterly nights abided the mechanical devices as well, it being assumed that their futures might involve some lesbian happenstances. Amber had become warm friends with several coed classmates, Sadie included. They never thought of these bedtimes as emotional attachments, just a group of friends with additional benefits.
Senior year also opened up more festive engagements. The seniors continued to host several different weekend activities that extended Junior year's soirees and games. They also upped the competition for the Senior end-of-year awards.
At one function, a panel of pledge contributors was seated in a lineup with their pants lowered around their ankles. The coed contestants knelt on cushions between their feet. On the starting signal, the girls dove on their assigned penis and endeavored to suck him off. After 30-seconds, on signal, they switched to the next man in line and gave it their all for another 30-seconds. This continued until a first man shot his load in a winner's mouth. It continued until the second and third place was gained and then became just an exercise in sexual relief for the slow comers.
Senior year also allowed some off-campus excursions for exemplary coeds.
One weekend, Amber was commandeered to accompany a VIP Pledge Contributor to an off-campus outing, a TWA vetted mini-event at a small tropical resort, exclusive to a dozen men and their travel companions.
She met him in the main building vestibule, dressed for casual travel: a white sundress, no undergarments, and strappy low white sandals. Her makeup and hair were also casual, keeping with his requested young innocence aura.
He was unknown to her, a new acquaintance, not one of the Guest Coach Tutors that had spent a night or two with her before. She politely greeted him, as she should, and they departed in his limousine.
After settling in and enjoying a fine dinner, she had sensually and skillfully thrilled him throughout that Friday night from her full repertoire of sexual stimulation techniques.
Cuddling led to a missionary mount, their first coital connection. She didn't know what he favored so she tried little techniques to gauge his interests.
He thrust and stroked inside her. She tried a little hip roll. He mumbled 'yes' and she settled into that move, rubbing his corona against her inner slipperiness. She heard more guttural voicings... 'so tight'... 'wet'... 'they were right'...
She took the last as a compliment, assuming the men talked and compared the coeds' poise talents. She redoubled her efforts, adding a tongue swipe and nip on his ear. She was rewarded with a mighty growl and flood of sperm deep inside.
A kneeling blowjob kept things going. Her frontal seated cowgirl followed later as she continued to do most of the work and he conserved his energies. Still, he yielded to the opportunity to lap and suckle her bobbing nipples as she rode him.
He expended his cache of seminal reserves through two robust, mattress-bouncing missionary fucks where he allowed her freedom to cum at will. And she did, multiple times per bout. They were both totally fatigued at dawn.
They lounged around the pool that next morning, sunning semi-nude among the other distinguished guests. The vista of sundry tits revived his verve and he hauled equally topless Amber to a semi-secluded corner for a nooner blowjob. After that, he seemed distracted, less focused on her as she noticed him inspecting the other topless young women around the pool deck.
At the gathering before the evening casual supper, he engaged a man in conversation, speaking a language that Amber did not comprehend. The stranger's voluptuous travel mate looked down a lot and answered his sporadic questions in low submissive tones. The other couple joined them at a small table where the men talked through dinner, accompanied by the women's silence. The men ended their chat with a handshake.
Her alpha male host took the hand of the other man's busty companion and, without a word to Amber, led the brunette away, out of the dining area. It quickly dawned on her that she had been swapped for the night to the burly man whose language she couldn't understand.
So, following meekly as he led her brusquely to his suite, she was subjected to what became unintelligible harsh grunted commands and demands. He ripped and stripped her completely. When she didn't do what he had apparently said, he tersely manhandled her into the desired position and then fucked her as he wanted. In the middle of the night, he placed her into a doggie pose on the edge of the bed and lubed up his erection.
Standing behind her, he gripped her hips firmly and touched his erection to her asshole. She wiggled around, trying to help him find her vaginal slot. He shouted in anger and slapped her ass. She peered back over her shoulder as he placed his tip at her asshole again.
She balked at the realization of what he wanted.
"No, please, not there. I am not ready to try that."
But her pleas were ignored as he worked his Vaseline-slickened stiff muscle in. It was her first real anal sex. Butt plugs were smooth and slender; this man's real cock was fat and coarse. It hurt and she cried all through the pounding. She barely felt the flow when he filled her bowels with his spunk.
Later he fucked her again, vaginally, in missionary, and she cried the entire time, feeling used and abused, which only seemed to amuse and arouse him even more.
In the morning, she clutched her bundle of damaged duds as he hauled her in a tight arm grasp naked through the hallways, returning her to her host. He knocked loudly at his swap deal collaborator's door. Upon being released from the brute's grip and safely clinging to her own companion, she tearfully complained about the rough treatment and the men held a tense verbal exchange before the swarthy foreigner grabbed his brunette by the hair and dragged his naked submissive along as he stormed away.
The VIP Pledge Contributor asked Amber to tell him about her encounter and heard more details of her ordeal. He acted sympathetically and cuddled with her gently while she calmed. They stayed in the suite the remaining weekend, eating room service meals and sharing stories. He inquired of Amber's campus studies and her favorite guest encounters, endeavoring to turn her mind to more pleasant thoughts. She brightened up when recalling her happier times.
He told her about his sex with the brunette; the subservient girl was jumpy and eager to please him in whatever he asked of her. It was exciting to feel powerful at first but became tedious to dictate everything when she took no initiative on her own.
Feeling better, Amber gave him gentle sex a few more times over the remaining weekend before he delivered her back to the safety and comfort of the campus.
And during the second half of senior year, as graduation became a surer thing, TWA sponsored Free Will Weekends. The alpha male Pledge Contributors arrived on Fridays and an evening soiree started things off. The Sunday brunch concluded the action. In between, the coeds competed to garner more sperm loads than their sisters. Awards and rewards were on the line.
It was Friday evening and Amber stood tall in her highest heels; her toned legs well exposed by the skin-tight aquamarine blue sequined party dress. Her platinum blonde waves graced her bare shoulders in the sleeveless sheath. Its built-in bra construction boosted her natural boobs into a nice cleavage swell. Her darkly ellipsed blue eyes, bright red smile framing a toothy white smile and her hands clasped demurely in front added to her innocent sexual allure. She had set herself a minimum goal of seven milky male extractions over the weekend with hopes that it would earn her a Free Will Weekend award.
The room was filling with her sister coed competitors and the competition's quarry, the alpha male Pledge Contributors that were the financial support for her scholarship and the Total Woman Academy in general. She had moseyed away from a small gaggle of coeds to an open spot where she would be more visible.
It worked. A middle-aged man in a tailored wool suit made a few steps in her direction. She saw his move and turned more towards him, placing her hands behind and pushing her cleavage bursting chest a bit higher as she looked directly his way with a dimple crinkling smile.
"Hello, young lady. Enjoying the evening?"
"Yes, sir. And are you enjoying it as well.?"
"Yes, but I expect to enjoy it even more if you'll favor me with your lovely presence."
Amber felt a keenness to take the offer. The man looked handsome and fit. She figured she could manage at least two, maybe more, orgasms for this robust alpha male, a good start to her weekend goal. And why not a bit of ecstasy for herself? She looked up at his face and gave her Freewill consent.
"I would be honored. If you're ready, we can go to your suite right now."
The gentleman gave her a confirming one-nod and extended his crooked elbow that she took in a full boob mashing arm hug. They strolled slowly towards the ballroom exit. Amber saw several signs of encouragement from her sister coeds, furtive thumbs-up smiles at her first fuck masculine choice. She also saw some men giving approving nods towards her tall escort, her imminent sex mate, at his snaring of the beautiful Amber. She recognized some of them as previous guest coach tutors who she had apparently impressed enough for them to respect her alluring talents.
Amber entered his suite at his bidding, given as a hand on her trim ass pressing her through the open doorway. Inside, she was in her element and took charge of undressing her man. She carefully slid away and folded his clothes, laying them neatly on a side bureau. Returning to her tall naked man, noting happily that his large cock was beginning to swell, she turned slightly and he took the hint, zipping down the back of her dress. It bloomed open and fell away, exposing her smooth womanly curves to his first full view.
Facing him again, her hands hefted his penile shaft. Her fingers touched all the nerve endings she had come to know since her first touch of cock during freshman year and all the intervening time since. Her touches and rubs expanded his man-meat. His hands hefted her bodacious boobs, his thumb pads circling her areolae and stiffening her central nubs.
They watched each other's eyes for signs of passion's escalation. The signs of mutual lust were obvious and they jointly decided the time was right. They crawled onto the bed, hugging and snuggling briefly to find a proper pose for the first penetration.
She lay on her back, her heels dug into the mattress, bracing her wide-open knees to accommodate his bulk staged between her legs. His cock poked at her labia and, with a mighty spontaneous lunge, slid into her moistened pussy. Her 'oomph' at the abrupt plunge was music to his ears, and he quickly reared back and set a rapid pace of strokes that brought on his shots of semen deep in her cunt. They canoodled side by side afterward until they entered a light slumber. In the early morning, Amber mounted his erection in cowgirl and managed an orgasm of her own as she drew out her second sperm extraction of the weekend.
Later that morning, Amber was resting topless by the pool, lying back on a deck lounge. She spied a handsome man across the pool deck looking her way. Making eye contact, he summoned her with a crooked finger. She rose and set off his way. She hadn't anticipated the solar gain on the concrete deck. Her second step on the sunbaked concrete set her to trotting, an attempt to lessen her sole's contact with the heated path. She made her way friskily, body jiggling and tits bouncing all the way. At the last gap, she bounded into the man's reclined lap. He caught her wiggling form and managed to lay her calmer at his side.
She thanked him for his help. A short pause preceded a mutual exploration of genital areas. Amber kissed his lips as her hand wildly stroked his cock. She felt his fingers strumming her clip and dipping inside her pussy. His groan of pleasure and the spunky shots raining on her wrist accompanied her own orgasmic buzz. They giggled and squirmed in their descent from the quickie. But it counted for Amber and she was up to 3 now. She kissed him goodbye and trotted away, carefully following a partially shaded cooler route.
Later, Amber and Sadie were rehydrating after lunch with a couple of fruit drinks at a poolside umbrella table. The girls had spent a number of nights together over the years in mutually stimulating activities, with or without staff coach tutor companions, and had become sensual buddies.
Two weekend guests approached to chat them up. It was apparent from the stilted conversation that they couldn't decide their preference between blonde Amber and brunette Sadie. The men finally agreed to a dual orgy, ignoring any discussion with the pretty coeds, presuming their willingness. The girls watched the exchange and were not prone to object, individually assuming it would be fun.
They each took one of the men's hands and were led away to one man's room for the ensuite four-way fucking. It was mid-day and the quartet removed their minimal swimsuits and climbed into the bed together.
The men hesitated; Amber and Sadie gave a look and each grabbed a cock. The first coupling choice was made as the girls pulled their selected shaft to their mouths and suckled the knobs. Each initial couple shifted to a comfortable position, allowing the girls to take the cocks deeper and tongue the under coronal sensitive rims. The heat of the foreplay pushed the men to their limits and the Salt and Pepper coeds swallowed the first of what they expected to be multiple doses of man juice through the afternoon and night.
After a short pause, Amber and Sadie understood the need to cultivate their men's passions. They switched partners and gave the other man a renewed reason to continue.
Sadie's new man dragged her naked body to the mattress edge and swung her legs off the mattress, placing her in a comfortable doggie pose, with her upper body on and legs draped over the side. He rubbed his tip up and down her feminine slot, spreading her moisture all across her inner labia lips. Lubricated enough to his satisfaction, he poked at her pussy and slipped inside. A few thrusts and pullbacks got him deeply embedded. His hands tunneled beneath her body and captured two handfuls of tits. It was a solid stance that he used to shuttle his cock in her cunt.
Meanwhile, Amber was pulled to the edge but face up with her head hanging over. She knew the routine and, when presented with the cock tip, her lips kissed and suctioned it into her inverted mouth. The man held the sides of her head, handgrips of hair, and thrust deep strokes, bumping her tonsils each time. But that wasn't enough. He reared back and slammed his cock deep, passing through between her tonsils and into her throat. Her eyes watered but she didn't resist, other than hopping her hips to distract her mind from the breathing blockage.
Sadie looked forward and saw her sister coed's bouncing hips, twitching the blonde's juicy pink twat like a piece of bait. Accepting the invitation, she pushed forward and placed her whole mouth over the wavering feminine tidbit. Amber felt the familiar cunnilingual touch and tried to steady her bottom to give Sadie free access.
Speared by two cocks and connected cunt to mouth, the foursome roared into a spectacular orgasmic explosion. The air was ripe with moans, groans, and the aroma of feminine dew and spilled spunk.
Calmly disconnecting, the twin pairs resettled into their original matches. Light massages and caresses led to a semblance of sleep. Amber was awakened by a tickle at her groin and found her man poking at her pussy, clamoring for entry. She rolled atop him and pressed his solid muscle inside. She was a very talented cowgirl who gained a pleasant orgasm for herself while achieving his ejaculation. She collapsed triumphantly on his slick sweaty body as he shrank and fell out.
Sadie was not left alone. Amber's fuck had awakened the other man and, after watching his colleague's coital culmination, pulled his drowsy mate into a 69 mutual oral indulgence. Amber and her man felt left out so sidled in and the 69 transformed into a daisy chain. That produced two more orgasms each, and two more extractions to Amber's credit.
Sunday morning, she managed a final blowjob at the pool with a familiar old man whom she had previously hosted during a guest coach tutor session in her sophomore year. He was delighted to find she had embraced the Junior oral curriculum during his time away. He was slow to cum but she was persistent. She remembered this elder Pledge Contributor fondly, and was not only glad to make his sexual reacquaintance but needed his ejaculation to add to her count.
At noon, the topless coeds formed a lineup at the exit and shared compliments and congratulations, enduring last chance ass grips and boob hugs, with the departing, depleted gentlemen Pledge Contributors. Amber was sure she had won the contest with the most cum collections over the weekend.
Bondage and dungeon play were also part of the senior curriculum; a chance for acclimation to some sterner alpha male fetishes. Amber was appointed as an attendant during a friend's milder session, involving light bondage and play whipping in restraints. The fledgling guest coach tutor was almost silly in his frivolous whipping of the brown-skinned coed, evoking the victim's giggly laughter that spoiled the expected fear-filled exhilaration. He finally fucked the bound East Asian student standing up, restrained in a box frame, and she seemed bored by the pathetic cock that bored her pussy.
Unimpressed by that vanilla memory, Amber asked for the spicier bold level experience with attendants to watch and assist, and if necessitated by macho excess, intervene for her safety during her scheduled session.
The pre-scenario preparations included a perfumed bath with a close pubic shave, her blonde tresses pinned up in a tight bun, and exotic dark eye and nipple makeup. She polished off the settings with a musky redolent perfume. She lightly oiled her whole body so it would shimmer in the dungeon's dancing candlelight vibe.
Over that, she donned a shelving crotchless corset and leather wrist and ankle cuffs. Her attendants drew the rear laces extra tight. Her waist was compressed, strengthening and aligning her back for maximum height and posture, and making her tits and ass look more prominent, round and appealing.



Amber was marched in half-naked grandeur through the dormitory hallways between the beauty salon and the dungeon. Her hard high heel stride jostled her exposed boobs. Her chosen attendants, in see-thru tunics, walked beside her, each holding an arm as if fetching a bad girl to a commanded corporal punishment. Amber heard the 'woo-hoo's and catcalls from her passing classmates; some of them were smug about their familiarity with what had happened to themselves in the dungeon while others seemed jealous that she was preceding them into the erotic abyss.
Inside the basement dungeon, her attendants clipped her wrists together behind her back. They tied on her blindfold after allowing her one last furtive look around the fearsome scenario. They stood beside her and faced the dungeon entry. They held her arms steady from either side as she heard the heavy wooden door creak open and boom solidly shut. The iron locking bolt thudded ominously into place.
Her attending girls gasped at the sight of the man standing inside the securely closed chamber. Amber could not see what unsettled them but she felt the tremors in the hands that held her. The man's heavy footsteps circled the three helpless women, sealed away from escape or rescue.
A deep baritone voice echoed about the dungeon.
"Bind her to the rack."
Amber was stepped unsteadily backward on her high, locked-on heels until her bare butt touched something. She remembered the rough wooden table with restraining straps and hooks. The girls boosted her bare ass on the cool top and laid her on her back, fastening her body spreadeagle by ankles and wrists.
She heard the same heavy footsteps circle the rack that she laid on. A confirming tug on a strap or a callused hand smoothed across her exposed smooth skin caused goosebumps. A further fiddling of clasps and catches dropped the hinged wood below her head and her neck tilted backward, aligning her throat horizontal. She had enough awareness and experience to suspect what was coming. She prepared for it with anxious deep breathing.
Her preparations were interrupted when she popped her mouth wide open in surprise as each nipple was harshly pulled and twisted. She felt the spring clamps pinch her nubs and the sharp pain dissolved into a throbbing ache.
That set her up for the next action. Her lipstick-painted lips felt a spongy touch and she instinctively puckered them to receive the presumed meaty male intruder posed there for penetration. A very bulky knob shunted through her lips, filling her mouth and continuing onward, pressing between her tonsils and through, in one long deliberate thrust. The fleshy plug blocked her breathing. She employed her learned patience but so did he. As her lungs burned for more oxygen, she wiggled and tugged frantically at the limb restraints.
The deep baritone voice laughed and the large cock knob slowly withdrew to rest in her mouth instead of her throat, allowing her to breathe again.
"You've been practicing. That's much longer than your first time."
Amber knew that voice. She felt the blindfold ripped away. She blinked, her fuzzy vision recovering in the low light. Her focus cleared and she saw big black Karl, dressed in a bizarre leather body harness, looking down at his cock half embedded in her face. He laughed at her expression of recognition.
"Ready?"
She took a quick breath and tried to nod her head in acknowledgment, difficult with the cock trapping her head against the wooden rest. Karl laughed at her futile struggles and restarted his penile pleasure.
He shoved again and now diddled his knob in her throat. He drew back and plunged a few more times before withdrawing completely. His saliva-wet erection popped against her nose and forehead, leaving a trace of spittle as it slumped to a long-curved open air rigidity.
"That was nice, little girl, got me tuned up for what I really want: a good rough cunt fuck."
He moved around, his fat stiff dick waddling before him until he was posed between her spread thighs. A pressed touch of his cock to her pussy held its tip in place. He paused just a moment to watch her face and then powerfully drove in.
The sudden stretch made her cry out: surprised, pained, delighted, who knew? She tried to crane her neck up to watch the genital connection; her attendants swiftly tilted her head forward before levering up the wooden panel and locking the supporting mechanism in place. She should behold her stressed genital piercing, a cynical perk of her circumstances.
But Karl didn't hesitate at her screech or becoming a forced spectator. He stroked a few long ones before moving to a half shaft diddle that rubbed his corona on her G spot. Her core lit up and she wrestled and squirmed in her restraints, her head rolling back and forth in unbelief. The intense stimulation only rose higher when one attending girl placed a silver bullet vibrator against her clitoris while the other twisted the clamps off her nipples.
The returning blood flow felt like burning coals and she wobbled her tits back and forth, a constrained shimmy to quench the icy fire sizzling in her chest meat. Her shimmies were quickly arrested when a mouth suckled one nipple as a finger pinched the areola of the other.
It set all of her senses ablaze; clamped, fucked, vibrated, pinched and suckled all at once. The orgasm hit hard and her body snapped into arched rigidity that tested the strength of her bindings. The soundproofed basement contained her cries of ecstasy for one of the biggest pain-induced raptures she ever had the blessing of enduring. It electrified her brain and pulsed ecstatic waves of pleasure throughout her semi-naked, bound, and abused body.
As she glided sluggishly down from the stunning high, she felt Karl go deep in her still pulsing pussy and he called out his elation as he dumped his load in her cunt. Karl stayed buried and breathed deeply, recovering his own lucidity, idly caressing her waist-encircling legs until his cock finally fell out. Without a further word or sign, he turned and marched to the door, slamming open the door bolt and stomping out, letting the heavy door ajar.
Her attendants gently unbound her and, reversing the dungeon-bound journey, helped her back on her unsteady feet, walking her back to her room, removing the accouterments, and soaking her abused body in a bath. She had survived the ordeal and met the curriculum requirement; but more than that, she secretly felt a niggling to see if more such pain sessions could bring her more of those stupendous orgasms. She would ask the housemother for additional stints in the dungeon; beg her if needed.
The end of her time at Total Woman Academy was approaching and the seminal incestuous event was in the offing. Father-Daughter Weekend was when the coeds' fathers gathered on campus to recognize the full value of their investments of time, patience, and fortune in their offspring's future success.
Amber hadn't seen her father since that day long ago when she had been granted Emancipation by the court. She hadn't communicated with him in any way over the years and couldn't know if he held fury or favor for her. She hoped he and her mother had forgotten about her but TWA was very explicit about the requirements for graduation from their time-honored curriculum and paternal incest was a core one of those.
Amber worried over the conundrum and tried to formulate coping mechanisms. If her father was informed of this once-in-a-lifetime incestuous opportunity, he probably considered it his chance for a revenge fuck. She could feign struggles against him on the first one; give him a macho sense of power and conquest and that might be enough to mollify his volatile emotions. If it assuaged the rugged man's initial ire, maybe she could control the circumstances thereafter with sequential examples of her sensual man-taming talents.
If the intervening time had mellowed his sentiments, her still despicable father might become infatuated with her sensuous charms and seek a longer-term incestuous relationship, a terrible prospect she innately detested.
She just couldn't know for sure.
She expressed her trepidations to the Housemother, retelling the stories of her off-campus outing's abuse at the swarthy foreigner's hands. She feared her biological father might be rough with her when he came to fuck her in her first incestuous encounter. Or worse, fall in love.
The Housemother attempted to build her self-confidence.
"You're almost a Total Woman graduate, trained and conditioned to withstand the pains and pleasures of a wide variety of male fantasies and fetishes. Channel what you've learned and you'll be fine. How bad could it be? Don't spoil this traditional event with bad thoughts and doubts."
So, the evening of Father-Daughter Weekend finally arrived. She and her classmates had spent the day fussing and fidgeting, helping each other achieve the most stunning presentations they could muster. She had played along, tuning herself to perfection, just as they had. And now, there they stood, apprehensively watching as their tuxedoed male parent entered the small ballroom, one by one.
Dressed for whatever enticement she was obliged to show, Amber had attired herself in high fashion. Her hair was done up in fine coiffure, her toned body appeared poured into the short sexy party dress snugly fitted to show her curves, trim ass, and man-baiting swells of plush cleavage. It was a prime exhibition that revealed the worldly value of the last four years of rigorous studies: intelligence, beauty, and tonight, a regrettably intimate demonstration of her outstanding poise techniques for the lustful indulgence of the first real man in her life, her hated 'Daddy'.
She saw other classmates' fathers enter the assembly and scan the room for their own precious little girl. Some she knew, familiar because they had been guest coach tutors or ledge contributors who had requested her, and that had graciously expended their valuable time, patiently tutoring her through various sensual techniques and thereby, enhancing her man-pleasing skills. The lessons eventually concluded when they pleasurably expended their milky manly treasure in or on her body.
Gasps of admiration at the bodacious sight of the long unseen offspring accompanied each familial hug-filled greeting. Even the initially callous father, the one who had fucked her off-campus and then swapped her off to another man during her Senior outing, was doting over his grown-up progeny, ready to carnally sample the long-delayed incestuous delights due to him as a right of his paternity.
And then the long-ago familiar face appeared, smoothly scanned the room until he saw her and grinned at the recognition. Her heart fluttered in mixed emotions. He sauntered easily her way and Amber politely addressed her elder as he drew near.
"Judge Hallidad? Your honor, I didn't know your daughter attended here."
"Well, yes, she does, sort of... "
He held and kissed the back of her hand.
"Please call me Daddy, my dear. I am here to do the honors."
She looked him over with a fresh serene emotion welling up inside her. His scruffy grey half beard, broad shoulders, and trim waist were made known in his fitted tuxedo. She had only seen him years before in his stodgy courtroom robes and was now enthralled by the middle-aged studly man holding her hand.
A smile crossed her face, and then his. He leaned in to kiss her forehead but she tilted up and pecked his lips. He leaned back, a little amused at her quick acceptance of his surrogacy but not a bit impeded in his intentions. He leaned in for a mumbled intimate confession.
"My dear, I have dreamed of this moment ever since you graced my courtroom years ago. You really impressed me and I have been patient throughout the years, attending other campuses, sublimating my desire for you with other willing co-eds. But it was always about you, Ms. Amber. And tonight, my fantasies will be fulfilled when my cock is finally nuzzled deep in your snug little cunt."
Amber purred her happiness as her trepidations melted away, the butterflies in her stomach stopped flapping their wings and fluttered away. Her qualms were subdued by this turn of events and her pussy warmed and moistened in anticipation. The judge raised her arm and she slowly pirouetted on the toes of her heels, giving him a complete view of her classily robed trim and athletic body, the one he had apparently lusted for all these years. She set her mind to the tasks ahead and intended to make sure his lusty fantasies were met and hopefully exceeded. She would spare no effort to make her 'Daddy' happy.
But they needed to contain their ardor a bit longer until this evening's festivity rituals were concluded.
The ceremonial welcomes, weekend rules, and safety pronouncements and the Senior awards for the Pledge Contributor panel evaluations of best blowjobs, most ejaculations snatched at Freewill Weekends and the results of a general vote by the coach tutors for best overall bedmate concluded to a round of applause. Amber's cum count at Freewill Weekend was bested, but only by one. She was justifiably proud of her near triumph, tied with another coed for second place.
The delaying formalities finally resolved and the old-young family units had reached the limits of their self-control. The Father-Daughter pairs hustled away and Amber and the Judge likewise retired to her bedroom suite. She was happily on the verge of devilishly playing the perfect angelic Daughter to her pseudo-Father, her 'Daddy'.
The judge was an old hand at his task tonight, having spent many a pleasant night at other TWA campuses and events. He simply and calmly unzipped the back of her dress and it fell away revealing the absence of a bra strap. Another, albeit naked, pirouette brought him his first full view of the nubile boobs of his years-long musings. The real deal was everything and more of what he had dreamed they would be. Exquisitely shaped, expertly decorated with fine cosmetics, and all his to play with at will. He barely held back his fondling urges, even while knowing he didn't need to.
She took the initiative and bent to remove her heels but he stopped her.
"A young lady should wear her heels in bed for her first fucking by her original man."
Compliantly, she stood and, at his invitation, helped him remove his tuxedo and all the rest. She marveled even more at the recently presumed healthy muscled fitness of her impending stud. His cock was good-sized and she knew it would please her pussy when it was nuzzled inside there.
They fell into a deep hugging kiss, tasting each other's tongue, smelling the colognes and perfumes, feeling their bare skin touch and rub together. Then they climbed friskily onto the bed, still unable to keep their hands off the other.
They tantalized their longings with a protracted bout of mutual foreplay, including her proficient fellatio and surprising to Amber, the judge's skillful cunnilingus. His tongue naturally found all the right places and her excitement was unrelenting. She sat up, fevered by his oral opus, and fondled his erection, firm and long, thick and textured with prominent knob and veins. It promised to be a real lady pleaser and she was eager to confirm it.
'Daddy' rolled on top of her, posing above her waiting body with its knees aloft and legs akimbo. His cock found her cunt; the inevitable was now unstoppable. With a mighty growl, he pressed in and mounted his dream maiden. The feelings for both were indescribable. They canoodled their tongues; their agile hands touching all the right places.
With the power of a long-sublimated fantasy, he stroked deep long thrusts that build both their vibes. She timed her core contractions to optimize the friction of the hard cock corona on her soft vaginal tissues, especially her G spot.
It brought them to a stupendous paradisial peak. Amber screamed out in ecstasy, calling out 'Daddy', her new name for the judge.
The morning light fell over the Judge's face as his cock felt a soft warmth. He was lying on his back, half awake when he looked down to see Amber looking back from his groin, her mouth full of his cock. As the TWA coach tutors and others had taught her, she was staring up at him, holding his gaze as her lips, tongue, and tonsils did their duty on her Daddy's manhood. He saw her red lips glide up and down his shaft, her neck rippling with swallow-like rubs of his knob.
Amber lifted her face, keeping just inside, and tickled his corona with her tongue tip, pushed in halfway, and rolled her tongue back to massage his undervee. Without pause, she slid him deep, rubbing his knob between her tonsils. She was a fellatio queen that was dedicated to his oral pleasure.
The Judge watched with growing exhilaration, staying eye-locked while taking in the overall image with his broader vision. She was propped on her elbows and he could see her tits dangling beneath her body beyond; rocking her nipples against the mattress sheets. Her round tight ass cheeks swayed above the scene even further away.
He wondered at her thoughts as she worked her sexual magic. Was this her way of showing her special gratitude to the man who had freed her of a family sham and launched her on her way to womanly maturity? The thought of her showing her extraordinary thanks in this intimate manner put his imagination in motion and he drifted through some ideas for further scenarios.
But that would evolve later. For now, he was reaching his limit. He left her gaze and lay his head back, closed his eyes, and relinquished control.
With an accompanying bellow, 'Daddy' pulsed a hearty load of sperm deep in the throat of the lucky little lass that he had set free in his courtroom to pursue her grand life's journey, which commenced here years ago at the Total Woman Academy.
*** Epilogue ***
Amber graduated with honors and pursued her career in computer engineering. She was technically talented and fixated on gaining further industry knowledge. She saw her nerdy male colleagues as less world-wise and sometimes flirted and teased them to distraction, only to use their inattention to their work as they focused on her allure, to cleverly maneuver past them to career promotions and professional acclaim. Management took note, both of her work skills and sexual appeal. But she would not succumb to C-office affairs.
Her financial trust was still active and growing; only a year away from being released to her full control. Life was good and getting better.
So, as usual on her calendar, it was the third weekend of the month and Amber was in her happy place: naked and on her back, thighs spread wide, willingly trapped beneath the bulk of a man whose solid cock was stroking deep in her pussy. And this was an especially happy place since that man bounding atop her and punching inside her was 'Daddy', the retired Circuit Court Judge, Roy P. Hallidad.
She knew from previous months' pillow talk that she was not the only one whom he summoned into his master bedroom. The others were also his trust management wards who, in light of him eschewing monetary fees, also showed their endearing gratitude in these most carnal of ways.
Although now retired, Judge Hallidad had held a reputation for strict honesty on the bench. That earned him the trust of his Family Court colleague who conferred on him the fiduciary wardship of wayward young ladies placed under judicial supervision.
However, Judge Hallidad was not a saint and never turned down serendipitous opportunities that arose for side investments, mostly from lesser morality attorneys who sought advantage through untraceable favors. The judge had retired from the courts with quite a bit more personal wealth than his salary would have explained. Hence his big house and comfortable retirement and rotational bedmates.



Amber hadn't formally met the other wards but had seen them entering and leaving the estate on occasion; it was apparent that the judge enjoyed feminine variety. The group included a buxom round Mexicana that the judge confessed was cuddly soft, her cushiony breasts rolling on his chest when she stroked his cock in her pussy while astride his hips. And the tall, athletic redhead gymnast with boundless energy and flexibility that he found so beguiling, fucking her body while she molded her form into cum extracting contortions. And the little Asian American with dusky skin, dark eyes, and a snug cunt that squeezed his cock so tightly during coitus, but always following a deep throat probing. His only concern was for his hearing when the little minx's piercing orgasmic screams reverberated in his ears.
But he told her that she, platinum blonde Amber, was his favorite: the puerile devilish angel who exuded a cool innocent aura that smoldered into a devious sexual sorcery in bed.
Amber heard her Daddy's grunts change tone and felt his thrusts' quickening tempo. She changed her hip rolls from every other stroke and now clenched and rolled on each shorter one, rubbing her pliant boobs hard against his firm chest.
As her Daddy's grunts increased in volume, she thought about orgasm control but that was never an issue with the judge. He liked his ladies to maximize their enjoyment just as he did. So, she abandoned her restraint and felt the pre-orgasmic tingles radiate from her groin, shooting down her legs to her toes and racing back up her spine to her brain. He never let up on the pace of his thrusts and her thoughts melted into a rapturous stupor.
Her mind blanked and her body instinctively arched her ass off the mattress; it hoisted her spasming cunt higher and posed it at the perfect angle for his maximum penetration, which he did, pressing her cervix. He halted there, pushing as hard as he could against the inner wall opening when she cried out an ecstatic "DAAADDDDYYYYY".
Her addled senses faintly heard his accompanying roar but she fully felt the warm shots of fertile sperm ricochet off her womb wall and sluice to a pool inside her feminine grotto. Their spasming bodies jittered down to a collapsed standstill. They hugged sweaty bodies as their faces sought the inducement of a sweet orgasmic kiss.
He rested atop her, breathing heavily, as did she, rubbing his muscled hairy back, in post-costal buzz, recalling the evening's path to this pleasant nocturnal bliss.
She had arrived on the Friday nightfall. Knowing his preference for her attire, she wore a replica of the ivory skirt and blazer outfit that she had worn that first day in court long ago, nurturing his long-held fantasies of her long-gone innocence. Her girlish flowery fragrance conferred an added sense of naughty youth.
They briefly reviewed her trust accounts, still strong and growing, and moved on to the habitual carnal substitute for monetary compensation that was his professional fee extracted during her monthly weekend visit. A delicious dinner had progressed to a delightful bedtime.
She had discovered and, from her poise mastery, performed the things he liked most: a finger pressed under the scrotum, his plump knob cradled in her mouth as she rolled her tongue back and tickled the under-vee. He never neglected her favorites: expertly lapping her swollen clitoris as she squirmed against his rough bearded face, a crooked finger buried inside, rubbing on her G spot.
Then he rolled atop his bedmate's well-formed body, a heaven-imparted gift for the delight of mankind, this particular female figure created exclusively for the judge's fabulous fucking. Aligned and ready, he manfully drove his firm penile muscle solidly inside her. That first bout of the weekend left him weak but happy.
He rolled aside after sounding fucking her to rapture and she lay cuddled against his side, her fingers dancing lightly on the sticky tumescent appendage, hoping for a quick recovery and another pussy piercing. She felt the mixed leaked stickiness drying on her inner thighs.
He wearily rolled her into spoon, his flaccid cock wedged in her ass crack. His arm was under her torso and its hand cupped and fondled her boob from below, seemingly bulkier than in the past. His other hand smoothed along her hip and thigh. He lazily commented about his handful of captured tit and squeezed it for emphasis.
"You seem to be thriving in your post-graduate journey. Eating well, I see."
Amber couldn't decide from his neutral tone if he was pleased with her bigger boobs or afraid that she was letting her body tone decline. She decided it was time for the inevitable heart-to-heart. It shouldn't wait another month when she would be even rounder in tits and belly.
"It's more than good living. I'm pregnant."
The judge was quiet and still, his hand cupping but now not squeezing her breast. Amber couldn't see his expression nor sense what emotions her confession had evoked. Then he spoke quietly.
"What are your plans?"
"I will have a daughter and raise her myself."
"How do you know it's a daughter? Sonogram?"
"It's too soon for that but a mother knows. It's a girl... It's your daughter."
There was an uncomfortable silence. Then the judge's hand moved from caressing her flank to gently pressing on her slightly rounded belly. The judge's voice was soft, almost a whisper.
"Hello, my precious little one. Daddy is happy to meet you."
They lay silently as the judge resumed his thought-provoking dual caresses of breasts and belly. He carefully chose his words.
"It's hard to be a single mother and it's not safe to live alone, especially in your condition. This is a big house with lots of room. It gets quiet here between weekends and makes me feel lonely. You could stay here with me until the baby is born."
Amber was just as judicious in her next words.
"But won't that interfere with your other weekend trust liaisons?"
"The trusts are all close to maturity and I will soon be releasing them to the principals. And the size of the house allows you to avoid my private quarters over the remaining weekends. You needn't worry about intruding on the last of my private little trysts."
He waited for her response but she was quiet and still. He had always been a man who knew what he wanted. He got directly to his intended point.
"Amber, my dear, will you please stay with me, even after our precious daughter is born and we can raise her here together?"
She felt him hold her tighter and more lovingly with the prospect of raising a family of his own.
'Precious' she thought. 'That's a nice name for a daughter.'
She moved her hands to cover his and nodded her head against his hairy chest. He chuckled softly.
"I need your verbal response for the record, please."
The judge couldn't see her smiling face but easily perceived her happiness by her tone of voice.
"Yes... Yes, I will stay with you and we will raise our daughter together. And, if we're lucky, in time, her little sister as well. But you must promise me that when they come of age, we will enroll them in the Total Woman Academy."
Retired Circuit Court Judge Roy P. Hallidad kissed the top of Amber's blonde head.
"Yes, of course; that would be the best way to ensure their futures. Just as it ensured yours and led you here to me."
Amber felt his cock stiffen against her ass and she smiled. They would shortly continue the fun sex-filled weekend, a celebration of the beginning of her continuing life journey and its promising joy and prosperity. She had at last secured the commitment of her chosen and sought-after lifelong mate, the Total Woman Academy's purposeful goal of finding 'The One'.
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The MILF: Barbara
Ben sat on his front porch, sipping iced tea, as the late spring sun was setting over the distant ocean. He watched the husky college boys load the last of the discarded packing materials in the moving van. They had been at it all day and now the new neighbor's worldly goods were safely inside the modest house next door.
The finely shaped middle-aged blonde, who had been dithering about all day as the young crew worked, came out to check the last details and handed the head boy an envelope. He checked the contents and then ripped off the top sheet from a clipboard and handed over her manifest and receipt. The truck drove off and the buxom lady turned towards Ben's house and gave a friendly wave 'hello'.
He stood and moseyed over to the boundary fence; seeing his approach, she walked across the narrow strip of lawn from her side. Her sandaled feet stepped gingerly across the unmown grass, swaying her hips packed into the tight cutoff jean shorts. Her big boobs jostled under her stretched tee shirt, the round disks of her nipples shading through the sweat dampened cotton. Ben decided he liked the idea of some sexy embellishment to this off-the-beach street in his sleepy little summer vacation village.
He called from his side.
"Hi, neighbor, I'm Ben."
She gave another wave, causing a nice shake of her generous loose breasts. At the fence, she smiled and replied.
"Hi, there, yourself. I'm Barbara. Looks like we'll be neighbors this summer."
"Just the summer? Renting?"
"No, a second home away from home, a nice getaway from work."
"Looks like you had a lot of work today anyway."
"Yeah, and it's not over. I still have to go food shopping before dinner. Nothing in the kitchen yet."
Ben seized the opportunity.
"Aw, that's a shame. You look tired. Why not let me be a good neighbor and take you to someplace to get a meal. There's a really good local joint within walking distance."
Barbara looked back at her house and looked back.
"Sure. Why not? Give me an hour to clean up and I'll meet you here out front."
Ben beamed at his good fortune. First in line with the new babe before the younger local gents muscled in.
"Okay. See you soon."
Dinner was great: good food, good conversation. They chatted away: get to know you stuff. Ben was a retired financial investor. Barbara was taking the summer off from her job as a college director. Which one? Her answer was elusive, a special girls prep school that he wouldn't know of.
He walked her home to her porch; she opened her front door and turned to face him. It was an awkward pause. He didn't expect a kiss; they had just met and it wasn't a 'date'. Instead, she grabbed his shirt and tugged him inside, slamming the door shut behind him.
Hours later, Ben lay staring at the ceiling, a bit weary, certainly 'fucked out'. Barbara's soft breathing told of her well-earned slumber. She had been a surprising dynamo in bed. He hadn't done three times in one night since his college days. The local women, and the passing through tourists, were good for one, seldom two, but somehow Barbara had lit his fire again and again and then quenched it in sexy fashion. Her cunt, then her cleavage and finally her mouth had extracted his milky treasure.
Barbara and Ben spent a few more nights together over the next week and each session was better than the last.
Then, unannounced, over the weekend, three college coed aged girls showed up. Ben spied them from his second-floor window, a splashy playtime frolic in the afternoon sun. The brunette, blonde and redhead were lithe, busty and energetic. He looked up from his ogling and saw Barbara in her second-floor window watching him watch her backyard.
Oh no! Busted!
----------
The Eldest: Becca
Lounging in his family room after dinner that night, Ben was watching TV porn and stroking his exposed cock protruding through his zipper. He was also thinking about the three water nymphs and their MILF custodian next door. He was conflicted about whether he had blown his relationship with the older woman by being overly interested in her sexy house guests.
There was a knock on his door. He tucked in and walked to answer, peeking through the security eye. One of Barbara's visitors was on his porch. He opened the door to her bright smile and girlish cupped hand wave. He couldn't help but notice the nipple pokies dotting the white tee-shirt stretched across her round boobs; the tail neatly tucked into fashionably torn booty jeans, adding to their flaunt.
She was a younger replica of Barbara, maybe her daughter, he thought, even dressed the same as when he had first met the older woman.
"Hi. I'm Becca, from next door. Are you okay? Ms. Barbara sent me over to check on you. May I come in?"
Ben stared at the nubile creature looking up at him, her eyes framed by long blonde waves draped over her shoulders. Dumbstruck by the sudden situation, he silently opened the door wider and without further words, she stepped in and kept walking past him. He closed the door and turned to follow, but she is way ahead of him. He heard speaker moans and suddenly realized that the porn was still playing and scurried to catch up but it was too late.
Becca stood in the room, watching the onscreen porn actress lapping and sucking at a very large cock knob. Ben stuttered out a regret, embarrassed to offend the girl's modesty.
"I wasn't expecting company. This isn't right."
Becca guffawed as she continued to view the pixelated blowjob, head cocked at a tilt with a smirk bowing up her full lips.
"It sure isn't. That bitch should have that monster well inside by now, poking at her tonsils. What a dilettante!"
Ben froze at her natural acceptance of the impropriety. Becca turned towards him and, with hands still on hips, spoke her reason for being there.
"Ms. Barbara was afraid you'd be holding back, unsure of how welcome you'd feel after this afternoon. So, she sent me over to check on you and, well, it's just as we all suspected."
Becca stood steady and waited for him to respond. Hearing no words from a stunned Ben, she grabbed the tails of her white tee-shirt and stripped the top over her head. The collar peeled up her face and her hair bounced through the opening and settled again, landing mostly back on her now bare shoulders with a few unkempt strands dangling over her face. She threw the shirt aside and returned to a hands-on-hips stance.
Ben stared at the nearly perfect shape of her nubile breasts; round orbs mounted high on her chest. The dark, full sized nipples were eye magnets. She stood in full frontal, letting him take in the sight. She noted how his erection bulged the fabric at his crotch, whether still hard from his earlier masturbation or renewed stiffness at her exposure and credible potential of more.
"Looks like little Ben wants some attention. You don't need a virtual blowjob. How about a real one?"
Her hands went to his zipper and opened his fly as her knees bent and she glided down to get face to face with his emerging boner. Her admiration was uninhibited.
"Wow! No wonder Miss B was eager to keep you satisfied and close by. This is one sumptuous pussy pleaser. But later; for now, a tasty sample will do."
Becca wrapped his shaft in a loose fist and ran her capturing palm slowly up and back, leisurely massaging her handful. She halted high up and held him just below the corona; her flat raspy tongue lapped the plump mushroom head. His feet and his cock both hopped at the sensation, a good reaction. Becca knew she was giving the man what he needed.
Her head twisted so as to lick all sides of the knob. Another penile jitter and a pause as she studied the tip slit. It was slightly agape, fractured by the grand knob's swell. And then her lips slid over the end and she took him inside, actively tonguing the segment inside her mouth.
Further and further, she took him in, until her lips nearly circled the base. He felt the constriction of her throat entrance on his cockhead. A deep breath filled her lungs and a push nudged him all the way. She swallowed, nothing there, just a throat massage to excite his rim.
Ben moaned at that last act. He was aware that she was doing more than an amateur's blowjob. This girl knew her oral arts. Her earlier comment about the TV movie had given him a hint; her deep throat techniques gave him confirmation.
His hands settled on her head as she drew back and bobbed leisurely on half his erection. Her hands settled on his ass to give her purchase and stability. She used her head and hands to steer him to the couch and sit him down, never releasing her suction hold on his manhood. Now he was able to relax back and let her have her way.
And what a way she had. Ben closed his eyes and felt the fine tingles arise in his groin, skittling down his legs and back up his spine to his over enthused brain. She seemed to sense his change in arousal and steadily built the pace. Her lips stroked up and down, long runs and increased rhythm. The flat of her tongue pressed his flesh, brushing the undervee.
Ben cried out and spouted out his ejaculation. Becca sucked hard as her mouth filled with milky seed. When she counted the fourth shot, she plunged down and swallowed the manly gift, flesh and fluid, while simultaneously rubbing his corona with her tonsils.
Ben's ass jolted up and dug his cock even further into her gullet. His mind was a frenzy of befuddled excitement. Becca held on, holding her breath, waiting for the waning of his orgasmic convulsion. His ass trebled down to settle again on the cushion. Becca eased him from her throat so she could breathe but cuddled his shrinking penis in her warm wet mouth.
Ben's breathing settled into a reoxygenating tempo. Becca let his slackness spill from her lips and sat back. Her gentle voice queried his condition.
"Are you okay? Was it too much? Too little? Just right?"
His mind gaffed at the 'too little' question. He mumbled a weary reply.
"Just right, I think."
"Good. Ms. B and the others will be pleased to hear it."
----------
The Middle: Bianca
The next day, Barbara invited Ben to a 'family only' backyard picnic. She was being the perfect hostess, grilling the usual fare on a gas fired flame. Ben got formal introductions to the three young ladies. Becca was already an 'old' acquaintance, what with having his cock down her throat the night before. He now had brunette Bianca and redhead Bobbi's moniker as well.
It started with modest swimsuits and tees but after the girls started to frolic in the cool pool water, frisky play led to snatched off tops and Barbara capitulated to Ben's one raised eyebrow query. She bobbed her head sideways towards the playful siblings and he jumped in to join the splashy fun.
He was quickly surrounded by a topless cohort of mischievousness. The older girl held back, having already tasted the prize. The youngest stayed aloof, an out-of-arm's-reach distance. They took turns diving under the surface and he felt hands on his crotch and swim shorts; the handling got rougher and his shorts were yanked down.
That unbalanced his stance and he fell over, head underwater. The girls dove to the opportunity and yanked off his trunks, now furtively fondling his exposed cock and balls.
Ben surfaced, facing a laughing Bianca, the middle sister. He dunked her head, giddily marking his next choice of favored playmate. She came up sputtering, brushing her wet brunette hair off her wet pretty face.
Before she could fully recover, Ben grabbed her around the legs and ass and hoisted her over his shoulder, her wet thong-split ass pointing up and her protesting head pointing down behind his back. He turned and trod through the deceasing water depth up the steps, across the pool deck and into the house. His semi-erection swung between his legs like a sexy metronome. He continued to carry his intended carnal recipient up the stairs to the hallway.
"Which room is yours?"
He saw her arm extend in front of him, a finger pointing towards the end room door. He walked that way, feeling the same hand curl around his growing dick, testing its firmness.
He kicked the indicated door open and slung her forward off his shoulder, depositing his impending fuck-mate on her unmade bed.
Her ass bounced, her tits bounced, the bed bounced and the combination settled into a curvy wet figure of feminine flesh that had Ben aroused and keen to fuck. Her thong was side tied and he pulled the ends to loosen the knots. The thong crumpled aside and his fist pulled the bottom off her bottom. She laughed at his impetuous demeanor so far and he joined her mirth. The pool foreplay had him more than ready.
He dove atop her as she spread her legs to accommodate his position. In no time at all, he mounted up and plunged in. It felt good and he stroked a few times, getting her cooperation with ass twists and hip rolls. But the position wasn't giving him the best angle of attack to caress his under vee sensitive zones. Even her vivacious assistance wasn't enough; he knew she could please him better. He drew out, leaned up to stand on his knees, his erection bobbing above her gaping cunt.
His reverse move got a pout and sigh of protest at the break in the action. He grabbed a convenient pillow and told her to lift her ass. He put the rolled-up bolster under her arched low back. Now when she relaxed her counter-curved spine, her cunt was posed more downward and her clitoris forward. Her full youthfully tits rode higher on her chest, a convenient placement that begged for Ben's tweaks and kisses. He took up their tangible invitation: kisses, laps, suckles and toothy nibbles. Her giggles of delight were music to his ears.
Ben took no further delay in reinserting his cock. Now the strokes and rolls rubbed his knob hard against her wet walls and her clitoris met with hard bumps.
Bianca's tits and cunt were on fire. She rolled her head back followed by her eyes, exposing her vulnerable neck to the dominating male in the classical female temptation pose.
He moved his oral attentions away from her stiffened nipples and raised his mouth to the side of her neck, suckling the sensitive skin, adding gentle bites. That stretched reposition moved his pubic bone higher on her groin and the clitoral bumps intensified.
Her breathing gusted as the stimulations at her neck and groin joined forces to enact a violent orgasmic reaction.
Ben felt her arched spine go rigid in his arms, rendering her a captive receptacle of his lust. His own back reflected a counter arch, pressing hard on her inflamed clitoris and his ejaculatory response poured the inevitable eruption of sperm deep in her core.
In the aftermath cuddling, Bianca wanted reassurance of her appeal.
"Did I do that right?"
"Right enough" he mumbled through his fading high, dropping into a lazy doze, resting briefly as he refracted for another planned round... or two.
They returned a few satisfying hours later: disheveled, weary and lethargic. The rest of the female group was lounging in the late afternoon sun. The fucked-out pair grabbed some left aside food to quench their stomach appetite after assuaging their sexual appetite.
Later in the week, Ben was again saddled up on Bianca in bed. She had come by his house that evening for what was becoming a rotational 'welfare check' and stayed her turn that night. Her moans were rising and her body wiggled beneath his hugging bulk as he worked his stiff cock back and forth in her juicy pussy. He sensed her ultimate pleasure approaching and stopped his strokes.
"I'm not ready to cum yet. Wait for me, little lady."
He heard her whimper, felt the quiver in her cunt, a plea to continue, but he waited until her protests grudgingly died away before beginning again. He could tell she was suppressing her noises but her excited hips rolled in time with his at the restart. A few cycles later, he heard her voice.
"Please... now?"
"No! Not yet. Wait for me!"
She whimpered again, almost a sob. He could feel her whole body shaking in his arms and the thought of his manly control over the pre-orgasmic young vixen lifted his ego.
His grunts were getting louder and closer together as he slowed to a finale of long, hard thrusts. He heard her beg.
"Now? Oh, God, please... now?"
"Almost..."
Her body motions tightened as she neared her limit of restraint. His ego almost burst his chest with masculine pride at his control of this young wench's ecstasy. But his ultimate peak was also on the cusp and... he relented.
"NOW!"
She exploded with body shudders and cries as she careened off into a phrenzy, a squirming cacophony of cunt caresses on his cock. His throbbing penile nerves felt the increased stimulation of her rippling vaginal muscles on his shaft. He clung fiercely to her trembling form as his body stiffened and he howled out pulsating jets of sperm.
The gratified couple was fused in quaking rapture, their sweaty bodies entangled in arms, legs and sheets. It was a shared flash of delight that would be repeated often throughout the summer months.
----------
The Youngest: Bobbi
Ben entered the neighbor's house in mid-afternoon, checking on the occupants. The downstairs was quiet and the backyard pool unused. Nobody seemed to be home. He climbed the stairs to check on the upper floor. He heard soft vocals from one of the bedrooms; the door was ajar and the gap gave him a glimpse inside.
Bobbi, the youngest one, lay naked on her bed, legs akimbo. Her hands rubbed a buzzing silver bullet vibrator against her labia, running up and down her slit, worming inside on occasion.
Ben watched the act play out. He heard her moans and some almost inaudible words.
"Yes, sir, right there. Oh... Oh, that feels good. Yes, Mr. Ben, deeper... "
Ben smiled at the enactment. Bobbi was masturbating to thoughts of him fucking her. He watched as she leisurely continued the self-pleasure, albeit, mechanically assisted. Her bent knees wavered as the probe did its purpose, raising her excitement to a lively level of ardor. Her moans grew louder and Ben was feeling his own need for relief. He softly interrupted her reverie as he silently pressed the door open.
"Bobbi, there's no need to pretend my presence when I am actually here and can make your dreams come true."
Bobbi's face jerked towards the door; her blue eyes wide with surprise. Her hands halted the masturbations at her groin, the silver tube posed just above her flesh, buzzing noisily in midair.
Ben stepped the short distance to her naked bed borne body and took the vibratory penile substitute from her fingers. He flipped the switch off and held the now hushed object in front of his face to examine the slippery sheen on the polished surface. He sniffed the sweet whiff of pussy juice on its surface. Looking down, he saw the same slickness covering Bobbi's blooming pink inner labia. She was well along in her arousal and he was also ready to relieve his spermatic pressure.
Ben set the device aside on the bedside nightstand, pulled off his tee shirt and dropped his shorts. His tumescent cock bobbed at her eye level and he saw her eyes open wider in wonder at the sight. Her hands fell to her sides, unconsciously assuming the female pose of deference to the naked man and his swollen cock.
Ben knee walked onto the mattress and positioned himself between the little vixen's spread legs. Her eyes followed his cock as his body moved into a missionary position above her. The meaty length drooped down towards her tingling core, the heavy knob bending the shaft like a weighted stalk of grain.
He leaned over and kissed her. She was a bit reticent in return. Drawing back a little, he stared at her freckled face as he adjusted his hips and gingerly touched his cock tip to her feminine membranes. She tweaked her hips back, allaying the contact. Her hands came up to press against his chest, an attempt to restrain his intrusion.



Ben's ego puffed up at the notion of copulating with a nervously struggling young lady.
"Now, now, it's not like you haven't done this before."
Her mumbled words took him by surprise.
"No, I haven't. You'll be my first."
"You're a virgin?"
Bobbi's eyes teared up and she nodded her response, her throat constricted by the reality of her circumstances. She wanted to get past her juvenile status but was anxious about the finality of the event.
"Please, I want to but don't make it hurt too much, okay?"
"It's okay, little one. I'll be gentle as I render you into a new young woman."
His arms tunneled beneath her torso and circled her body in a loose hug, holding her firmly, ready to affect more control should she renege her resolve at this late stage. She kept her hands between them, planted on his chest, attempting to control her situation.
He pressed his hips and his knob wedged into her warm moist pussy opening. Her hips shifted away and he hugged her tighter.
"Move your hands. I promised to be gentle."
She did and he pressed her modest boobs against his muscular chest, ready to assert his dominance. He could feel her bracing her lower body for the penile incursion, her arms now circling his neck to brace her upper body for her looming first real fuck.
Ben pushed gently but steadily and felt her wet warmth coat his cock as it sunk deeper into her vaginal channel. It bumped a barrier halfway in and he knew that he was at the virginal portal. She whimpered, feeling the pressure inside and anticipating the little burning sting her friends had described to her.
Drawing back an inch, he whispered his warning.
"This is it. Ready or not, here I come."
He felt her body stiffen; she drew in a deep breath and held it. He supported much of his weight on elbows and knees, his arms mashing her tits tighter. A pause for dramatic effect and determination before his hips suddenly slammed forward and he punched past her hymen, hearing her louder but still suppressed whimper of angst as he slid home.
Another pause to savor his erectile sensations and assess her emotions. Her breathing was quick but even and he took that for her tolerance of the fated deed.
"There... it's done. Now I'll show you the joy of fucking a real man."
He set a mild rhythm, slow long strokes that brushed his corona ring along her newly and fully accessible cunt. It felt good for him, her tightness cuddling his shuttling cock. She fell into a slower breathing pattern, a calmness that let him know she was faring well during her vaginal breaking in. He found ego boosting delight in possessing her exciting nubile body. His ardor grew and his strokes quickened. He was getting close to his peak and wanted the experience to be good for her as well.
At the ultimate moment, he found her lips and pressed them in a passionate kiss while his balls burst forth their multiple shots of manly treasure. On feeling the warm flow, Bobbi hugged him tighter and kissed him harder, celebrating the culmination of her first real fuck.
Calmness returned to Ben's body and mind. He lay atop her but remembered his bulk compared to hers and lifted off and rolled aside, taking her into a sidesaddle repose. His cock dwindled and fell out.
They stayed like that, embracing naked in bed, letting the post coital buzz float away, until noises in the house told of the other residents' return. They untangled slowly, a few more kisses of joy and re-dressed for descent to the main floor.
Barbara perceived their disheveled state and surmised that little strawberry blonde Bobbi had been sexually transformed. She smiled and nodded her post event acquiescence to Ben. He sheepishly nodded back, relieved at her lack of disapproval, and the household settled into preparing and enjoying the evening meal.
In the backyard, while grilling an early supper, Barbara found an opportune moment to draw Bobbi aside from the conversing girls and the man from next door.
"How was it, my precious little one? Did you enjoy your first real man?"
The petite redhead laid her head against Barbara's breasts. The matron's hands hugged her head, smoothed down her straight hair and planted a protective kiss atop her head. Bobbi's voice was low and calm.
"They said it would hurt but it didn't hurt that much."
"And later?"
Bobbi snuggled her cheek deeper into the woman's warm welcoming cleavage.
"It was very good. Mr. Ben was as gentle as he promised."
"Well then, the summer has a way to go. Let's use the time to get your sweet little body well attuned to making a man happy."
As the evening bled into night, Barbara caught Ben's notice and gave a wink and head bob towards the little redhead, who had joined her sisters in banter when Ben stepped away.
Ben approached the three chatting girls, quietly took Bobbi's hand and, saying goodnight to the smirking others, led the bashful new woman inside and up to her room. All the way, she trailed demurely behind, gaze downward.
The others' slumbers were disturbed several times during the night by male and female cries of ecstasy as Ben taught Bobbi what joys a man's cock could bring to a well-used pussy and she continued her carnal introductions to the pleasures of sexual intercourse.
----------
The Visitor: Buffy
In the morning, Ben crept out of bed, leaving the fucked out sleepy Bobbi to her rejuvenating slumbers. He descended to the kitchen for coffee and company, finding a stranger busily fussing with the breakfast preparations. Her back was to him and he saw her tight ass packed into a pair of PJ booty shorts and a cropped top tee.
"Good morning. I don't think we've met. I'm Ben, from next door."
The girl turned around and now Ben saw her round breasts packed into the stretched white tee with nice sized nipple shadows and pokie points.
"Good morning, yourself. I'm Buffy. I got in late last night. Would have slept better without all the growling and howling coming from Bobbi's room. Was that you?"
"Aww... probably."
"Oh, that's okay. Not like I haven't had my sleep disturbed by similar stuff."
Buffy held up a mug of coffee.
"How do you take it? Cream? Sugar? Black?"
"Black's fine for now."
Buffy handed it over and Ben joined her with her mug at the kitchen table. Soon, the coffee aroma drew the other occupants out of bed and into the kitchen. Each asked if Ben had met their friend Buffy, and satisfied that introduction had been made, brought their own bit of morning chit chat to the table.
Last to make her way to the gathering was little Bobbi, looking truly weary and disheveled. A tongue-in-cheek teasing of Ben and Bobbi ensued, to Bobbi's blushing self-consciousness and Ben's feeble, transparent attempts to show contrition.
Buffy picked up on the line of ribbing and mulled over how to enter into the bedmate round robin that was apparently taking place in the household. Ben left for his house next door to tidy up and recenter his attitude but returned later to join the growing group as they partied the day away at the pool.
He approached Barbara about an business conference the coming weekend in a regional city. Could Buffy go along as his companion for the event? It involved some lectures, daily group activities and a banquet dinner. He would gladly cover the cost of her wardrobe for the various occasions. Barbara said Buffy would be delighted, which struck Ben as strange since she didn't even ask Buffy if she was willing.
After Ben departed, Barbara briefed the girls and sent them on a shopping spree for Buffy's costumes.
That Friday night, the industry event kicked off with a cocktail reception. Buffy was the hit of party, snugly wrapped in a short sequined blue bodycon sheath, heels and fashionable face and hair. Her dress burst with cleavage, the fabric so thin and close that it was apparent he wore no bra or panties, just hose whose elastic lace top bands occasionally peeked beneath the short dress hem.
They filtered amongst his colleagues, Buffy on his arm or close by. He smelled her presence; he felt her thinly covered hips and breasts brush his body. The moves seemed inadvertent but frequent enough to raise his suspicions that she was encouraging his attentions with her subtle foreplay.
His friends could hardly be unaware of her behavior. He saw a leaned-in whisper between two men as they both stared at her. Even a few of the female companions, whether wives or girlfriends or mistresses, looked her way with jealous eyes as their men failed to suppress their looks of envy at the May December pairing.
Ben imagined the other men's thoughts: Buffy's nude soft breasts pressed underneath their sweaty chests, their cocks stroking deep in her cunt, her guttural moans and body writhing motions exciting their fervor as she hugged them in consuming passion. Ben felt an egotistical joy at knowing their thoughts were remote whimsies, whilst soon he expected to be fully immersed in a tangible enactment of their dreams.
Ben was fully aroused by evening's end and quick-stepped Buffy out of the hall, spiriting away his object of sexual desire to the envious stares of his compatriots.
The pair held hands on the ride up the elevator, turning once to share a kiss, their first intentional intimate touch since he had met her a few mornings ago. He looked her over in the mirrored door panels as the numbers counted up to their floor. He ogled the curvaceous form that would soon be his for the taking. The doors slid open and he pushed her out with a firm hand on her ass, guiding her down the hall at a quick pace, raring to get her inside and naked.
He thought back at how he had forgone the earlier possibility of fucking her bodacious body. She had showered and preened for the conference kickoff event, putting her nudity on display, tempting him to satisfy his masculine cravings. But he deferred then, and even earlier, during the day long car ride to get to the hotel. She had rubbed his inner leg and even hinted at a highway velocity cock sucking. But he held back every time, not wanting a quickie to be their first mating.
Now, as the evening wound down to its bedroom culmination, Ben was tumescent and ready to proceed when Buffy lowered his pants and exposed his cock. He unzipped her dress and peeled away the sexy covering. They took a pause for more kissing and each recalled memories of the long simmering build up to this event. Smoothly falling into bed, naturally cuddling, their hands caressed exposed skin everywhere, heating their passions beyond retreat.
It was time and he rolled Buffy's buxom body into missionary position. They wiggled into a saddled alignment and he drove his cock into a smooth penetration, finding her wet, warm and more than ready for his genital incursion. Hugging together closely, she rolled her hips to assist his long slow strokes. As he built up steam, she employed hip rolls and clenches to treat him to her ultimate stimulations.
He couldn't hold out any longer and peaked a strong orgasm, spewing a day long reserve of spunk deep inside his sexy travel companion. He mused later on her talents and realized they were probably not innate but learned, undoubtedly from lots of practice.
The sun shone brightly on the hotel pool the next day. Ben and Buffy had played earlier in a friendly badminton round robin tourney. They weren't the winning team but certainly the most entertaining. Buffy's shopping spree with her sisters had secured her a neat bikini, probably a size too small. Her tits bulged all around the cups and her round ass cheeks were nicely exposed by the camel-toed thong. Diving for the shuttlecock, her bobbing boobs and bouncy booty gave the spectating men dreams of where they wanted to shuttle their own cocks.
Now, later in the morning, Ben was thinking back on the game and had some cock shuttling fantasies of his own. He took Buffy's hand and led her stealthily to a quiet shrub shrouded alcove. There wasn't enough room for a full out fuck but, when he opened his shorts, she was uninhibited as she dropped to her knees and gave him the belated blowjob, the one he had vetoed during the long car ride to the hotel.
With Ben satiated for now, the travel companions spent the remaining afternoon pool lounging. Ben perused the booty buffet on display; his thoughts percolated as he refracted, viewing the expanses of wet skin and rounded curves of his gentlemen colleagues' own weekend dates.
That evening, the association held its annual banquet. The formal occasion entailed flirty party wear and fashionable accessory getups. Ben was feeling his verve, refracted and ready for some post shindig action with Buffy; especially considering the bodycon leggy and busty fit of her short form-tight dress. He spent some time in social banter with the other men and their ladies, briefly loosing track of Buffy in the milling crowd. He looked about and saw her at some distance, engaged in conversation with a pair of other couples.
But he was piqued by the way she put up with the handsy nature of the men's affability. One man was obviously staring at her near nipple-exposing billowed cleavage. The other had his hand on her butt, lightly tapping a finger on the sparkly cocktail dress stretched over her round ass, attracting attention and flaunting his uncouth public forwardness.
Ben's blood surged to his face, revealing his jealousy. Bobbi was his escorting young lady and not some bauble for others to toy with. He held his temper as he walked to her side. The gentleman acknowledged his presence and left off their lustful over friendly stances. With a few words of farewell, Ben took Buffy's hand and let her towards the exit.
As before, he perceived the stares of envy and admiration as they made their way out. Ben held her hand through the walk and elevator ride, silently fuming, whether his emotions reflected his colleagues' disrespect for him or Buffy's indifference of their impudence. He slammed the door behind them as they entered their suite.
Buffy hopped in her heels and turned quickly, surprised at the startling closure boom. She saw Ben's scowl and froze her stance. She stood fixed in place as he marched the few steps between them.
His hands gripped the sides of the dress bodice; she gave a frightened 'yip' as his hands ripped it open and down, popping her big tits into the subdued light in the room. He bent over and pushed the ragged fabrics further over her hips and into a shredded pool around her ankles.
She recovered barely enough for her heeled feet to paw out of the clothes pile. She had, as needed, shirked bra or panties to retain a smooth outline beneath the snug cocktail dress. Her shaved pussy was now exposed to his gawking view.
He paused momentarily to take in the sexy sight, his lust growing by the second. But only momentarily. She stood fretfully, watching him pop buttons, buckles and zippers until he was also completely naked. She saw him frowning, but his body perceptively vibrated with lustful excitement.
Pushing her brusquely on the bed, he hastily climbed aboard, grabbed her in a strong embrace and plunged his cock inside her cunt to the reverberation of her guttural 'ugh'. Not concerned with her condition, he rammed long mighty strokes. Each one gained another 'umph' as she acceded to his power over her.
He braced up on locked elbows, watching her fluidic tits sluice up and back with each deep hip driven thump. The sight boosted his ego, vouching for the power of his strokes. The brooding sex continued, stern and rough, a hard fuck to burn off his sulky temper, callously claiming this bitch's body to his personal pleasure.
Soon, he got his fill of watching her tits bounce to his hard beat. He lay his full weight on her, pressing her kinetic boobs to his chest, hugging her tight. His hips drove a staccato of pubic ridge smacks, building towards his ejaculation.
Which when it came, it came in a mighty rush as he bent his back, pressed as deep as he could go and spouted his wrathful load inside her.
He lay aside afterwards, refracting. 'God, that was so good!' he thought. So good that he claimed a few more forceful fucks through the remaining night.
----------
Back home, having delivered Buffy back to her cohorts, Ben stayed in his house, taking a needed break from his months-long sexual marathon. But the summer was far from over.
Two days later, he watched from his upstairs overview as the quartet of topless girls splashed and lounged in their pool. That evening, while watching more cable delivered pornography, his doorbell rang. He remembered earlier incidents and killed the video before opening his front door.
There was Bobbi, dressed in a schoolgirl uniform, her hair held aside from her face by barrettes.
"May I come in?"
Ben stepped aside and she made her way to the living room. Of course, they weren't strangers and when she sat on the sofa and patted the cushion next to her thigh, Ben fell into the routine. He restarted the porn and they watched a minute or two before it was forgotten, over ruled by their petting and undressing taking place in real life.
She rode his cock in cowgirl, the plaid skirt hiding the intimate genital connection as it flopped over her thighs and against his tummy. Her blouse was open and Ben licked, squeezed, twisted and toothed her dancing nipples. He spouted his spunk inside her as she mewed her contentment.
Calming from the ecstasy, Ben carried her upstairs and she stayed the night, thrilling him twice more by morning.
A pattern settled in. At eight o'clock each night, a different neighboring female rang his doorbell.
The outfits varied. Bobbi always arrived in schoolgirl motif: white blouse, plaid skirt, sometimes pigtails and bubblegum pops. Bianca dressed sporty: cutoff tees and jean shorts, or booty style jogging shorts and sneakers. Becca liked the preppy look: button up blouses and flared skirts, with heels. Buffy showed her best with skin tight fashion dresses and hair coiffed atop in sexy party style.
And Barbara, the mature lady, wore office wear: half unbuttoned blouses inside blazers that displayed braless cleavage above hip hugging pencil skirts or stretch pants.
Ben loved each outfit, undressing his babe-du-noir at whatever site in the house got their fancy and then fucking the naked beauty all night in his bed.
Except for Bobbi. The lithe little girl was so light he could fuck her standing up, bouncing her snug pussy on his cock as she hugged his waist with her hips and clung to her neck. The bedroom was never their first stop. Rather the living room, dining room, kitchen or hallway where he waddled around the house, hugging her groin connected bouncy nakedness as his cock plumbed her sweet pussy.
And he never slept alone nor with the same girl or woman two nights in a row. The older three sometimes sucked him off as well. But not Bobbi or Bianca, claiming they were not old enough yet to give him oral satisfactions.
August led to September and the autumn cool would bring a cooling to Ben's hot summer.
---------
Barbara Again
Fall arrived and sadly, the girls left, returning to their school. Ben was obliged and resigned to being solely comforted by the exclusive attentions of Barbara. It was a period of almost non-stop sex.
One night, they lay side by side on their backs in Ben's big bed, their heavy breathing almost abated to normality after their latest rambunctious bout of sex. Barbara's fingers tickled Ben's wasted penis; his own fingers rubbed little circles on her cum soaked pussy, leaking out his plentiful discharge. Her voice was low and downcast.
"I also have to go away for a while, back to work."
Ben heard the words and felt his own melancholy at the inevitable news; he had hoped it wouldn't happen.
"Can I visit you?"
"No, it's an elite educational academy and outside visitors are forbidden without special arrangements. I can't get that for you. Sorry."



She admitted that the girls were coeds where she was the housemother for a special educational facility. She was already late in returning and must leave tomorrow. Her fingers continued their light touch on his depleted manhood.
"I'll be back for Christmas. We'll have some time together then."
Renewed hope for Ben was reflected in renewed hardness under her digital care. She moved to roll against him as she sensed his rejuvenating penis. Her soft breasts pressed his body as she whispered a small dose of promise that might complete his arousal and get her the chance for a proper coital goodbye.
"And I'll bring along a different trio of coeds for you to enjoy."
Ben's cock quickly hardened, musing on near future prospects, only a few months away. And Barbara got her wish as he mounted her for a rowdy intimate farewell, or more honestly, a 'hope to see you again soon' fuck.
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Dasha, a Russian Christmas Present
Ben had decorated a Christmas tree in his living room out of habit but had no presents arranged as it was just him, and wrapping presents for himself seemed silly and pathetic.
The neighbor's house next door was unlit and empty, refuting Barbara's promise to return for the holidays.
He had slept alone Christmas Eve, and was awakened in the morning to the sound of cracklings in the living room fireplace. Going downstairs to investigate, he found a large wrapped box next to the Yuletide tree.
Ben doubted that magic elves or Santa Claus had left it for him, probably a giddy friend playing a practical joke. He attempted to lift it and then slide it aside, but it was very heavy and he couldn't move it.
He pulled the end of the big red bow and opened a flap to find another box within the box. A tear on the inner boxes' wrapping gained entry to that one. Peering inside, he saw the whites of eyes staring back. Was it a giant plush toy?
He pulled back in wonder. The box wobbled as a live blonde girl's head appeared through the open top flaps. She smiled his way and stretch a bare arm towards him, a seeming request to help her emerge more from the fancy container. He extended his hand and she used it to boost higher, bringing her torso into view.
Ben now saw a buxom girl in a sheer nightie, her firm full breasts covered but only shrouded by the bow tied top.
Still holding his hand, she lifted an athletically toned leg high and over the side, placing her bare foot on the carpet next to her overnight compartment. He stood steady as she used his hold to balance her stance. The other leg followed and she stood in presentation glory in front of him.
"Merry Christmas, Mr. Ben. I'm called Dasha."
It was a polite greeting, her other hand extended, while standing in gauzily draped hour glass curves. He didn't take it, still dumbstruck by the sexy presentation and the thoughts of what might come next.
She took back her offered hands. A flick at the shoulder straps proceeded a full body shimmy that dropped the body covering, shook her boobs, and waddled her ass. Ben was even more intrigued by the generosity of the Holiday Spirits that had delivered Dasha under his Christmas tree.
He still hadn't moved or given any sign. She wouldn't let him deny his gift. With a cute smile of knowing what to do, she bent her knees and knelt before him. Her eyes watched his as she fiddled with his boxers, her fingers touching his cock through the fly. Now she heard his intake of breath and knew he was okay with her going for the full deal.
Her head pressed forward and she used lips and tongue to suck him in. She gently suckled his manhood until he swelled to a semi-erection in her mouth.
Ben was compliant but did not show any intent to take the initiative. So, Dasha took the lead. She pulled off his shorts, laid back on the floor in front of fireplace as she drew him down atop her on the bearskin fur rug. Ben saw the white hairy floor covering and wondered where the Hell that had come from. Probably the same mysterious powers that had delivered Dasha to his living room.
Ben found his senses and moved to take advantage of his good fortune. He took her kiss and then descended to kiss her exposed nipples. She spread her thighs around his hips and drew him closer using her bare heels on his ass. He didn't hesitate any longer, saddled up and executed a smooth entry. He took another lingering kiss of her lips.
Her hair smelled heavenly; her boobs were soft against his chest. A pullback and thrust started the cyclical strokes. She cooed his praises as she shimmied and swayed her body at his stroke pace. He succumbed to her naughty whims, heard her encouragements: 'yes... yes... gimme it, sir... fill me' as she wiggled beneath him. The blast of sperm filled her core.
She made him breakfast and spent the day with him. Between sucking and fucking, she facilitated his refractions, softly singing Christmas carols in Russian, allowing him time to recover and rejuvenate, then cuddling until he was able to perform again.
She toddled back to Barbara's house after dark.
---------
Miki, a Cubana in South Beach
Ocean Drive was alive with revelers; it was that intra-holiday weekend on South Beach Miami. Ben and Miki were enjoying the after-midnight parade of party animals strolling by their sidewalk table at a local watering hole.
They had spent the day in post-Christmas outlet store shopping, lunching at an Ocean Drive deco hotel bistro and after a few hours at the nightclubs dancing, were midnight chilling at a sidewalk café table. Many of the other club goers had taken their leave and were walking towards their cars or hotel rooms for the night.
Miki was admiring the array of sexy fashions passing by on display. Ben was noticing them as well. It was one thing to see naked females in venues where Ben was meant to see them: one-night stands, arranged encounters through various facilitators, strip clubs or ones he had simply seduced.
But it was another thing to be teased by general passersby while he ogled them from a close-in public distance.
Miki pointed out one whose crop-top was so short her under-boobs bounced noticeably beneath the hem. Another had the stretch top so tight that the outer rim of her areolae created a ring bulge concentric with her pokie nubs.
Ben saw those and more: loose boobs swaying beneath bulky tees, see thru translucent tops, and the seductive night club fashions: hair, heels and makeup that said 'I want to be fucked'.
But tonight, he wouldn't indulge their subliminal carnal cravings nor did he want to. Miki had been with him since morning, enjoying Barbara's permitted getaway, and her youthful chatter, her fresh smell and unstoppable gaiety had him raring to bed down the vivacious coed for an energetic romp in the sheets.
His mind had fantasized all day about what he would do to her sexy little body and what he planned for her to do to his. And with her fluffy casual clothes, he still wasn't sure about the details of the hinted voluptuous curves that awaited him.
Ben intended that their looming bedtime fun start slow and last awhile but he knew he was so deeply, if not obviously, aroused that their first fuck would end up a very quick quickie.
And the sexy parade of young fashionista wannabes wasn't helping.
Or was it?
His percolating balls sent a notion to his percolating brain. He looked around. The wait staff had diminished to two young ladies and the stream of pedestrians had thinned out a bit.
Ben leaned over to whisper in Miki's ear. His nose filled with the lingering perfume of her shampoo.
"I have something I need you to do."
"Anything, sir" she giggled.
"Climb under the table and suck me off."
The giggle stopped and there was a moment of silence.
"Can't we go to the room? Everyone will see me here."
Ben gritted his teeth at her reluctance and growled.
"The table cloth will hide you. Go on, get to it."
Miki glanced over her shoulder. The waitresses were busy in the back, the people shuffling by were not particularly interested in the couple at the Cafe this late at night, or more accurately, this early in the morning.
She slowly slinked down out of her chair. She took a last quick peek around before ducking her head under the wide cotton cloth. Ben sat still and watched the continued parade of cock teasers.
He felt her unzip his pants. Her fingers found his tumescent erection and drew it out. Her warm breath felt good but her tongue tip on the coronal vee felt better. Best of all was the smooch on his knob, the tongue tip on his tip slit, that became a soft lip engulfment that continued to the base. Miki softly suckled and slowly bobbed on his swelling cock.
While Miki filled her mouth with his swollen full erection, Ben filled his eyes with the strolling fantasy visions
There was the almost chubby chica striding along on too-high platform heels, trying to look taller and slimmer despite the natural attraction of her plump ass cheeks peeking below a pair of too-tight booty shorts. Her chest was mounted with full fleshy mounds that perfectly balanced her high round ass.
A fashionista blonde walked by on strappy heels, her long tan legs taking long strides. Her subtle makeup complemented her fresh face, her scalp tight long ponytail swinging at her pace. She had regular sized boobs that filled out the stretchy bodycon dress that barely covered her ass, highlighting her leggy form. A beefy boyfriend kept pace, proud of his arm candy girlfriend.
Ben's hand descended to clutch a bunch of Miki's hair, guiding and slowing her pace and timing to extend his growing lust. She paused as he willed to suck one very hard vacuum on his erection and then shook off his attempts to delay the finish. She bobbed again, worming her tongue around his corona and lapping the undervee.
Meanwhile, across the sidewalk rail from seated Ben, the show continued as the less expensively dressed girls were towed along behind ordinary boys; tight tee shirts and jeans seemed to be the style du jour. The studs' chicas were as varied as could be in this Hispanic immersed culture: brunette weaves, straight long hair, curly hair, dangling earrings, bouncy tits, full nubile firm teardrops. The pretty women were compliantly high stepping, as best they could, clinging to the hand of their macho male who was eager to get them home, or at least in the relative privacy of his car, for the upcoming blowjob or pussy delight.
Miki was feeling Ben's cock throbs intensify as he watched the live show passing on the street. She continued the tongue action and even hinted at deep throat with tentative tonsil pokes.
Then one young woman slowed down when spying the soles of Miki's high heels visible from the street, poking out beneath the hem of the table cloth. She gave a wild laugh of cognition and tapped the arm of her middle-aged companion before pointing out the secretive scene. Stopping to gain Ben's attention, she poked her tongue against the inside of her cheek in short rhythm, simulating a cock tip pressing against it during a blowjob.
Ben saw her joke and gave her a look over. She was late in her twenties and wore sexy clothes and makeup to present her best, though fading, features. Her tits were pushed up in billowing cleavage and the tight pants added to her hip waddle. She probably made her living here in the South Florida playland, mostly on her knees or back.
But, live and let live; everyone needs to use what they've got to get what they need, and he needn't judge her circumstances or life path.
She lifted a hand to her crop-top and pulled it up, giving him a nip flash. Her loose torpedo tit had enough play that she could lift it, then crunch her neck and lick the nipple.
Ben raised an eyebrow, gave a nod of admiration and smiled. She might be advertising for a later working rendezvous, he presumed.
Her boyfriend, or probably tonight's client, saw her maneuver and pulled her hand, hustling her along. He had paid for her time and was in a hurry to collect. She blew Ben a pucker kiss, tucked her tit back in and complied with her picked up stud's aroused hurry.
Ben closed his eyes. The lingering vision of being solicited by a sexy stranger was what he needed and he finally let go of his control and flooded Miki's mouth with a generous load of cum.
At the end of his spasming, he felt her suck hard one last time to empty his urethra. Her hands closed his pants. Her head appeared just above the tablecloth next to his thigh and a quick glance around satisfied her that the coast was clear. She sidled up to sit next to him.
A less overwrought Ben took the dutiful Miki back to their room. Less frenzied after Miki's skillful fellatio, he was ready to confirm his supposition of her carnal bodily charms.
The undressing started when he pulled her bulky tee over her head, exposing a fine pair of firm pointy tits. Yanking down her boy shorts revealed a round smooth ass supported on sturdy thighs that enclosed her plush pussy. Miki had a body that gave him lots of incentive to explore and conquer. He pushed her onto the bed and clambered in after her.
Ben rewarded her earlier attention to his needs with orgasmic cunnilingus, before mounting her curvy Latina body in a long slow bout of sex that gave her three more rounds of orgasmic ecstasy before he poured another dose of sperm in her welcoming, spasming cunt. It was a good start for a long weekend excursion of exhausting ecstasy.
----------
Dyanna, a Greek New Year's Eve Party Date
Ben waited in Barbara's living room for his New Year's Eve party date. At his specific request, the girls' matron had permitted Dyanna, the visiting Greek coed, to be his evening escort at the gala event. The other coeds were helping the buxom brunette with her hair and makeup and any last-minute adjustments to the elegant dress that Ben had forwarded for Dyanna's evening wear.
Barbara chatted up the impatient Ben, who kept checking his watch at the holdup. His friends had arranged this special New Year's Eve party and he didn't want to be late and miss the midnight countdown toll.
Finally, he heard a clacking of scurried footsteps and faced that way as Dasha and then Miki rounded the corner into the living room. They stood aside with broad grins of anticipation, watching for Ben's reaction when Dyanna made her grand entrance.
She emerged around the corner and Ben's stunned expression was a treat for the two coed assistants that had worked so hard on Dyanna's sexy presentation. Her wavy hair was bunched in gathered style crowning her head, with a few loose tendrils to exude a tatty aura. Her face was magic: dark eyeliner and shadow, gull-wing eyebrows, and plush fire engine red lips. Dangling gold earrings, a braided meander necklace, and a slim chain bracelet added a bit of pizazz.
But what really made the presentation was the dress, what there was of it. The front was two narrow panels that barely covered half of her breasts' central roundness. The bands offered no support to her youthful high-mounted fullness, but they did offer substantial sidewinder and cleavage views. The vertically pleated fabric, which regrettably obscured her nub points, descended from a behind-the-neck strap down to a central waist brooch which also captured the side low hip sashes where they came together well below her navel. From there, the black sashes spread low across her waist, the top hem only just covering her groin, with high side slits exposing her long luxurious legs whenever she took a step in her black high heels. The cut was so low and open that panties, even a minimalist thong, would have spoiled the appearance. Ben had thought that through and directed no panties permitted. Her bare arms, ribcage, back, and tummy exposed most of the rest of her olive-toned smooth torso.
Dyanna saw him staring silently, slack-jawed, and that implied that he may indeed approve of her presentation. But to be sure, she slyly turned a slow rotation on her toes so that Ben could see her fully exposed back down to a daring level just above her rear split. The dress was just enough cover to be passable for public wear. The turnabout delightfully jostled her tits under the barely functional boob covers and exposed her long, toned legs.
Barbara watched the silent exchange of sexual tease and tension. She knew Ben wouldn't be bringing Dyanna back after the party tonight. She gave Ben a wink and spoke some closing counsel to her coed charge.
"Dyanna, sweetheart, you look wonderful. The girls have packed you an overnight satchel; a few toiletries for you to freshen up for any post-party activities Mr. Ben cares to use you for. He has graciously chosen you for this special event in the presence of his important friends. You be a good girl tonight; don't disappoint him."
She planted a kiss on the beauty's cheek. The girls handed Ben her overnight kitbag. He hefted the purse size package and thought it pretty small; it couldn't contain much. Apparently, the girls presumed from their own experiences with him that Dyanna wouldn't be wearing much, if anything, for Ben's probable post-party plans.
As Ben took Dyanna's hand to lead her out to his car, Barbara had some last words for him as well.
"I don't expect to see you back tonight but please have her home by tomorrow night. I don't want you to overdo things with her and end up with no stamina left for the rest of us."
Ben gave a half-hearted nod, a sign of acquiescence that he might, or probably would not, honor her request. He led Dyanna slowly to his car, letting her step gently to avoid catching a draping skirt hem on a heel or maybe popping out a tit. But he repeatedly glanced sideways, intrigued by the boob jiggles and leg flashes her careful walking still provided. He deposited his gown-draped evening escort in the front seat and drove to a downtown convention center where the New Year's party was taking place. The parking attendants took his car, ogling his barely dressed date. He directed them to send his suitcase and Dyanna's tiny overnight bag to his booked overnight room.
They strolled through the public spaces, Ben's long strides causing her to quick step. Her body was an eye magnet of boob jiggles and sexy leg flashes. Along the way, Dyanna's peripheral vision caught many delighted stares, both men and women, which she took for appreciation of her attire. Ben took those peeps at the sexy expanses of youthful skin unconcealed by her evening gown for looks of adulation.
Arriving at the small set-aside ballroom, she noticed there were several other women, likewise exotically clothed in sexy fashions, although not as scandalously daring as the dress Ben had supplied to her. They mingled and the numerous tuxedoed men were very attentive to Ben and especially her. He discussed some business gossip with his colleagues, topics Dyanna didn't comprehend, nor was expected to. But she did comprehend the men's steady stares at the bare half of her visible breasts and legs, guessing their vulgar thoughts and supposing their unspoken obsessions. As the night wended its way, it was casual chatting as they sipped champagne, and her awareness that the men were quietly ogling the other gentlemen's females like her.
Nearing midnight, the roving waiters dispensed a final round of the drinks for the midnight toast. Dyanna reached for a flute with a blue ribbon around the stem but Ben gently took it from her and handed her a pink ribboned one instead.
'How quaint' she thought, 'the party planners' attention to little details is quite impressive.'
Dyanna hoped that the remaining minutes to midnight would pass quickly and she could leave with Ben for a private rendezvous upstairs. She was ready to show him the totality of her bodacious body barely hidden under the dress. More so, she wanted to show him what that body could do to and for a gentleman gallant enough to select her as a companion and lay claim to her sexual charms. She had perfected her poise skills at TWA, receiving many hard-learned lessons in human sexual gratification from innumerable staff and guest coach tutors. She knew Ben would appreciate her dedication to perfection in bed.
Minutes passed and then the final seconds arrived. Ben and Dyanna swigged their decorated drinks and did the holiday countdown before impulsively embracing and deeply kissing under the sprig of mistletoe that hung near the edge of the grand hall. Ben held the oral contact as he moved two steps forward and pushed her backward against the wall. He pressed his groin hard against hers.
His hands were everywhere during the sustained kiss, rubbing her barely covered ass, cupping a side slit accessible thigh to raise a bent leg against his waist, pressing himself against her torso to squash her soft tits to his chest. The kiss evolved into a mutual probing of tongues.



Ben was on fire. His hand moved to his crotch, seeking the tuxedo pants zipper tab. But he stopped and contained his craving; even still, it was all he could withstand not to unzip his fly and penetrate her unshielded pussy right then and there. But the party's scheduled program took precedence and he curbed his percolating lust... for now.
She felt her arousal grow stronger in the strong arms of her man. Her skin tingled from his caresses. Her pussy itched with a blazing intensity she hadn't felt in months, if ever. Her thoughts spun through a muddle of prior sexual experiences.
They stayed at it until the strains of the traditional follow-on singing of Auld Lang Syne gave them a reluctant pause and a reminder to join their fellow revelers in inharmonious song.
Dyanna was awash with passion and a warmth was spreading through her blood. Her cheeks and chest exuded a rosy blush. She wondered if that last strong elixir, the one that had left her nebulously light-headed, had been one too many. Her mind felt fuzzy and unfocused.
Ben slipped a hand into his pocket and took out two black lacy eye masks. He pulled her hairpins to let her coiffed hairdo join the loose tendrils to drape her shoulders before wrapping the elastic strap around her wavy brown hair, partly obscuring her face but not her hazy vision. He donned his own, then, unannounced nor with permission asked, he presumed to slowly strip the befuddled but gently balking Dyanna.
He stood behind her, facing her to the room, his nose imbued with the perfume that permeated from her luxurious tresses. He reached his hands around her body, leaning her bare back against him, and unlocked the catch mechanism on the dress' front brooch, between her daringly exposed cleavage and just below the ruby stud piercing her belly button.
Her hands came to his to halt the deed, an attempt to stop his unfastening of the central clasp that held the entire sexy attire together. She had worn the dress in a cunning attempt to woo Ben into fucking her, but she thought the eventual uncloaking would happen later, in private, after she had fully built his arousal to match her own.
But he held tight to the clasp, maintaining his dominant will against her insecurity, and waited for the aphrodisiac dose to do its foremost mission. She felt trapped and languidly dropped her hands, complying reflexively with her man's misogynistic behavior, unable to stop him from undoing her dress closure.
The clasp popped open and further loosened the fit of her coverings. They hung from her neck, still covering her boobs but splitting to reveal her shaved pussy. As one of his hands palmed her belly, tipping her back against him, his other moved up to unfasten the neck strap. The entire dress fluttered open and fell to the floor. She stood nude but for heels and a face mask amongst the party guests. She instinctively reached an arm to circle behind his neck, craning her head to seek a consoling kiss. He obliged her gesture, canoodling her lips, a sign of reassurance that he would continue his care for her even as he publicly handled her body.
Both of Ben's hands were again at her front. One still pressed her belly, keeping her steadily leaning against his stature. The other hand cupped a loose boob. His face pressed into her hair, his teeth biting lightly on her earlobe and then her neck. She took it all in stride; her aroused state acceding to his desire to display her beauty to his business companions.
She saw a few of the other semi-naked women in their heels, hose & jewelry being similarly handled by their tuxedoed men. Zippers, clasps, and catches were being opened all around the room, and as the ladies' clothes melted off their bodies, as had hers, naked tits and cunts were exposed to the view of everyone else in the room.
Ben steadied Dyanna upright on her high-heeled feet and stepped her away from her discarded gown. They slowly circulated and mingled again, hand in hand, with the scattered pairs, amidst the now naked females and formally suited men. Each man paraded his escort to see and be seen and admired. Dyanna's woozy mind heard faint male voices making bawdy comments about visible female anatomy. Her fuzzy vision saw male nods of silent agreement that affected provisional handoffs, the docile women timidly huddling to their assigned transitory partner.
Ben paused and made eye contact with another masked gentleman. He wouldn't have recognized the man but the shapely naked redhead on his arm was well-known. She was the trophy wife of a senior real estate mogul and was rumored to be bi-sexual. He was willing to take a chance and the swap was enacted. He led the red-haired woman away, leaving his brunette coed to the wiles of his property-rich colleague.
Dyanna's new partner pressed her shoulders and she knelt in her muddled state of mind. Her clouded eyes discerned his exposed cock at her face level. A natural urge brought her lips to his knob and she unconsciously sucked him in. His hands, over her ears and hair, loosely guided her lips along the full length of his warm fleshy staff, a slow and steady cycle. She flat-tongued the underside of the shaft sliding in and out of her mouth.
Before long, she heard his throaty rumble from above and felt the thick meat tremble and spout its manly profusion into her mouth. She swallowed the goo, a natural reaction learned from much practice.
He helped Dyanna to stand and playfully flicked her erect nipple. She moaned as his thumb circled her areola. He fondly kissed her cheek, not her cum stained lips. She followed him as he led her off to find another pair to affect another trade.
Her next man, a tall one, bent her forward over the arm of a sofa but was annoyed by the low level of her ass. He moved her around the furniture piece and repositioned her over the back of the couch, taking time to kick the inside of her ankles, thereby directing her to widen her stance for his better access. He eased his erection into her aroused wet pussy as she braced her arms on the seat for balance. Her head hung down and touched her forehead to the cushion between her hands.
His strokes were steady and powerful, the bumping jogged her dangling tits. She heard his grunts elevate and stop at a high growl. She felt the warm discharge fill her womb. He pulled her to stand on her heels and, with his cock still waggling tumescent through his open fly, led her, pussy dripping, into the central area of the room.
Another silent trade-off and her new man laid her on the carpet, on her side, and laid behind her in spoon. His cock knob found and poked at her slippery pussy. He entered shallowly and made short diddling strokes, rubbing his corona ring just inside her cunt.
From her vantage, she saw a girl lying over the back of the sofa where she herself had just been doggie fucked. That girl was also being fucked from behind, the man using a backoff-pause-ram-backoff-pause-ram cycle. Her tits waggled with each hard thrust, not going unnoticed by a second man lying spread out on the cushions. Her hair draped his groin, her unseen mouth bobbed on his erection. Each shaking tit was captured in a hand, one gripped from behind by the cunt fucking man while the other was cupped and bounced by her prone fellatio patron.
Dyanna lay docile, the man behind her continuing his shallow fuck. His hand was squeezing her tits, alternating between each.
She felt a different kind of wet warmth at her clitoris and looked down to see Ben's first swap-mate, the older redhead, tonguing her labia. Her lingual organ was so long that she was able to stretch out and lap the man's scrotum when it came close. Feeling the tickle on his ball sack, he began to probe deeper into Dyanna's pussy, working more of his cock inside and his scrotum nearer the cunnilingual creature's oral endeavors.
The sights, sounds, and sensations melded in Dyanna's mind, pushing her beyond redemption. The fucked and lapped minx careened off in a mind-induced orgasm, shuddering in the tit-crushing grip of her simultaneously spurting mate.
When he eventually released her boob and withdrew his cock, the lapping woman spent extra efforts, slurping up the mixed genital liquor. She stayed connected, her lips placing a tight suction on Dyanna's labia, extracting any latent juices lingering inside.
At last, released from the manual and oral clutches of her fuck-mates, Dyanna rolled on her back and stared hazily at the ceiling. The mild aphrodisiac was waning and she was feeling her nerve senses returning to your limbs and body and especially her well-used but still aroused cunt. She was slowly becoming aware of her surroundings. The bright ceiling lights blurred her vision but the sounds told of people close by.
Someone's hands lifted and pressed against her inner knees and held her legs open, then moved to lock her heels to the floor. Another pair of hands roughly squeezed her breasts, pinched her nipples, and then gripped her wrists, holding her arms wide above her head and pressed to the carpet.
A grey shadowy face appeared and hovered over her. The masked man's mouth dipped to her chest and his lips kissed her stung nipples, adding a toothy nip on the erect nub. A hand tunneled under her butt, gripping painfully on her ass cheek. She twisted sideways, an attempt to release the clutch, just as a cock penetrated her cunt.
With lucidity returning slowly, she twisted her hips frantically in resistance but to no avail. It only seemed to get a more enthusiastic ramming. His body weight pressed down on her boobs and she was trapped by hands holding her extremities and the energetic man fucking her with abandon. She let her emotions carry her upward but it was the fierce buzz in her groin radiating outward that drove her whole being into another intense mind and body-shattering orgasm.
As she came down from that ultimate high, she looked at the unmasked face of her fuck-mate and discovered her latest penetrator was none other than Ben, claiming the last measure of her shared charms surrendered during this stunningly erotic night. He lay exhausted on her, moaning with her through the post-coital glow.
He finally drew to a knee stand. The other men helped him stand her up, loosely wrapping the languid fucked out woman in the discarded evening gown. Equally depleted of energy, Ben walked the half-nude stumbling maiden through the hotel passageways to their reserved suite on an upper floor. Her modest travel bag was there with his suitcase.
He pointed her toward the bathroom and told her to freshen herself. She was wakeful enough to tend to her own preening, using the articles chosen by her sisters and sent along for her overnight stay with Ben.
She tidied up: teeth brushed, cunt douched, makeup and perfume refreshed and her hair brushed and pinned up as it had been at the start of the evening. It left her ears and neck free to be caressed or bitten. She looked herself over, the modern replica of Aphrodite, the Greek goddess of love, and added the last item from her silly sisters' collection.
Her mind and genitals retained a sustained twinkle that restored her internal spirit. She emerged from the bathroom and momentarily turned away from Ben, one last self-inspection in the full-length bedroom mirror, while furtively watching his reaction in the reflection.
Ben saw her wearing the fire engine red panties, a spoof from her sister coeds. The backside was lettered in white with 'OTHER SIDE UP'. When she slowly turned around to face him, the front of the panties had a white inverted phallus figure from the waistband to the start of the camel toe crease, the tip of the prominent knob ending just above her clitoris where white lettering stated 'INSERT HERE'.
Ben, already naked and waiting in the king-sized bed, gaffed a small laugh and patted the sheets next to him. It was time for her to show him the totality of her bodacious body that had been barely hidden under the dress. More so, it was time for her to show him what that body could do to and for a gentleman gallant enough to select her as a companion and lay claim to her sexual charms.
Dyanna tiptoed eagerly to him and slinked to his side. She was finally ready to fulfill her all-day fantasized intentions, sketchily envisioned during her sisters' pre-date preparations, fleshed out by her fertile imagination and indecently deferred by the unforeseen ballroom orgy.
He gently but quickly dispensed with her panties, cute adornments but an encumbrance to his imminent plunge into her pussy. He was not a beginner and didn't need blatant instructions.
He softly extracted the hairpins and loosened her hair bun, finger combing it out, releasing a spiff of the embused perfume. The classy fragrance mélange filled his nose: a floral base to invoke innocent youth and a musky overtone that hinted at shameless lust.
He pulled her close for imminent copulation, her bodacious softness contrasting with his burly physique. He kissed her with vigor, his cock engorged but not rigid as he moved to prematurely mount his bedmate.
But Dyanna placed a hand on his chest and pleaded with him to let her demonstrate her poise foreplay skills. She deduced that an older man like Ben needed time to fully refract before he could ejaculate again. He felt her concern without her saying so and held back, obligingly surrendering to her handling.
She laid him prone and gracefully moved all over his body, her lips kissing him everywhere: neck, ears, nipples, arms, legs, toes. She snickered when he jumped, as expected, as her tongue tip bored into his belly button. During her movements over his body, her tits and nipples repeatedly skimmed his skin, the soft brushes not quite a tickling but adding a pleasant sensation to his build-up. Her hand gently stroked his cock all during her oral body caresses.
Her mouth finally moved there and she licked, lapped, sucked, and engulfed his enlarging erection. When she decided he was solid enough for genital penetration, she rose and mounted up for a cowgirl ride. Ben let her canter for a while, his cock swelling to real stiffness inside her pussy. Then the machismo in him took over and, holding firmly to her hips to remain well embedded, he rolled her under for another robust missionary fucking. He worked his strokes: long, strong, and steady.
But she wasn't a beginner either; this wasn't her first rodeo by any means. She playfully rolled, twisted, tilted, and rocked her potent body beneath him, massaging his penile nerves with her vaginal membranes. She sensed and balanced Ben's strong urges, accommodating the masculinity that drove his claim on the feminine sexual charms in his grasp. She aided his sense of conquest, drawing his head down to her, nipping at his neck and earlobes.
He might not have expected that but he liked it. It drove him to their bedtime goal. He reared up, dove deep, and passed over his peak, shooting his load in her vibrant cunt and tumbling down the ecstatic slope of orgasm.
That was the first of their sequestered coital endeavors and the remaining night and much of the next day was consumed in more and more intensive sexual adventures. Ben was amazed at how Dyanna was able to orchestrate his refractions and rouse his spirits for more sex than he feared was good for his health. But the pleasures overrode the concerns and he was amazed at her ability to generate his repeated orgasms and ejaculations.
An exhausted Ben watched the clock and honored Barbara's admonition to return Dyanna by nightfall. He drove her home, still wrapped in only the fashionable gown and his grudging concession to her pretty little red panties, twinkling through the many slits in the dress when she shifted in her seat.
He deposited the weary young lady with Barbara and her sisters. The two lively coeds were all a titter for details about their worn-out sister's overnight escapades. She mumbled listless replies as they assisted her to her room for cleanup and rest. Ben said his goodnights and shuffled back to his own house for some much-needed solitary rest and sleep.
In the morning, a melancholy Ben gazed longingly from his upstairs window at the empty driveway and the unlit house next door. His solacing neighbors were gone, headed back to school...
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Ben awoke to some noises he hadn't heard in months. The swimming pool water next door was sloshing the scuppers and girlish giggles filled the late morning calm. His sleep-in morning had been disturbed but he arose to discover a happy scene.
From his second-floor window he looked across the fence at three young ladies paddling and jumping in the cool bluish water. His heart gave an equivalent jump for joy: Barbara had returned and had brought three coeds with her.
He looked across at the second-floor window of the adjacent house. Barbara was waiting and attentive for his predictable spying. She gave a subtle warm wave hello. Ben waved back and she pointed to her backyard and beckoned him to come join them.
He quick walked over and through the unlocked front door and hallway, emerging through the back sliders onto the pool deck. Alerted by the noise of the screen rollers, the three wet nymphs, mindful of their off-campus liberties, scurried to make his acquaintance. There were introductions all around, leading into a lazy day of get to know you talk and games. As the sun rose higher, the females' inhibitions dwindled in the warming Spring weather and Ben enjoyed a topless afternoon lounge about and an evening barbecue dinner. His mind was full of possibilities and he discussed some day trip plans with Barbara who considered the proposals and gave her consent.
----------
Bridget, a Dutch Curacao beach babe
The next day found Ben laying on his beach blanket; Bridget lay next to him soaking up the sun. Her bare tits were getting an all over tan and Ben's eyes were getting an all over view of those perky mounds and all the other areas not covered by her mini-thong bottom.
A gaggle of topless females tramped by. They stopped to say hello and invited the athletically figured blonde next to Ben to join their volleyball game. He encouraged her to go along and trailed behind, joining a small stream of interested male spectators, as the girls headed for the sandy court.
The pickup game started friendly but soon gained an intensity as competitive spirits rose, egged on by the hoots and catcalls of the tag-a-long men who were getting their libidos primed by the bouncing boob and butt action, especially when tits or asses got planted in the soft sand on missed saves.
The final score was neither known nor cared. The few men gathered their mates or selected an unmatched one and looked around for convenient places to alleviate their pent-up excitement. Ben intervened when a singular beach stud propositioned Bridget. Fortunately, another volleyball babe was free and standing by yourself, watching the others get chosen by an interested man. The well-muscled gentleman opted for her.
Ben took exercise-flushed Bridget's hand and hustled her across the barrier dunes to a secluded washout. Passing their sunning spot, he grabbed their beach blanket. Behind the dunes, he whipped it open with a snappy flourish and spread it on the ground. They sat close and fingered each other, watching the sun touch the horizon and dip steadily into the sea, coloring the clouds with red and orange hues.
Bridget was already naked but for her thong. It hadn't hindered Ben's digital exploration, before she completed the nudity she was inclined to exhibit and eased his genital access. Ben had gotten an eyeful of her healthy toned body during their tanning, even more during the vigorous game: long legs, trim butt, nubile jiggly boobs and the long windblown blonde hair. Her shaved pussy was neat and tidy.
Her body looked good and it felt even better as she sat in his lap, cock cuddled deftly in her labia, nipples rubbing his chest, ankles locked behind him and arms hugging his neck. He watched over her shoulder, his nose tickled by her fluttering salt-tainted hair, as the last of the sun faded into night.
She rose and took him in, settled for a long bout of sex and rode him smoothly to an eventual ejaculation, contemplating only his needs for their first intimate time together. The cooling air drove them to seek the comfort of their beach front cabana.
Bridget ran back to their tanning area and salvaged the few left-behind items. Another brunette volleyball babe was doing the same and they chatted briefly.
Ben watched from a distance as Bridgett retrieved their stuff and hopped back across the beach. Her body swayed and jiggled in a symphony of motion. Ben grabbed her hand and led her to find their quarters.
Dune sand still clung to their bodies and they shared a shower. Bridget washed Ben thoroughly, getting his limp dick extra clean. He didn't miss the opportunity to rub her wet skin everywhere.
His eyes caught the bathroom door opening. The brunette that he had seen talking with Bridget entered the tiled room. He started to order her out but Bridget put a hand on his chest and whispered assurances in his ear.
"It's okay. I invited her; she wasn't selected after the game."
Ben was astonished that this beauty couldn't find a date. Her long brown hair hung half down her back, outside the translucent sheer beach wrap. Her tits and ass were perfectly well built and balanced.
Ben mind was all a wonder. How could she have been left behind? What red blooded man wouldn't have picked her to fuck?
Bridget motioned her into the shower. The visitor shrugged a few moves and the sheer top slipped away while she peeled her thong down to her ankles. She stepped lightly to the welcoming beckoning.
The midsized space was crowded now with three morsels of slippery flesh. Ben did the honors and washed down his newest acquaintance with gentle caresses. Her body was soft in all the places it should be and muscled toned where that advantage should be. His cock partially swelled.
The girls pulled him out of the glass cabinet and shared the toweling duty, finishing by toweling each other. Ben looked back as he left the bath. The pair of naked beach babes were helping each other freshen their makeup: red lips, a little eye shadow and a spritz of perfume. He continued onward and saw in an upholstered chair. He was willing but not fully ready.
The girls skipped together to the bed and hopped in, facing Ben and waving him to join them. He acceded to their invitation and crawled aboard, lying in the middle between them.
The general mood was now lust, far exceeding simple passion. The young women leaned across his chest, boobs touching his body as they eyed each other closely. Ben watched as they took a gentle lesbo kiss right before his eyes. The girls lingered there, tongues tickling each other's lips. Their hands strayed to his growing tumescence and used the time to rouse his erection as they helped themselves to each other's delicious lips, building their passions.
They hesitantly broke the kissing and moved to his needs. They took turns turning him on; hands, lips and finally pussies found his manly organ. Bridgett deferred to the brunette who received all of Ben's emissions. Hours and ecstasies later, Ben was satiated and sleepy.
At dawn, in his slumber, the brunette propped herself on hands and elbows, kissed his snoring face, and quietly whispered farewell, a soft tone so as not to disturb his well-earned sleep.
"Thank you for letting me stay the night."
She arose from the bed to leave but turned back once more and planted a loving smooch on his exposed and languid cock. She addressed the manly root of her happiness.
"And thank you for so many lovely fucks."
Bridgett watched her silently leave and snuggled up to her sleeping man. When Ben awoke, he discovered his second playmate was gone. He never got her name.
Bridgett and Ben spent all that next day in bed. He rewarded Bridget's dedication to his pleasure by reciprocating with his own dedications to her pleasure. He fucked her in gentle sidesaddles, engaged in comfortably executed missionary position delights and in between, petted and canoodled, tonguing her pussy erogenous areas until she careened off in cunnilingual ecstasies, using that oral time for refraction until he could penetrate her mouth or cunt again.
It wasn't a record for her but six consecutive orgasms later, she was sexually satisfied... for now.
----------
 
Elsa, a Swiss athlete
Ben admired the view from the mountain top above the ski trails threading their way downhill to the snow-covered ski lodge far below. The sun was closing in on dusk and the sky was mellow with color.
He hadn't expected to see this panorama. He had spent a week back home, fucking a rotation of the coeds each day and night. Then, the Spring Break was over and the girls had returned to their Academy. After that, he was left to fuck only Barbara for her last week of spring break and that was some very good sex. She had learned much about male gratification as she had matured.
During a lull, she asked his coming plans before summer. He mentioned that he was soon to attend a conference in Zurich and that had perked her interest.
Would he be staying over for a late season ski trip? He hadn't planned on it; he didn't know the ski lodges in Switzerland.
Barbara said she knew of one in particular that was a hidden gem favored by the Euro elite. High in the mountains, it held the snows for a longer season than the downslope resorts. He agreed to let her make suitable arrangements for his visit.
The conference had been of some interest but the proceedings were drawn out with mid-level specialists presenting mundane topics. He was very ready to escape when the meeting organizers finally gave there fawning thank you speeches to the sponsoring industry apparatchiks. The tourist rail ride to the high mountain resort was pleasant; Barbara had arranged a ski guide and that local lady had accompanied him on the train.
Now, Ben was rigged in ski equipment, on top of the slopes and resting before his last run of the day. The view was spectacular. He heard the slide of skis skidding sideways to a stop next to him, interrupting his afternoon revelry. His weekend guide raised her googles over her blonde hair, revealing her sapphire green eyes.
Earlier this morning, after the overnight train ride, Elsa had settled Ben into the mountain lodge accommodations arranged by Barbara. He and the Senior TWA coed had spent all day skiing in this late spring last of the season weekend. The weather was unseasonably mild, the snow slushy and the crowds thin as thoughts and plans turned to the warm beaches at the Riviera or Costa del Sol rather than the cooler slopes.
Elsa would have fit in at either venue. She chose to ski in a white bikini and it was a standout, highlighting the fit figure she maintained with lots of exercise. The sturdy spandex suit was just enough to barely contain her generous boobs and skiing-toned ass.
Ben motioned her to take the lead and followed her track, trading the calming horizon view for the charming hard body view as her thong split ass swayed back and forth in gentle slaloms.
This would be the last run of the day. He would miss ogling the young athletic female's body in motion. They had only arrived this morning, so he had yet to get to know what those swaying hips would do to his embedded prick but he hoped to find out soon. It was something that had percolated his balls and fantasies all day.
They slid to a halt at the bottom of the hill. She clicked off her bindings and knelt to help Ben with his. He was twice her 20-something age and her packed bikini top struggled to hold the jiggling cleavage in check while she worked off his boots.
He got another look at her swaying ass as she trod ahead of him, returning their rented equipment and retrieving their après ski pants and coats. The air was cooling and Ben suggested a drink on the Terrance to warm and decompress his sore muscles. Even that fine elixir was unable to shun the chill and aches.
A triad of couples passed by, headed off the patio to an adjacent hot tub. Elsa grabbed his hand and hustled him to join the gathering. There was one set of submerged seats unfilled and the already seated men eagerly invited Ben, but especially buxom Elsa, to take the last spaces.
Elsa doffed her overclothes and retained her swimsuit but Ben needed to skim down to his boxer shorts, a situational substitute for bathing trunks.
The water was bubbly warm and the après ski couples chattered lightly, sipping juicy cocktails. The wavy-haired redhead woman to Ben's left leaned across him to whisper something to Elsa. Her bikini covered boobs pressed against his chest and arm.
Her words sounded Italian: " Vuoi giocare al gioco di rotazione con noi?"
Elsa asked what it was and the woman, counting out the four steps on her fingers, explained the detailed rules of the 'Rotation Game' in her native Italian.
Elsa, the multilingual Swiss coed, giggled through the first three and then covered her mouth in laughing surprise as the woman detailed number four.
Elsa knew Ben hadn't understood the exchange but she looked at his wondering expression and decided it would be fun for him, as well as her, to experience the sexy game and agreed for both of them. After all, she was his weekend guide and responsible for his care.
"Yes, we'll do it!"
"Do what?" asked Ben.
"Oh, you'll see. Just play along."
The pretty young instigator chattered excitedly to her friends and revolved her hand in the center of the group in a circle sign. The men all stared at once at the buxom blonde newcomer and quickly said "yes' in their various languages.
The red-haired game facilitator called her first command to swap partners: "Okay, primo scambio!"
The four women rose in union and stepped a leg across the man next to them and settled facing him in his lap.
The Italian speaking woman saddled in Ben's lap, and placed her arms over his shoulders, her fingers rubbing the short hairs on the back of his neck. It was a fond touch much as one would expect from a 'friend with benefits' kind of relationship. He felt a nice tingle run down his spine to settle in his crotch.
He gazed at the brown eyed curly haired woman with her finely crafted cleavage packed into a blue string top. She pointed at her breastbone and spoke in Italian.
"Ciao, sono Silvie, come ti chiami?"
He pointed to himself. "Ben..."
"Va bene, Ben. Giochiamo... Ahh, we play. Yes?"
She scooted closer and rubbed her Jacuzzi-soaked thong against his boxer covered penis. Ben's bottom was trapped between the Jacuzzi wall and her soft pussy. His hands caught each side of her hips.
She asked, "You like?"
Ben pushed his swelling manhood against her revolving veiled labia.
"Yes."
Silvie rotated her hips harder in response.
She agreed in accented English: "Oh, yes, me like too."
Silvie looked around at the other three ladies similarly massaging their groins against the men. She turned back and planted a solid smooch on Ben's lips with a "Chao, Ben" and then, twisting her neck to turn her face over her shoulder and back to the group, called out a command.
"Scambio!"
Ben let his hands linger and slide along her smooth wet hips and legs as she rose her plush ass off his lap. He watched her move to the right and greet the next man in line. He almost missed the long leg reaching across his newly empty lap as the next female hot tub mate settled in his lap.
"Bon soir, mon cher. Ca va?"
Ben's French was weak but he understood her simple greeting. He placed his hands on her waist as she leaned in and her breasts pressed their bikini covered nipples to his chest. Those lovely masses stayed in contact as she gave him the traditional double cheek to cheek kisses. When she backed off to sit up, Ben looked down to see that the strained top was holding two big boobs in a tight cleavage. His lap resident saw him staring.
"Voulez-vous les voir? I show you them?"
Without awaiting a response, her hands went behind her long black tresses and fiddled with the neck strap tie. The top drooped and, plucking at the back strap also, she tossed the bikini bra behind her to join three others floating there in the bubble churned water.
Clasping her hands behind his neck, she leaned back and dunked the back of her head in the pool, elevating her big rouge nipples right in front of his face.
Ben took that as an invitation and helped himself. His mouth dipped to suckle one broad nipple and then the other. She used her neck hold to wobble her breasts harder against his face. At the same time, her thong covered groin rotated against his enlarging hardon. Ben worked his hands on her hips, encouraging and guiding the cunt to cock massage. He could have continued indefinitely with this part of the game but a shout rang out and time was up.
"Scambio!"
His latest, now topless, playmate righted herself and lifted off his lap, removing the arousing groin contact that had his firm erection growing there. She slyly dragged her wet nipples across his chest and arm in sliding over to her next man.
Ben was more alert and actually assisted the next lady onto his lap. She had been similarly rendered topless on her last foreplay station and Ben stared at the fat, firm torpedo shaped boobs. The bronze skinned full bodied brunette, probably Spanish, placed her hands underwater between her fleshy thighs and Ben felt her fingers exploring inside his shorts for the swollen tube she hoped to find.
"Oh, ¿qué tenemos aquí? ¿Puede Juanita sacarlo a jugar?"
Ben gave a curious look that she tried to remedy.
"Can Juanita play with him?"
She patted Ben's hip and he lifted his ass so she could slide down his wet constrictive underwear. Fully freed, Juanita gripped his shaft in a tight fist. He bucked his hips, urging her to stroke his sensitized erection. But she wouldn't comply, instead pulling the strings on her bikini thong and pulling it off her round bottom to let it float to the center of the pool with the others.
Ben wiggled his finger down between them, splitting her labia crevasse. Juanita's pussy was plump and soft, just like her tits and ass. Ben shifted to get aligned but she eased back, denying him entry. He pouted but she lightly slapped his cheek and wagged an admonishing finger in his face.
"No, no, chico malo, este coño está reservado para la polla de otro hombre. Tu estará aquí pronto. You no fuck me. You wait."
Any further argument was cut short by the call of "Scambio!"
Juanita tenderly rubbed the spot of her love slap, gave it a healing peck and gave Ben's mouth a tongue-lashed open-lipped kiss farewell before alighting his lap and moving on. And then naked Elsa plopped friskily onto his lap.
Ben was fully engorged and saw that Elsa was equally vibrating with sexual excitement. Her smile was bright and he saw two blushes on the sides of her tits. He rubbed a finger on the mild blemishes but Elsa clicked a 'never mind' sound to let him know she was uninjured.
"Just some love bites from a rough dude. Did you enjoy the foreplay game?"
"Of course. But what's next? I don't think I can hold out much longer."
Elsa slid up his lap and tented his upright erection with her pussy lips. Her hand moved his knob into alignment as she braced her ass up and wedged his tip against her feminine orifice. She held there as she carefully moved to his ears and whispered the answer she knew he wanted.
"What's next? mmmmm... culmination, my darling."
Ben groaned as she slid down and took him in, rubbing her erect nipples on his chest. Her hips rotated and moved side to side, contacting her wet inner membranes all around the rim of his corona. That caused his cock to jerk and she cooed contentedly at the buried moves that added to their coital sensations.
She rode Ben with a vigor built during her turns with the trio of masculine hot tub playmates. At the bottom of the strokes, she rolled her clitoris hard to his pubic bone, simultaneous rubbing his vee along her slippery inner membranes. Her passions were peaking and she wanted Ben to enjoy their first fuck as much as she was about to. She hugged him tighter, squashing her tits to his body while keeping the rhythms going down below and whispered in his ear.



"Ben, are you ready? Like you said before, I too can't hold out much longer. Please, let's cum together."
She probed a stiffened tongue tip in his ear canal and Ben's mind melted into a cataclysm of colors. His prostate collapsed and poured its rush of sperm up the tube to explode from his cock just as Elsa convulsed. She hoped he felt the ripples of delight run up and down her vaginal membranes, adding to both their ecstasies.
One by one, the quartet of couples emerged from their swoons and the bubbly water. The women sorted through the discarded scraps of swimwear and, covering up in their coats, led their temporarily gratified men away for more action in their private rooms. Elsa and Ben toddled along to their own accommodations.
The initially weary pair found casual clothes to lounge around the suite, ordering a room service meal to regenerate energies which they expected to be expended in the mutually anticipated nighttime lovemaking.
Ben had been happily tricked into the swapping couple's foreplay, and luckily relieved by his designated guiding coed. But now he wanted a serene sensual bedtime to fully explore her able talents.
And she didn't disappoint. Elsa was exceedingly attentive to Ben's comfort and satisfaction. She gave him oral and swallowed. After he kissed and lapped her nipples, she urged him to love bite her erect nubs, squealing with delight and churning her big soft boobs in his face. He buried his face in her generous cleavage and tested her acceptance of harder bites on the smooth tit inner sides. Her hands hugged his head to her chest, holding his mouth against the captured globe flesh as she panted in happiness. Ben backed off to query her fetish.
"Why do you like the boob bites? Doesn't it hurt?"
Elsa cooed her response to his question.
"It does a little but shows how much I've aroused my man. He can't control himself. I've had men cum hard inside me while biting my tits and the harder the bite, the harder the cum. It makes me proud to please them so much."
Ben returned to his toothy task with a renewed vigor at her encouragement. Those nippy foreplays got her so excited that she lost her control and rolled atop him. Her cunt plunged down again on his erection, galloping another rapid cowgirl to a mighty orgasm.
Ben wasn't as quick and when she calmed down, he laid her down and saddled up himself for a long-drawn-out missionary session that, with intermittent pauses between the love bites for his self-control, went on and on, nearly an hour. At last, his body went rigid in her cuddling limbs; he flew off in ecstasy as he unconsciously bit down hard and spouted out his last reserve of semen.
They abandoned any more thoughts of skiing, or much of anything else, staying in bed and bath for a prolongation of Elsa's very special tour guide services.
Another day later, the happily used, and slightly bruised, coed rode the train with her worn out Ben to the airport and kissed him goodbye. That was the last Ben ever saw of his Swiss Miss.
----------
 
Tammy, A Caymans financial intern
Barbara had returned to work from the brief Spring Break escape to find most of the Total Woman Academy coeds back from theirs. A few were still enroute but the campus was mostly back to its routine and rigors. The Seniors would be preparing for the three Freewill Weekends and the final Father-Daughter weekend of patriarchal incest.
She was behind her desk with Tammy seated across from her. She had summoned the blonde beauty to review her overall progress and discuss the final stratagems in the trifold curriculum of Intelligence, Beauty and Poise.
The meeting was mostly a subterfuge. Barbara had her underling's records and had personally watched the senior coed grow during her TWA years. The International Finance undergrad had exceled at her academic studies, her beauty was obvious and her poise unbeatable.
Barbara was struck by how much Tammy resembled her mother, the headmistress's former Academy classmate. She looked just like her unwed mother: blonde, blue-eyed, tall, lithe but just the right kind of female curvy. She even had her mother's spirit: bold, courageous, insightful about the thoughts, wants and wishes of her male sex companions. The staff and guest coach tutors had given her high marks in her poise exploits, just as her mother had gotten during her and Barbara's coed tenures two decades ago.
She was so well advanced in her training that the TWA Board had approved a special request by Tammy's Pledge Contributor Scholarship Sponsor to spend a half year as an office intern at one of his boutique business bank branches on Grand Cayman.
The post sabbatical reports had been more than favorable about her time there but Barbara decided to interview her in person regarding the special adventure. With little prompting, Tammy articulated her narrative.
It was always tourist season in the Caymans and they were likewise always flooded with short term visitors, mostly excited college students who started off, and stayed, drunken assholes for the duration of their vacation.
Tammy wasn't against the influx of rowdy tourists; their contribution to the island economy was second only to the combination of offshore tax havens and money laundering commissions.
But the 20-year-old blonde bombshell intern had more than enough unwanted attention from her office of randy bankers, young and old. More cheap pickup lines and pawing from drunk boytoys would be too dreary a scene for the upscale young lady and she avoided the tourist hangouts.
Her sponsor had set her up in a studio apartment and Tammy initially enjoyed the hectic office routines. The male management office staff was overly attentive but the female administrative staff was coolly polite, jealous of the attention their enthralled colleagues had previously shown them and now turned towards her.
But the constant come-ons were as wearying as the tourists would have been. The most annoying attentions came from the branch manager, Leclerc, a short, pudgy, half bald older man with a greasy comb over hairdo.
Tammy gave his lingering touches to her neck and shoulders, and those stealthily innocent brushes against her breasts and ass, a bit of leeway and tolerated his 'handsy' manner of supervisory guidance, considering his seniority and position. But sometimes, after a particularly over friendly caress, a shiver of revulsion ran down her spine which she suppressed as best she could.
Tammy managed to fend off his and the younger managers' amateurish pleas and pickup lines. She was otherwise and elsewhere well cared for in carnal intimacies.
In fact, her Uncle Sid arrived every other Friday to review the accounts of his international banking enterprise. It was quick work and he always took the new intern to lunch. He never returned to the office until two weeks later; Tammy only returned the next Monday morning. Their extended absences weren't openly discussed but it wasn't a mystery either.
Sid wasn't really her uncle, just a close friend of her mother's, whom he had employed soon after her graduation from TWA. He had taken a liking and interest in the young woman and she had risen quite rapidly in his organization to a senior executive level. A yearlong maternity leave was her only pause in its progression.
One Wednesday, Tammy finally capitulated to a particularly handsome and gregarious young executive's advances and agreed to go to lunch. The pair disappeared until Thursday morning.
Queried, the smirking stud asserted that a gentleman never tells where he finds a willing heart, furry or otherwise. He thought the 'furry' remark a hilarious phrase, but it was just senseless babble to his male compatriots.
But over the weekend, apparently Tammy did tell, to her Uncle Sid. The Monday morning internal office memo told of the missing young executive's need for re-orientation training in Bermuda. Every male staff took note and thereafter showed increased respect and courtesy, and hands off, to the boss's niece.
Now, back on the mainland, with the half year training tour behind her, she had returned to her Senior Year TWA studies. The final year Poise curriculum was a practice and polishing of everything she had absorbed over her academy courses and practicums. It was going well and almost finished.
"Your Uncle Sid has a need for you and has elected to take you on a weekend Senior Excursion."
The Headmistress informed Tammy of a few details. She would be meeting some of his business colleagues and he dictated that she dressed in an office appropriate outfit: sleeveless white cotton blouse, a lady's collar tie, above the knee skirt and a blazer without buttons. She should wear her long straight blonde hair in a scalp molded tail, high heels and light makeup.
And surprisingly, he insisted on lingerie: sexy translucent bra and panties, a reminder that she was a woman in a man's world, despite the gender-neutral business wear.
Her weekend host collected Tammy at the campus. She was chirpy and excited to be with Uncle Sid again. Her sabbatical half year had been a fun time, especially her weekends with her manly uncle. His financial prowess and power had exuded an aphrodisiac aura that kept her spellbound and multi-gasmic through their long weekend shack-ups. She hadn't experienced such repeated ecstasy during her mainland return, even with the very talented staff and guest coach tutors at the Total Women Academy. She had missed her uncle.
As he drove them to the Senior Excursion event, he nonchalantly asked about a special request he had demanded of her on the island. Was she still complying? She assured him of her faithfulness to his indulgence.
While in the Caymans, he had directed her to grow a pubic patch above her pussy and to keep the blonde fuzz trimmed in a little heart shape. He said he found it cute and amusing but also useful.
Once, while she bounced in cowgirl on his solid erection, he had moaned and growled out 'Miriam'. Explaining later, he said his fantasies had drifted off and he forgot where he was and who was fucking him. The heart shaped emblem brought him back to reality.
Sid had many branch offices and held a favored chosen sex-mate at each, most often a young coed intern like herself. Miriam in Milwaukee was symbolized by a reddish diamond shaped trimmed pubic bush, Silvia in Seattle was a brown spade shape and Debbie in Dallas displayed a black pubic clover, a club suit. It was just one of his privileged perks of power, an impermanent indicator confirming his special companions' sign of respect and submission to their boss.
Uncle Sid pulled up to a dark rugged building where a beefy doorman helped Tammy from the car. She saw no signage that described the location and thought it a peculiar place for a business meeting.
Uncle Sid led her inside. It was a dusky venue with cafe tables and velvet lounges facing a spot lit stage. The stage furnishings included a polished brass stripper pole, a laser lit disco ball, a LED light display board and some benches and wooden chairs. This was a bizarre turn; a business meeting in a strip club.
A darkly made-up topless waitress in a constricting black corset led them to a central table and, ignoring Tammy, directed her query to the middle-aged chaperone.
"Welcome to Amateur Night Auditions, sir. Will your lady be competing tonight?"
"Yes, of course she will."
"Then please take these and be prepared when your time comes."
Uncle Sid was given a clicker device and a satin neck chocker with a medallion showing a number '3'. He turned to his niece and held it up.
"Allow me."
She stretched her neck towards him and he fastened it around her throat. Apparently, she was to be contestant number 3.
Tammy was a bit startled that he had volunteered her for some vague contest without any consideration for her concurrence. But Uncle Sid had always shown he knew what was good for her and their relationship. Maybe he had become blasé about their former vanilla foreplay and wanted to continue with something spicier. She would do her best, as a fine-tuned TWA coed, to accommodate her male handler's desires.
They were served just as the first act was signaled by the dimming of the house lights in the dark mini-theatre. Sipping her drink daintily, she watched the show start.
A young brunette, college aged and probably Eastern European, bounced down the aisle from her place in the audience. She stepped onto the low stage, her legs and ass elevated on high stiletto heels. She hopped and skipped gleefully as she moved with the heavy disco beat of the background music. She was unabashed in jiggling and gyrating her tits and ass while she floated away loosened bits of clothing, timing the finale of her strip tease to the finale of the song.
All during her dance, the five LED light counters on the tote board lit up, starting with five and ascending in one-tenth intervals. A summary average of the counts grew with the increases. That settled at 7.8 in yellow.
Occasionally, the performer glanced over her shoulder as the tote board behind her lit up and Tammy watched with all the others in the theatre as the numbers ran up steadily. Above the score tote, she made out the logo and brand for the establishment: The Strip and Fuck Club.
The naked girl pouted and gave a hip wiggle and boob shimmy. The numbers climbed again, somewhat rapidly, then more slowly until the average score glowed green when it reached and exceeded eight. The performer seemed satisfied with the magic average minimum number and nodded her appreciation towards the audience.
A rustle of commotion came from a back corner and a middle-aged man strode forward and stepped onstage. The naked stripper guided him to turn in profile, knelt, turned a smile and wink to the audience, and unfastened his pants.
Extracting his swollen erection, she examined the oversized member before pulling the knob through her lips and continuing on until she had him all in. The voyeurs in the audience saw the knob bulge in her throat. A hearty round of applause congratulated her deep throat accomplishment.
Tammy figured this was the familiar couples' spicy public foreplay and dreamed of her coming chance to let Uncle Sid similarly show her off to whom she supposed were his colleagues and friends.
She was equally admiring of the current fellatrix skills. She remembered the many times she had swallowed cock, especially last summer in the islands: Uncle Sid's and that unfortunate other young man's genital muscle during that fun year away from school. Uncle Sid's erection was big, as were some of the staff coach tutors. But the man onstage was truly extraordinary and she marveled at the girl's skillful gag control.
The man drew out and pushed his public sex show-mate on her back. He fell atop of her and she rocked and rolled, giggled and moaned while he fucked her to his ejaculatory enjoyment. Rising after the raucous rutting, the pair shared a fond kiss and held hands as they left the stage.
A second audience guest entered the auditions and her act went much the same as the first.
She was a slim almond eyed Oriental maiden, light golden complexion, long silky black hair cascading down her back. Her ivory toned outfit was gossamer pants slung low at the waist and an unbuttonable long-sleeved top of similar thinness. The open front showed her modest breasts held in a translucent tube, their nipple darkness perceptible around little pokies. Her belly button sparkled with a jeweled piercing.
She danced gracefully to the flute and violin melody while floating on her bare feet. The tube top went first and thereafter the men gave intense attention, catching glimpses of little nipple flashes that peeked out of the flapping top. Meanwhile, she slid the pants off her cute ass, revealing trimmed black bush. The first tote counter stayed at a yellow seven, a base number for the newly absent couple number One. The other four climbed; Tammy saw Uncle Sid clicking his device to increase his vote on counter number three.
The performer's top stayed on, shielding a full view of her breasts, as the scoring continued.
She watched the tote board, pacing with small steps, letting the top sides flutter in the air, flashing nipple peek-a-boos. The scoring went slowly and lingered. The fresh looking little Oriental doll took action. Her shoulders stretched back and the top dropped off her arms, revealing her pretty tits for all to see. The scoring mounted again and the average turned green at eight.
She peered at her recent table area and the scuffle of chairs was followed by footsteps hustling toward the stage. A short thin man stepped to her side and they engaged in a lover's kiss. She led him to a chair, helped him out of his pants and got him seated.
Backing up to his lap, her hands fiddled between her thighs, holding his erection erect. A hip waddle and settling showed that she had cuddled his cock in her tight little cunt. She leaned forward to the audience and revolved her hips around his groin, finishing the move with a few cock-sluicing hip twerks. Then she settled into a smooth series of up and down strokes.
All during the sex, her black pussy patch and pointy tits were exposed to the audience's view. His hands guided her hips and dipped in to finger her clitoris as her feminine grotto stroked his erection. He rose to a magnificent orgasm when she leaned back against his chest and twisted her neck to canoodle his open-mouthed howling face. She let him calm a bit, unmounting just before his ebbing erection would have fallen out on its own. She leaned back to kiss him again in thanks, rose and led him offstage, stooping quickly to scoop up her filmy discarded outfit.
The audience was thinning of females. Syd leaned towards Tammy and spoke in a low voice.
"I think you're next, my dear. So, give us a good show; you have to score an average of eight or you won't get fucked. But succeed and I promise you a really memorable one."
Tammy warmed to the memories of previous couplings with her handsome uncle. It was her first chance to experience those belated robust pleasures again. She rose and leaned in to place a playfully sweet smooch on his cheek. When she turned to leave, he spanked her ass one good crack in good humor. She was looking forward to a really memorable fuck with her Uncle Sid, albeit a super kinky one, in this risqué semi-public venue.
She made her way to the stage. The big bouncer who had met her ride out front held her hand, assisting her to mount the low stage.
She turned back to spy the topless waitress guiding Sid to an upholstered lounge closer to the stage, up front and center.
Tammy crossed the stage left to right and back again with a sexy high heeled strut, turning often, going along with his scheme. She was teasing him, purposely delaying the time when he would score her performance, like the other men had for their dates, and fulfill what she deduced was his long sought onstage fuck fantasy. It gave her a sense of importance to be the one he selected among the many other office intern coeds to show off in this public way. It was almost a debutante coming out night.
She noted that the totes for scoring judges one and two glowed yellow sevens. That would depress the overall average and would require her maximum efforts to overcome the low start.
She danced in time to the beat of soft rock music, her long blonde ponytail whirling out when she spun, and she tugged hems and bindings, provocative hints about stripping her clothes. Pausing often, she sought signs of her uncle's approval but he was almost stoic, legs stretched out and arms crossed in typical manly style, giving only an impatient one nod to continue. His tote remained at five.
So, she stopped fooling around and got down to the business of jettisoning her business office garb.



First the ivory wool business blazer slid down her arms and she tossed it to the side of the stage, showing off her body curves packed in the fitted sleeveless blouse. Her hips swayed in the pencil skirt as her hands unknotted the woman's bowtie, sliding it from under her collar. She turned a full pirouette, luring the men's attention before her hands unbuttoned the collar's first then each button lower until the tight blouse was loosely unfastened to her waist.
The cream-colored translucent bra peeked through the split and her fingers flapped the panels, teasing bra covered boob flashes like the Oriental competitor before her had done. Leaving that off, she unclipped the waist snap of her pencil skirt. Turning around, she half bent over, pushing her bottom towards the watching men, and eased the waist band over her hips and ass, down her legs to be kicked aside by her heeled foot.
She looked up at her score, noting that one and two remained permanently on seven, while four and five had risen to eights. Her average stood at seven; Uncle Sid had not raised his grade above the starting five. He must be mocking her to do better, withholding his approval until she upped her game. 'So be it' she thought, accepting the challenge of earning the promised memorable onstage fuck.
She spun around to face forward. The demicups of her bra barely covered her areolae. She tugged the tops higher, the evocative strategy of a female wanting to appear demur but really meant to draw the smitten man's gaze to her God given endowments.
Ditching the faux modesty, her fingers pinched the cups' bottom seams, inched them down, exposing more than half the reddish discs but leaving her erect nubs trapped inside the elastic edges. She smiled and released her digital hold, letting the cups snap back to reconceal them and jostling the captured mammary masses.
She turned away, looking again at the tote board. Judge one and two stayed put at the standard seven, four and five had risen to nine and ten. Uncle Sid hadn't moved off five. Her average stood at 7.6. That annoying fear of failure tickled her groin. She refused to believe Uncle Sid would bring her this far just to let her down.
Still standing with her back to the audience, her fingers ascended to the bra's back strap clips, fiddled a moment and popped them open. The harness of elastic strips loosened and she shrugged them off her shoulders and tits, seen but unseen by the audience. Feeling flirty, she placed her hands on her head, and gave a shimmy, teasing the men with sidewinder peeps past her ribs. She perceived a jovial growl from the male onlookers.
She kept her arms high and took a deep breath for pluck and renewed energy. It was the moment of truth a she slowly turned on her toes to display her unfettered boobs to the man who must grant her relief.
She knew he liked them; he had often praised her firm teardrop fullness that displayed no sag. She gave another little chest shimmy to completely show their soft suppleness. He sat still, watching her performance with the same stoic calmness.
There was one last item to make or break the show. She turned her back again and noted that her boob display had garnered a ten from judge number four. Her average stood at 7.8; almost there.
She thumbed the waist band of her cream-colored panties at her side hips. Bending half over again, she eased them down, mooning the audience. The silky fabric joined the pile of discarded articles at side stage. She peered over her shoulder, a wink and a smile, her elbows bent out to the sides and hands apparently crossed over her pussy.
She turned around, looked around and then straight at Uncle Sid. Her hands and arms spread wide and up again. The men saw her secret gem: the heart shaped pubic tuff above her pussy.
Uncle Sid finally nodded, smirked and clicked his device. She looked back to see he had awarded her a taunting minimal six but her average stood at exactly eight, a successful achievement.
She smiled down at Uncle Sid, heated from the exercise and anticipation of his promised memorable fuck. She could feel the moisture forming on her labia and her nips stiffening to tingling pips.
What delicious torment was in the offing? That man had a full bag of sexual tricks. She knew many from her TWA poise trainings but had learned even more from him on the island. What devious delight was he about to impart on her effervescent body to for the enjoyment of her, him and the voyeuristic males in the room?
She waited for him to come to her onstage but he stayed seated. Instead, she saw him raise his hand high and give the 'come on down' sign to the dark back of the room. His other hand gripped a handful of the passing corseted waitress' curly hair and drew her head down towards his now exposed penis.
Tammy's peripheral vision perceived a greyish figure emerge from the far back shadows and waddle towards the stage. She suddenly realized that the man stumbling down the side aisle would be her impending onstage sex partner and not Uncle Sid. He had awarded her to someone else.
Worse still, as the awarded man stumbled into the dim light, she saw his familiar face; it was Mr. Leclerc, her sleezy Cayman branch manager. Tammy froze in terror, then tried bolting from the honey trap that Uncle Sid had set for her.
She turned to flee the stage but the burly bouncer blocked her way and clasped her arms. Sid had called ahead and made arrangements for hindering any last-minute change of heart, which he expected she would have.
Tammy looked to Uncle Sid for rescue but he was pressing the captured waitress' face tight to his crotch, forcing her lips to bob on his engorged dick.
Tammy caught his eyes and shook a frightened 'No'. He gave a one nod affirmative, like before during her halting performance, ordering her to continue. Then he looked up and away, ending any debate as he laid his head over the sofa's back, eyes closing, savoring his handy fellatrix's impetuous blowjob.
The bouncer held her from behind by her arms, facing the approaching cretin, who was undoing and dropping his pants. His cock waggled half stiff, swinging to his waddled gait. The glib bouncer waggled her shoulders with his bicep handgrips, shimmying her boobs, a teasing reflection of Leclerc's genital shimmy.
The bouncer's voice rattled in her ears.
"It's time to complete your obligation, miss. The gentleman won you, one way or another, now show him your respect."
It was too late for Tammy to avoid her circumstances and she resentfully relented, resigning herself to the inevitable sex with Leclerc, that loathsome toad of a man.
She slackened her resistance to the bouncer's clutch and he cautiously released her, remaining ready to intervene as necessary. Leclerc cackled his happiness.
"Wow, you're just as I pictured you when I was undressing you with my eyes all day long at the office. Your strip tease here was even better."
She stood still as Leclerc, with an evil sneer, cupped and squeezed her bare tits, picking at her erect nubs with his fingers.
"Oh my, these are better than I thought. Wish I could have done this sooner, you little cock teaser."
"I wasn't teasing. You're gross."
A loud smack rang out before her mild registered the hard slap on her bare ass. The bouncer's voice was not kind.
"Hey, be nice. You chose this game. Now, play it out."
Tammy thought 'I didn't choose this twist of fate'.
The two men on stage waited and watched for her compliance. She slumped her shoulders and slid to her knees, closing her eyes in disgust. She felt the spongy bulb of flesh poke at her nose. Tentatively, grudgingly, she lifted her chin and touched his tip slit with her tongue, before suckling his cock knob past her lips. She didn't ass caresses with her hands, giving only the minimum effort required to avoid any more smacks from the enforcing club assistant.
Leclerc tried to deepen the entry with hip thrusts but she kept only the knob and half the shaft active. He couldn't finish in her mouth like that, finding her amateurish lip service less than he would have suspected after her repeated long weekends with the boss.
He drew out and signaled the bouncer to pose her doggie on the bench. There, the old man would have more control of the strokes. Tammy looked only forward, her vision resting on the large bulge in the bouncer's pants. But she felt the old codger's middling penis pushing inside her pussy. The sensations were pathetic and she wanted it over quickly.
She tried to hurry him along, shimmying her suspended tits until that attracted the fat man's attention and he reverted to cupping and squeezing her swaying boobs from this different pose and angle.
Still, he found his bent over stance awkward; he wouldn't be able to finish this way and withdrew. She was spun over on her back for missionary; Leclerc stood between her legs, her knees over his shoulders, his arms encircling her upright thighs.
She turned her gaze aside to where Uncle Sid's cock was being well attended by his cock sucking waitress. He was sitting up and watching his niece's violation without emotion, guiding the waitress' head in quick slides by two gripping handfuls of hair.
Leclerc chose that instant to jam himself deep inside his reluctant former intern. His thumb pad rubbed her labia, up one side and down the other, flicking the 'little man', her clitoris, on the crossover. She actually moaned at that touch and turned her gaze up to his sneering face.
"You liked that, huh?"
She only stared at him, not willing to acknowledge any pleasure from being his fuck toy.
He contemplated the cute heart shaped bush. Carefully combing through the short blonde hairs, he found the last long one at the low point. He caught the single strand carefully between thumb and forefinger. Watching her eyes, he pulled sharply, plucking it out at the root.
Tammy yipped at the pain and felt a tingle wash across her clitoris. Leclerc felt the reflective inner spasm ripple on his knob and shaft. Her eyes watered, a single tear rolling down her cheek, leaving a trail of dark makeup dribble.
He stroked two long deep plunges and then held his stiffness half inside her again. He found the next long hair near the lower apex and watched her face.
She took a deep breath and held it. Her cunt clenched as she braced her body for the expected pain. The clamping gave her an extra sense of fullness and she wondered if Leclerc's erection had actually expanded more from his sadistic excitement.
He felt her tightness increase, watched and waited. At last, she couldn't hold it any longer and blew out the trapped air. Just as she opened wide, ready to take in another lungful, he yanked hard on the single fuzz.
She yipped and he felt her pussy's rippling sensation. More tears of hurt emerged, a mascara smudging dribble trailing down her other blushing cheek. The fat old man took that as a testament to his revenge and his heart swelled with macho satisfaction.
Leclerc's ego soared and he lost further interest in the pain game. He slipped her knees down his skinny biceps to his elbow crooks. That opened her legs wider, giving him deeper access. He stroked his cock, long and hard, settling into a quick rhythm that satisfied his desire for penile stimulation. His jarring thrusts shook Tammy's body and wobbled her firm full tits with each hard bottoming out.
She gripped the sides of the bench to hold herself in place, fearing punishment if she slid too far away from her pseudo rapist's penetrations. The bouncer stood guard, ready to help hold her in place if necessary. Leclerc sped up, his breaths elevating into quickening gusts, nearing his lusty peak.
Meanwhile Sid's waitress' head was rapidly bobbing her lips and throat on his dick. The culmination of the kinky dual sex show was nigh.
Tammy's old boss and her Uncle Sid gusted and howled simultaneously, filling their respective imbedded orifices with respectable loads of cum juice. Tammy felt the fat man's spunk spray her core and, with that sign of finality, she eased her spinal tension and slumped down to a more relaxed pose on the bench. Leclerc jittered to a stop and leaned forward; his body chocked by her knees at his elbows. His hands kneaded her boobs as he felt the after spasms fade away.
The entire strip tease and forced rough sex had been captured through multiple cameras and projected on the closed-circuit big screens for the remaining audience. It was also recorded for film editing and would later gain wide internet distribution with her identity shielded.
Sid waited, holding his fellatrix to his groin, forcing her to swallow his load. When she complied, he eased out of her face, dumped her aside and shuffled onto the stage.
Tammy's limp dicked former boss fell out of her leaking pussy; he stood up and stepped back. Sid smiled down at his shorter subordinate and they shared a high five hand-slap salute.
"Keep up the good work Leclerc and there will be more of these sexy bonuses in your future."
Leclerc was hauling up his pants, covering his slimy cock and balls, smiling broadly and readying to leave. Sid turned to the bouncer, who had stood by, ready to assist or intervene as necessary, and was now aiding by courteously using a tissue to sop up the ivory spunk oozing from Tammy's cunt.
"Thanks, Joe. Good job. I'll take it from here."
"Of course, sir. Enjoy the rest of your evening."
Uncle Sid collected his naked force-fucked niece in a two-armed baby cradle. Joe led the way, carrying the bundle of her stripped off clothes and opening the doors ahead as her uncle carried Tammy outside to his car and placed her in the front seat. He found a thin car blanket as a cover for the ride. She hugged it around her protectively in the night chill. Joe dumped her clothes in the trunk.
"Thanks again, Joe. Anything you need? Can I buy you a blowjob?"
Joe gave a broad grin.
"Nah, I'm good. Two of the waitresses missed getting used tonight and were grumbling about being snubbed. So, I'll take them home with me for plenty of makeup action. Duty calls."
Uncle Sid nodded his understanding and shook Joe's hand in parting. He drove away with his still aroused niece for a planned continuation of the sex filled weekend, just like their former romps in her studio apartment down in sunny the sunny Caymans. But now they were headed for a nearby hotel where he had reserved the luxury penthouse suite.
Pulling in front, the carhops hopped to assist. Syd picked her out of her seat, naked, wrapped only in the thin blanket, her bare arms and legs exhibiting her lack of any clothes. Ignoring the valets who would handle the parking, he carried her across the driveway front, jostling her body when climbing the few entry steps. The jarring slipped open a part of the blanket, exposing a bobbling boob, and catching a few surprised stares from the ordinary hotel patrons.
The pair continued across the lobby, boob exposed and her dangling ponytail swinging like a metronome to his stride. They boarded the lifts, up to the penthouse floor and down the hallways, attracting marveling stares from the hotel guests and the approving nods from the hotel staff. The penthouse suite door opened and shut on the twosome and everyone else went about their normal business.
Normal business was not the focus for the duet in the suite. Uncle Sid lost no time in getting undressed and tucking his cock into his adorable little niece, in all the right places. She perked up, sensuously hugging and kissing her uncle. He drew back an inch from his deepest penetration, paused and pressed firmly in. His tip touched her cervix and his bone pressed her clit. She moaned in his ear and hugged tighter on his neck.
"Does that feel good, my sexy little intern? My cock has missed being cuddled by your snug little cunt."
Her response was another moan in his ear. He drew back a short length again and pounded hard, tapping both erogenous spaces again. Her next moan was louder and he knew what she needed. A series of short slow strokes brought forth more and louder cries as her simmering arousal built to its finale.
"ah... Ah... AH... AHHHHHHHH!!!".
It was music to his ego and he held her loosely through her shaking orgasm, her body wiggling her tits against his chest as her hips gyrated on his cock.
She calmed and shuddered down in his embrace. It was his turn now and he stroked long and hard, powerful cycles that brought on his peak, pouring volumes of spunk inside her warm vibrating pussy.
But the night was still young and, in spite of everything, they remained very excited by their overdue reunion. He brought them both, but especially her, to multiple sexual satisfactions.
During an exhaustion forced lull in the action for refraction and pillow talk, Uncle Sid explained her forced engagement in his singular company attitude improvement program.
"That junior executive on the island overstepped his station and misallocated premium corporate assets to himself. I reserve those special privileges as bonuses for my best performers. And, of course, my dear Tammy, you are one of my best performers, although in higher and handier functions than strictly financial."
He stroked her brown toned nipple with a thumb pad. Pausing for effect, as she purred her acceptance of his description and new awareness of her position, he gave her standing instructions.
"Leclerc was forbearing about your reluctance, as he knew he must under my direction. So, I wanted him to have his due. But only when and how I chose. "
"He's a pig."
"He's a pig who makes me a lot of money. My personally selected interns are off limits to the office staff, even the branch managers. But I have supplied them with full authority to recruit an eager female stress relief cadre to keep the offices functioning at peak efficiency. You may have noticed a bit of pique from the secretaries for interfering with their wild and willing workload, so to speak."
Despite all of the TWA coaching and conditioning, Tammy had just discovered anew the most valuable illustration of her intrinsic value. She was the highly tuned corporate resource, trained and conditioned, to be beneficial to selective alpha males. Proficient efforts at a desk would yield steady promotions and status. But robust endeavors in bed were a surer way to success for an aspiring female executive. She had been called to serve in a special way and a prosperous future was assured.
"I'll hire you full time after you graduate."
Tammy winced, remembering that cretin Leclerc. Sid felt her reactive jerk.
"I have many branch offices; you can take your pick. Seattle, Dallas, Chicago, Boston?"
Tammy said she'd think about where she wanted to go. A mainland setting would be nice or an exotic foreign venue.
With new plans for the future behind them, Uncle Sid rolled against her soft body and took a deep kiss from his personally selected new hire, his wanton pseudo-niece. She responded with a hand massaging his groin before she slid her face there and slid her lips over his knob. She heartily employed her full oral talents: tongue, gums, teeth and tonsils to regain his erection.
Soon, Uncle Sid was being serviced in cowgirl by his prospective stress relief executive, watching her blonde fuzzy heart symbol glide up and down in front of her cock caressing cunt, fully aware he was being fucked by Tammy from Tampa, for now, maybe from Topeka or Tangiers later on. She was the niece he had selected to be his company's next breaker of hearts and executive drainer of hard-ons.
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Bob Kenworth shuffled his presentation notes on the lectern at the front of the small lecture hall at a community college in a sleepy midwestern town. He could have been a tenured professor at the capital city's State University but found definite advantages to being a bigger fish in a smaller pond at this more remote setting.
The last of his few dozen students were filing in and getting settled for class. He saw the clock ticking down the last two minutes before the hour and awaited the recurring sight about to unfold.
The rear room door swung open a final time and Farrah stepped through. She paused, scanned the room with her Mona Lisa smirk, drawing the eyes of every male in the room, including Bob. Some turned in their seats to look back at her, others were adjusting their cocks hidden under lap covering notebooks. Some of the young women scowled at the young men's fawning interest; others simply ignored the scene.
The head cheerleader was her usual vision of classic preppy loveliness: strappy heels elevating her smooth lithe legs to the hem of her mid-thigh pleated skirt and beyond, a nearly transparent white blouse bulging with big boobs, and the fluffy brunette waves that fell past her shoulders.
Having set the scene, Farrah delicately trod a few aisle rows down to the empty seat she always occupied. Bob watched her bra-packing breasts jiggle and her shapely ass sway as she sauntered her way to her usual perch and settled into the seat next to the junior college's star quarterback.
She leaned over, whispered a smiled greeting, and pecked the muscled athlete's cheek as she pressed his arm with her soft boobs. He stoically accepted the impromptu nuzzle, abiding the envious looks from some of his teammates.
Bob wondered how many of the boys in the room were thinking what he was thinking:
...waiting at the end of class until all the others left, grabbing the bodacious cheerleader from behind and pushing the conceited cockteaser's back against the wall, pressing her tits with his chest, bending her shapely leg up against his waist, slipping aside her thong and driving his hard cock deep into her wet cunt, suckling her neck while hammering out a standing fuck, ignoring her preliminary protests ringing in his ears until the angry shrieks softened into whimpers of passion, bringing her and him to a mutual roaring orgasm that left both panting with ecstatic exhaustion...
He blinked his eyes and cleared his mind of the recurring fantasy, bringing his attention back to his work.
With the last-minute disturbance concluded, everyone, including Bob, turned their attention to the day's lecture on circle geometry mathematics.
Time passed, notebooks filled with graphic notes, graded homework was returned and new exercises were assigned. Bob was gathering his notes as he watched the students exit, including a receding vista of Farrah's tight shapely ass.
The school's quarterback freed his arm from Farrah's over-friendly clutch and turned back to the front of the hall. Bob finished packing his laptop as the fit-looking boy, holding his graded homework, approached.
"Mr. Kenworth, can I talk to you for a minute?"
"Sure... Curtis, isn't it?"
"Yes, sir. Though most call me Curt. About my grades. I think I may have a problem with academic eligibility for football."
"Oh? What's the problem?"
"Well, I need to maintain a C average to stay on the team. I'm slightly low, especially in your math curriculum. Farrah has been tutoring me as much as she can but I still seem to be behind."
Bob's mind was filled with visions of a busty naked Farrah writhing beneath her star boyfriend, tutoring Curt in complex cock rhythms rather than complex math algorithms. The scene morphed into a vision of Bob above Farrah, pounding his stiff cock into her juicy core. But the professor kept his expression discrete. His replicated annual ploy was on the verge of another successful semester.
There were two ways out of this Midwestern backwater junior college: academic or athletic scholarships to State University. And Bob was the sly facilitator for students striving to achieve either path. But not for free...
"Well, I know Farrah is an excellent math student but she may not have the advanced tutoring skills that an experienced teacher can offer."
"Well, then, could you give me some extra tutoring?"
"Curt, that might be seen as favoritism. I know you're in line for an athletic scholarship to State U and Lord knows they could use your unparalleled talents in that tough conference, probably getting them a championship. But rumors about academic grooming might hurt your chances."
Bob watched the boy hang his head and his anxious expression fade. Now was the time: bait... hook... and reel 'em in.
"Maybe there's another way. I could show Farrah some novel tricks and she could share them with you. That way there's no direct connection."
Curt's head lifted and his smile lit the room. His future was brightening and generous Mr. Kenworth was offering to help.
"Look, Curt, it's already Friday and your next homework is due next week. Send Farrah by my house this evening and I'll get started teaching her some special gambits right away."
"Thanks a bunch, Mr. Kenworth. I'll see you then."
----------
At home that evening, in the receding dusk, Bob lounged on his living room sofa, anticipating Farrah's arrival. He was dressed casually, loose shirt and gym shorts, not the classroom coat and tie that the campus dress code demanded.
The doorbell rang. He lifted himself from his recliner and shuffled in his slippers to the foyer. He opened the door to find Curt standing alone.
"Good evening, Mr. Kenworth."
Bob was a bit taken aback; where was Farrah?
"Hello, Curt; what's up?"
The boy's hand reached aside the door, past Bob's vision, and grasped something out of sight, addressing the unseen recipient with a firm voice.
"Come on, Farrah, we talked about this. Don't be difficult. Mr. Kenworth has agreed to help and you agreed to cooperate."
He yanked her over by the arm to stand in Bob's view. She was still dressed in the classroom daywear of a tight blouse and skirt. Her full breasts bobbed and settled from Curt's rough sideways hauling. She pouted, stomped her heel, and whined.
"But I'm not the one who's behind. Why do I need more tutoring?"
Curt's voice was curt.
"It's not for you, baby; it's for me. Just go with the plan, okay?"
Bob watched the interchange of boyfriend and girlfriend coming to a head. Farrah's expression slowly softened and she smirked and winked at Curt. Her hand slid across his jean zipper and her voice took on a sexy smoothness.
"Fine... but you owe me one... big time, big boy."
Curt rolled his eyes.
"Okay... soon."
Curt took her cuddling hand and lifted it to steer her through the door. She stepped over the threshold, pushed forward awkwardly by her boyfriend's boosting hand on her ass. She moved past her math teacher into his home, leaving Bob and Curt to their parting.
"What time should I come back for her, sir? I'll take her back to her dorm. She seems to have plans for me tonight."
Curt's shy grin was endearing but it wasn't to be rewarded.
"No need, son. This will take a while, longer than you may think. I'll drop her off on campus later. Have a nice night."
With that, he firmly closed and locked the door on the bewildered footballer, signaling to him that he would need to take his own affairs in hand, so to speak.
Bob motioned Farrah to the living room, admiring her pert ass swaying ahead of him in her high-heeled stride. She pivoted at room center and stood waiting. Bob warmed inside as he gazed at her elegant beauty. It was time for stage two of his well-practiced strategy.
"Farrah, I'm so glad that you've agreed to help Curt with his grades. He has a bright future and we all want what's best for him and the football team."
"Sure... sure... so when do we start?"
"Right now. He told you what was needed?"
"You're going to teach me some new math tricks to become a better tutor for him."
"That's half correct. I will teach you some new tricks but not in math. If you are an obedient learner and practice what I teach you, Curt will be well motivated to maintain good grades and increase his academic standing for sports."
"If not math, what skills are you going to teach me?"
"Motivational skills."
Bob stepped closer to Farrah and lifted his hands to pluck at her blouse buttons.
She was astounded at his forwardness but took pause, not unfamiliar with the unfolding situation. It was a classic pornographic movie script: the coed got fucked by her teacher in exchange for better grades. It had happened to her before.
But now, she was suddenly cognizant of her role and duties in this alternative fuck for grades bargain. She would be fucked to help her boyfriend get the boosted grades.
She sighed at the age-old scenario and banally surrendered to the indecent deal. So be it; a quickie and then she was out of here.
Bob's unbuttoning fingers were halfway down her chest, beginning to expose her fully packed brassiere and its deep cleavage. She heard his murmurs as he enacted her disrobing.
"So, what have we got here... I knew they were big but... wow... they're really big! D's? Or more?"
She felt Bob tug her shirt tails out of her skirt waistband. She looked down as his fingers plucked the bra's front closure and released the tension pressing her boobs together. This was the well-known moment when the man swept her cups aside and moaned his admiration at the first naked sight of her tits and nipples. And then the cupping and squeezing for a tactile confirmation.
Farrah was proud of her boobs; Curt, and the other men and boyfriends before him, were always mesmerized by them, unrestrained in their handsy gropes. Bob instinctively followed the storied manhandling drill. His palms weighed and squeezed the warm mammary wonders that had been just revealed.
Farrah dismissively spoke the unbidden answer to the habitual unuttered question on every man's mind.
"Yes, they're real. And size 36D."
Bob broke off his reverie and looked higher at her face. She seemed to have acceded to the state of affairs. This was going well.
He shucked off her open shirt and bra and his hands descended to her skirt. A clip and a zip had it open and falling, revealing the high-cut pink thong, camel toe molded to her plush pussy. It was another confirmation of his half-semester-long curiosity about what Farrah's pussy might be like. His man tool was packing his shorts and he needed equal freedom of exposure.
"Now, it's your turn. Undress me."
Farrah hesitated briefly but took up her directed pre-coital function with calm resolve. Bob's shirt and shorts joined her own discarded duds on the floor. She peered at the manhood package bulging his briefs. Her hand cupped his cotton-covered cock and balls as she dwelled on her own naughty thoughts.
'Bigger than I assumed... maybe this won't be so bad.'
Bob let her play a moment and then slipped his fingers under her thong's hip straps, sweeping the minimal fabric over her ass and down her thighs. Her shaved pubis came into view and he sawed a fingertip up and down the fleshy crevasse. He discovered the truth.
Oily moisture! Her mood was building right along with his.
Farrah unconsciously moaned at his intimate touch, another good sign for Bob. She appeared in a rush as she pulled his tighty-whities out and down, exposing his already tumescent cock. Now a natural urge compelled them both to push down and off their own underwear.
He watched as she bent over to finish her last task, her dangling boobs swaying in the act of thong removal. She turned to drop it on the clothes pile but Bob snatched it away, tossing it on the sofa.
"A token to remind me of my time with you."
Farrah shrugged; whatever would get this over with so she could leave. Curt awaited her.
Bob pressed her shoulders and she squatted on her heels but he continued to push. She rolled onto her back on the carpet, letting her thighs fall open as Bob followed her down to kneel between them. He leaned in further and kissed her broad brown nipples, one and then the other. He moved his hips closer to her feminine saddle and his tip touched her digitally explored dewy cunt.
Farrah instinctively twitched at the genital nudge but calmed her unease, cooperating as much as she could by rolling up her Venus mound for a smooth mounting. And with that adjustment, Bob steadied his stance to his knees and elbows and pressed in, sliding halfway and pausing, retreating an inch, and then punching all the way down.
His ears heard Farrah's 'umph' at the swift vaginal invasion. He always liked that feminine reaction to his first incursion. It aroused him further and now his dick happily learned that Farrah's cunt was warm, wet, and snug. He wiggled his hips, stirring his cock head deep inside. She instinctively reacted to that, purring in her throat and wrapping her arms around his neck, hugging his body to her big soft tits.
Bob drew back and pushed in again, even deeper, until his pubic pressed hard on hers. Another purr of contentment emerged at the clitoral bump, followed by genital strokes and thrusts that were accompanied by wiggles, waddles, and guttural utterings. Invigorated Bob let one hand tunnel under to cup her ass cheek, the other her neck, and lay his weight atop her. His hips set a reasonable stroke pace, letting Farrah feel the full measure of his long, swollen cock buffing her juicy tunnel while her boobs rolled under his chest.
With a gasp and a cry, he reared back, drove deep, and pelted his fulfilled fantasy's insides with a weeklong pent-up volume of manly elixir. Calling out a final cry of pleasure, he collapsed on her body, panting to regain life-sustaining air and mental lucidity after his terrific orgasm.
Farrah clung to him from underneath as he floated down from his post-ejaculation reverie. She was happy that the quickie was over and she could leave soon.
Bob regained his energy and backed off, kneeling up between her thighs as his hands caressed her tits and nipples. His sticky shaft curved into a lazy arc between his legs. Farrah moved to rise and he let her sit up.
"Okay, Mr. Kenworth. We're finished now and I'll be going."
"Finished? Oh, Farrah, my little fuck bunny, we're just getting started. We have a long weekend ahead of us."
"Weekend!"
"Of course. Did you think I could teach you everything in one session? You have much more to learn."
She scuttled back and attempted to stand but Bob was quicker and loomed over her, blocking her rise, his damp appendage dangling before her face.
"I guess Curt was fuzzy on the details. You'll stay here with me through the weekend, while I teach you the motivational methods that you will use to Curt's benefit... and yours, if you're smart."
Physically forbidding defiance, Bob grasped her upper arm and used his strength to lift her to her heeled feet, stumbling the naked coed toward his master suite. He wavered the march, causing her to stagger sometimes. He just couldn't get enough of watching her loose boobs bouncing and swaying as they proceeded through the house. They arrived at the end of the hallway and he hauled her inside his master bedroom.
"You should get to know this place; most of your training will happen here."
Still gripping her arm, he pushed her to the ensuite bath before releasing his hold. She looked at him with resentment but he ignored her, starting the water running in the garden tub.
"First, a bath... together. You wash me and I'll wash you. We can explore the ways a man and woman can come to know each other's favorite stimulation points."
This was more than Farrah had agreed to but... the fucking from her teacher hadn't been totally unpleasant, just not fulfilling. She was still highly aroused and another session might be tolerable if she could get herself off.
The tub was half full and Bob guided her to enter the water. She daintily stepped over the edge and settled her ass in the sudsy water as Bob joined her.
He used a washcloth to clean her pussy lips, then brushed terrycloth circles over her wet nipples. The nubs and areolae bumps swelled, giving Bob notice that her body was in tune with his brash handling. He dropped the cloth and used his fingertips on her pussy lips, slipping and sliding the digits across her pink swollen tissues. He watched as her eyes widened and dilated. She twerked her hips under the water. He stopped the cunt caresses and she whimpered with mild frustration.
He took her hand and placed it on his cock.
"Me first; always, me first."
She leaned forward and rubbed her hand up and down his shaft, adding a thumb rub up the coronal vee and over the tip slit. She certainly wasn't a stranger to hand jobs. Bob relaxed back and watched her pendulating tits jostle against the bubbly suds as she worked his erection.
God, what a pair of fun-bags! And his private play toys for the weekend. Those thoughts and the look of concentration on Farrah's face brought him to fulfillment and he spilled another dose of sperm onto his weekend playmate's stroking fist.
She released him and relaxed back. She needed her own relief and her hand crept to her submerged cunt. Bob roused himself to respond. He sat up, leaned over, and pushed her hand aside. His fingers rubbed her cunt lips furiously as she opened her mouth and panted in mounting pleasure. Her hands gripped the tub sides as her ass bounced uncontrollably. Then she elevated her hips and held in stiffened back arch as Bob's hand did its work and she blubbered out her long-delayed rapture.
When calm was restored, the pair exited the water and used towels to dry each other. There was no resistance now as Bob led Farrah to his bed and tucked her in under the sheets. He joined her in a loose cuddle and they drifted off to sleep.
During the night, Farrah awoke to find Bob laying atop her, her legs spread and his cock head touching her pussy. He watched her become more fully awake and she willingly spread her thighs wider to accommodate his pose.
"A lesson," he said.
"Okay," she replied.
His hand moved to her nipple and his fingertips capture the nub.
"What is the tenth prime number in sequence, discounting zero?"
Farrah thought this a strange request but went through the math count in her head.
'0, 1, 3, 5, 7, 11, 13, 17, 23, 29...'
"29"
Bob squeezed hard on her nub. She squealed in pain, shaking her body to release his nipple pinch, but to no avail.
"Wrong... I said discounting zero."
Farrah went through the sequence again, her nipple throbbing in agony, still held in a loose pinch.
'1, 3, 5, 7, 11, 13, 17, 23, 29, 31...'
"31"
"Good girl; you get a reward."
He released her tit point and pushed his cock at her labia, entering her vagina, and pressing down until he was fully embedded. He held there as she jogged her hips, trying to get some feminine coital stimulus.
"What's the natural logarithm of 1?"
She was good at this number conversion. His mouth descended to her other nipple and his teeth held her nub between them.
"1?"
His bite was harsh and she wiggled again but he held tight, mumbling through the toothy clasp.
"Natural logarithm."
She guessed again. "0?"
She tensed for the hurt but his teeth backed off. It must have been the right answer and she felt her reward as his cock sluiced back and forth in her feminine tunnel. He seemed to tire of the mathematical Q&A and settled into a nice fucking rhythm. She followed his lead and added her own ass rolls and boob wiggles until the inevitable climax brought them simultaneous ecstasies.
Later that morning, Bob lounged outside at his pool. A little earlier, he had lightly rousted his sleepy fuck companion and said he would meet her down at the pool. She protested that she didn't have a swimsuit but he told her there was a selection of one-piece ones in the closet. She could wear anything that fits.



The sliding glass door rolled open and Farrah emerged from the house. She had a towel wrapped around her torso, tucked together over her upper boob swells. Bob watched with amusement as she looked around for prying neighbor eyes but the fence was tall and there was no danger of Peeping Toms.
She tiptoed across the pavers to the chaise next to his. He sat up and reached out, capturing the tail of her modesty pool wrap. She protested his tug and fought his continued pull but he was stronger than her and the cover was snatched away.
There she stood in her one-piece swimsuit: skimpy bikini bottoms only. Her hands tried to cover her naked breasts, but as they say, they were more than a handful and Bob was delighted by the sunlit view of side bulging feminine bounty. She was sarcastic to his laughter.
"You said 'one-piece'. Hah; funny guy. I thought one piece was a tank suit, not a topless beach getup."
Bob couldn't stop his mirth and the situation melted into Farrah smiling through her false fury. She had performed sex with this guy three times already; why be shy now about some playful nudity during the remaining weekend?
She sat on the chaise next to Bob as he faced her and he traced a lazy finger along the tan lines showing on her breasts where she had sunned with a bikini top on.
"These need some sun to fade the different tones. Stay here and start working on that while I fix us some breakfast."
A half-hour later, he brought out fruit, croissants, juice, butter, and jam to a poolside umbrella table while Farrah lay topless tanning, her eyes protected by bug shield sunglasses. He noticed the way her boobs rested in torus mounds on her chest. He also noticed some pink beginning to form on her lighter skin.
'She needs sunscreen' he mused.
Farrah was in a mild doze but lifted her head at his approach, starting to sit up. He placed a palm flat on her sternum and eased her back down. She rested again as he found a tube of balm and greased his hands with a generous glob. She understood and lay still.
Farrah felt manly hands start at her outer bulges and he swept the sun lotion all over her tits. His slick hands kneaded her masses and the pale skin was quickly coated with the protective ointment.
She knew that by now she was well covered but he continued the pleasant fondling, picking lightly at her areolae, as the massaging continued non-stop. Amazingly, Bob's continued handling left her mildly excited and she reveled in his treatment of her body.
Unexpectedly, the caresses stopped. She saw a shadow cross her vision and felt him straddle her chair; a meaty mass plopped on her chest, and she felt his hands lift the sides of her breasts and press them together. She raised her sunglasses and beheld Bob's knob slit peering out from the man-made boob tunnel. It retreated out of sight within the slippery skin folds, only to emerge again a moment later into daylight.
Again, and again, the little one-eyed fellow poked into view and retreated. Then, it showed itself more prominently, stayed in place, throbbed a few beats, and sprayed milky spunk on her face, neck, and compressed cleavage. She opened her mouth in surprise and a jetted glob of semen fell between her lips. She sensed its entry and closed her mouth just as suddenly as she had opened it. The salty concoction was unlike anything before, a new taste for her to consider. She wasn't into blowjobs, despite her other sexual experiences, and wanted to spit it out.
She lay still, allowing the scene to play out until the spouts stopped. The goo was sliding off her face to drip in her hair and drop on the chair. Bob wearily climbed off her body and plopped aside on the adjacent chaise.
"Well, that should take care of sun protection. Hungry? Let's eat."
Farrah wiped her face and chest with the previously robbed towel, spitting out the dregs of his spunk. She joined her host for breakfast at the umbrella table. She sat in full boob display, leaning in to pluck a bit of food, her tits jostling gently while the stray flecks of his white cum dried in her hair. Bob found it an egotistical sight, evidence of his play toy enduring his every whim for his sexual entertainment.
The rest of the morning was relaxed as Bob and Farrah enjoyed the poolside privacy. Once, when she ventured near the water, testing the temperature with a furtive toe, Bob pushed her in and when her head bobbed up, sputtering, he jumped in and dunked her under again. She upended his feet from below and a shallow water wrestling match ensued, filled with boob, cock, and pussy grabs during the splashy water cavorting. The laughing pair retired to the house interior for respite.
That afternoon, Bob was ensconced alone on the living room sofa, watching a college football game. He had granted Farrah free time all afternoon to explore his media room's library of books and videos. He had peeked in on her several times; she was cuddled up on the room's sofa, entranced as she perused his collection of porn. This girl was a very worldly gal, surfing through his diverse collection of fucked Oriental whores, forced housewife MILFs, and punished college coeds.
Farrah wandered into the living room wearing one of his dress shirts. Her breasts were swaying loosely beneath the fabric. The shirt tails were long enough to cover her ass but he knew she wore no panties. He had taken the school clothes she had arrived in yesterday and hidden them away. She would get them back upon leaving, save for his token panty memento.
"How's the game?"
State U was behind their arch-rival at halftime.
"Our team's not doing as well as we should. They're probably not getting the motivation they need from the cheerleaders."
Farrah saw the spirited girls dancing and jumping, boobs bouncing, and panties flashing during high kicks.
"Well, the girls seem to be trying their best."
"Trying isn't good enough. The boys need to be suitably encouraged. And the sideline cheers aren't what encourages them. It's the pussy action after winning the game that the ball players really crave."
Farrah caught his drift. The relaxed crowd enjoyed the bouncy exhibitionists in their tight flirty uniforms. The skirts twirled, the boobs and asses bobbled and the long hair fluttered with each semi-gymnastic jump and dance move.
But, of course, the gritty players on the field dreamed of more. They wanted those bouncy bodies naked and bouncing on their dicks. It took a special kind of sports booster to really boost their spirits. Farrah, as the head cheerleader, pondered whether her squad could do more to bolster her junior college team's success. She wanted to find out.
"Stay here; I'll be right back."
While searching in the closet for the ill-defined one-piece swimsuit, she had come across a skimpy version of a cheerleader uniform. She scurried to retrieve it and discovered it was at least a size too small but she could still squeeze into it, albeit boobs bulging sideways in the large arm openings and her lower ass cheeks exposed. But it would serve its purpose. She walked gingerly back to the living room, keeping everything inside the outfit... for now.
Bob was still there, watching the second half. Farrah skipped into the room, in front of the TV, and jumped into a broadly smiling X-limb 'tah-dah' stance. One boob threatened to free itself but she spurned any effort to adjust it, maintaining her pose.
Bob forgot the game and shifted his attention to the cheerleader trying to boost his spirits. It was working; his cock boosted to attention. He let his legs spread a little wider and Farrah perceived the subtle move. She held her spread posture and leaned forward to touch her toes, proving her agile flexibility which Bob had never doubted. It was a purposeful down-sweater view of her packed tits. Bob widened his legs a little more.
She bolted upright and this time the uniform failed, or rather, actually performed its currently intended function; her bare tit popped out. She effected a shimmy and now both shaking tits were out of the uniform. She turned about and bent over again. The skirt rode up and Bob saw her exposed pink pussy framed between her upper thighs. She watched between her legs with her face inverted as Bob smiled and gave his lap a little pat.
Farrah knew she had Bob's attention and she turned, taking up his invitation, making a few steps closer. She leaned over his lap and fumbled with his pants zipper. He couldn't resist her dangling breasts and his fingers tweaked her nipples. She didn't flinch at the pinch, it was playful, not painful, and continued her task of extracting his boner.
A few rubs confirmed its firmness and she duck-walked forward to straddle his lap. Settling close, she reached beneath to position his erection, gently touching the tip to her bare pussy lips. Then a dramatic pause as she posed her question.
"Did you help win your ball game today?"
Bob took his theatrical cue and eagerly nodded 'Yes'.
"Good boy. Then, I have a reward for you."
She pressed down and took him all in, rubbing her clitoris on his groin bone. Bob jogged his hips upwards but Farrah placed a 'shushing' finger on his lips.
"You should be tired after all that hard playing. It's my turn now; you just stay hard. I'll do all the work. Okay?"
Bob smiled, relaxed down in his cushion, and gave himself over to the head cheerleader. He rested his hands on the chair arms; she rested her forearms on his shoulders, her forehead against his, looking eye to eye.
Her hips cycled and set a pace that slowly and lovingly rose and fell, rose and fell, on his rigid meat pole. She took a moment at the bottom of each down stroke to roll her hips and rub her clit against him. That move simultaneously rubbed his coronal vee against her vaginal tube tissues deep inside. She kept going and going, a loyal cheerleader doing her part to boost her team's spirit.
Bob felt the buzzing spreading in his groin and his breath puffed higher and higher. He moved his hands to her oscillating hips, ready to make sure she didn't stop now.
But she didn't, she wouldn't, she couldn't; this was her chance to prove herself worthy of head cheerleader status.
And she did.
Bob tilted his head back and opened his mouth wide, sucking in a bracing breath. Farrah saw his coming peak and willed herself to join him, maintaining the same unhurried pace, stimulating her clit in sync. Her rigid spine arched back and her body trembled in ecstasy. She heard his ultimate roar, felt his jetting discharge, and her cunt spasmed contractions in orgasmic delight right in time with her teacher's spew and howl.
It went on for longer than she ever remembered it happening before. And then her spine slackened just enough and she leaned forward, planting her boobs in Bob's face, her arms hugging his neck. She pulled his head to her chest as the waves of nervous lubricity rolled over her body. When the waves of pleasure clouding her brain ebbed, she felt Bob's struggles to free his nose and mouth for a dose of oxygen.
She loosened her hug and his hands pressed her boobs as he pushed her partially upright, and took a gulp of cool air. A few breaths later, he lipped locked a nipple and suckled the brown disk. Farrah groaned in delight at the new tingles effusing through her chest meat and beyond.
Their post-orgasmic cuddles dwindled to stillness. Farrah dismounted and excused herself to clean up. Weary Bob returned to the TV and saw the score was tied. A last-second field goal gave State U the win. Bob chuckled, wondering if the winning boys at State U would get a rewarding rendezvous with cheerleader destiny. They should, they earned it, but who knows what might be.
Bob surfed the channels for the next few hours, finding none of the broadcast entertainment very entertaining. Farrah was already in bed, lightly sleeping, when Bob retired for the night. He crawled in next to her, careful not to disturb her slumber. He lay awake next to her, listening to her soft breathing.
In hindsight, she had been almost too willing to stay the weekend. Yes, she had feelings for her boyfriend but she could have balked at his assault on her romantic fidelity. With her dynamic looks and attitude, she should have found plenty of other popular boys and wealthy men ready to be captured and wiled by her charms. Why was she so willing to accommodate him?
His fertile thoughts finally tapered off as he joined his bedmate in sleep.
Bob woke slowly; his mind triggered by a strangely familiar sensation. His cock was half hard; morning wood was something he was used to. But this morning, his cock felt warm and wet and tingly. His arm reached over to Farrah's side of the bed. She wasn't there. He came more awake and saw the fluttering of the partially rolled-down sheets.
His hands went to his waist and bumped against a mass of hair, Farrah's hair, sprawled on his stomach. He craned his neck up and saw her cloth-shrouded head moving gently at his groin.
Awareness grew as he perceived that the warm wetness was her mouth sucking his cock. He patted her head fondly as he lay back and let her have her way. More conscious now, he felt how his shaft was swollen and elongated, providing a fuller substance for her suckling. A female's handling of morning wood was always a welcome ritual for the virile male.
Bob welcomed Farrah's initiative but thought she was only playing, trying something new to see if she liked it. He tried to press her head to take him deeper but she only took the fore-end, half of his erection, in her mouth. He wanted, no needed, something more to really excite his libido.
He grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled up. She resisted his attempts to disengage her mouth from his erection, sucking forcefully and clutching at the penile base. Pulling harder, he dragged her head up and twisted it around, fighting to control her body squirming. He got her laying on her back in the middle of the bed. He took one wrist and quickly attached it to the convenient but previously unnoticed bedpost strap. He stretched her other arm open and attached that one to the opposite bedpost restraint.
Farrah was really unhappy now and warped her chest and torso, trying to stretch across to release the cuffs, but the short straps restricted her reach. Bob saw her tits wobble on her chest as she struggled, a tempting sight. Alighting the bed, he grabbed a flailing ankle and secured it to the lower bedpost, then grabbed the last kicking foot and fastened that one down as well.
Farrah lay spreadeagle, naked and fuming on the sheets. Bob surveyed her vulnerability from his bedside stance.
"I'll give you a little time to compose yourself."
With that, he left the room. Through Farrah's continued struggles, the awareness of her helplessness sunk in and she settled down to lay immobile, awaiting Bob's next move.
In time, she sensed an aroma of sausage and coffee, the sounds of kitchen clatter, and then the steps approaching her lockdown chamber. He entered carrying a tray with the food and set it on the bedside stand. Leaning over her, he rechecked her constraints and propped her head up on an extra pillow. Then he posed his proposition.
"Hungry?"
Farrah's stomach grumbled autonomically and her appetite made her more affable.
"Yes," she mumbled.
"What was that? I didn't understand."
"Yes!" she sputtered.
"Well, then, good girls get fed."
He touched a strawberry to her lips; she opened and stretched to bite at it but he drew it away.
"No, not like that. Pucker up and suck it in, like a cock knob. You know how."
He touched her lips again and this time she puckered and sucked, drawing the sweet red berry through her lips. She chewed and swallowed, looking at her controller for another morsel.
Bob selected a thin breakfast sausage and waggled the 4-inch tube of spiced meat above her face.
"Same routine, but no biting until it's all in."
He touched her lips with the packaged meat roll and she complied, sucking on the tip as he slowly let more and more in until all he held was the last inch, his fingertips against her lips. He drew the food back until it was almost removed, then let go as she sucked it quickly back in and it disappeared into her mouth. He saw her jaw cycle as she consumed the peppery meat product.
"Now, before any more food, I'm going to feed you my cock. No biting or chewing! Good girls get to finish breakfast; bad girls stay in bed hungry for the rest of the day. Understand?"
Farrah nodded reluctantly. Bob mounted the bed and straddled her chest, his cock waggling in her face. He eased forward, touching her lips and she puckered to draw him in like she had the strawberry. He eased forward, then drew back, like the sausage.
Bob's hand went behind her neck, cupping the base of her skull. With a sudden thrust, he buried his cock deep in her mouth. His knob bumped her tonsils. Her eyes went wide and she weakly suppressed her gag reflex. He pulled back an inch to let her control her breathing.
With his hand bracing her head, he gave a mighty shove and drove his cock into her throat. She gagged and coughed; he held her tight, watching her facial distress at this untried phenomenon. Her struggles jittered her tonsils on his corona and he moaned uncontrollably at the exhilarating sensation.
Farrah had wanted to try fellatio, see if she could come to accept it, but Bob had forced her into deepthroat. He hoped she would be more amenable to voluntary future repetitions. He backed off and rested his erection on her tongue, giving her temporary relief from the difficult technique. She would come around in time with more practice. Enough for now.
He drew out, stretched himself out prone atop her, and poked at her pussy. His saliva-wetted shaft impaled her cunt and he stroked himself to orgasm. Alighting the bed, he released her cuffs and helped her sit up. They finished the breakfast and Bob left her to freshen up.
The weekend mates lounged separately around the house and pool the remainder of the day, fixing their own meals and giving each other space, especially Farrah to ponder her thoughts. Bob had abused Farrah for his own enjoyment this morning and he didn't want to drive her into resentment with too much meddling. Farrah needed some time to calm down and consider what she had experienced since Friday night.
She wandered into the living room late in the afternoon to find Bob reading.
"Can I ask you something?"
He patted the seat next to his on the sofa and she settled in beside him.
"You said you would teach me tutoring skills. When will that be?"
"Oh, but my dear, I already have."
"When?"
"Tutoring is more than just the subject matter. You need Curt truly craving something in order for him to pay attention and learn."
"And how will I do that?"
"I showed you how a little pain and reward can solicit correct answers. You showed me how cheerleaders can incentivize a team with anticipated post-game rewards. Sometimes you have to get rough to teach him to try for deeper efforts. Tantalize Curt with the anticipation of a reward, like giving a dog a treat for good behavior."
He saw her frown while the mental wheels turned. He decided to get more specific.
"After you review the material, give him a ten-point quiz. If he gets fewer than 6 right, a peck on the cheek for encouragement to try again. If he gets 7 right, a quickie handjob. For 8, a blowjob. For nine, cowgirl sex. And a perfect score deserves a full round the world: suck him to hardness, let him ride a missionary fuck, then a deep throat swallowing finale. He'll get the point pretty quick."
Farrah saw the light and understood how she could ensure Curt would get his scholarship and follow her to State U next year. Gratitude for Mr. Kenworth filled her heart.
She leaned in and kissed his cheek. His hand sidled up her chest and fondly cupped her loose boob; things went along well from there. For the rest of Sunday night, they engaged in all the different poses and positions: cunnilingus, fellatio, missionary, cowgirl, doggie, and sidesaddle. Exhaustion eventually led them to deep slumbers.



In the morning, a sexually satiated Farrah shily posed a proposition. Could she return every Sunday afternoon for more 'tutor coaching'? Bob hesitated for dramatic effect and then appeared to reluctantly give in to her desire for more, although inside he was jumping for joy.
It was time to end the weekend and get ready for school. Bob showed Farrah a convenient small selection of cosmetics he kept handy for gal visitors in his bathroom. She preened, fixed her hair and makeup, and let watching Bob add a final touch. He brushed tincture on her nipples, reddening the brown disks with a maroon rouge. It tickled and she giggled. He left her to complete her minimal dressing; she found her clothes from Friday night's arrival: heels, the white translucent blouse, and the short skirt. The panties had been surrendered as his memento and the bra seemed to have gotten lost somehow.
He called from the kitchen for her to hurry; they hustled through a rushed bite of breakfast, watching the clock. As they headed for the front door, Bob was moved by Farrah's sexy schoolgirl image. His dick twitched and he couldn't stand to miss acting out his recurring fantasy generated by her seductive classroom entrances. But he must be quick; time was running out.
He grabbed her arm and spun her back against the wall, pressing her there with his body, capturing her lips in a deep kiss. Farrah obliged his palpable passion, delighted by Mr. Kenworth's last-minute romantic adieu. He must have developed feelings for her over their sex-filled interlude.
He played his tongue between her lips and she responded in kind, hugging his neck to hold the connection. Bob fumbled with his belt and zipper, dropping his pants. Farrah stopped her tonguing to voice opposition to his obvious intention.
"There's no time..." she murmured. Bob thought otherwise.
In his mind, he was in the lecture hall, the class dismissed and just Farrah lingering behind. She was his captive as he pressed her back to the wall. Without panties, he simply hauled her knee up to rest on his hip, opening her thighs wide for this hustled pussy penetration. He drove in, hard and fast to her vocal protestations. He was not to be denied.
The subsequent rapid ramming of hard man meat in her hot cunt banged her ass against the wall. He was half aware that he was really in his own house; his wall hangings rattling with the force of rough fucking. Bob's weekend had been filled with enough sex to drain any man. But even so, he was enflamed to a terrific orgasm by his standing fuck fantasy, barely registering Farrah's reciprocal call of parallel fulfillment. They juddered to a rest, clinging to each other's bodies.
He settled her on her heels as he withdrew. His spunk oozed out and stained her inner thighs. She looked around for some cleanup tissues but none were handy.
Bob buckled his pants and grabbed her wrist, impatiently dragging her outside and into the car. He raced away and zipped past her dormitory against her frantic gripes about needing to clean up and change. He stopped the car outside the classroom building and ordered her out.
"You don't want to be late for class" he quipped and drove off to the teacher's parking lot.
Farrah stood on the sidewalk where he left her, suffering the stares of passing professors and classmates. She looked exactly like the truth: a fucked and dumped coed slut in heels, skirt, and thin blouse. It was too far to run back to her dorm to rectify her attire. And today was quiz day, which she couldn't afford to miss. She grudgingly trudged toward the lecture hall inside.
Farrah entered the classroom last, as usual. Her rosy fucked out glow, her careful steps on the stairs to avoid a bare pussy flash, and her rouged disks quivering under her translucent blouse, altogether gave her male classmates, and an already present Mr. Kenworth, an unprecedented sex-fueled spectacle this morning. She sulkily settled in next to Curt who whispered his indignant curiosity about her total weekend absence; especially when he could smell the scent of the last-minute sticky discharge, smeared on her barely hidden inner thighs.
Bob brought the class to order.
"Close your textbooks and notes. We will take a quiz this morning."
----------
It was a bright September day, a new year, a new class, and a new football team. Farrah had gotten her scholarship last spring, as had Curt. She had spent the remainder of that year's weekends placating Bob's macho libido, and her own sexual passions, every Sunday evening and night. Within a few months of the weekly routine, she had mastered deep throat and coveted the taste of his cum, just as Bob had known she could.
Curt's grades had steadily improved, not only because he was actually learning the material thanks to Farrah's special tutoring methods, but because Bob had eased his grading impairment of the football star's homework and thereby assured his continued football participation.
The football team had really perked up and seemed unstoppable, with numerous clutch plays and extraordinary efforts. They secured the state title and Curt was the season's MVP with State U quarterback prospects.
Following Bob's prompting, and unbeknownst to the parents and coaches, Farrah had persuaded a small group of like-minded cheerleaders from the squad to form a motivation coalition who, in their inimitable personal ways, sought out and rewarded any player, or players, whose spectacular play at a key juncture ensured a winning game. Locker room jibes about blowjob-worthy catches and cowgirl-guaranteed tackles were ignored by the conjecturing coaches, happy with a winning season and looming contract renewals.
Curt merited his continuing athletic scholarship to State U, adding much-needed talent to the team, and graduated with a useful degree even without the promise of a follow-on professional sports career. In his later years, Curt's barroom reminiscing about past football glory would be enabled by gainful employment from a real business career, thanks to his newly found lust for learning inspired by Farrah's special tutoring techniques.
From the lectern, Bob saw the latest community college's quarterback seated with his redheaded buxom girlfriend. Regrettably, or not, the boy's homework grades had begun to suffer regardless of their apparent correctness and the lad would soon seek out assistance from his math teacher.
Bob gazed lustfully at the curvaceous freckled redhead. She dressed modestly, in looser fashions, but her sex appeal was conspicuous despite her veiling attempt. He hadn't had a redhead weekend toy for a few years; it seemed about time for a year-long liaison with this one.
Bob could have been a tenured professor at the capital city's State University but found definite advantages to being a bigger fish in a smaller pond at this more remote setting.
He loved his job here at the small community college and its many opportunities for unrivaled professional perks.
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*** Special Assignment ***
Ned was hanging out in the Headmistress' office at a midwestern Total Woman Academy campus. He enjoyed the break, having traveled in from another campus where he had been kept busy by his Coach Tutor Emeritus responsibilities to the organization. He was equally familiar with this locale and this office, a frequent visitor to this four-year educational institution. His duties gave him privileges at all the campuses worldwide but he liked coming here for its variety of coed ages and ethnicities. The Headmistress had summoned him, stating she had a special assignment, notably suited to his mature expertise.
"I hope we haven't interrupted your other undertakings elsewhere but a request arose that required your attendance here for a few days."
"I'll help in any way that I can. My other appointments will still be there afterward, though probably waiting impatiently."
"Thank you, Ned. You are too generous with your time and attention to our students."
"So, how can I help?"
"You know we award our best Senior coed with her choice of Coach Tutor for a final Tune-up and Evaluation Assessment before formal graduation. This year's winner requested you. Do you remember Kellie?"
Ned didn't have to think for very long. Kellie was one of the attractions that prompted his frequent visits to this manicured estate. He didn't always have a coaching session with her but just seeing her in passing was a delight.
"I do remember Kellie. Who wouldn't? So, she's graduating?"
"With the highest grades and recommendations that I have seen in quite a while. She has accepted an offer to join her Scholarship Sponsor's company as the Executive Suite's Comfort Secretary."
"Lucky guys."
"A couple of the executives are Pledge Contributors here and elsewhere and they understand what a Comfort Secretary can do for them. But Kellie will certainly exceed any of their expectations."
The collegial pair chuckled at the probably similar musings of those lucky fantasying men who soon would be on the receiving end of Kellie's special office skills.
"So, no reason to delay. Kellie is waiting for you in her dormitory suite. And... take it easy on yourself, old man; I don't fancy explaining an ambulance call to the TWA Board."
Ned chuckled and took his leave, walking the hallway to the door of Kellie's private dorm suite, a useful perk for the Senior Year coterie. Their days and nights were often filled with endless Poise tune-up sessions that they were fortunate to undergo before graduation. Then, suitably primed, they were delivered onward to the greater world of alpha male gratification that had always been their destiny.
Kellie was waiting inside, excited about this final Poise Tune-up with her selected favorite Coach Tutor Emeritus. Ned had been there for her Poise curriculum special events and she longed to make this Goodbye reunion one that she, and hopefully he, would hold in their hearts forever.
Kellie had requested Ned specifically because he was so instrumental in her development and success. He felt honored that she thought so fondly of him, as he had been very impressed with her enthusiasm and level of overall improvement.
She wanted to make a good first impression of his lasting impression, so she wore the standard topless day uniform that she had learned as a newly enrolled freshman: tallish spiked black heels with clasping ankle straps, sturdily attached to remain afoot through any rambunctious sexual activities, paired with a red see-thru silky thong, tight enough to mold her plush pussy into camel toe snugness, yet light enough to ineffectively conceal it. And those were it.
She stood respectfully in her heels, hands behind her back, fingers loosely interlinked, tits thrust forward awaiting her alpha male visitor's attendance. The door opened and Ned's face took on a smirky grin at the sight of his weekend companion's first presentation. She looked even better than he remembered. The long wavy hair fell behind her back, her neck exposed. The 'fuck me' hooped gold earrings, sultry dark eye shadow, and tempting red lips drew his eye to her impish salaciousness. Together with the rouged nipples capping generous nubile tits, Kellie had succeeded in making her sought for good first impression at the start of this weekend rendezvous.
Ned's weekend hostess stepped forward to take his hand and led him to the dorm suite's side table where, when seated, the catching-up banter was mellow and easy as their reunion grew towards touching hands, arms, and thighs to emphasize points.
*** Passionate First Coupling ***
It was natural that as the words waned, they leaned in for light kisses. The fondness between them warmed. Ned stood first and drew Kellie to her feet. They embraced for a deeper kiss before she moved a half step back and dexterously disrobed her weekend man. Folding his clothes, she set them aside in a bureau drawer, intending them to stay there for a few days until Ned's last, unwished-for, goodbye. But those eventualities would wait; she was grateful for this exclusive intervening time.
She stood again before him; her tits bare to his gaze. He took the lead, as a gentleman alpha male should, and picked her up like a man carrying his bride across the threshold. But it was merely a few paces across the room to lay her nearly naked body in bed. Sliding her silky panties down her silky legs exposed her hardly hidden pussy to his gaze. He easily climbed on top of her and, with another lip-locked kiss, he smoothly entered her, getting a pleasant little reactive moan as they connected tongue to tongue and cock to cunt for this first of many copulations. Showing simultaneous concern for the other's state of arousal, they took time and attention to please the other, holding back the inevitable ecstasy. The conjoined pair worked slowly into mutually timed orgasms and Ned poured forth into her womb the first of the weekend's intended doses of his manly liquid gift.
*** Virginal First Time Memory ***
Decoupled and recovering, Ned lay naked among the throw pillows as Kellie's naked body cuddled against his. His arm circled her shoulder as her head lay in his pectoral bend. His fingers circled her nipple, still erect in the afterglow emotions. He rolled and tweaked the stiff nub in idle affection.
Their first fuck had been delightful, easing off the initial peak, and boded well for the days ahead. Even though there was never enough time for these special sessions with a favorite coed, he wanted to pace himself and space out the fucks so that each would be wholly fulfilling for him. Kellie could take care of her own expectations.
Habitually, the rigors of sexual training meant he had to deny himself impetuous gratification in order to properly enhance young coeds' stamina or techniques. But now, after years of graciously focusing on coaching countless young ladies in learning the skills to be perfect mates to world-wise alpha males, he owed himself this befitting self-indulgent session.
Kellie was demonstrating those learned tangible skills now; her fingertips skimmed his prone body: nipples, tummy, inner thighs, slowly circling his groin but avoiding his flaccid cock lolling aside, its plump head pointed away from her.
He mused on their first time together in her pre-promotion freshman evaluation assessment. She had been busy then, as now, in touch arousal; confirming her freshman practiced abilities to satisfy a man without resorting to the, as yet then, forbidden coitus or fellatio. She had succeeded admirably in giving Ned a very satisfying handjob, timed with pauses to relax and then raise his ardor to draw out the orgasmic conclusion.
He remembered being spellbound by the talented girl and had decided there and then that her introduction to vaginal penetrative sex was due.
Back then, at poolside, seated next to him, engaged in idle chatter, with her topless beauty on display, he couldn't wait to get into the adorable little shaved pussy he knew was nestled in the white cotton bikini bottom. He took her hand and casually promenaded her around the pool deck, belying his urgency, letting his comrade guest coach tutors get a good eyeful of the young virgin coed they knew was destined to soon be transformed by Ned into a woman.
In his suite, he adroitly removed her bikini and laid her in bed. Getting in next to her, he pulled her atop his prone body, feeling her tits weigh softly on his chest. A kiss for calmness and a barrel roll got him properly atop her. He kneed aside her thighs and settled his fat knob against her virginal wet labia.
Kellie hoped that this would be the man and the moment she pined to experience. She widened her legs giving Ned the access he required to easily slip his cock inside and pierce her maidenhead.
Ned felt her body open and relaxed in cooperation with the deed. He was ready and pressed against the split pink flesh, pushing in, a little back to gather moisture and in again, a little deeper. More shuttles gained him inches until his cock tip felt a resistance. Taking a deep breath for power, Ned felt her body tense in his arms just before he rammed against the vaginal barrier and broke through. The force of his thrust sent him all the way down her tube and he felt a second resistance when his tip banged her cervix.
His ears heard her muffled cry: pain, woe, delight? He wasn't sure and, in his hyper-aroused state, didn't really care. His hips cycled smoothly as his strokes started long and slow, caringly easing her discomfort as her tight little channel distended to accommodate his bulk. But he was feeling the verve of yet another virginal baptism and irrepressibly quickened his pace. His roaring orgasm was overwhelmingly intense and Kellie earned his enduring approval.
Those thoughts helped in bringing the present Ned to growing erection again under Kellie's learned ministrations.
He asked her to give him her side of the dual first enjoyment and she fell for his rouse. Her story told of fear, courage, suspense, and finally resignment to the inevitable.
Ned was intrigued by her tale and became fully aroused. She welcomed his stiffened reaction and asked him to fuck her now, just like he had then, during their first time.
Ned kissed and caressed the experienced TWA coed who nonetheless played the part of a curious but hesitant virgin. She acted naïve, and asked questions: How do you want me? Laying down? On my back or belly? Will it hurt when you push in? Will you be gentle? How long will you use me?
She pretended to be unaware of the feelings she yearned to experience inside her vagina.
Ned moved her gently into missionary, hovering above her, his shaft dangling to touch her labia. She closed her eyes and he almost giggled at the pretended virginal scene. He lowered his hips and pushed himself inside his pseudo-virgin. She clenched hard, making it feel like she really was a first-time maiden.
Ned played his part, stroking slow and gentle at first, gaining speed and length until he was well into his sensual rhythm. He actually wandered off into a fantasy mindset where he imagined he was fucking a real virgin. He dropped his body on her, trapping the soft buxom body in a manly hug. His balls banged her ass as he stroked away.
It was a very good, whole-body orgasm for him, and through the cloud of sex-induced endorphins, he heard Kellie purring and cooing her joy at the memories of the first-time euphoria.
Ned rolled aside, feeling like a million bucks. Kellie had acted the part of the demure young virgin. It had been a very satisfying event for him, again, and his cock again tingled with the afterglow warmth, extended by Kellie's gentle fingers returning to play on his knob and corona.
He was still curious about her campus experiences.
"What was your biggest challenge?"
"Blowjobs" she replied.
*** Blowjob Memory ***
At least at first. Then the deep throat exercises loosened and trained her throat to expand and swallow the biggest cocks imaginable, including mighty Karl's. Ned knew of Karl's reputation for size; the big black man's cock was legendary.
"Karl has an outsized appendage, that's for sure. I can't compete there. But can you show me what you can do?"
"Sure, but let's have some fun in a scene enactment."
She scurried to the large closet and closed the door from inside. He heard hangers sliding and clanking, a muffled 'oomph', and then quiet. The door opened minutes later; Kellie emerged and Ned liked her idea.
A sassy schoolgirl stood before him with a short plaid skirt, side ponytails captured by ribbons, and a tight tummy-tied blouse. Low heels gave her some height as she coyly crossed her white knee-sox legs and bit a first finger knuckle in a pantomime of naughty curiosity.
Ned eagerly sat up and scooted to the edge of the mattress, swung his feet over, and then stood up. He motioned her forward, addressing her as a gruff masterly schoolmaster would.
"Ms. Kellie, have you been sent to the headmaster's office for a reason?"
"Teacher says I am dressed inappropriately and a distraction to the class."
"I see. Was the teacher male or female?"
"Mrs. Bright."
Ned stepped towards the pseudo schoolgirl and, as he towered above her height, she tilted her head back to look up at his face. He moved to her side and she didn't turn her head to follow but rather lowered her face to gaze level ahead.
Ned walked a slow circle around the coed, inspecting the altered uniform and especially the schoolgirl inside it. His hand fluffed one blouse covered unfettered breast from behind, then patted her plaid-covered ass. His face leaned in from behind to sniff her pigtailed hair, the other hand reaching around to cup and squeeze the other cotton-covered loose boob. He whispered in her ear.
"Well, maybe she was mistaken about the appropriateness of your purposely modified uniform..."
He stood again in front of her. His shout was harsh and crisp.
"Down!"
She quickly bent her knees and squatted in her heels. Ned was already naked, so an unzipping step was pointless under the circumstances. His cock dangled close to her face as she squatted between his legs.
She didn't need further instructions. Her tongue protruded out through her wide-open mouth. A few slow laps of the underside brought about a stiffening, enough to swell the meat to a serviceable form. She closed her lips around the knob and sucked, her tongue tip tickling the end slit. Under her oral ministrations, Ned's cock grew to a solid erection in her warm facial orifice.
Looking up, she saw him looking down and she proceeded to reveal her fellatio expertise. A quick intake of air through her nose set the moment and she held his gaze as she slowly pressed her face forward, driving his cock to the back of her throat... and beyond. Her nose pressed his groin, his balls sagged against her chin.
Pausing there for effect, she swallowed several times, her tonsils caressing his corona for as long as she could hold out. At her breathless limit, she slid back to rest his knob on her tongue while she replenished the oxygen into her lungs.
Ready again, she swirled her tongue on his knob, touching the places she knew a man liked, where the most nerve endings were handy to lingual stimulation. She heard Ned's throaty groan, a sure sign she was attaining his satisfaction and settled into a learned routine.
Three mid-mouth suction pulses, a driving deep throat with swallow caresses on the buried knob and then backing off to tongue tickle his corona and tip slit. Her chin glistened with saliva that splattered his swinging ball sack as she repeated the rhythm again and again.
She gave him eye contact as she drooled over the meaty cylinder, her tongue playing with and licking every crook, cranny, and ridge of her mouthful of elite alpha male tubular meat.
She closed her eyes occasionally but when she looked again, he either was staring at her or had his own eyes closed. Her jaws began to ache and she prepared the coup de gras. She plunged down, moaned loudly and the throaty hum added vibrations. She knew it would give Ned the ultimate stimulation and she felt the jitters in his cock as it succumbed and spilled its load.
The first strong rope unloaded down her gullet. His hands grabbed her hair and held her deep. Her hands which had rested lightly on his hips for stability, now gripped firm clutches on his hard-muscled ass-cheeks. He made a few staggering shuffles backward, quickly closing the short distance to the bed where he plopped his butt on the mattress. She followed his move, maintaining a deep cock entrapment and a fierce suction.
When he was safely braced on the bed, she pulled back to gather the captured shots on her tongue and savor the milky saltiness. His erection continued to throb even after the last of his discharge had escaped into her oral cavern.
Recovering his senses, he mussed her hair in fondness as she continued to suckle his dying solidity, still submissively eyeballing his face, a sign of her supreme dedication to his joy, focused solely on his full pleasure: physical, emotional, and egotistical.
She held a light suction as she withdrew from their carnal connection, her retreating lips sealed in the masculine fluids. She made a show of tilting her neck and blissfully swallowing his liquid gift.
In post-ejaculation calming, she encouraged him to move further onto the bed, while taking time to doff her costume. Climbing in, the naked pair cuddled up for his needed refraction time. Kellie was eager to get her own pleasure from the next coupling.
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*** Unpleasantness ***
Ned cuddled in bed with Kellie. This farewell tour de force was going well and the pair were eager for more. But all the sexual activity had created a hunger for something more nutritious.
Room service delivered a much-needed midnight snack, a replenishment for their spent energies, and a respite before more bedroom activities. The nourished and somewhat rested pair lay again in bed, Kellie tucked again against his side and his hand playing lightly with a boob. Ned felt a macho bent to his mood after the stupendous blowjob. He was circling her stiff nipple, roguishly teasing her into arousal, knowing he couldn't satisfy her soon, not until he further refracted. He thought that her telling of some sexual adventure would amplify her vexation and his own ego.
"Were all your memories pleasant?"
Kellie hesitated only a moment before responding.
"No... Karl forced me into anal, it hurt and I didn't like it at all."
This was the perfect complement to Ned's desire to torment his little coed fuck-mate. His hand soothed and fondled the soft handful of tit.
"Tell me about it..."
Her voice was soft, almost sad but she dutifully related the tale.
Kellie was studying in her dorm room, casually dressed in panties and a sheer button-front blouse. Her door opened suddenly, no knock, just a turn of the knob and a push. Karl, the big black Coach Tutor strode through, naked but for a loincloth. A startled Kellie gathered her wits and set her Calculus textbook down on the mattress where she had sat studying in lotus pose. She unquestioningly unraveled her legs and alighted the bed.
She took a respectful stance before the male in her presence: hands clasped behind her arched back, posing her breasts forward, face level, eyes lowered. Her vision rested on the tangle of black straps dangling toward the floor in Karl's fist. He calmly surveyed his coaching assignment, satisfied with her show of deference.
She stood steady as he approached. His unencumbered hand adroitly plucked at the blouse's buttons, a gentleness she hadn't expected. He eased the fabric over her shoulders and it slid down her arms to pool at her wrists where her fingers were still entwined. Her posture presented her bare boobs high and forward.
Almost unconsciously, his fingers grazed circles on her outthrust areolae. The center bumps autonomously stiffened and he picked at those with clasping fingertips. She anticipated a nipple pinch, sucking a small intake of breath to bear the pain, but he withheld that move.
The tangle of straps unwound as he shook them loose and she saw, eyes still lowered, that it was a collar and leash. She dropped the blouse behind her as she raised her hands to lift her hair away, exposing her neck.
Karl wrapped the broad leather band around her throat and buckled it snugly but not overly tight. He clipped the leash to the front ring. Turning to leave, he simply stepped away, an unspoken presumption that she would comply, knowing that she had to comply when the leash grew taut, leading his trainee out of her room and down the hallway. Several other coeds, in various stages of undress, silently watched Kellie pass by, her eyes still lowered, arms dangling loosely in meek surrender. They knew where Kellie was headed and their faces showed a mixture of fear, compassion, admiration, and even a little jealousy, at their own memories of her coming encounter.
Karl led his captive coed down several flights of stairs, peeking back furtively to see Kellie's boobs exhibit their gentle bounce and sway as she descended, step by step behind him. His cock twitched at the sexy sight and his mushroom head swelled.
Arriving at the scheduled destination, Karl opened the dark wooden door and pulled Kellie closer to him by her leash, then stood aside as he shoved her, his hand on her thong-creased ass, through the portal to her coming dungeon experience.
Kellie stumbled over the threshold, a heel clipping the edge, but managed to recover without falling after the rude push. Karl noticed the sidewinder boob flash from behind and smiled; such a delightful pair of tits, soon to be molested as his decadent play-toys.
He followed, closing the door behind him, secluding the coed and himself in this special training space.
Kellie had been here before but as an assistant rather than a trainee. Her memories fathomed the harsh treatment that soon lay ahead. She hadn't forgotten the dank, smoky atmosphere, reminiscent of menacing darkness, lit only by the fireplace glow.
Karl brusquely pushed her again, towards the central table, a roughhewn waist-high bench, edged with black leather straps and fasteners at numerous locations, optimally arrayed to restrain a human body.
Karl placed her lower back against the long side, pressed her shoulders down, forced her to kneel, and clipped her wrists wide along the table length. That pose forced her to squat with her arms stretched spread eagle. He roamed the room behind her; she couldn't look backward over her spread shoulders and he was unseeable to her. She heard him browse for just the right implement to continue this sexual lesson. Apparently, he found what he was looking for and returned to her front. In his hand was a two-foot-long dog switch with a doubled leather flap on the end of the flexible rod.
Standing to her right side, he started, the first swat catching her right nipple in a stinging flick. She saw it coming but yipped in surprise nonetheless, then the dull burn crept across her boob. Tears formed in her eyes.
Karl saw them and his stiffening cock bulged even more in its loincloth cover. His penile tool signaled its readiness, nay, impatience, to get buried in a warm wet female orifice. Karl tamped down the impulsive urge, resuming mental authority over his willful appendage's enthusiasm.
Kellie braced for the next blows and Karl did not disappoint. A series of swats covered her tits from top to bottom and side to side, until the pain was a glowing fire over her mammary targets. She squirmed in her restraints, knowing even then that the reflexive struggle was futile. The motions shimmied her breasts; she gloomily assumed that her bobbing tits only encouraged Karl's lashings even more.
He did find her dancing boobs amusing, a challenging facet of his wicked game. Her nipples were moving bullseyes but accomplished Karl scored perfect hits many, many times.
Pausing to survey his work, he waited as she took a few deep breaths and sagged down in her restraints. Her fleshy chest globes sagged from her forward bend and he used the flexible rod to raise them up from underneath, indenting the rosy blushed chest bags as he elevated his handiwork for closer inspection.
Satisfied with the results of the tit flogging, he tossed the training rod aside and, unfastening one wrist, drew her up, turning her around to clip that one to the ring where her other wrist was attached. He unclipped that other one and fastened it where the first had been. She now faced the table, arms stretched wide.
He hunched her forward, a hand on her spine firmly pressing her enflamed tits onto the tabletop. The rough contact was nearly unbearable and she irrepressibly wept, trying to stifle the sobs which only shook her body more and made the chest chafing even worse.
Meanwhile, Karl was searching the room for another implement and, finding it, returned to her prominent ass. He kicked her inner heels and grunted a guttural command.
"Spread 'em."
She shuffled to comply; bracing her body against the table for stability. The movement rubbed her nipples hard against the rough wood, eliciting more sobs. She hoped she had widened her stance enough to satisfy him and apparently, she had. Without word or warning, he ripped off her sweat-soaked thong panties.
A coolness dripped onto her anal rose. She twisted her neck and her tear-stained face peered back to see Karl holding a chrome, multi-layered designer anal plug, shining an oily glistening in the firelight as he lowered it to her also lubricated asshole for insertion. His large fingers parted her ass cheeks and he diddled the tool's smaller rounded end against her anal orifice, testing its orientation before the actual pressing in. She felt the cold rippled cylinder slide into her rectum, feeling each sequential ring stretch her anus wider, and then contract in the notch. Her anus expanded and contracted wider as each larger stage passed through until it was fully and deeply seated.
He slapped her ass and pointed a finger forward. She returned her gaze ahead, resting her chin on the table. His cock poked at her pussy and slid home easily. She was mystified how the callous abuse had aroused sopping lubrication in her cunt. Karl stroked slowly but fully, wetting his entire long erection.
He pulled out his cock and extracted the ribbed anal probe; its reverse undulations now expanding then relaxing her sphincter. She felt a sense of emptiness until he implanted the warmed metal plug in her pussy. She felt his wet fleshy knob touch her gaped anal opening and she reared up, a renewed sign of reluctance and resistance.
Her ears heard the smart sound of the palm smack on her ass cheek echo in the room before the pain spread outward from the blow and she sobbed again. The sniffles were like an aphrodisiac to his lust and he quickly forced in his knob, an expansion not unlike the chrome plug had done. He took a minor pause, and then the knob and shaft descended to full depth in one slippery mighty shove.
She lay on her chest, and flexed her arms to test the immovable fastenings as Karl thrust and retreated, thrust and retreated, inside her rectum. Her sobs mingled together in one rhythmic cacophony. The sound of Karl's ascending gasps broke through the noise and she heard more than felt when his cock spewed its cum in her ass to his guttural grunt of pleasure.
He collapsed on her back, compressing her tits even harder into the table. She was numb to any additional pain in her chest, dully hoping the ordeal was finished. He tilted up off her body and pulled out. He unfastened her wrists; her knees buckled and she slumped down, painfully dragging her bruised tit-flesh over the edge of the wooden planks.
Karl picked her up, his circling forearms arms compressing her boobs. He flipped her like a limp doll into a two-arm carry and laid her on the tabletop. She was dazed and barely perceived that he was fastening her wrists and ankles to the corners, face up. He left her there and she lost track of time but cherished the respite, resting in a half-sleep dream state. The room's musty air eased the rawness of her sore tits as her foggy mind floated back through the agony of the breast beatings and anal fuck.
Karl sat resting himself, in a comfortable chair, refracting and watching Kellie shake her head and murmur "...no...no...no..." in her twilight delirium.
After some time, he rose from his chair, thinking 'It's time to finish up.'
Kellie sensed movement nearby and emerged from her fitful torpor to see Karl's big black muscular frame hovering over her spread, bound body. She shook her bonds but, just as before, there was no chance of escape. Karl plucked out the still-embedded plug in her cunt. Only a moment later, it was replaced by his fat erection.
Kellie capitulated to his will and abandoned any further scuffle. She surprised even herself with the full body surrender. She let the sexual sensations grow in her groin and were soon beyond retreat, feeling the tingles sweep outward. Her mind clouded, her back arched and she cried out as the orgasmic tremors shook her body into full sexual gratification. Her consciousness floated through a dull-minded swoon of repetitive raptures, failing to notice Karl's ejaculatory culmination and subsequent pullout.
Her mind returned to feel fingers loosening her wrist and ankle clasps; hands helped her stand upright and her sensual fog dissipated. Karl held up the leash and clipped it again to her collar. He pulled her along, opening the door and leading her into the hallway and up the stairs. Her steps steadied as she followed along and, in the dorm hallway, loitering sister coeds spied her blushed beaten breasts and glistening inner thighs where Karl's milky discharge leaked from her cunt and asshole.
Big, black, naked Karl stopped near the girls and tossed the end of the leash toward them.
"Clean her up."
He turned and strode away, proud of another successful bondage training session, one of his favorite specialties.
Kellie's classmates took her to the dorm floor's large group bath and salon. A full succession of enema, douche, bubble bath, and shampoo returned her to the clean and fresh coed she needed to be. Meanwhile, they tucked her into bed, giving her the rest and refreshment she would need to face her next Guest Coach Tutor, whoever, whenever and however that event might be.
Kellie ended her narrative and looked at Ned's flushed face. He barely choked out some words to fill the empty silence.
"Wow, that was intense!"
It also must have been very stimulating as Kellie saw Ned's cock fully swollen and erect. Her hand crept forward and touched his throbbing manhood.
"So, you like anal fucking" she guardedly queried. He understood the hesitant tone in her voice.
"Not really. I do want to fuck now but we needn't make it anal. However, there is a certain egotistical thrill when a man dominates a female in doggie-style sex. We could try that."
Kellie looked relieved and Ned moved her to stand in front of a credenza before a wall mirror. He leaned her forward, her arms braced on the top. He smacked her ass and she took her cue to shuffle her legs wider to accommodate his mount. He poked and probed until his knob found her pussy. With one hand on her back and the other cupping a dangling tit, Ned pressed home. His strokes were slow and even, his tit-cupping hand bracing her to receive his thrusts.
Then he moved his hands to her hips and changed to an intermittent ramming pace. Kellie's dangling boobs rocked like teardrop metronomes in synch with his staccato thrusts. Ned enjoyed watching how his efforts lurched her tits for his personal amusement. He neither sped up nor slowed down, keeping the boob-jolting spectacle in motion.
Kellie held his eyes with hers in the mirror, eyelids blinking once at each lusty bang of his groin against her ass, a little pique of a smile emerging as she let her spirit soar. Ned was feeling the friction cause tingles in his penile nerves and gathered a bit of velocity in his strong thrusts. His deepening breaths accompanied his growing arousal. Kellie watched his face contort and she set her emotions free, joining him in wild ecstasy as he shot his lust inside her juicy quivering cunt.
*** Multiple Position Memory ***
Relaxing and refracting after the doggie fuck, Ned lay on the bed holding her back to his chest, a hand again cupping one tit as his soft cock rested in her soft warm ass crack.
"Had any strange encounters?"
"Daddy came by for Father-Daughter Weekend."
"That sounds nice. How did it go?"
"Mostly okay. He's a very busy man and had sent word that he would try to attend. He wasn't there Friday night for the formal soiree, and as the night ebbed, I watched the other fathers and daughters sheepishly cuddle and wander off to their rooms for their first incestuous union. I was the only one left in the big empty room with its colorful decorations. I felt disappointed.
"So, I trudged sadly back to my room, thinking I had been forsaken. Lying in bed alone in the dark, in a melancholy mood, I was startled when the door banged open and a vaguely familiar man marched through."
"Did you recognize him?"
"I haven't seen him since he divorced my mother when she threw him out. I was still a child. He wasn't around much even before that. Yeah, I recognized him from pictures but he was older now, and rougher looking, more muscular. But he must have been happy to see me. He fucked me three times that night."
Ned wanted the whole story, with more details.
"Tell me about it."
"He was impatient at first, probably musing for days or weeks on this unusual opportunity. But he still managed to take enough time, being tender with long slow strokes, exploring the new sexual fusion. It was a snug fit and he filled my cunt with tons of cum. When we uncoupled, he cuddled my body and we dozed.
"I awakened a bit later with Daddy hovering above me. He was more hurried now, a quick insertion, fast strokes for a long time but no ejaculation. He paused and I understood his dilemma; it was too soon.
"We rolled into cowgirl and I worked a long time to please him: cunt clenches, hip rolls, pelvic gallops, all my learned techniques. Finally, he rose to the occasion and spewed.
"I was tired and rolled aside, unsatisfied sexually but satisfied emotionally that I had pleased my Daddy. He cuddled me again and I rested my eyes.
"I was woken again by a pain at my tit; he was harshly pinching her nipple. I struggled to release his clawing grip but to no avail. A sudden move rolled him atop me and, while I was trapped beneath his bulk, he pounded away at my pussy, bumping deep against my cervix, accompanied by lots of curses and obscenities, synchronized to his heavy thrusts.
'Whore... Cum Slut... Take that, Maggie, you cock teasing bitch!' Maggie was my mother's name and I assumed his mind had fallen into a revenge rape fantasy. The sooner he ended this delusion, the better for me so I fell into my fantasy fulfillment mindset. I had been trained to facilitate the alpha male's gratification in whatever form he fancies, so I played along, struggled to feign defiance, but really moved my body and groin in ways that added to his ego.
'No... Don't... stop... you're hurting me... you're a beast... quit it... oh, wow... don't stop... DON'T STOP... please... PLEASE...'
"I must have really gotten into the role because I surprised myself by cumming when he did, a hard series of spasms that shook my whole body.
"He seemed a bit sheepish then, probably embarrassed about his temporary loss of composure. But ever the dutiful daughter, I helped him shower and dress. He looked weary but happy as he readied to leave. He leaned in and kissed me a tender 'Goodbye', mumbling his weak apology for the final rough rape. Then he was gone."
Ned's face was flush with excitement.
"Wow, think you'll see him again."
"Probably. It's rumored that he works high up in my Scholarship Sponsor's organization. I only imagine he will be one of the Executives I will be expected to suck and fuck."
"Bummer..."
Ned suddenly realized that the tense story had him really riled up and he was crushing Kellie's tit in a hard grip. He relaxed his hand to a gentler cupping. Kellie reached back and fingered Ned's thigh as she posed a personal request.
"You have been my favorite Coach Tutor through my journey here at TWA. You took my 'cherry', gave lots of vaginal practice, and even taught me how to deep throat a cock. That makes you almost like my 'Daddy'. Can we make believe you really are and work through a more loving Daddy-Daughter scenario?"
Ned leaned in to kiss her tenderly on the back of her neck.
"Sure. That sounds like a great idea."
Kellie giggled, wiggled her soft body against his, and used her little girl voice, as if happy with a birthday gift.
"Thanks, Daddy!"
Ned rolled her over and they cuddled before sidling into a fucking position. He performed as a good father should. Kellie's passionate cries of delight for the next stretch of time graduated from 'Oh, Daddy', 'more, Daddy' and 'Yeess, Daaaddddddy' until she cried out 'Oh my God, Daddy, you're so gooooddd...' at the height of their effervescent mutual orgasms.
In post-orgasmic cuddle, Ned stroked Kellie's hip and flank as he recovered from their most recent stupendous sex. Her hand slowly caressed his flaccid penis.



"Were there other times you especially enjoyed?"
Kellie felt his hand rubbing her ass and thigh and brightened up.
"Oh, yes. When I was a junior, I was assisting with a Freewill Weekend. All the senior coeds were getting lots of attention and lots of fucking. At breakfast, I was one of the topless waitresses, circulating the tables, filling water glasses, and topping off coffees. The uniform was thong panties, heels, and a cute waist apron.
"The room was slowly emptying as the men took their favored escorts away for a fun-filled day of action. One last gentleman remained, lingering over his coffee. I went to offer him more.
"He saw my approach and as I neared, his napkin fell from his lap to the floor. I set the coffee pot on the table and leaned over at the waist to retrieve it. I felt his hand on my bare ass cheek, smoothing over the exposed skin much as you are doing now. He was a man and so, of course, I stayed still, letting him touch me at his whim. He swept his hand over my ass and thigh and reached to cup my tit. He shifted his chair back and stood, taking my hand as he led me from the room. I followed him, hand in hand, back to his Guest Coach Tutor Suite.
"Undressing himself, he exposed his substantial cock. I knew that this was a Freewill Weekend, focused on the senior coeds but I couldn't refuse his desires. He was the visiting guest coach tutor and I was a TWA coed, obliged to do my attentive duty to the elite alpha male.
"He took my apron and panties off and softly lay me on the bed. He moved in beside me and we canoodled awhile. His cologne smelled really nice. His cock grew large in my hand. With no words spoken since I had first seen him in the breakfast room, he hugged me close. And...
"He entered me!
"The penetration was smooth and gentle. His strokes were long and slow. I felt a buzz in my pussy as he moved masterfully inside me. In time, I was panting and I heard his throaty rumble as his whole body stiffened and I felt the warm discharge deep in my womb. It set me off and I experienced a whole-body shudder that lasted throughout his several shots and even beyond as he relapsed back into a normal pose.
"He hugged me as he dozed off and I held him close in my own lingering ecstasy.
"We stayed like that for some time until he wanted me again. It was equally tender the second time. When I recovered my normal calmness, I left him there where he could rest. We hadn't said a word to each other the whole time and I haven't seen him since."
*** Last Moments Passion ***
It had been a long weekend, even cooped up in the bedroom suite with a sexy little thing like Kellie. Ned needed a break, some fresh air, and sunshine. The suite's patio had a short private path to the edge of the pool, and a recessed alcove not quite fully screened off, leaving an opening to enter the pool deck but secluded enough to maintain privacy from unintentional intrusion.
Ned wrapped his waist with a small towel, where the front overlap flashed his generous genitals with each stride. Kellie, amused by his inadequate show of modesty, followed suit with a similar small covering.
They wandered to the poolside niche, relaxed in the waiting propped-up chaises, and watched, unobserved, as the other coeds played, splashed, and scurried about the pool deck: dripping wet, jiggly topless and bare feet smacking about with lots of giggling energy.
The sun felt warm, the breeze smelled floral, and the background filled with girlish laughter; the atmosphere lulled Ned into a restful relaxed aura. He was worn down, as an older middle-aged man would be, servicing and being serviced by a young, vivacious female, eager to demonstrate to this experienced gentleman that she was worthy to be cast into the privileged world of elite alpha males.
In his mental and physical lethargy, his mind reimaged the past days of persistent and recurrent sex with Kellie. He reminisced on her perfect tits, bobbing lazily as she rode his cock, dipping down to his face when she leaned forward, his lips and teeth active on her nipples. He remembered her dancing in the room, jogs, hops, pirouettes, flaunting her flawless naked body, with all its healthy tones and textures, a plaything for his personal pleasure, whenever and however he chose to avail himself of it.
Her smile was mesmerizing: in his dream and now in reality. Her blue eyes, high cheeks, and wavy hair fluffed and flying as she heartily pleasured his body with her own. His thoughts dwelled on the warmth, the wetness, the friction on his erection, a sensation it was accustomed to from the many mouths and pussies it had indulged over the years, but when Kellie did it, ahh... it felt so special.
His reverie was invaded by noises, low gasps, and giggles, drawing his semi-consciousness into actuality. His eyelids parted, opening to fuzzily seen faces peering between the gap in the screening hedges. The topless pool maidens who had earlier delighted his visual senses were now studying him. The fog of drowsiness slowly released his vision and his ruminations into a clearer awareness.
He felt the dreamed-of warm, moist friction on his cock and balls. He followed the gaze of his nubile audience lower to find a fluffy head of hair bobbing at his groin. Kellie, face unseen beyond the concealing tresses, was devotedly sucking his cock to the entertainment of her junior coed sisters.
He reached forth to lovingly pat her head, causing her to rise up, and pause with his knob still apparently captured in her lips. His hand pressed and she took his cue, descending down, taking his whole shaft in, puncturing her tonsils in a deep-throat dive. She stayed there, making swallowing moves that caressed his corona.
Ned moaned and the watching girls gave their own coos of praise, innocent hands covering their mouths as they offered their admiration for Kellie's superb fellatio talents. They were newly promoted juniors, just beginning the semesters where oral arts training would pervade their junior poise curriculum.
He looked them over. There stood one, in rapt attention to the impromptu lesson, whose dripping tits, he remembered, had bobbled past the hedge gap in her topless hurry to rejoin her coed sisters in pool play. Another had outsized breasts that hung pendulum-like as she leaned over to gain a better perspective on the open-air blowjob demonstration. Ned decided then and there that he needed to return in the months ahead to grant these newest juniors his coaching expertise in deepthroat cock-sucking while keeping them well acquainted with cunt fucking.
The visions, the thoughts, and the wet sucking sensations had Ned primed for ejaculation. But that was not to be... not just yet. He cupped Kellie's hollowed cheeks and gently drew her off his shaft. Her mouth resisted and there was an audible 'pop' when he succeeded.
He kept his grip and pulled her forward, bringing her face to his kissing lips. The drawing up brought her naked body atop his and she wiggled herself into saddling his lap, tenting her pink labia over his engorged erection. The spying coeds intoned even more titters of delight as they watched the prelude to what they hoped would be a rousing bout of cowgirl position carnality.
And they were not disappointed.
Still lip-locked, Kellie maneuvered her ass around until her pink pussy hole touched and captured Ned's penile tip. Skillfully keeping it in contact with her labia as she levered it upward, she broke the kiss and dropped her ass in one fell swoop, driving the stiff male appendage into the place it always belonged and was always welcome, deep inside her cunt.
His freed mouth softly voiced an elongated whimper of happiness that enthused the excited coeds beyond restraint and he swore he heard verbal encouragements and their little hands clapping applause.
Kellie was likewise enthused by the show of support and commenced to give Ned, and the studious audience, a performance to remember. Her animated hips twerked his cock in her pussy. She kept a stroke rhythm that wasn't always up and down, sliding fore and back, side to side, lighting up those genital nerves that lesser women might have missed, or ignored in ignorance. But she had been well schooled, trained, and handled by staff coach tutors and guest elite alpha males, and she knew her stuff.
Ned started to gulp air as he approached the pinnacle, but Kellie slowed, settled deep, and let him simmer back from the imminent zenith. She had more to give and gently massaged his embedded dick with vaginal muscle contractions. When she perceived he was in self-control again, she started anew, but at a higher stage of arousal. He was quicker to gain his rise and she ebbed his arousal again, halting to idle back the genital stimulations. Several more of the same routine finally had him visibly vibrating with pent-up excitement.
It was time for her crescendo finale. Her cunt strokes were steady and full length, then speeding up to match the pace of Ned's gusting respiration until she saw his eyes roll back, his face tilt skyward and his mouth open wide in a cry of profound ecstasy. She braced in place thereafter as his jerking hips provided the motions at their conjoined genitals. She felt his hips elevate in a high back arch as his hot spew of manly treasure filled her vaginal receptacle.
Kellie rode out his orgasm and ejaculation, her own sensual core going off in its own version of rapture. She stayed atop him as his spine slackened to rest his ass back on the chaise, his breaths receded to a regular cycle with his arms encasing her naked body and hugging her soft breasts to his chest.
She waited, studying him for the signals that she could release herself from his grasp. His arms fell away from her back and she sensed that she had his permission for dismount. She slid her cunt off his dwindled prick, and carefully stood, considering the slick soft meat that sprawled in a tired pose against his groin. A teardrop of cum gathered at the tip slit, a remnant of the semen trickle that was dribbling down her inner thighs. Looking over at the still attentive gaggle of girls, she smiled and pointed at the weary male exhausted in his repose.
"And that, ladies, is how it's done... and done right!"
*** Collection, Dressing, Departure ***
Back in their suite and now at the end of her final tune-up, Kellie was prepared by her coed classmates for her next leg of life's journey. The assigned sisterly pair bathed her body, fixed her hair, makeup, and perfume, then dressed her in a filmy blouse, sexy panties, a scandalously short skirt, and the obligatory black heels. A Pledge Contributor, her Scholarship Sponsor, was arriving soon to host her on the journey to her future role. Her friends were satisfied that his first impression of Kellie would be a good one.
Kellie stepped one last time to Ned's bedside and kissed his lips goodbye.
"Thank you for this special time. I won't forget you."
She looked down at his exposed lower body and leaned in, planting a long loving kiss on his sticky flaccid cock, tasting the mingled masculine and feminine genital nectars, the dregs of their final goodbye fuck.
She spoke softly to the elite alpha male's powerful manhood.
"And thank you for your special efforts. I certainly won't forget you, either."
She kissed it again. Then her coed escorts took her away and Ned was left to ponder his forthcoming schedule of assignments at other facilities. It seemed like duty called and called, again and again, and again without respite. Such was his burden. His only redeeming thoughts were of his future return here, and the pair of coeds he had seen at the pool, one with nubile tits and the other with heavy hangers, that could be his hostesses, trainees, and receivers of his generous efforts to enrich their oral and vaginal man pleasing talents.
*** Ned's Coed Nurturing ***
After the girls had gone away, Ned was lazing in bed, unwilling to hasten to his next appointments. He needed rest and recuperation after his long days of grooming Kellie for her entry into the bawdy world of alpha male liaisons.
A knock and tentative cracking open of the door preceded a brunette head peering past the opening.
"Are you okay? Can I come in?"
It was one of Kellie's final escorting sister coeds, returned from depositing the traveling graduate with her sponsoring host.
"Yeah... sure..."
She pushed inside, followed closely by the other assistant. They toddled to the bed and climbed in with Ned. His thoughts of pending duties elsewhere, and subsequently on this campus months later, were put on hold. The two coeds had returned so he could suspend his thoughts of future toils and exertions and focus instead on their presently available tits and pussies.



        

  
    The Device
  
  The Device

        A Useful Tool For Any Man.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-device-10

Title: The Device

Author: bhuff

Category: Mind Control

Description: A Useful Tool For Any Man.

Tags: brunette, lawyer, bikini, america, redhead, neighbor girl, blonde, russia, gangsters, blowjob




Peter Brnovich held the device, the result of his latest investment in the talents of the most beautiful and brilliant inventor imaginable. Anya Berglund, a Nordic refugee who he had helped escape a trapped life in mob-riddled Moscow, watched her benefactor flip the disk around his fingers like a magician's coin.
It contained her ultimate fabrication, a micro device that modulated the wearer's voice, opening the unaware listener to hyper-suggestion, a potentially valuable bonanza for a hand-picked, wealthy clientele. Those wealthy clients could be military leaders needing to manipulate friends or foes, police negotiators, or just narcissistic men intent on dominating their underlings. After hearing Anya's briefing, Peter had some other ideas.
Anya was a natural technology genius, the daughter of a Volvo electronics engineer, who was instrumental in the car maker's voice-activated vehicle controls. When her father had peddled the trade secrets to the Russians for cash, she was the daughter they kidnapped and held hostage, guaranteeing his continued loyalty. They had not understood her ingenious potential for mercantile profit, heedless to the engineer's objections and explanations. They didn't see that she had the instincts for micro-technology, just as her father did, but instead relegated her dynamic beauty and energy to their strip clubs and brothels.
Peter looked straight at his buxom scientist. The curvy blonde's big blue eyes rode above high Nordic cheekbones that gazed steadily at his face as his own gaze fell lower. The tight stretchy top emphasized rather than hid her big round boobs.
He remembered that chesty grandeur during nights filled with stupendous sex before a lust-smitten Peter had lured her away from her down-market stripper-prostitute gig in Russia. The politically connected mob that had and still did consider her their property was not pleased with the loss of sex trade profits when she fled to America with the junior mobster. But business was business and Peter, when confronted, had pledged to negotiate a suitable financial settlement for his quixotic lapse in judgment, but only after his street crime in America rose to proper fruition. Their patience was growing thin and he needed a faster source of money soon.
She had pilfered the basics from hacked research websites, micro-sized the components, and perfected the design. The mind-bending device was ready for a real-world beta test before continuing to limited fabrication and selective marketing.
His voice was falsetto stern; he couldn't be harsh with the babe that had disrupted his budding crime fortunes in their mother country and who continued to routinely mesmerize his mind and tantalize his balls with recurrent nighttime ecstasies.
"Better not let me find out you've used it on me to get my money."
Her English was functional but was still gruff with the native Swedish accent.
"That would be unethical, not my style. And, besides, in your words, I wouldn't let you find out. I prefer to live, warming your bed, not hiding in the shadows, avoiding your wrath as well as the Russian mob's."
She rose to help Peter attach the necklace chain to the pendent and fasten it around his muscular neck. Her big soft breasts pressed against his broad back and he smelled her perfume. She adjusted the fit and stepped away; he turned to face her, the disk resting near his larynx.
"Is it always active?"
He watched her expression take on a dismissive look as she chortled her reply.
"Of course not; I'm not stupid. Casual words could be misinterpreted and foster bad outcomes. No, you have to be purposeful and press it to your throat as you speak. The effect should last about an hour."
"I'll come back in a week to report."
She pressed herself to his chest and took a long kiss. His hands roamed her back, a pat and squeeze of her amazing ass. She held his gaze as she issued her warning, more like a plea.
"Stay out of trouble, my darling."
"Not likely" he chuckled.
His eyes drank in her blue eyes and he hugged her close. The effect percolated his libido. He was tempted to simply throw her down and fuck her there and then, soothing his building lust at the moment. It had been a week or more since they had last been intimate and she would not have resisted. But he had other urgent duties to attend to. He just pecked her cheek in parting and added a playful smack on her ass.
Peter exited the cluttered workroom, where the walls and counter spaces were covered with parts and pieces of doohickies and thingamabobs. She was always tinkering with some electro-mechanical brainstorm.
He walked the dingy back hallway to the dilapidated building's side exit and into a smelly service alley.
This was the most obscure and secluded place he could imagine for the brilliant scientist to work. She deserved a modern workspace in a respectable office building on a research campus. But this hole served to keep their laboratory secret and his faithful genius from the nosy prying eyes and ears of Moscow.
He had some spare time before he was needed at his next appointment, a business associate's family gathering. He drove along the beach road, at a slower pace than the highway. He was stopped frequently at the crosswalks, waiting for small parties to cross the lanes from the offside parking areas. Sexy middle-aged MILFs hustled excited toddlers toward the dunes and surf. Bikinied college coeds in pairs and trios carried their kits along for a day of sun and fun.
He wished he could have brought Anya along, whether for a day at the beach or as his plus-one guest at the barbeque. Anya in a bikini would be a welcome sight anywhere. But theirs was a furtive life until the debt with Moscow was settled.
Peter enjoyed the view from the confines of his sports car but it didn't present any opportunities to test the device. He spied a coffee shop up ahead, the Bikini Beach Café, and pulled in to get some joe and idle away a bit of the excess time on his hands.
He stood before the counter and scanned the menu board high on the back wall. A curvaceous blonde barista waited at the cash register. The uniform of the day, probably every day, was a tight cleavage-forming bikini. Her name tag attached to the left boob booster read 'Julie'.
"What can I get you today?"
"A cold brew decaf."
Her fingers danced on the touchscreen; the motion jiggled her tightly encased breasts. He tapped his plastic on the credit card reader. A paper receipt rolled out and she passed it down the line.
"Anything else I can get you today, mister?"
He looked her over. She was college-aged, bright blue-eyed, and full-bodied with just the right proportion of soft roundness, and toned muscle. His mind ran a scenario; she probably had sucked off the entire football team in turns, humming in pleasure like a cum hungry cock lover. This bodacious babe could be the first try of the device.
His finger pressed the medallion to his throat as he spoke.
"A blowjob would be nice."
Her happy continence never faded but he perceived a subtle difference in her expression. Her eyelids blinked and a smirk angled her plush red glossed lips. She seemed to be pondering some naughty thoughts as she glanced aside at her workmates, busily brewing and pouring beverages for the handful of other customers.
Judging that her absence would not go unnoticed, she announced her intentions.
"I'm going on break; be back in 20 minutes."
She motioned Peter to come around the counter and took his hand as she pulled him to the rear storeroom and closed the door, flicking the lock. She uncovered a stacked box and pushed him to sit. She dropped to her knees, eager to get at his cock. He watched her tits jiggle as she bustled with his fly.
Her fingers worked frantically as she swiftly opened his zipper and tunneled in for the prize. Her cherry lips captured his emergent knob and suctioned in half the shaft in one strong slurp.
Peter was most impressed by this rapid response in this first trial run. The device seemed to work as advertised. Time for a further test. Anya had said the effect should last about an hour. Without triggering the medallion, he gave the willing barista another prompting.
"I prefer my blowjobs topless."
She didn't hesitate. With her closed mouth holding his growing erection, her hands stretched back and yanked at the bikini back knot. It fell away to expose her generous tits. The reddish nubs were hard; his altered voice must have provoked arousal in the recipient as well as obedience.
He wondered about the 20-minute limit but she was a gifted fellatrix and didn't need 20; she finished him off in less than 10, then playfully gargled his volume of spunk before animatingly swallowing the creamy wad. She happily expounded on the delightful treat as she looked up at her sucked-off customer.
"Mm... that tastes much better than the milky sweeteners we use in the drinks. Might be a special condiment we could offer."
Peter reached down and zipped up to the disappointed expression of his cocksucker. She had at least 10 more minutes of this impromptu playtime. She moodily donned her top and dejectedly led him back to the main room. He hastily exited the shop, ignoring his waiting drink left on the counter in his rush to test the medallion.
He sped away to his next destination before the voice's effect wore off. He wasn't sure how long the cum swallowing cutie would take to regain her wits and probably called the police. He imagined the amusement they would have when they interrogated the jilted barista and wrote up the official report.
'Can you describe the assailant? How long? How fat? What did it taste like? Have you done this kind of thing before? Well, then, you should be able to describe the tubular perpetrator in detail.'
Now he drove faster to his next destination, his friend's new house. He had been invited to the man's extended family barbeque, a multi-purpose party: a new housewarming, a celebration of the last of the summer outings, and a sendoff for the oldest child's senior college year, her impending scholastic resumption and ultimate graduation.
Peter pulled into the broad driveway already filled with cars. He had not been the most sociable collaborator, rarely visiting his criminal associate, always claiming to be busy with his own business. But he had succumbed to Andre's insistent invitation to break the long abstention from congeniality.
No one answered the front door bell so he walked around the side and entered through the gate to the back of the house.
Andre was busy catering to his guest's needs and slyly treated Peter as just another casual acquaintance.
"Glad you could make it. I try to break off so we can catch up."
Peter didn't want to be seen too closely associated in public with his partner in crime. So, he tested the device, a finger on the disk.
"Thanks for inviting me. I'll take care of myself; no need for special attention."
The older man shrugged with a 'fine by me' dismissive. He turned and called out to a small cluster of adults.
"Hey, Mary, look who's here. It's Peter."
Andre's wife strolled over with a broad welcoming smile.
"Peter!"
She held her arms open for a greeting hug. His host had moved away; Peter had said he would take care of himself and Andre absently handed him off to his wife.
She was dressed in pool party splendor: pink string bikini, long blonde hair, sandals, bug-shield sunglasses, and lots of smooth tanned skin on display. She pulled him in, flattening her big breasts to his Hawaiian-shirted physique and rising up on tiptoe to peck his cheek. He reciprocated the unexpected hug, liking the warm welcome and wondering if more could be in store.
"Nice place you have here. I don't think I've seen it before."
"Oh, Andre's business is booming and this is a special reward for all his dedication to work."
Peter had a mischievous thought. He fingered the disk as he posed his request.
"How about a quickie tour?"
Mary dully heard the words and wondered at the 'quickie' adjective; had she heard correctly? Nonetheless, she suddenly felt her core warm to the aura of her husband's mysterious friend.
Feeling frisky, she took him inside the house and fast-paced him through the downstairs, pointing towards rooms and adding abbreviated descriptions as she hustled him onward, an increasing buzz in her lower belly. She led him upstairs to the master bedroom with its super-sized bed, closing the door behind them.
"End of the tour. But here's where the quickies happen" she giggled.
She pulled off her top, baring her magnificent breasts: big, round, with a bit of sag after nursing two children two decades ago. Her fingers worked Peter's shirt buttons and then his pants button, pulling his shorts along as she swept his lower clothes off. His cock dangled semi-tumescent before her and her lips parted to take in the fat tube of rugged flesh.
Peter casually tossed his open shirt aside and rested his hands on her blonde head. She bobbed and suckled, tongued, and deepthroated his erection. Peter admired her technique and compared her to his recent blowjob barista's talents. Mary was better at it, apparently more practiced, but it was too soon, not enough time to refract his libido.
He pulled her lips off his cock and pushed her to the bed. She lay back, legs splayed as he pulled off her bikini bottom, exposing her shaved pussy. He climbed above her and kissed her lips, then descended to kiss and suckle her tits, spending leisurely time to get to know each nipple intimately. The murmurs signaled that she seemed to like that.
As he considered his next step, he recognized his error too late: trying a second device test too soon for his own modest stamina. A change of plans was in order.
He slid down to kneel next to the bed, her ass propped at the edge and her legs bent over his shoulders. Surveying the feminine banquet before him, he leaned in, his nose nuzzling the fleshy folds, smelling her arousal. Tilting higher, his tongue swiped her inner pink tissues and now her hands rested on his head as he lapped the oily feminine flesh, kissed her clitoris nub, and focused his efforts on her pleasure.
Mary's moans grew louder as her hands pressed his face to her core. He redoubled his efforts, speeding the pace and rubbing her clit with his nose as his tongue flashed against her pussy.
He felt the pride of success when her voice careened off in ecstatic howls. Her hips bounced around his trapped head and her cunt danced against his face. She kept going and going, a seemingly endless wave of orgasms that rocked her world.
As her fervor died down, Pete's cunt-juice saturated face emerged from his cunnilingual adventure. Mary looked down between her tits, across her abdomen, and at her husband's friend's boyish grin of achievement.
She patted his head like a family pet.
"Good boy" she cooed. "Very good boy..."
They untangled their limbs and stood, briefly preening away the dregs of oral sex and redressed.
Returning to the backyard party, Peter made a show of gallantly thanking Mary for the house tour, making compliments about things he had briefly sighted as she had hustled through the downstairs. She pantomimed an 'oh, you're too kind' bashful response for effect. The crowd simply saw two guests making happy talk.
Mary drew Peter close and whispered.
"Are you alright? You didn't cum. Maybe I can arrange something?"
She waved across at her eldest daughter.
"Becky, come here. Say hello to Mr. Peter."
The tanned brunette college coed walked towards them. Her party outfit matched her mother's, though a blue bikini color. She also matched her mother's toned ass and bountiful boobs. Her was a more chaste hug of greeting.
"Becky, I gave your father's friend the full house tour but he hasn't seen the boathouse. Can you take him down there while I see to your father and the guests?"
Peter pressed the device.
"Hello, Becky. Pleased to meet you. Let's get better acquainted."
Suddenly, Becky's mind filled with suggestive thoughts. She was oddly interested in getting the handsome older man away from the noisy crowd and alone.
"Sure, Mom. So, 'Uncle' Peter, can you come with me?"
Peter was very interested in cumming with Becky, even if she hadn't yet absorbed his intent of her offhanded double-entendre, but he assured himself that she soon would. The eldest daughter led the way and Peter was delighted to follow his younger hostess's thong rocking ass on the path to the dock.
They entered the wooden building, hiding a sleek cigarette boat that Andre used to pick up drugs and other contraband offshore. Becky was feeling warmer, despite the cool sea breeze flowing in this sun-protected space. She turned back towards her special guest and blurted out her covetous thoughts.
"So, 'Uncle' Peter, are you going to fuck me?"
"Maybe..."
She needed more assurance than that. She popped off her top and cupped her breasts.
"Do you like my tits?"
The orbs were younger, firmer, and maybe even larger than her mother's; he surveyed her chest and had a more affirmative answer.
"Yes, but..."
But what? She expected more: the usual wows and other superlatives. Her many infatuated boyfriends were far more expressive and hurried to play with her fun-bags. But Uncle Peter was probably more imperturbable with his many other girlfriends. He would need more incentive to make up his mind.
She dropped her bikini bottoms, spread her feet, and arched her shaved groin forward.
"Do you like my pussy?"
Peter did and it was his turn to show some initiative. He dropped his pants and drew her close, crushing her tits to his chest as he kissed her lips and backed her against a rough wood side wall. Lifting her thigh against his waist, the stance opened her labia. His stiff cock probed at her wet tissues and, with a mighty thrust, split the orifice, sliding easily up inside her.
She yipped at the sudden penetration. Her arms wound around his neck, holding her neck against his as her boobs flattened against his chest. He leaned his weight full on her, pinning her back to the shed wall.
He cycled his hips, his thick manly meat deep inside her and she groaned happily at each forceful thrust. He fucked his latest quarry standing up, having refracted his verve since eating out her mother.
And it had apparently been time enough. He rammed a last series of power fucks into her youthful cunt as his groin tingled with the anticipatory buzz preceding ejaculation. He tightened his hug on the tanned body in his arms and crushed her breasts completely, just as his back stiffened to match his fuck-mate's simultaneous orgasmic rigidness. She cried out, accompanying his equal call of decadence, and his balls spewed their treasure into her warm cock-encasing womb.
She clung to him in post-coital wooziness. They found their sanity and she lowered her leg to stand against him. Her voice was tentative in her query.
"Can we do it again? Maybe in the speed boat's bed this time?"
"Sorry, I'm a bit older than you. It would take me too long to cum again, so enough for today. When do you leave for college?"
"Two weeks."
"Where do you live?"
"An off-campus apartment, with my roommate."
"Then I'll come there to fuck you in the fall. Often, I hope."
He kissed her to emphasize his sincerity; paused to judge her reaction and then pressed another bold notion.
"And your roommate, too."
"Yes, yes... I think she'd like that. She's here at the party; I'll introduce you."
They redressed and he led her back up the path. She was disheveled, her hair somewhat messy and her swimsuit askew. She appeared to be exactly what she was: a well fucked nubile cunt.
They rejoined the party separately; allaying any sign of over-familiarity. Dusk was descending and the festive light strings gave off their evening glow. Becky brought her roommate Erin by for introductions. Peter found the redhead coed to be a very attractive young lady.



Later, deeper into the evening, he seduced Erin with the medallion. He took her to the hot tub where she demonstrated her obedience: bubbly blowjob foreplay and a submerged-to-the-waist cowgirl fuck. His thoughts looked forward to autumn rendezvouses, maybe even bedroom trios. He released Erin to dress and return to the crowd. As the party wound down, Peter thanked his hosts and took his leave.
The next day, he went early to his sometimes office, a small suite in a downtown office tower. He prepped Karen, his part-time secretary, about what might be a raucous meeting. She should stay out of the conference room and let him handle the rough-mannered visitors.
The rival mobsters arrived mid-morning. They wanted to appear respectable and put on a legitimate show of a business-style negotiation, a tilt to the American customs, not the bloody dark cellar interrogations that were their usual style with the lesser gangsters back in Russia.
They even brought along Natasha, their attorney: a strict-looking female legal eagle, clad in a short-skirted, tight-waisted wool business suit. Her black hair was slicked back in a professional-style back bun. Her deep black eyes peered through erudite librarian glasses, adding to her assertive appearance. Her makeup and jewelry were muted but quietly announced an underlying opulence that she didn't need to overtly flaunt. She was successful, confident, and knew it. And so did everyone else who saw her and wisely offered her the earned respect she demanded.
The conference room was mid-sized, enough for five or six people to fit comfortably in high-backed leather chairs around a central table. It fit the serious tone of the negotiations. Peter made his offer: payments over time as a percentage of his street revenues until the debt was satisfied. The opposites countered at a higher value, which Peter complained would crimp his cash flow and ultimately fail his operations, thereby falling short of the total amount owed. There was doubt about his purported limits and the discussions became heated.
The lady lawyer was especially stern in her remarks and Peter wasn't accustomed to being the target of such harsh feminine vehemence. His verve was up, some from the testy arguments, some from his macho fantasies of subverting this bitch's dominance to his own. His soft cock strangely buzzed from the edgy turmoil.
Lunchtime approached and Peter suggested a break. Maybe some good food at a local restaurant would cool and calm the tensions, when everyone was less hungry, maybe less angry. It sounded like a good idea and the bulky Russians rose to file out, expecting their fierce lawyer to trail along. Peter lingered behind and caught the lawyer's attention just as the others disappeared towards the elevators.
"Could you wait a moment? There's something I need to tell you."
She turned back his way as her clients continued onward, using her habitual humorless tone.
"What?!"
He fingered the medallion as he spoke to her, his hand patting the tabletop.
"I want to fuck you. Right here, right now."
Her strict expression evaporated and her eyes dulled. She seemed in a mild daze, one hand wiping her brow as the other gently removed and lowered her glasses, folding them and placing them in a jacket pocket.
Peter moved around her to close and lock the conference room door. He returned to her side where she simply awaited his instructions. He patted the tabletop again and pointed at the far end.
"Up here, bitch, on your back. I want your skirt pulled up, ass pushed to that edge and your legs spread."
Natasha obeyed silently. She stepped one swanky high heel on a chair's cushion and mounted the table, slumping onto her hands and knees. She slinked sexily to the far end, to the spot where Peter had moved and awaited her capitulation. She laid over on her back, rucked up her skirt and crab waddled her ass cheeks the remaining distance forward, spreading her dark nylon-hosed thighs. Her calves dangled over the edge and Peter moved between her knees. Clutching her stiletto heels, he placed the narrow rear struts on the table edge, forcing her to raise and bend her knees.
"Hold them there. Don't let them go."
She whimpered a resistant sound but grasped the long spikes, one in each hand, and splayed her knees wider.
Peter reached for her chest and unfastened the jacket's two big buttons, flicking the panels aside. He contemplated her blouse, an expensive starched pleated affair, entirely suitable for a serious business meeting. He plucked the neck button and meant to continue nice and gentle with the rest. But he remembered her tone during the discussions and his resentment boiled up. Nice and gentle wasn't her nature so he responded in kind.
He gripped the neck collars and ripped them wide apart. The line of buttons popped and button holes tore at the violent act, opening the ripped fabric to her waist. It exposed her fully packed lacy bra cups, their corpulent packages rising up and down as her chest expanded and contracted with her anxious deep breathing.
Obviously, she hadn't anticipated this turn of events; the sturdy bra she chose for today had back-strap clasps. Resourceful Peter reached into the side credenza and found a pair of shears. He cut through the bra's cleavage juncture and then both elastic shoulder straps. He yanked off the cut-up contraption, reading the label before tossing the broken thing aside. 36-D: he would have guessed as much. Her bared torus-slumped breasts continued to rise and fall, the umber areolae attracting his notice.
He leaned in and sucked hard on one nipple, actually chewing lightly on the broad brown disk. She whimpered at the dread of a harder bite but he left off and moved across to the treat its pair to a similar oral stimulation.
Her submission to his will was gaining his erection. He stood and unzipped, extracting his cock. It wasn't fully hard but getting there fast. He looked between her open thighs and saw her tight thong panties. Those would have to go; he wasn't a fan of slipped-aside panty sex. He wanted full unrestricted pussy access.
The shears found usefulness again as he snipped the thong hip straps and yanked off the clipped undies, tossing them aside to join the discarded bra. He fingered her nether lips, finding them wet from her apparent arousal at the rude foreplay. A fingernail flick of her clitoris gained a loud deepthroated groan.
If that was her response to his small caresses, she might well be a noisy moaner that could signal his secretary to investigate. Peter had not yet introduced Karen to his new gismo but intended to invoke her acquaintance soon. But before that, it was better to be safe than sorry; he retrieved the tossed panties and stuffed them in his captive's mouth. She shook her head in despair at the muzzling but settled down to accept the uncommon gag.
He was ready as he hoped Natasha was also. But it didn't really matter her readiness; he was in charge. He placed his tip and pushed, gaining an inch of warm wet sanctuary for his bulbous knob. He paused to brace for another push but was interrupted when he felt a tremor in her pussy. Her vaginal channel was alive with internal muscular twitches.
He pushed gently and slid further in. The tremors continued on his knob and he peered at her closed dark tinted eyelids. They fluttered in time with the pulsations in her cunt. Natasha, the formidable lawyer, was experiencing autonomic mini-gasms from the unpredicted sexual assault.
Peter suddenly realized that the professional woman's stark exterior was belied by her innate feminine craving to be sexually subjugated. And he was just the man to fulfill her current desperate need.
Drawing back, he stroked hard, driving to her bottom, bumping her cervix, eliciting her muffled cries of impending rapture. Again, and again, and again he stroked, occasionally pausing halfway in or out to enjoy the vaginal contractions on his cock. Each powerful cycle of his fat cock brought forth her blubbers of delight.
And finally, he emitted his own cries of delight and injected thick creamy ball juice deep inside her spasming cunt. He emptied his reserves and collapsed on her heaving chest, nibbling her earlobes, her neck, and her nipples. He drew downward over her torso to lap and kiss her creamed pussy before he finally drew himself to a stand. His sticky cock fell out of her cum sullied cunt. He drew a deep breath as he watched her lay in gratuitous ecstasy. Then he tapped her wrists.
"You can let go now."
Her eyes opened and she loosened her death grip on the heels. He assisted her lower limbs to unravel and droop again from the table edge. She lay still, her heavy breathing ebbing slowly. Spitting out her panty gag, she asked his permission in a respectful tone of voice.
"Can I get up?"
He gave her a hand as she tilted up, her tits drooping in their fullness, giving a little bobble as her ass slipped over the edge and she landed her heels on the floor. Looking down, she gripped her short skirt, bringing the hem back over her ass, smoothing it down with both hands. She surveyed her upper clothes, picking at the pieces on her body and on the floor, trying to figure out a serviceable ensemble from the remnants. Her voice implied frustration as she looked at his face.
"Now what am I to wear?"
Peter wasn't sure of the time. Had an hour passed? Could he extend the effects with the same target into a second hour? Well, that would be a test he could try now. He fingered the device.
"Lose the blouse completely and forget the bra. Button the jacket over your naked boobs and let them hang free underneath."
She looked at him with renewed stoicism and moved to follow his suggestion. Peter saw the look and found joy in his heart; he had confirmed that he could extend the device's effects with sequential treatments.
Natasha shucked off her jacket and removed the ruined blouse. The rebuttoned jacket presented deep cleavage and even peeked out belly flashes above her skirt waistline if she moved too quickly. Peter got her seated at the table and took his own seat across from her as he heard the returning gangsters.
Natasha was sitting very still, hands clasped on the tabletop in front of her, grudgingly presenting her lush inner boob slopes between the jacket panels to Peter's comical gawk as her clients plopped heavily into their seats. The lunchtime liquor had them feeling pretty good and they failed to notice Natasha's altered lurid look.
The meeting started again and, with Natasha still hopefully under his spell, Peter reiterated his best proposal. Charging forward, it was now or never for another test of the device's power.
"Don't you agree, Miss Natasha?"
Her voice was steady and authoritative as she spoke straight ahead at Peter, addressing the room but more so her clients.
"Yes. During the lunch break, I was able to consider the deep solid feelings of the participants in this exploration for satisfaction. I believe a longer-term relationship with Peter and his organization would satisfy most, possibly all, of our needs. And I am offering to remain here in America as your special representative in this relationship until all the parties are completely satisfied, as long as that may take."
The Russians looked about and leaned in for a huddle, whispering and nodding, as they debated their position. They ended the private conflab and sat upright. The boss spoke.
"Miss Natasha has been our savior in many other difficult dealings. If she thinks this is the best path forward, we will take her advice and accept the arrangement. We only hope she will not become too unhappy staying away from the motherland for so long."
The worldly experienced lawyer's voice became firmer with her subsequent declaration.
"I assure you, gentlemen, I will be well satisfied with this arrangement."
The negotiations concluded, the men shook hands all around and thanked Natasha for her upcoming sacrifice. She assured them again that she would be okay. The room emptied and all went their own ways.
After Peter made his farewells, he drove back to his lodgings. In the apartment house elevator, he was joined by his neighbor, a petite Oriental girl he had seen on his floor in passing but hadn't engaged in any conversation. She always wore baggy medical scrubs and he assumed she worked as a masseuse or nurse somewhere close by. Her long straight black hair was cut with bangs across her eyebrows that nearly hid her dark eyes. She rarely spoke, keeping a quiet continence.
The cab rose to their floor and he held the door for her as she stepped off, getting her perfunctory 'thank you'. He got an impish notion and he pressed the device, speaking to her from behind as she walked away.
"I live just down the hall. Why not stop by sometime and get acquainted."
She hesitated a step but didn't take up the conversation, continuing steadily towards her door.
'Oh, well, maybe I didn't do it right or the person needs to be facing me.'
He trod to his own apartment, punched in the keycode, and closed himself inside.
Minutes later there was a knock on his door. He looked through the peephole, being especially wary of unannounced visitors. He was a watched man and patience may not be the mob's best virtue. He saw the top half of the black-haired neighbor girl's head facing the door, eyes downward. He unclipped the chain latch and opened it slowly.
She stood there, barefooted, wearing a mindful expression. Otherwise, she wore only a spaghetti-strapped sheer slip. Her nubile nipples formed two translucent pokies and the hem hung a smidgen below her hardly hidden pussy. Peter presumed that 'sometime' had arrived; he opened the door wider and ushered her through.
She took his hand as she passed and pulled him towards the bedroom, knowing the way from the residences' similar layouts. Calmly disrobing him, she straddled his hips as he lay prone in the bed.
His guesses as to her occupation were soon substantiated, somewhat. She certainly knew her way around a human body's anatomy, and especially a man's genitals. Her hands were like magic as she stroked him to fullness, finding all the right nerves to kindle.
Then she slid forward and tented her pretty little pussy over his erect rod and slicked it up with her own plentiful vaginal dew. The hip slides were smooth and dexterous. A lift of her ass and a hand on his erection got alignment and then a slow penetration. She was able to stretch to his girth but could accommodate only about three-quarters of his length, halting when his tip bumped her cervix.
As she made the slow strokes, Peter picked at her nipples, flicking and pinching the pointy nubs. Then he took real command, rolling her under and mounting her from atop. He bore his own weight on knees and elbows. She swiveled her hips in the free space between their groins, revolving and thrusting her cunt on the masculine pinion. Peter held his pose and quietly concentrated on the stimulations. Whimpers escaped her wordless lips. Her lithe arms reached for his neck and pulled him down for a kiss. Even then, her hips continued the penile manipulations.
And the copulating pair achieved their ultimate mutual pleasure. Peter gave her the last of his manly spunk and she cooed at the pride of being its latest receptacle.
Then she gently pushed his chest and he levered up and rolled aside. Released from his pegging of her feminine orifice, she slipped out of bed, clutched at her discarded slip, and padded barefoot and naked from the room. Peter watched her nice ass wiggle and prance as she stepped nimbly away. He heard the outer door open and close as she made her way back toward her own apartment.
All in all, his adorable neighbor had proved to be a most enjoyable little fuck. And he looked forward to many more.
Peter lay dog-tired in bed, his cock soft but satisfied. Anya was going to be very pleased when he reported on the effectiveness of her ingenious device and they moved it into profitable production.
----------
"Yes, yes... it really works."
Peter was more enthusiastic than he intended to be but found it hard to contain his excitement in the presence of his ingenious business-time and bedtime partner.
Anya was inspecting the returned device, checking if the internal energy source was holding up and reading out the number of times and GPS locations where it was used. He had not been aware that it tracked his movements and usage. He would have asked ahead of time if he had suspected. But Anya was very detail oriented and he should have guessed at her thoroughness.
He leaned over her shoulder, watching the readout on her computer screen. She smelled great: a flowery perfume in her blonde hair bunted up on her head during her laboratory shift.
"Do you think it will sell?"
"Of course, my darling; wouldn't you buy it if you didn't already own it?"
Peter wrapped his arms around her buxom body, cupped her breasts through the lab coat, and kissed her neck. She twisted back to get a real lip-locked kiss as his hands caressed her chest puppies.
"I would buy it and use it on you first."
She slowly swiveled around in her chair and wrapped her arms around his neck, holding the deep kiss. She left off and moved her lips to his ear.
"You don't need the device, my darling. I am yours whenever, wherever, however, you want me. Do you want me now?"
Peter didn't respond in words but rather drew her up and started pulling off her clothes. As she facilitated his task, she spoke mostly to herself.
"I think the answer is 'yes'."
She knew what he wanted.
Come with me."
She was now half naked: topless and pants belt undone. She took his hand and led him to the adjacent room. She had a bed, a bathroom, and a kitchenette, a very efficient little living space while she hid from the mob. They undressed each other completely and fell together on the sheeted mattress. It was a long, romantic, and energetic fuck, the kind that had brought them together in their motherland not so long ago and drove them to flee to America. It was a continued consummation of their special love, combining body, spirit, and fortune.



        

  
    Total Woman Horizons Ch. 03
  
  Total Woman Horizons Ch. 03

        Dawn: Hello Big World.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/total-woman-horizons-ch-03

Title: Total Woman Horizons Ch. 03

Author: bhuff

Category: Novels and Novellas

Description: Dawn: Hello Big World.

Tags: penthouse, daughter, doggie, comfort secretary, blonde, cowgirl, executives, father, oral, shopping

Series: Total Woman Horizons


*** Handoff ***
Kellie's coed assistants escorted her, side by side, to the campus' grand entrance foyer. She was curious and a bit anxious to discover who her travel companion would be for her journey to her new situation.
Upon rounding the corner into the great hall, she saw none other than her father, whom she had last seen during his tryst with her during Father-Daughter Weekend. She stutter-stepped one stride in surprise but her coed sisters pressed her to keep going until they walked right up to the well-dressed man. He had secretly been the Pledge Contributor that had financed her TWA Scholarship.
"Daddy?"
"Good morning, my sweet little Kellie. My, my... you do look particularly pretty today."
Kellie smiled demurely and looked down; her hands were clasped bashfully in front of her. The hanging arms pressed the outer sides of her breasts, and she instinctively crossed her legs at her ankles. Dressed as she was in a see-thru blouse and short skirt, she evoked the classic look of a naughty little schoolgirl.
Her gentleman escort cocked a sly grin, knowing full well, from their Father-Daughter Weekend encounter, about the luscious body barely hidden underneath the costume.
"Well, we should be going."
He took her hand and she followed him obediently to the waiting town car. The chauffeur closed them into the expensive backseat before glancing at the coeds waving 'goodbye' from the entrance portico. They were still waving gaily, boobs shimmying with eager enthusiasm as Kellie's ride pulled away from the TWA campus and onward to her destiny.
*** Getting Settled In ***
Daddy was slumped in his seat. Through the rear windshield, Kellie viewed her former sister coeds wave farewell. She twisted forward again in her seat.
"It's a long distance to the city, Kellie. We have time to get comfortable and reacquainted."
His fingers reached over and plucked lazily at her sheer blouse buttons. She sat with hands braced on the leather seat, face tilted down, watching the unfolding exposure take place. Reaching her waist, his hands reascended under the loosened fabric to cup her left tit. Leaving off momentarily, he pushed the unbuttoned blouse away from her right one. His face descended to kiss the nearby nipple. His hand continued its caress of the far one, rolling the nub with clasping thumb and index.
Kellie felt tingles emerging in her chest meat that set off similar ones in her pussy. The marvel of this forming caprice, with its surprise revelation of her father's involvement and his immodest availing of her body, had her nerves on edge. She decided it was best to go with the flow.
Her hand moved onto her Daddy's lap and she fiddled with his crotch. With a well-learned skill, she adroitly opened his zipper and burrowed her fingers inside to find his fine cock in early stiffening. It was no effort at all to extract it into the open. She danced her fingertips on its length and Daddy moaned into her tit. He returned to loll back in recline next to her and she leaned over into a better pose for fellatio.
Her fist held the hardening manhood and she kissed the knob, lapped at the crown, sucked the plump bulb through her lips, and heard more moans of contentment from her Daddy's lips.
His hand rested on the back of her head and she took the cue, descending the length for a deepthroat suckle. Bobbing steadily thereafter, she worked his cock until his gusting breaths peaked and his balls delivered the first of many loads of cum she would receive over the coming time In Daddy's doting care.
And Daddy had made the arrangements for that time. They arrived at a residential tower near his corporate office, and he settled her into the penthouse apartment. A quick tour preceded a continuation of the limo foreplay and culminated in a blowjob.
That calmed the edge and allowed for a more leisurely exploration of the apartment's rooms, features, and fixtures. An evening meal overlooking the city panorama eased them into an overnight session of familial sexual reunion.
*** Office Dress Code ***
The next morning, following a wake-up blowjob and a shower handjob, Daddy took Kellie shopping. He directed her to wear modest makeup and some preppy weekend clothes. On the way into a seedier part of town, she asked if this was the shortcut to the Galleria, a fancy high-end mall.
Daddy said 'no'; not elaborating on why. He just silently mused on his idea of a particular inclination for her office wardrobe.
They parked near a row of boutique shops: fetish, BSDM, a sexy lingerie outlet with a famous catalog brand name, and their first stop, an office dress store called the Sexretary HQ.
Daddy told the Goth saleslady what he had in mind. She gathered the items and helped Kellie try on everything in the back dressing rooms, much to Daddy's annoyance. But patience is a virtue and he muddled through the wait with intermittent mini-fashion shows to gain his approval.
First the lingerie: high thigh cut panties, string thongs, split crotch panties. An assortment of see thru bras and balconette-style boob lifters.
And, of course, strappy high heels: low, mid, and tall stilettoes. Kellie liked the ones with red soles; Daddy approved the extra expense.
With the underlings selected, it was onto the outerwear.
A collection of thin blouses, some chest tight, straining the buttons to form cleavage peekaboo slots, looser fits that would undulate when unfettered boobs inside jiggled and swayed. And some stretch tank tops, whose colors ranged from sheer white through red into translucent black.
Now for the wool skirts and blazers. Ass molding pinstripes, short or mid-length, side or back zippers. The blazers were fashioned with one button or none, either fastened below her swelling tits or hanging loose, lending furtive tipoffs to the mounded chest meat semi-hidden beneath.
Moving to other vendors next door, Daddy insisted on another visual review of Kellie modeling the wares to be purchased.
A few suggestive pieces were bought at the famous name lingerie outlet, just in case a real business meeting required genuinely professional decorum. Public wear like cocktail dresses and gowns, but still with strategic teasing cutouts, waist-high slits, and built-in cleavage boosters.
The fetish shop provided playful costumes: schoolgirls, belly dancers, topless corsets, and a sporty pole dance outfit.
Finally, dark erotic BSDM contraptions: a leather body harness, a sparkly jeweled collar, a black leather collar with silver studs, a ring, and a snap-on leash. A few sex-toy purchases included a vaginal vibrating egg, nipple clamps, lace blindfolds, and some whips and dog switches.
Daddy made several trips to the car and the trunk was filled with boxes and bags of Kellie's daily, and probably nighttime, basics. It had been a long day and Daddy took her, wrapped in a bodycon brand-name cocktail dress and heels, to an exclusive hotel tower rooftop restaurant. The pastel-toned dusk gave way to the twinkling city lights below and wove a quixotic scene that unleashed the incestuous pair's percolating libidos.
Arriving back at Kellie's new penthouse abode, a long slow fuck preceded a long still sleep.
The next morning, Daddy wanted a special fashion show of his recent purchases. Kellie obliged with a series of runway stride exhibits, emerging from the bedroom into the great room where Daddy awaited his store-bought amusement. It took all day to get through the various outfits, since some of the presentations descended into a strip tease and suck or fuck, after which Daddy need refraction time before the next copulation opportunity. The intervals were condensed by his pent-up lust, fueled by his memories of the shopping escapade.
*** Office Policies ***
Kellie rode the elevator with Daddy to her new workplace. They emerged onto a high office tower floor with more of the spectacular glass wall views of the surrounding city.
The neat but athletic receptionist was polite and professional, fulfilling her role as first contact, gatekeeper, and guardian of the executive suites. Daddy led Kellie deeper into the array of individual executive spaces, each with a titled name plaque. Her station was located in the central space surrounded by private offices.
She settled in, exploring the desk and computer, finding the desk stocked with supplies. Not all were paper-and-pencil-related items; a large drawer held a cache of gels, creams, tissues, and perfumes, provided for her frequent preening. Daddy told her each executive suite contained a private toilet and shower for heavier duty.
Kellie was allotted a few mundane office tasks but she was the Comfort Secretary and those duties took precedence. And anytime was a good time to dive right in. Daddy dispatched her to her first Comfort Secretary assignment.
Mr. Monroe was the elder man who got first chance at the new Comfort Secretary, a nod to his age seniority, not position seniority.
Kellie knocked on his birchwood solid door and heard his summon to enter. He stood with a broad smile, truly delighted to see Kellie. He remarked on their past encounters when he was a Free Will weekend guest. Kellie recognized him now with clothes on, never having had that particular view.
He sat again, turned sideways in his desk chair, and motioned her over. Kellie leaned in and buzzed his cheeks. She needed no further prompting; he was assured that she knew what he wanted. He was older and less energetic; she remembered his penchant for manual stimulation.
Her hands made quick but gentle work of his wool suit fly, extracting his semi-tumescence out of the boxer shorts. Kneeling at his feet, and suspecting that the offices were similarly equipped, she pulled the bottom drawer and found a stock of lotions and creams. She warmed a dab of lubricant in her palm and slowly rubbed her clenched fist along the shaft, a finger gliding up the vee and over the tip slit.
Mr. Monroe watched her expertly bring him off and at the last second, before he spilled his essence, she tilted him down and put her chin resting on his thighs. Her tongue protruded under his knob and his manly sap spouted across the gap and settled on her furrowed lingual appendage. The white goo squirts slacked off as her bright blue eyes looked up at him from above her wide-open mouth. He placed a hand on her forehead as she smiled and swallowed his captured liquid, pleased to have spared staining his expensive suit.
Mr. Monroe sighed and unknowingly patted her head.
"That was wonderful, my dear. Same time tomorrow then?"
Mr. Townsend rang her extension at her secretary's desk and said he had an urgent need for her. She wasn't fooled by his sly words; she surmised his 'need'. She preened her makeup in a hand mirror, smoothed down her skirt when she stood, and made her way to a door marked with his name.
He was seated at his desk. Silently staring at the buxom lass at his disposal, he watched as she shucked off her blazer, leaning back to let it drop, elevating her bra-packed rounded boobs. She looked down at her hands where they skillfully plucked the top three buttons, opened her collar wider, and further exposed those creamy billows of tit flesh to his better view.
She cupped and fluffed the dual handfuls, cocking an eyebrow in query. He smiled, nodded, and leaned back in his chair pointing to the space under his desk. She glided to her knees and cat-crawled under the desk to between his legs.
He had already opened his fly as she was performing her partial strip tease overture. She knew her place and fingers burrowed into his crotch, levering out his tumescent manhood. Her cherry lips took custody of his plump knob and it was only a few seconds later, a few slurps later, that she had him deeply bedded in her salivating orifice. She set a slow, long pace that would draw out his stimulation.
The phone rang and he answered. He started friendly, a customer complaint about a slightly late delivery. As it progressed, the conversation became strained. Engaged in a persistently angrier exchange, he was scrunching around in his chair as he alternately sat taller when talking and slumped when he listened. The voices were so loud that Kellie could hear both sides of the call. The woman on the other end sounded authoritative and Mr. Townsend got more and more agitated with her arbitrarily petty grievance.
Kellie sucked harder now; the vacuum needed to keep his rambling cock inside her mouth. The call ended with mutual telephonic yelling and he slammed the phone down, reached under the desk, and gripped two handfuls of blonde hair, jamming himself fully into Kellie's face.
"That BITCH" he screamed as his spunk shot out so fiercely it went straight down her gullet as she wiggled to free his hurtful grasp on her hair and throbbing penetration of her throat.
He sputtered to a halt and Kellie backed off to catch a breath. She swathed his deflating cock in her warmth and wetness until he seemed sufficiently relaxed in his chair. With a final suction to clear any latent goo in his urethra, she let him drop shriveled in his open fly. She watched up close as he tucked himself in and zipped up. Her task was complete.
Backing out, she stood across his desk from him, attentive to any other 'need' he may have. He brusquely flipped a backhanded wave of dismissal, a scowl on his face as he glared at the phone. She nodded her acceptance of his wishes and left his office, closing the solid wood door behind her.
Mr. Webster got her after lunch. She was seated cowgirl in his lap, his pants completely down and her bare ass straddling his hairy thighs. His tongue was merrily licking her bare nipples, exposed when her blouse and bra had been discarded during the full dancing strip tease before she crawled atop his seated body. He interspersed the tongue action with sucking kisses and toothy clips at her nubs.
The oral caresses rippled jolts to her pussy where it was encasing his non-stroked deep erection. Wanting better control, he stood with her still pinioned at his groin and duckwalked to the office couch, her tits patting against his chest with each shuffled step. Laying her back on the expensive red leather, he dove into a piston cycle of cock and cunt. It was a stimulating session, her bare legs flapping in the air above, as the corporate executive gave his Comfort Secretary a sexual lesson in supervisory control. She took eagerly to the one-on-one training, letting herself attain the orgasmic joy of a passing grade, recorded by the white lines of sperm on the walls of her womb.
Mr. Thurgood had gone through a hard day of demanding clients. When Kellie received his summons late in the afternoon, she was unaware of his irritable mood. He was standing when she arrived and scowling. She closed the door and awaited his instructions.
"Strip!"
Kellie's heart jumped a beat. His tone was harsh and loud, not a good sign but it matched his angry expression. She quickly doffed her blouse, having left her blazer behind at her desk. The bra was long gone, left behind during a previous session. Her tits wobbled in front as she bent over to push down her skirt. She pretended to struggle with getting it over her feet and the body shakes shimmied her boobs, a purposeful act to give Mr. Thurgood a lead-up show.
She righted herself in full frontal nudity, the panties also long gone from an earlier coupling. Her hair partly covered her face and, when both hands smoothed it back, her tits were even more prominently presented in high chest mount.
He snapped his fingers and pointed to his desk. Kellie stepped forward but apparently not fast enough. His hand gripped hard on her arm and hauled her toward the centrally located piece. The jerk made her awkwardly shuffle on stumbling heels. Her tits wobbled again, which she figured was his intention.
He bent her over the polished desktop. The wood veneer was not cold but neither was it warm. Her nipples, even compressed against it, puckered at the sensation as her boobs mushroomed out in bulging masses trapped between her ribs and the flat surface. She turned her head sideways, her ear pressing the same glossy top.
His hand rested heavily atop her twisted head to hold her there. He kicked her inner ankles and she shifted her feet wider, opening her thighs and bottom wide, completely exposing her pussy and anus. In her sideways view, she saw his other hand rummage in the organizer, pushing aside pens, highlighters, and other office implements until he found the gadget he sought. He held it a moment, turning it in his hand until he flicked a small switch and set the stacked-ring butt-plug vibrator abuzz.
Kellie closed her eyes and held out for the feeling of the buzzing probe touching her nether opening. She expected discomfort but in fact, found the almost tickling sensation titillating. A short pause preceded the first press of insertion that first pried open her sphincter and then slipped past to find relief in the dimple. Another pause before the next larger ring worked its way in and rested in the next hollow, all the while pulsating with vibrations.
The half foot of six wavy conical ridges finally reached its depth and was firmly held there between the last circular cleft capped by the flared base. In her bent pose, any body movement teased her clitoris which was mashed against the desk edge. Despite the seeming rough treatment, she was finding it to be a deviant exhilaration.
Her cunt was drenched with vaginal dew by the dual anal and clitoral stimulations. She smelled her vaginal bouquet infuse the air; she presumed Mr. Thurgood did as well and hoped it aided his arousal. And she was proved right as she heard a zipper scratch and fabric rustle behind her. A soft mass touched her wet labia, split the crease, and push inside her cunt. Although there was plentiful lubrication for a complete plunge, that didn't seem to be his plan. An inch in and half an inch back; he groaned as the anal mechanical pulses massaged his knob. He worked himself slowly in until he was buffing his coronal ridge across every iota of her warm wet quivering tube, steeping his own nerves in her erotic cock socket. Each push-pull rubbed her clit on the solid edge and she failed to stifle her growing series of loud moans.
At depth, he held, feeling the deep chrome plug buzz through the intervening flesh membrane that tickled his entire shaft. The stimulation was as good as a fellatio deepthroat swallowing tempo and he took that time to tunnel his hands between the desk and her boobs to capture fistfuls of her soft mammary flesh.
Braced by these clutches, he began the full coital cycle: a slow withdrawal to imminent but not quite breakout, a pause for a deep breath, and a fierce driving ram that bumped his groin against her ass, crashing her pussy against the immoveable furniture edge. He rested briefly at the bottom to enjoy the deep mechanical vibrations.
Kellie adjusted to his stroke pace and let her body be his, surrendering in her growing arousal to the male executive's privileges. At length, Mr. Thurgood worked himself to his own sexual carnality and finally arched tall, drawing her body up against his, hugging tight to the captured boob handholds, standing her tall and stretched in her heels. She careened off on her own orgasmic flight of ecstasy, wrought by quivers both internal and external, secured at tits and ass by the clutches and expectations of the commanding alpha male. She barely registered the internal inundation as his cock dumped its volume of milky lust into her spasming receptacle.
*** Overtime ***
The week proceeded apace. That initial day, when everyone wanted a first taste of her charms, led to less hectic days as the routine settled in. Most days were two, sometimes three, but rarely four.
She was lounging with eyes closed in her central station amongst the warren of private executive offices. She heard footsteps on the carpet and opened to see her Daddy walk up. He laid a hand on her shoulder, a loving squeeze.



"I've heard good things about your first week. An amazing collection of admirable first impressions. Good job, sweetie."
She looked up at his face, her own blushing in the warmth of his approbation.
"I tried my best, Daddy."
"And you succeeded. Let's get dinner on the way home, a little celebration."
Over dinner in a fancy restaurant, he discussed her expanded schedule. It would be a little less exhausting during the day, two sessions were the norm, as she had seen. But starting next week, she would also be on duty weeknights. She would be hosting each man in turn: Mondays for Monroe, Tuesdays for Townsend, Wednesdays with Webster, and Thursday nights with Thurgood.
Although it was a weeknight, Daddy took her home to the penthouse apartment. He couldn't leave her all night without someone to fuck her; she might get lonely. So, he filled out the rest of the week with personal overnights for himself. She was tired but sensual in bed when each night he thrice took the lead to probe her mouth and pussy with his parental prick.
Kellie was a mellow bundle of well-used feminine flesh when dawn arrived. Daddy had been loving and gentle during each of their three couplings. And after the weekend, she primped and groomed her magnificent body, donning the requisite sexy office attire for the second week of many to come. Monday morning, Daddy went on ahead for an early office business meeting and she followed soon after in a corporate limousine. Arriving at the office, she settled in at her desk and it wasn't long before the first phone call and summons came in. She answered "Yes, sir" and made her way to her primary responsibilities as Daddy's Executive Suite Comfort Secretary.
*** A Comfortable Routine ***
Kellie's days, and nights, had become a sexual orgy. She didn't service every partner every day but her mornings and afternoons held at least one, sometimes more, encounters. And then, one of the partners showed up each weeknight at her penthouse apartment for his assigned time of a full night of sensual pleasure. Weekends were reserved for Daddy.
One day, Kellie was doing some light clerical work at her desk to finish out the Friday afternoon when Daddy called.
"Kellie, dear, please come to my office. I need you."
Kellie looked at the clock. It was too early to leave and she would have Daddy alone to herself all weekend. Maybe he had percolated all week with delayed lust and was anxious to start the weekend early in his office.
She found his door closed but entered softly without knocking; obviously, he was expecting her. He sat at his desk, stoic without his usual bright greeting and she wondered at his odd disposition.
Looking at her face without compassion, he nodded aside to the corner of his office. A rustle of clothes at the side couch behind her drew her attention there. She turned to see a man coming to a stand. She was puzzled at first and then recognized him. He was the silent man from a time ago at TWA: the Guest Coach Tutor from Freewill Weekend, the one who had taken her from her topless waitressing duties at breakfast and fucked her silently through the rest of the day.
She didn't know what to do. He hadn't been a 'talker' then and his silence now seemed to reinforce those earlier impressions. He stepped to her, standing tall and commanding. He calmly plucked at her blouse buttons without inhibitions., pushing aside the fabric, finding her bare breasts too tempting to abstain so he fluffed her pink flesh orbs.
With both hands on her boobs, he pressed, stepping her backward until her ass contacted the small conference table. He pressed more and laid her back on it. Her heels still touched the floor and he pressed her knees apart. A quick move flipped up her skirt to expose her shaved unencumbered pussy. Extracting his erection, he stoically proceeded to fuck her, staring at her face and making no words, again...
He held her hips in two strong hands, slowly, carefully stroking his erection inside her. She was overwhelmed by the assertive man's bold taking of her body. One of her hands deftly crept to her pussy and circled small rubs on her already excited clitoris.
The man saw her move and didn't intervene; he was just there for himself. She could do for herself as she pleased as long as it didn't interrupt his pleasure. Kellie closed her eyes and her other hand reached for her bare nipple; rubs and rolls brought it to attention and increased her arousal. Small moans escaped her lips. She felt a mild slap on her cheek and opened her eyes, finding him still staring at her and understanding he wanted her to look at him, to be engaged in his selfish pleasure.
The cock stroked faster now, still with gentleness, but with deeper drives that shuffled her mildly on the table. Kellie was close to her orgasm and, when she heard him grunt and felt the fluids smash against her inner walls, she succumbed and swooned off into a soaring bout of rapture that dulled her senses.
She lay in a warm body swoon, eyes closed, and barely noticed that the man had disengaged, tucked in, and zipped up. He scribbled a signature on some papers lying on the desk and nodded to her Daddy where he had watched the spectacle, still stoic in his office chair. No handshake or other farewell, he just departed, closing the office door behind him,
Kellie was still dazed from her orgasm but sensed two hands cupping the back of her neck, lifting it up to make her head tilt back further. A warm plump mass bumped her lips, her eyes slid open to see a hairy ball sack near her face.
She instinctively opened her mouth, her head aligned perfectly to accept Daddy's firm cock into her mouth, past her tonsils, and into her throat. She closed her lips around the base of the fleshy rod as Daddy diddled his cock in her oral channel. He was cognizant of her need for breath and timed his rhythm to allow her pauses to reoxygenate.
Kellie held her posture, suckling as best able while Daddy set his preferred pace until he finally groaned loudly and dumped his cum in her mouth rather than her throat.
Daddy withdrew and returned to his seat at the desk, while Kellie lethargically stood up.
"Kellie, my dear, go get cleaned up. You have earned a nice dinner out tonight before our long weekend of fun. We'll go to Chez Jacqueline's on the way home."
Kellie smiled; it was nice to be appreciated. Little did she know that Daddy had other plans for Saturday evening. He had noticed Kellie's self-satiating reaction to being fucked by the silent stranger. It was Amateur Tryout Night at the local branch of the elite Strip and Fuck Club.
He would see if he could give her another rewarding dose of gratification.
*** Future Plans ***
And Daddy's thoughts dwelt on more strategic future plans. He would keep Kellie employed at this office for the next several years before sending her off to staff a branch office elsewhere. When that time came, he already had her successor in mind. Kellie's younger step-sister Karrie had just entered TWA as a freshman and he imagined how fitting it would be for her to follow in Kellie's footsteps as the next Executive Suite's Comfort Secretary.
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*** Karrie's Graduation ***
Karrie's ass bounced under the dynamic full strokes of the familiar man pounding away at her pussy. She knew this time would come and Daddy had not disappointed. His cock sluiced wetly through her hyper-stimulated pussy; the squishing whooshes added more room-filling sounds with his moans of bliss and grunts of labor as he concluded their Father-Daughter Weekend rendezvous. It was a TWA honored tradition that capped her four years of arduous studies.
Her Senior year had been a family reunion of sorts. Prior to this most cherished incestual pairing, some of Karrie's adjunct male relatives had made her intimate acquaintance during her final year. She had hosted two uncles, siblings of each parent, and a slightly older cousin who was thrilled to actually be fucking his boyhood stroke fantasy. Even a 'Dutch uncle', her father's golfing pal from the Country Club, had been offered the surprising gift of a chance to experience her stunning sexuality. As a TWA coed, she had obliged the poise curriculum's requirements and the men's peccadillos with robust devotion to their ultimate pleasure, earning valediction kudos and clandestine accolades.
Her expected devotion to a man's ultimate pleasure now turned to the sweating mass of muscle weighing her down and drilling her cunt. Daddy was reaching his peak and she wanted to join him in a memorable finale. He huffed and puffed and reared up on stiff arms, uncompressing her boobs to freely jostle across her shaking torso.
He drove his cock as deep as he could go. She cycled her vaginal muscles spasmodically and ignited both their brewing orgasms. Their mutual crescendos were about to become ones for the ages.
As he foggily sensed her cunt pulsations and hazily heard her screams, he pelted her womb with the matching pearly essence that had fertilized her mother's egg 22 years past and had now led to her ultimate Total Woman transformation. She was now eternally bonded to her Daddy by passion, love, and lust.
After the previous days of fucking her fellow coeds' male parents, Karrie finally felt the crowning pride of womanhood: bequeathing her feminine treasures to Daddy's unrestricted service.
----------
Her sister Kellie was leaving her role as Comfort Secretary in Daddy's Executive Suite, having met a splendid young man that she had chosen as her One for Life. They had met during a TWA Freewill Weekend where she had been a Graduate Guest Instructor to the undergraduate senior coeds. He was a guest Pledge Contributor, acting as a Guest Coach Tutor and he was bad-boy handsome, fit, and strong. The young elite alpha male had driven Kellie through two of the best orgasms she had ever experienced and then repeated the dual ecstasies twice more through the night. What began as lust on campus bloomed into a deeper love as she and Tom hooked up again and again later off campus.
It was devilish fate that had revealed a more profound connection. Tom was the son of Daddy's arch-rival and, upon discovery, both corporate masters opposed the match. They finally succumbed to the youngsters' courage and commitment, coming around to the idea of a dynastic merger that would increase their joint economic wealth and well-being. The nuptials would occur in a few months and Daddy needed to adjust the office staff with a replacement Executive Comfort Secretary.
The timing was perfect and Karrie, his younger daughter, would be a God-sent successor to step-sister Kellie.
The wedding passed, the newlyweds settled into marital bliss and the two magnates completed their merger, naming their married offspring co-CEOs of the mega-merged business empires.
Kellie arranged a sexual segway, hosting her little sibling for a weeklong hand-off of Executive Comfort Secretary roles. Karrie fucked the office executives during Kellie's last week, getting veteran coaching that helped ease the learning curve of the individual executives' sexual indulgences.
First and foremost was a twofold sister fuck all weekend in the penthouse to acclimate Karrie to her continuing paternal duties. Kellie and Karrie switched off hour by hour to keep Daddy's libido stoked with a rotation of tits, mouth, and pussy that had him drained by Sunday evening. But still, they kept him warm and ready, letting him choose how to wrap up his Daddy-Daughters reunion weekend. It was a dual handjob since he was unable to do more than lie back and be serviced by the nubile pair.
The next day and the remaining week were dual coaching sessions for the sisters to get Karrie enlightened about the various peccadilloes of the mature executives.
As the week closed, Kellie kissed her step-sister goodbye and moved on to her own Executive Suite across town.
*** Secretary's Day ***
Business was good and the newly merged firms became a goliath that dominated the competition. And the marriage went well. Kellie even encouraged Tom to continue his association and liaisons within the TWA Pledge Contributor tradition. On occasion, she volunteered herself to facilitate a few TWA Pledge Contributor Fantasy Requests. She was confident in her ability to always draw him back to her specialness when his dalliances and infatuations with sprouting novices faded away.
The corporate staff was consolidated and right-sized. Superficial executives were pensioned off but the secretarial pool remained at full employment. Such it was that Karrie came to Tom's attention.
But he warily avoided the sister-in-law; fishing for new pussy in the company pool was a recreational delight but he was reluctant to test the family waters. His wife Kellie saw his reluctance and laughed it off.
"Go on," she chided," fuck Karrie as you would any other Executive Comfort Secretary. She was bred and groomed for this. Don't make her feel second-class; she deserves better than that. Make her proud to be here."
So, Tom scheduled a special Secretary Day celebration to make the most of the situation, without overtly seeking his sister-in-law's sexual charms.
The secretaries, comfort and otherwise, were scurrying about to make the festive occasion as exhilarating as it should be. They were dressed extra special today, hoping to kindle the bosses into some special carnal flattery.
*** Client Gangbang ***
The executives and some special clients were gathered in the conference room, its large space decorated with balloons and flowers. It would not be business as usual today; this was a special celebration.
Chitchat led to a spontaneous mingling of attracted pairs and trios. The natural and uninhibited closeness devolved into touching, fondness, and intimacy. Clothes were shed and a festive debauchery evolved into an orgy of blowjobs, cunnilingus, and intercourse. With or without culmination, partner swaps occurred and the room was filled with moans and groans of arousal and ecstasy.
A rotation of mates ultimately led Tom and Karrie into each other's arms. He was still conflicted. Even as his wife's pussy was being lapped by a special client in foreplay, heading towards a fucking, he was reluctant to have her witness him fulfilling his sister-in-law-lust fantasy by fucking Karrie in full view of Kellie and his corporate audience.
But he charged forward into the fray anyway, too pent up to stop now and deny his yearning. He boosted his sister-in-law's bare ass onto the conference table. Karrie eased back naked, ready for this, with Tom standing between her straight upturned legs. He posed her calves astride his neck, ankles crossed behind his head, and with a last-second pause, overcame his guilty conscious and charged ahead, drilling into her tantalizing cunt with full force. Her smiling 'umph' at the hearty assault brought murmurs of admiration from the paused watching audience.
His hips gyrated frantically as he pistoned his rock-hard cock inside her juicy pussy. Her tits wobbled wildly with each fierce thrust. She was on fire, urging him to stronger and deeper strokes.
"Come on, Tom. Pound me... make me your office bitch... I want it so bad... more, yeah like that, harder..."
Tom was obsessed with her words; his ego was fed even more by the background catcalls from the watching orgy gatherers. His forehead was sweating, his face contorted in determined efforts to give this yearned-for fetish-fuck his all. He leaned over, cupping her ass, bending her waist and hips to a better penetration angle, never losing the rhythm. Karrie was all his for the taking and he was taking her all.
He felt a hand on his shoulder and looked aside without interrupting his hip-thrust cycle. His wife had her face close to his ear, an arm around his torso, her full round tits slapped by his bounding back. She added her own encouraging words, whispering into his ear.
"Do you think her pussy is juicier and tighter than mine? Do her big round tits wobble more than mine? This needn't be the last time you find out. If you want her again, don't worry; it's okay. You have my permission to fuck her here, there, wherever, as often as you like."
She kissed his ear and hugged his rocking body, laying her head lovingly against his shoulder.
All the stimulation: physical, emotional, and egotistical led him to his public zenith of exuberance. He switched to quick, short strokes and roared aloud as he pumped volumes of bottled-up sperm into the welcoming feminine cleft snuggling his cock. He sensed through the apex of orgasm Karrie's pussy rippling with its own vaginal tremors, as she met his intensity with her own whole-body, mind-shattering orgasmic convulsion, a choked cry emerging from her stifled airways. Soaring through the mutual blackout and reemergence, their misty minds cleared to the sound of applause as their office mates congratulated them on an entertaining exhibition of Tom's sisterly fantasy realization.
*** Sisterly Tryst ***
Kellie, of course, as shown by her facilitation of her husband's desires, was not unmindful of his earnest infatuation with little sister Karrie. Nor was she uncaring in her support of his macho needs. The office orgy ought to be more than a passing tryst. Tom needed more encouragement to take his privileges with the sexy sister-in-law.
Tom and Kellie were lying in bed, the post-coital buzz felt warm and enduring. Kellie was spooning her boobs into his back, her hand in a reach around, cradling his soft but not fully spent manhood.
The door opened gently, a little light effusing into the room. Someone slipped through and the door closed again. The bed rocked with a body climbing in and Tom found himself sandwiched between two naked female forms. Kellie whispered into his ear.
"I invited her to join us. You should get comfortable with Karrie becoming a part of our sexual pleasure, especially yours."
Tom would have answered but his lips were covered in a deep kiss from his wife's step-sister. He also sensed an exchange of hands on his cock and the new attention was doing its part to restore his erection.
Then wife Kellie replaced Karrie at his lips and the younger sister's lips got busy on his cock. She tasted the mingled genital dregs of spousal intercourse that was still on his wet dick. Her mind imagined the cock in her mouth sluicing her sister's cunt only moments before and those thoughts started her own vaginal dew seeping in her pussy.
She licked a few final laps and moved to swing a leg across his hips. He was hard enough for use and she put him to use. She inserted his shaft and rode him like a wild stallion, bouncing on his pillar until she caved to her cravings and felt her core buzz through her solo orgasm.
Not unkind to her brother-in-law's pleasure, Karrie dismounted and dove her face on the stiff manly appendage. Deep long plunges brought about a familiar masculine noise of growing verve and then she felt the milky goo shoot into her fellating orifice.
The trio of satiated family cuddled under the covers until morning. It was time for Karrie to go to the office for another day of corporate duties. The married pair dallied behind to rest, recuperate and fuck away the morning.
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*** Open Call ***
Karrie was well into her rookie year of corporate responsibilities. She did her best to satisfy the even greater number of merged company executives but one girl could only sustain so much energy over the long haul. She broached an idea with Daddy and he concurred that additional Comfort Secretaries might be needed. Karrie assured him she knew just where to find suitable candidates and contacted TWA to arrange Post-graduate Interviews
*** Candidate Ranking ***
The office lobby was abuzz with girlish conversations. Some of the interviewees were acquainted with each other and it was a mini-reunion of recent TWA graduates. Karrie joined the gathering and made the rounds, greeting each girl with a bijou kiss of welcome. When she had all their attention, she herded them into the executive area front desk lounge and got them settled in the guest chairs and sofas.
"Good morning. The interviews today will commence shortly. You'll all get a chance to meet two of the executives in the order of their selection preferences. Of course, they are just as excited as you are to learn about your motives for joining the firm. Be aware that they are watching now on the CCTV and you will be called in for the meet and greets in turn, at their whims."
*** Redheads ***
*** Caroline's Tryout ***
Caroline loved sucking cock. It was her best talent; all the TWA coach tutors, resident staff, and gentleman guests had told her so.
It wasn't so much her good looks, though her body and face were certainly well received. No, it was her utter enthusiasm for the act. She loved the first sight of an untried cock, the musky smell, the bumpy texture on her tongue, the engorged muscled form filling her mouth or gullet, and oh..., the erupting sounds of masculine joy when the man ejaculated sperm pulses into her mouth or drained their balls down her throat. She loved that salty milky gush that tantalized her palate. Yes, Caroline loved sucking cock.
This fellatio session had started like many others. The strawberry redhead was the first to be invited by Mr. Townsend for her personal interview. She had stood in the center of his office in her chosen attire: secretarial heels, translucent blouse, no bra, and pencil skirt. After she had removed her blouse at his direction, he had stared at her well-built tits for a long while. Soon, she perceived from his lack of movement that was her duty to initiate the action. Stepping forward, she took his hand and led him beside his desk. A proficient unclasping of his belt and button led to the pants and shoes disrobing. Boxer shorts removal was no work at all for the experienced TWA graduate. She pushed him gently to his executive chair and posed him leaning back, feet propped wide on his desk, opening his groin to her access. She crawled under one leg and popped her red-haired head back up, kneeling between his hairy bare legs.
She cooed softly in admiration as she handled his penis. She leaned up, pressed one, and then the other, boob against his naked groin. Leaning down, her face and cheek rubbed his cock and balls. She kissed the resulting tumescence and brought her hands further into the action. The soft tube got longer and thicker in her hands and grew to where she could get a good oral hold. The knob slipped past her cherry-red lips and her tongue took swipes along the circumference, signaling that her dexterous fellatio was underway.
Caroline's sea-green eyes watched his face as she guzzled his erection, peering upward past his belly, finding his brown eyes gazing down upon her blowjob performance. His cock was bloated and her lips felt the raised veins prominent on the long appendage.
It was time to show her special talents. Holding him half in, she rolled her tongue back, the tip tickling the soft tissue of his corona nook. That gained her the pride of hearing his first lustful groan. She took the cue and focused on drawing out more of those female-flattering impetuous sounds.
A learned finger technique should help. Holding him still in her mouth with a gentle toothy grip, she used a single finger to lift his scrotum, her other hand tunneling beneath, her middle finger scratching at his perineum before easing further along to rim his anus. His hips jerked, causing an unsynchronized poke of penis in her mouth. She took it in stride, continuing a controlling hold with a comfortable suction as she gave his anus another soft poke. She readily controlled the irrepressible jerk that the digital probe elicited. He settled again and she was ready for the next step.
Pressing firmly, her long middle finger penetrated his asshole, wiggling to get deeper, up to her second knuckle. She had him inverse pegged now: his cock in her mouth and her finger in his bottom. She commenced a synchronized motion: the embedded finger wiggled in time to her bobbing head and flicking tongue.
Mr. Townsend's bare ass was bouncing in the seat, his penile nerves buzzing like a bee's nest. He felt her fingertip rubbing over his prostate as her lips circled the base of his cock. He was deep; her tonsils massaging his corona. He surrendered beyond any ability to control himself.
Hearing his loud call of defeat, she pressed hard on his prostate from within and took his first shots straight into her throat, pulling back halfway, holding him there as he emptied his reserves with slackening bursts of spunk. She let the sperm pool in her mouth, holding the liquids as his swollenness ebbed to flexibility.
Mr. Townsend's ass settled in his chair, trapping her hand in his ass crack. He wheezed a cleansing breath of relaxation as Caroline uncorked her finger, drug her hand out from beneath, and slid her lips off his genitalia.
He looked down across his hairy belly and saw her looking back, tits dangling beyond, a smudge of white sperm edging the corner of her lovely cherry-red lips.
He wearily smiled and Caroline happily smiled back, satisfied that she had passed her interview.
*** Shannon's Tryout ***
Mr. Webster lay atop Shannon, her long auburn hair strewn beneath her head as his cock stroked long and slow in her tight pussy. Her freckled boobs were unusually large for a true redhead, more than the typical B-cups on such a slender frame.
He was holding his chest on elbows, letting the pliant masses waggle on her chest as she wiggled her ass, trying to get extra caresses out of his slow movements.
Shannon moaned little sounds at each cycle. Webster smiled inside; she was a horny little wench. That boded well for this session and probably many more if the partners agreed to take her on. They should; they would all feel a super-alpha ego boost from dominating this eager female's sexual cravings.
When Shannon had entered his office, he perceived just by her demeanor that she was something special. Her fluid movements displayed athletic grace. Her clothes were well-fitted but not overly flashy, invoking a sense of adolescent wholesomeness. The light green dress fell to mid-thigh, close-waisted, spaghetti shoulder straps, the top laying loosely over the promising breast swells. Her lowered eyes and high cheeks held subtle makeup, enough to highlight but not conceal her natural glow of innate beauty.
On his spoken command, she had simply shrugged off the dress, revealing her toned body bereft of undergarments. Her nudity authenticated her true nature. The luxurious auburn waves were real, not a bottled dye proxy, matched by the trimmed tuff of ruby fuzz at her pussy.
He had gestured to the office sofa and she had turned and walked to the indicated place. She sat facing him, her hair loosely laying on her face and shoulders, her hazel eyes looking aside but taking him in with her peripheral vision. An instinctive slow motion spread her thighs, exposing her pink pussy lips.
He slipped the knot of his tie, the first motion of the following self-performed acts that stripped off his suit, shirt, slacks, and shoes. She watched the familiar routine silently, her impulsive fingers lightly rubbing her labia with its growing moisture. He now stood naked before her; she squinted her eyes in joy at the size of his substantial penis, already rising to its impending purpose.
He drew closer and she leaned over, lifting a leg high to the couch back, presenting her ready cunt, moving prone for the best position to accept his genital penetration. He followed her lead, climbed aboard, and posed on the cushions above her. His tip touched her moist orifice and, as he braced for a thrust, she drew his face to hers and held him in a long kiss. He pressed and, as his cock slid home, her tongue pieced his lips and matched his genital incursion with her own oral one.
She released her lip lock and drew his head beside hers, breathing into his ear, letting out little moans in sync with the cock that sluiced her nether cleft. He lifted his body a bit and that freed her hips and ass; she actively rocked and rolled to tilt and torque his cock inside her.
Webster wallowed in mystique created by her innocent youthful appearance that belied what turned out to be the wanton sex addict squirming beneath him. Those recollected thoughts now added to his libido as his cock stroked her tight little cunt and his nostrils filled with the scent of her perfumed hair.
But he controlled himself just enough to thoroughly test out her full potential as a Comfort Secretary candidate.
He teasingly drew back his cock and let the head slip out of the enflamed pink nether lips. Shannon let slip a whiny protest.
"Nooooo..."
She slithered one hand down to reposition the masculine appendage, thumb and forefinger holding the tip against her saturated labia. She wiggled her ass, rolled her hips up for good alignment, signaled her plea for reentry, and emphasized it vocally.
"Pleaseeeee..."
Webster dabbled his tip a little, teasing, just tapping her aroused pussy lips. She rolled her head back, whining a lingering sob of frustration in his ear, licking his lobe to gain his total attention.
"Pleaseeeee..."
Webster relented. His cock pressed into the tight wet channel, paused for emphasis, and surged its full length all the way to her cervix, eliciting a vocal sigh of relief.
He rested at the bottom, fully embedded, unmoving, trapping her hips between his pubic bone and the cushions. She bucked against his weight, thumping her clitoris against his groin.
"Pleaseee..."
He deemed it time to let her take her pleasure. He reared back and pounded out long quick strokes, brushing his corona along her fleshy tube, grazing the hidden G-spot. He heard her puffing breaths as he worked her to the sexual pinnacle. Her body went rigid beneath him and she tottered over the edge, a long slide down the slope of vibrant full body thrills.
He waited deep inside her as her breathing calmed and steadied, heard her long last cleansing sigh, and felt her rigid body relax.
Then he started again.
She was even quicker this time and only a dozen cycles brought on her next body stiffening orgasm.
Two more times he patiently brought her to the peak. Webster found it harder to constrain his slippery fuck-mate, a sweaty mass of feminine flesh; even her dark red hair was drenched with perspiration. He decided to end the interview by cycling his cock, adding a full series of manly drubs against her clitoris, and finally, in mutual ecstasy, let loose his own voluminous contribution to their mélange of genital fluids.
He lay atop her softly whimpering body, and felt her hands fondling his back and ass in gratitude for the joys he had generously helped her find. He was satisfied that she would make a good employee; only hoping his colleagues would come to the same conclusion after their equivalent exhaustive interviews.
*** Buxom Brunettes ***
*** Modern Cowgirl Pamela ***
Pamela looked down on her interviewer. It wasn't a disrespectful thing; it was just that Mr. Thurgood was lying naked prone on the office couch and she was sitting on his hips in a forward cowgirl pose. His hands were kneading her tits as she gently rode his erection, tucked comfortably up inside her cunt.
Her hips cycled on his, rubbing her labia along the base of his cock. The gentle sweeps weren't more than an inch or two, enough to stir his probe around her womb like a warm thick swizzle stick. His slight moans when the stirrings caressed his under-vee against her soft moist inner membranes told of the pleasure her efforts were affording her interviewer.
She liked this pose and her upright role. Most men preferred to take charge and ride their girl from atop, controlling the action, setting the pace, and dominating her body with the heavy press of their body. But others, like this partner, were secure enough in their machismo to accept the proffered attentions of a servicing female, delighting in the variations that she saw fit to provide.
And such it was now. Pamela watched his eyes, the windows to his soul, seeing the little winces and pops when he felt the sensual talents of her whole-body endeavors. Having played around with her mix of tricks and treats, she settled into a routine that combined the ones she had seen him noticeably react to.
Pamela pressed deep and cycled ripples of vagina compressions along his shaft, from base to tip. A slight torso wiggle rubbed his sensitized tip again her cervix. A slow rise to almost exit, then a hard plunge and hip rotation that swirled his corona circumference about her warm inner flesh. She saw his eyes pop at that one and started over, repeating the routine again and again.
His moans rose in volume at each sequence while his hips gave small bounces, trying to help with his own arousal. But she stopped deep again and placed a finger on his lips, her voice low and soothing.
"Shhh, my love. This is my time. Lay back, relax, and enjoy."
She felt him lessen his body tension but his hands still fondled her proffered tits. She took over again. It was the same sequential routine but she quickened the pace. She saw his eyes close, a sure sign of his futility to be a passive participant but also a sign of his resolve to try. Faster and faster, she moved her body, leaning forward to brace her hands on his biceps, loading his hands with her dangling globes of chest meat, feeling his grip become more crushing.
She twerked and torqued her hips and pussy on his solid rod. It seemed to swell larger under her efforts. His breathing deepened to staccato gusts. She whispered.
"Are you close, sir?"
Thurgood's groan between rapid gulps of air was his response and she drove her cunt completely onto his cock, executing an ass wiggle that tickled his sensitive tip against her cervix. He howled at that rare coital caress, one only an exceptional woman was able to do. She was a true treasure and worthy of reward. He uncontrollably clenched harshly at her tits and showed his masculine gratitude by jetting shots of spunk up into her dick-delighting grotto.
Pamela was a magician of timing and let loose her own cry of delight, joining in with her own ecstatic celebration of carnal lust. His spewing shaft felt the pulses of her vaginal spasms on his cuddled cock as she swooned through her vibrant orgasm.
She collapsed and lay atop him, her boobs crushing his hands between their chests, her lips kissing his ear, her eyes watery with joy. When he recovered his senses, he whispered his praise as his cheek nuzzled hers.
"Pamela, that was incredible. Welcome to the company. You will enjoy getting and giving boundless pleasure in her new duties."
Thurgood playfully smacked her bare ass for emphasis. Pamela validated the verbal and physical compliments; she let him feel her head nod in agreement. She thanked her lucky stars for finding this role; it promised to be the best job ever.
*** Oriental Miko ***
"Miko, Mr. Monroe will see you now."
The buxom Japanese girl rose from her seat to stand on her slender legs, propped on stiletto heels. But even with those stylish designer shoes left her a head shorter than most of her interview colleagues. She smoothed down her wool pencil skirt that only covered the top few inches of her toned thighs. The tight waistband cliched her torso below large round breasts that stretched the white blouse. Her straight black hair was pinned up in a coiffed bun but thin tendrils trickled down near her delicate ears and her straight-cut bangs edged her eyebrows.
The small mouth curved in a nervous red-lipped smile, dimpling her high rosy cheeks beneath jet-black eyes that were submerged in dark exotic eyeshadow. She presented herself on the outside as the neatly dressed secretarial candidate while her chest-heavy trimmed physique hinted at inner smoldering sexuality.
She stepped calmly towards the office door indicated by the hosting Karrie who gave the candidate a conspiring look of knowledge for the bawdy welcome that Mr. Monroe would surely enact. Miko bravely marched through the portal to her interview and Karrie closed the door, sealing the Japanese coed's imminent fate.
Mr. Monroe was standing in room center, a smirking grin on his face as he saw Miko enter. She took a few steps and stopped a couple of paces in front of him, her gaze downward towards his feet. He was not tall himself but her diminutive size still had him towering over her.
"So, who do we have here?"
"Good morning, sir. My name is Miko. How are you today?"
"Fine... okay, enough pleasantries. Let's see what we have to work with here."
Miko remained in a respectful stance, arms hanging along her sides. He stepped forward and his hands rose to fiddle with her collar tie. He pulled the bowtie tails and slid off the neck adornment. His fingers plucked the blouse buttons at the pleat and the fabric angled apart across her bulging chest as he continued the task's descent to her waist. The open panels displayed her packed lacy bra, its cups straining to contain the creamy tit flesh that bulged in mounded cleavage.
He turned to his second task and unclipped her miniskirt clasp, zipping down the side closure to allow the bottom to drop to her ankles. Her hips were adorned with a white high-cut thong that molded her camel-toe pussy and revealed most of her toned ass and legs.
Miko took a small initiative and timidly arched her back, lifting her boobs higher while letting the blouse slide down her arms to join the skirt on the floor.
She thought the interview was going well so far, avoiding the small talk and getting right into the meat of the matter. And her sexy female meat seemed to be what mattered most to Mr. Monroe.
He looked her up and down and offered her a hand, which she took as he led her one step forward, exiting the bundle of lost clothes at her feet. Her eyes still gazed downward the whole time.
Leaving her hand, he circled behind her back and deftly unclipped the straining bra straps. The loosened cups eased but remained on her chest. He slipped the shoulder straps over her arms and the boob boosters dropped to reveal small puckered nipples, a light pink that melded perfectly with her ivory white skin.
She saw his hands rise to cup both chest globes, a light upward jolt to jiggle the natural plumpness. The soft flesh wavered and settled, overflowing his palms with the plentiful masses. His thumbs rubbed circles on her nipples; they responded with a stiffening of the nubs.
Miko was so used to this mammary treatment. Ever since entering TWA years ago, her male engagements had gloried in her outsized boobs. The manual stimulus, like now, was a constant routine, often enough leading to oral caresses, them on her and her on them, and even a fuck now and then. But tit play had been the norm. Her cleavage, neck, face, and hair had been the primary receptacles of the male jism. And such it would probably be now.
Mr. Monroe move in front and dipped his head to lave tongue-swipe kisses on her breasts. She welcomed the wet smooches that reflected down to ignite tingles in her pussy. Her hands found his zipper, opened it, and dug in to expose his cock, already hardening, and growing harder still at her touch.



He pressed forward and she bent her knees, laying back slowly, letting him keep contact. She lay prone on the carpet and her boobs slumped into fleshy bulbs.
He turned to his desk, opened a drawer, and retrieved a tube of lotion. His cock waggled as he pushed his pants down to his ankles. Moving his knees astride her body, he squeezed a line of creamy ointment down her sternum. He used two fingertips to spread the lubricant around her inner swells before leaning forward, laying his erection in the slimy vale.
Miko knew her role and her hands pressed her warm milk bags around his manhood, sliding against each other in small jiggles to get the fun started. He took the lead thereafter, stroking long runs that found his knob emerging from both ends of the tit tunnel, fully stimulating his knob's corona. The action worked to its intended ending and he grunted and jetted long ropes of sperm that landed on her face and neck and dribbled to an end in her cleavage. As he shrank in the continued press of feminine snuggle, Miko relieved her hands of their hold and used her fingers to scoop the gobs of goo to her lips, tasting the male extract.
Suddenly, she grabbed Mr. Monroe's neck and drew him down to her face, kissing him deeply, pushing her cum soaked tongue into his mouth, sharing the male elixir.
He was startled by the act and tried to resist but she held him tightly, lips crushed to lips. The mini-struggle abated and he accepted her action. It was his spunk, not another man's goo, and would do him no harm, physically or emotionally. In fact, he felt a stirring in his groin.
Miko released the lip lock and let him up; he moved to strip away her panties. Removing his shirt, he lay again atop her and drove his cock into her cunt. It was a long sensual fuck, an atypical occurrence for Miko that gave her a rare coital orgasm and drained Mr. Monroe of his remaining lust.
*** Salt and Pepper, Becky and Barbie ***
Becky and Barbie were escorted back to Daddy's office. Karrie knocked on the thick veneer door and heard a muffled "Enter" from within. She swung the portal open wide and gave a broad arm sweep, welcoming the two young ladies into Daddy's spacious office.
He was sitting far to the back behind a desk but the pair of interviewees only stepped halfway. They quickly surveyed the room: well furnished with a large sofa, several armchairs, lamps, and a thick Persian carpet that spanned nearly from wall to wall. The panorama of the city spread across one entire window wall. It must be a truly magnificent sight at night.
But it was daytime and Daddy was more entranced with the magnificent sight of his two visitors. They stood side by side, standing respectfully, letting the middle-aged man take in an eyeful of their youthful sexy appearance. He leaned back in his deep leather executive chair, steepled his fingers in front of him, and looked them up and down.
Both wore tight white blouses and modest heels, their short wool skirts displaying the long length of tanned shapely legs. Their long hair was in updo coifs, massed about their heads with strands escaping to present a slightly harried look, something that Daddy found fetishy fascinating in working secretaries, the Comfort type or not.
He rose from his deep leather executive chair and moved around the desk to close half the open distance from them.
"Well, Karrie, what have we here?"
Karrie walked to the brunette and pushed her on the ass, making her teeter two steps forward, within his arm's reach.
"Daddy, this is Becky."
"Hello, Becky. Thank you for coming."
Becky acknowledged his greeting with a bashful nod. Daddy smirked a little inside. She may have come to his office but he was looking forward to seeing her cumming on his cock... and soon. He turned to stare at the blonde. Karrie pushed her forward to stand by her fellow interviewee.
"And this is Barbie."
"Hello, Barbie."
"Hello, sir."
Karrie had done her presentation duty and with a quick nod to Daddy, turned and left the office. He was left alone with his interview responsibilities.
He sensed that golden-haired Barbie was the bolder of the pair and assumed since this was a dual interview session, some girl-on-girl action was in store. Since Becky was the meeker one, he started the process with her. He reached out and plucked her blouse buttons, looking askance at Barbie, who took the cue and moved to stand behind the brunette, grasping her biceps to hold her in place as Daddy opened her friend's blouse.
Becky let herself appear to be the meeker one and, as such, was inclined not to resist, letting this man presume to take his liberties with her body. She stood still, not really needing her friend's control but figured the impression of restraint would be an ego builder for the authoritative gentleman. He was loosening her last button when she twitched a sly shimmy, jostling her boobs in the demi-bra, the fluid ripples above the lacy fabric attracting his eyes.
He took the subtle invitation and cupped her covered tits, squeezing them together to mold a deeper cleavage. His lips kissed the upper slopes of her chest mounds, then he pressed his nose in the soft cleft and played motorboat noises on her smooth ivory skin. He treated her like his young plaything, which in fact, she was and would become even more.
Barbie chuckled at his treatment of her interview accomplice and helped things along. She smoothed the open blouse over Becky's shoulders, exposing her bra back strap. A flick and click had it open, dispensing with the contraption's boob-boosting effect and letting the fun bags fill Daddy's hands. To complete her tit-exposing task, she moved the tangle of silk and elastic away from Becky's chest and swept it and the drooping blouse off her co-interviewee's body.
Daddy resumed his boob bustle. Facilitating Barbie guided manhandled Becky's hands to her attacker's groin and cued her to fiddle with his fly. Becky took up the task with stoic resolve while she felt Barbie's fingers unclipping, unzipping, and lowering her skirt. It fell to her feet and she kicked it aside, now left standing only in her panties.
Meanwhile, Becky's busy fingers had exposed Daddy's cock and she respectfully cupped it in her palm while her other hand's fingertips touched the knob and ran traces along the top and sides of the shaft. It grew long and hard in her grasp.
Barbie took further charge, quickly dropping her own clothes as Becky built Daddy's edge. She gently broke the action and led the caressing pair to the office seating area, plopping her bare ass on the couch and opening her thighs wide. Becky was well familiar with the next step and knelt between her friend's legs. The blonde's hand gripped the brunette's ponytail and pulled her face to her blossoming pink labia. Becky's skilled tongue began the sophic cunnilingus.
The seated interviewee looked at Daddy, puckered her lips, and patted the cushion next to her. Daddy kneed onto the spot next to her and she twisted her head aside to grip his erection and bring it to her lips. She slurped the knob inside and, with the hand which wasn't already engaged in pressing Becky's face to her pussy, gripped the base of his dick with a circled thumb and forefinger. The other digits tapped and jiggled his ball sack. Daddy's sigh and moan of pleasure signaled the effectiveness of her efforts.
Barbie was well engaged with lips and tongue on her man while the growing sensations at her licked pussy rose as a deep moan to her own throat and vibrated on the meaty shaft filling her mouth. She was amazed, again, at her dark-haired friend's gifts for escalating a brisk arousal in a female mate. Their TWA curriculum, though not directed toward lesbos, was well-versed in bisexual fantasy fulfillment, should the male demand it.
The cunt lapper's tongue split the pink-lined crevasse, drawing a long flat swipe up the left side, tip tickled Barbie's little sprout, and under-tongued down the right side. A tip poke in the vaginal orifice preceded a flat tongue swipe back up the right side, another tickle of her stem, and an underside drop down the left. Again and again, she used a steady pace that smeared her lips and cheeks with Barbie's pussy liquor.
Daddy hadn't foreseen this scenario but was delighted with its unfolding. His cock tingled from Barbie's masterful fellatio and, watching Barbie's oodles of vaginal juices slathered across her cunt lapping friend's cheeks, filled his egotistical temperament with extra exhilaration.
It all culminated at once. Daddy felt his balls, still being twiddled by Barbie's fingers, signal his prostate to collapse and shoot its spermatic essence up his urethra and into Barbie's suctioning gullet. Her own fever peaked and she hummed and moaned as the milky discharge coincided with a spark of nervy flux that shot up her spine to detonate in a mind-buzzing orgasm.
The couch-borne pair let the thrills twirl in their bodies, finally sagging together in lassitude. Cunnilingual Becky backed off and sat back, sitting on her folded legs as her sex mates slowly recovered their senses.
Barbie caught her eye and lip-synched a silent 'OMG, thank you' followed by a puckered air kiss. Becky smiled at the compliment and expression of gratitude. Her tongue swept her cunt tainted lips to savor another taste of the blonde's pussy juice glazed on her face.
Daddy was not a young man but his cock had already stiffened again from the fantastic memories of a world-class threesome. Barbie noted his abnormal stamina and stealthily waved to Becky, telling her to lay back on the carpet. She did and the move to place herself in a missionary fuck pose was not lost on the boss man and his unabated arousal. He climbed down from his furniture perch and knelt between the brunette's wide-spread thighs.
He hesitated only a moment before leaning over her unsatisfied body and capturing a smoldering deep smooch, tasting Barbie pussy dew lingering on the brunette's face. It seemed to add to his jittery libido. His cock hardened to a ready-to-go stiffness.
A few hip wiggles by each weren't enough to find the connection. Becky moved her hand between their groins and maneuvered the matchable parts into line. Daddy pressed, Becky rolled and his rod eased its way inside her feminine cavern.
They hugged their bodies tight and Daddy, with Becky's continued assistance, stroked easy cycles. Barbie watched from the couch, lazing in a side-folded leg pose. Daddy would stroke Becky's cunt a dozen or so times and then rest his weight atop her nakedness. She would wiggle and rock, continuing a mild caress on his knob and shaft. That helped him reenergize and he thrust another number of times.
Daddy was doing his best to maintain his stamina, eager to gain his next orgasm and hoping to please Becky in the process. But he needn't worry. The long-drawn-out fuck was a godsend for Becky. During its passage, in what seemed like hours but wasn't, she built her carnal ascent multiple times that tumbled into whole-body raptures and left her panting for breath and begging for more.
After three unaccompanied female zeniths, Daddy finally joined her on her fourth and dribbled out his spunk through a throbbing ejaculatory spasm.
Barbie moved to the culminated fuck mates' side as they gasped for air in each other's embrace and let the post-coital tingles fade away.
Karrie returned, almost on cue, which it was, as she had monitored the action by CCTV. The organizer assisting the satisfied corporate executive and the fatigued, but efficacious, interviewees to dress, preen and say their farewells, for now. The smiling Salt and Pepper pair exited clutching their freshly executed job offer letters.
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*** Decisions ***
It was time for the annual performance reviews, in-depth appraisals to determine which of the probationary half-dozen newbies would be offered permanent employment. The Comfort Secretarial Pool hopefuls hovered over a tabletop collage of the company executives, the ones who had initially screened them a year ago.
It was a turnabout selection process for these updates; the girls made the man of their choice for an encounter that would be graded for their permanent employment records. And they were eager to leave their alpha male evaluator an auspicious impression.
Miko expressed her preference. "I like Mr. Monroe; he has been brash but good-mannered. He dives right in and manhandles my boobs. Even fucked my cunt on occasion."
She giggled. "And I liked it; it felt good. What a gentleman; I'll pick him for my review."
Shannon chimed in. "I need a big cock that fills my cunt. Karrie's Daddy is sure to fit the bill. He's been avoiding me so far but now he's big and he's mine."
Caroline picked at a photo, lifting it to examine the portrait, pausing to gather her thoughts. She cocked a little smirk and her eyes took on a dreamy aura.
"Mr. Townsend's the one for me. I'll have his balls drained by supper time. I could suck his meat all day and all night but he surely won't last that long."
Pamela saw the pile of available males dwindling and jumped in to claim her man.
"Thurgood" was all she said.
Becky and Barbie saw one man remaining and realized if they didn't cooperate, one would lose out. That meant yet another dual date. They nodded to each other, a silent sign of agreement. They hoped Mr. Webster was into threesomes and had the stamina to follow through.
With pairs, and trios, established, they summoned Karrie to reveal their choices and get the balls rolling.
*** Daddy and Shannon ***
Shannon had claimed Daddy's big cock. And there it was, cupped in her palm, as she knelt naked at Daddy's feet. She examined the veins, the prominent knob with its flared corona rim and the closed tip slit. The meaty appendage, only semi-hard, extended beyond her palm; the coronal vee nestled against her wrist. Mesmerized, she tilted her wrist higher, levering the knob closer and placed a loving kiss on the end.
Daddy watched from above, staring down at the redhead's true admiration of his manhood. She wasn't the first, of course. Once an innocent but fortunate female perceived the cock about to work her into a fine frenzy, there was no turning back. The trick was to delay the revelation, build her curiosity and then enjoy her look of astonishment at the reality of discovery.
He rolled her back, hovered above and inserted his erection, shuttling back and forth deeper into her vaginal channel. The final inch compressed her cervix, eliciting her vocal alarm at its depth and breadth. Could she handle it?
"Oh, my God... wait, is it all in? What? Not yet?... Oh, my God... oh, my GOD!"
His ego always got that boost of pride when the fucked female uttered her alarm: was it fear, joy, wonder?
He bumped a few jolts to get another similar response. He felt her body buck in an attempt to back off: was it to get more stimulus or just a reaction to the electric sizzle consuming her pre-orgasmic body?
Her moans of "Yes... yes... no... yes..." captivated his own arousal and he swelled larger inside her.
The explosion of cum spattered her cervix and she careened off on the deep sensation, her body wreathing in ecstasy.
Daddy held her tight through the emotional spiraling down to earth. And smiled broadly at another successful journey of discovery by a cock-curious female. She would be a keeper for another year of Comfort Secretarial duties.
*** Townsend and Caroline ***
Caroline's mouth was full of cock as she cuddled in 69 with her chosen executive. Townsend was not unfamiliar with this situation and his tongue danced on her sweet pinkness while his nose sniffed the musky redolence of her pussy. He was not so focused on his own role that he couldn't feel Caroline's similar efforts on his oral embedded swollen dick.
They were lying in bed, sort of, fortunately a large one, because their maximum efforts to pleasure their mate had them reeling around to gain deeper connections. They suckled side by side, but then a lurch had them rolled one atop the other and another desperate scramble for better genital access had them skewed at a different angle in the tangle of sheets.
Townsend hugged her ass as his tongue probed her vaginal opening. Caroline sucked deep, his knob passing her tonsils where her swallowing actions rippled on his corona. Even with his mouth pressed to her cunt, she heard his irrepressible joyful moans at her special fellatio skill.
Caroline rolled again, drawing him atop her. His weight pressed his groin against her face and she felt the cock ripples of ejaculation before the pulses of sperm shot forth and drained down her penetrated throat. She relaxed in his clutches and let her own libido peak, squirting her orgasmic juices against his cunt plastered face. The thrills shot through her body, another successful finale to her particular sexual prowess. She was confident of her permanent employment.
*** Webster and Client and Becky and Barbie ***
The elevator rose to the penthouse floor. Becky and Barbie were clinging to each of Mr. Webster's arms. Their heels provided the perfect height to really mold their breasts to the biceps wedged in their cleavages. They had just spent a few hours being wined, dined and wooed in the hotel dining room. Their clingy party dresses, low cut and high hemmed, still held a modicum of public decency but had drawn the attention of every man, of every age, to the flashy tits and ass display.
It promised to be a naughty night with the boss. They knew the other executives had boasted about their own playtimes with the sexy duo. The stories about the combination of fluffy blonde bombshell and athletic, though buxom, brunette had made the rounds. And the girls intended to live up to past reputations, whatever it took.
The doors swished open and the trio of half tipsy partiers swayed down the hallway to Mr. Webster's luxury hotel suite. He nearly stumbled over the threshold, the girls holding him up by his cleavage enfolded arms. They barely stood themselves, unsteady in their heels. But a pause for stability and with bearings recovered, they walked with light giggles through the foyer and into the main room.
And stopped in stride at the unexpected sight. The ladies' expressions started first with surprise, then a calm quieting, then a strange sense of disquiet.
A business suited man was seated on the sofa, arms spread wide across the back cushions, a casual pose of patience. His look was purposeful, maybe stern, but probably just stoic. A man who looked like he took what he wanted when he wanted it, damn the consequences. His chiseled facial features were probably a reflection of the hinted chiseled body filling out his tailored clothes.
Mr. Webster regained his composure. He hadn't expected his client's arrival until tomorrow and had intended to enjoy entertaining, and being intimately entertained, in the dual bedroom suite this night before. But now it seemed, there wouldn't be a night before, just tonight. And there wouldn't be time, after their employment evaluation, for him to brief the girls on their accelerated client-oriented commitment. It would unfold in real time, to those real consequences, starting now.
"Hello, Webster. Nice of you to join me. I had to travel a day early, corporate jet schedules and all. What have you brought me to pass the time?"
Mr. Webster stood a little taller between the girls and unwound himself from their arm-candy clutches. Their expressions stayed at disquiet. They thought annual reviews should involve company personnel only, not to be conducted by strangers.
The boss took a free hand of each one at his side. Lifting Barbie's hand in front, he found feeble voiced words of introduction.
"Sir, this is Barbie, one of our newest Comfort Secretaries."
The man nodded. His stare lifted slowly from her heels to her hair. She watched his face as he surveyed her. No sign of like or dislike, just a dispassionate taking in of her sexily dressed body.
"Hello, Barbie. My name is unimportant; please just call me 'Sir'."
Barbie used her free hand to brush the loose hair aside from her face.
"Yes, Sir. Good evening, sir. Pleased to meet you."
His stare held her in a long eye lock, dispassionately establishing his presence. He nodded to himself; she had withstood his stare without a flinch. Good girl.
"Oh, you'll be pleased to do more than just meet me, Barbie."
His gaze moved to her brunette accomplice. Mr. Webster saw him shift focus and lifted Becky's hand forward in a sign of respect for his importance.
"And this is Becky, another recent acquisition."
"Hello, Becky. I look forward to us getting better acquainted."
Becky followed Barbie's show of respect, letting him get a good eyeful before also brushing her hair aside before responding.
"Yes, sir. I hope so, too."
"Of course, you do."
Mr. Webster released their hands and took one step back. His voice had recovered its normal tone.
"Client's choice, sir."
"Of course, Webster. But looks can be deceiving. Let's explore."
The man rose and stepped forward. The women saw that he did indeed fill out the clothes, tailored to drape and magnify the stature of his broad-shouldered physique. He hesitated, a hand cupping his chin, thoughtful like, as he scanned again both party-dressed females. He noted how both had full chests forming deep exposed cleavage, narrow waists, right sized hips and long toned legs supported below the short sparkly dresses on tall sparkly heels.
He stepped before Barbie and held her gaze. He reached out, ran a fingertip down her cheek, over her jaw, along her neck, continuing to between her breasts, sliding sideways to brush a circle over her dress covered left nipple. He watched her eyes throughout, not looking at the finger's path. At the nipple caress, her eyes barely squinted but he understood the suppressed reaction.
'Good; she has sensitive areolas', his favorite female erogenous zone.
He stepped away to stand before Becky. She had observed his finger explore Barbie's form and stood willing for the same. She lifted her chin a little and saw his hand lift toward her. She straightened her back to mount her breasts a little higher, the nipples hard from the anticipated caress, forming evident pokies. His hand darted to one of the inviting nubs and pinched down hard. She yelped from the suddenly pain. Her face expressed a hint of distress but she held her pose.
He liked her reaction also, her pain control, and he lost a bit of his stoic control. It was his first sneer of the evening; he knew, even if the girls didn't, it wouldn't be his last.
"Let's get a good look at what we have in store. Play with each other. Remove your friend's dress."
Becky and Barbie turned face to face; Barbie cocked an eyebrow and Becky tilted a corner of her lips in a capricious smile. Webster and his client moved away to seat themselves in opposing living room divans. The girls leaned in for a deep kiss, their hands resting on each other's hips and sliding further aback. The smooch continued as fingers rose to zippers and pull them lower. With loose open backs, the dresses simply fell away.
The embracing pair melted to the floor and gracefully wiggled around into a sixty-nine mutual cunnilingus. The admiring men took their own initiatives and peeled away their own clothes. The muffled sounds of sucking, lapping and low moans emanated from the two face planted females as the mesmerized men slowly undressed while watching the action.
The client succumbed first to his risen libido. He leaned over the captivated couple, gripped a handful of blonde hair and insistently peeling her face away from her mate's genitals, noting the cunt juice smeared across her face, smudging her makeup.
He took her hand and she looked at him standing above her as he spoke idly to all but no one particularly.
"I'll start with this one."
He pulled her to her feet and led her to his bedroom, closing the door, secluding them inside.
Mr. Webster and Becky watched them go; he wiped a sheen of sweat from his brow.
"I guess that leaves us."
He took Becky's hand and led her to the other bedroom.
Mr. Webster pulled Becky in for a hug and sloppy cunt juiced kiss. He leaned lower and suckled the previously hurt nipple. She cooed from the soothing smooch. He lifted her hips against him; she circled his neck and waist with arms and legs. He waddled them to the bed, laying her in as he remained wrapped between her legs.
They kissed, cuddled, fondled and fucked; Becky cooed and moaned throughout the tender sexual connections. A pause for a little rest and then again.
The door opened in the middle of the night. The other man held a disheveled naked Barbie by her upper arm and shoved her forward. She stumbled on her heels and caught herself on the edge of the mattress, startling the other bedbound pair awake. The naked client reached over and grabbed Becky's arm, hauling her forcefully out of the bed. Standing her up, he stated his intention.
"Your turn."
He towed her for the open door, pulled her through and closed it.
Barbie just stayed where she had tumbled, half on and off the edge of the mattress. She was gently weeping. In the feeble light, Mr. Webster noted her blushed face. He saw sticky white droplets speckling her hair, her lipstick was harshly smeared, and her eyeliner had formed black rivulets from her falling tears. He reached out a helping hand and she crawled in beside him.
"Did he hurt you?"
"No..." she snuffled.
"Then, what's wrong?"
"He made me blow him twice: one deep throat I swallowed, the other he blew on my face. All the while, he squeezed, pinched and slapped my tits."
Mr. Webster's hand touched her breast and she winced away. He couldn't see her bare flesh in the low light but assumed she was very tender from the abuse.
"Are you injured?"
Her voice was thin and carried a slight whine.
"No, not really... It was a bit rough but I'm okay. Actually, it was a turn on. I like to be manhandled before I'm fucked... But that's the problem; he didn't fuck me! I'm so horny..."
"Oh, sweetie, let's take care of that."
He shuffled into a sidesaddle pose and gently held her. He was careful not to press too hard. Her hand wiggled between them and guided his cock to her pussy. A slow hip thrust made an easy entry; she was so wet it slid all the way in without resistance. Her body stiffened in an impulsive orgasm, then she sighed in relief, as his cock filled her cunt. Thereafter, he did his best to make the strokes felt by both of them and she found her peak twice more before he dumped his sperm in her throbbing womb.
Meanwhile, in the other bedroom, Becky was being cock strained in missionary like never before. The guest went deep and wild, luxuriating in the warmth of her willing pussy. He was gentle and tender, exciting her nipples with kisses and tongue laps, far different from the harsh treatment she expected from their earlier first meeting.
He was strong; rolling her from cowgirl mount where he had dined on her tits, a sidesaddle for long luxurious strokes and the rapture filled fuck that she couldn't rein in. She came again and again until he decided he had exploited her cunt enough to gain his own summit of pleasure.
There was more to come for the shared women. The penthouse apartment suite resounded with cries and calls of ecstatic delight as the separated foursome enjoyed their continued night time sexual adventures.
*** Thurgood and Pamela ***
Thurgood stood naked next to bed while Pamela posed nude in doggie profile atop it, watching the thin metal disk in his hand. He twirled the large coin back and forth over each knuckle, like a magician does to misdirect his audience while setting his trick with the unnoticed hand. He flicked it high and her face lifted to watch its arc as it spun and fell on bed. Both leaned in to stare at the result: heads.
Pamela scooted around a quarter turn and raised her face to straighten her throat, tongue scooping Thurgood's cock between her lips. He pressed his hips forward from his standing position to give her full access to its length. She began a slow blowjob, twisting her head to better use her tongue on the full circumference of the skin cylinder.
Thurgood grabbed her hair in a gathered one-handed ponytail clutch. The other pinched her nose while he plunged deep past her tonsils, plugging her breathing. She swallowed around the knob, massaging his corona but eventually struggled as her air ran out. He saw her plight and his macho ego lit up at the sight, sound and sense of dominance.
He relieved her distress by pulling back to her tongue, spewing in her mouth. She opened wide and gasped for air around her wieldy oral intruder, coughing when the ejaculate ran down the wrong pipe.
After crawling into bed and cuddling through a brief interlude, Thurgood was refracted and ready to sample the other side of the coin. He turned her around, pushing into her cunt from behind and stroked out another orgasm.
*** Monroe and Miko ***
Mr. Monroe was comfortably ensconced naked among the propped up pillows in his bed. The huge wall mounted monitor was showing split screens of CCTV feeds from the other executive suites where the various pairs of executives and candidates were playing-out sexy interviews. He would have been masturbating himself but didn't need to. Miko, equally naked, lay beside him, his arm around her shoulder, her big tits pressed to his side with one being squeezed in his hand. Her head was laying on his chest watching both the big screen and her hand that was expertly stroking his slippery erection in a slow easy motion. She was giving a running narrative of the action, suggestive of any other action he boss might be in lined to.
"Oh, look, his cock is deep in her mouth. That looks like fun."
Mr. Monroe grunted out his acknowledgement. Miko took that for a disinclination. She tried another.
"And, wow, look at that one, such long strokes in her tight little cunt."
Another ambivalent grunt; another failed try leading to another suggestion.
"Do you like watching doggie? See the one on the lower right display?"
Nothing. Apparently, that was not his thing.
Miko slowed her rubs and paused where she could rub a trigger finger pad over his coronal nook. His cock flinched at the stimulus. She stayed there and irregularly rubbed again, not letting Mr. Monroe anticipate a pattern. Each time she flicked a rub, his cock jerked. Now she knew want he liked.
Her inner arm was wedged at his rib cage but her middle finger was deep in her own pussy. Manual play didn't have to be all one way. Her thumb strummed her clitoris, lighting up her genital nerves, just as she worked on Monroe's.
She flicked his nook again, wiggling her knuckle-deep digit around her G-spot. He squeezed her boob in response to her artistic handjob. She craned her neck to kiss his cheek and then slid her cheek across his chest, kissing his hairy nipple, getting another grunt of acknowledgement.
Miko was twisted into a multi-ambulatory contortion and proceeded to bring things to their conclusion. Her mouth sucked his nipple, her hand gyrated with increasing speed on his cock, her finger burrowed in her cunt and Mr. Monroe puffed out shortening breaths.
She turned her head to watch the shots of spunk rocket out of his tip slit, one glob hitting her face. She pressed her clitoris and G-spot all at once and let her own explosion of orgasm rock her body.



And thus, the bi-annual recruitment season was concluded and the Comfort Secretarial pool fully re-staffed. It would be another rewarding year for these perpetually gratified corporate executives.
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Daddy guided Kellie through the dark unmarked front doors of the local Strip and Fuck Club. There weren't any signs or markings to label the location but Kellie had already been told she would be attending Amateur Night Tryouts and her adventurous spirit was up for the challenge.
They were not the first amateur entries to arrive. A well-dressed couple stood ahead of them in the unadorned vestibule. The gentleman was using a touchscreen computer embedded in the side wall to enter his feminine companion's stage parameters. Dressed in a bright blue bodycon cocktail dress, her long legs were mounted on matching blue heels and well exposed. The dress was tight about her waist and hips and boosted her ample cleavage. She was otherwise lithe, her long strawberry hair draping half her back. Her blue eyes watched curiously as the man made his choices.
Daddy and Kellie stood a respectful distance but Daddy could see the other man's entries as he tapped the screen: amateur, first-time performer, self-strip, gentle treatment.
The machine gears whirled and a dollar-sized imprinted medallion dropped into the small tray from which the gentleman retrieved before they stepped forward, clearing the computer area for Daddy and Kellie. An air-powered door swooshed open; an imposing broad-shouldered bouncer in a tuxedo stood in attendance. The redhead clasped her escort's hand a little tighter, a tension in her voice.
"Now what, Mr. Smith?"
"You'll be fine, Honey. Just play along and let it happen."
Her boss gave her a roguish wink and pecked her forehead.
"I'll see you inside after you present yourself in all your naked glory to my friends. Then our fun will really begin. I'm sure you'll enjoy it."
Honey thought about the many ways and places Mr. Smith had used her for his private satisfaction: his office, her apartment bedroom, the hotels, even a secluded beach. The sex was good but becoming drab. Her boss man took longer and longer to get hard and even longer to cum. Escalation, she figured. He needed to do her in public to get more aroused.
Wow; this will be really kinky! But she would go along, just as he asked. She wanted to please him and if that is what it takes, well, okay. The salary was better than anything the college cheerleader liberal arts graduate could have dreamed of. Her old friends and former classmates would be so envious if they really knew.
Her boss, his arm around the redhead Honey's waist, handed the bouncer the pink-toned medallion, which he examined to get informed of the young lady's performance parameters. He strung the medallion on a pink satin ribbon and stepped to the girl, where he tied it around her throat. His hand moved to lightly hold her elbow. His voice was deep and steady.
"Thank you, sir. We'll take her from here. Do you need me to arrange an attendant for you during the show?"
"No, thanks anyway, Franklyn. I'll play it by ear. I'll get one later if I need help."
The bouncer nodded and escorted Honey away to the left for her stage preparations. The gentleman turned right and entered the cabaret-style room of the Strip and Fuck Club's main audience auditorium. The door whooshed closed again.
Daddy went through the same entry routine, inputting Kellie's parameters: experienced, bound and assisted strip, rough treatment. A similar medallion, fire engine red this time, was retrieved and handed to the next behind-the-black-door bouncer attendant who read the medallion and used a red satin ribbon to tie it around Kellie's throat.
"Thank you, sir. We'll take her from here. Please find your usual spot; Susie is already there and waiting."
Kellie was escorted left as Daddy walked right into the gentlemen's area where he settled into his favorite seat at a café table, next to his regular topless waitress, Susie. She leaned in to talk cheerfully to her usual patron.
"Good evening, sir. What can I get for you? The special tonight is scotch on the rocks but, of course, we can make whatever you like."
"Sounds good. Go light on the scotch though. I have plans and shouldn't overdo the alcohol."
He flicked her pert nipple for suggestive emphasis. She smirked at his friskiness.
"Of course, sir. I'll be right back."
Daddy watched Susie's thong-split little ass trot across the floor to the refreshments table. He always admired her trim figure sporting those firm little tits. Hey were just the right-sized complement, pressing his chest, while he indulged himself in her snug Oriental cunt.
She returned with the small cocktail and a glass of ice water in keeping with his desire to stay unhindered by the booze for what may be for her another good time with him. She drew her chair closer to him as he draped his arm over her shoulder. His fingertips diddled with her firm brown nipple; he sipped his drink with the other hand. Her hand dropped to his pants-covered groin for a little mutual fondling during the upcoming show.
The house lights dimmed, the stage lights rose and the first act opened the evening's entertainment.
Strawberry redhead Honey timidly walked on stage, still wearing her blue high heels. The dress was gone; instead, she wore a sheer bedroom dressing gown, ankle length, the shade reflecting the tone of her neck-borne pink medallion. The loose fabric was pointless; in the bright lights, it hid nothing. It coyly revealed her naked body beneath: the firm full tits and shadowed genital dell.
She seemed unsure of what to do, never having strip teased before, let alone a first time in front of a roomful of unknown men. She knew they were out there, even if the bright stage lights hid them in the dark space beyond.
She tried a few dance steps, then an experimental spin on the toes of her heels. Professional guidance arrived in the form of laughing catcalls.
'Take it off, sweetie. C'mon, shake 'em a little. Wiggle your ass for us.' Other similar suggestions filled the air.
The unseen bawdy appeals emboldened her mischief and she risked a sexy tease to her newly ascribed gentleman fans. She arched her back, rolling her chest upward and shimmied her shoulders to oscillate her boobs under the gossamer cover. That got some mild cheering for effort. She liked the attention and fell further into her role.
With a half turn to face away from her enthusiastic audience and a fleeting grin over her shoulder through gaps in the red hair facial curtain, she lifted her hands to pluck at the gown's front closers, little Velcro tabs between her well-built tits, presently unviewable with her back to the audience. The men would have to be temporarily appeased by the vista of her pink-shrouded trim ass. She twerked that and got more cheers of support.
The gown slid off her shoulders and dropped down her arms as it pooled on the floor. She popped another backward sly peek and waited saucily while the murmur of entreaties rose again.
'C'mon, darling. Turn around; let's see the goods. Show 'em, sweetie.'
When she thought the level of pleas was sufficient to her taste, she complied, arched her spine, and did a slow quarter turn that displayed her youthful tits mounted in high profile above a trim waist. She shimmied them for effect. Then, another slow quarter turn brought her to a full frontal pose. Her hands were finger clasped together behind her arched back to avoid any hiding of her teardrop tits or smooth shaved cunt. She shuffled her heels a half step wider to fully expose her plush pussy.
The loudspeakers gave a crescendo 'tah dah', the main room lights lifted a little and her smile and blue eyes beheld the less hidden applauding audience. She didn't notice a tote board above and behind her that was clicking through ascending numbers until it stopped and flashed a high value. She expected to see Mr. Smith approach the stage for his kinky fuck. She liked her job and would do whatever to please the boss.
The scrape of a chair in the middle of the half-dark room preceded footsteps approaching the stage. Honey's passions had grown in excitement after her successful strip tease that garnered lots of masculine acclaim. She sensed the warmth in her dewy cunt. She wanted Mr. Smith to come on stage and fuck her to satisfaction.
But the glow of the stage lights revealed not her boss but another man making his way out of the shadows and toward the stage. His pants were already open and he held his tumescent cock to stop its waggling as he scurried toward her.
She stepped back in apprehension but bumped against Franklyn, the bouncer. Where had he come from? He took both of her upper arms in a tight grip to avoid her fleeing. A long hassock had also appeared from somewhere, and as the strange half-naked man drew closer, she found herself laid back on the cushioned low platform. The man popped into sight between her legs which he gripped and yanked wider.
The bouncer still held her arms, preventing her escape. She turned her head and looked toward where her boss was seated, seeking rescue. The house lights were just bright enough for her to see him. But he was otherwise engaged. The wavy black-haired head of a kneeling topless waitress was bobbing up and down, guided by his hand resting on her scalp. He was leaning back, looking aloft but with eyes closed.
She recognized the pose, having herself sucked his cock while he sat in his big office chair and fantasized during her focused fellatio. Her tongue echoed a remembrance of his sperm's aftertaste and that gave her a swift shot of jealousy against her cock sucking rival.
But she was quickly distracted from the sight of her philandering boss. Her attention was diverted to her situation when her auction winner drove his thick erection home in her pussy. Her 'oomph' of surprise from the rapid vaginal stretching brought a wry smile to the watching bouncer's face.
The copulating male cycled slowly at first, sliding his fat cock fully along her fleshy tunnel. His face was a half-smile half-grimace as he fucked her.
She became resigned to her situation and eased her angst with a decision to 'just play along and let it happen' as her boss had advised. So, let's get it over with.
Her onstage penis provider steadily built a quicker pace. Honey closed her eyes and relaxed, discovering that her pussy was reacting well to the stranger's coital stimulation. A buzz developed around her labia and grew in intensity but it was also spreading out across her groin and belly and drifting into her whole body. She heard her unsolicited fuck mate's moans and groans of pleasure and realized some of those sounds were actually her own.
The feelings and noises ascended higher and ultimately peaked as Honey cried out in ecstasy just after she perceived the first torrent of warm cum shoot into her womb. The howling man's body jittered above her own vibrating body and, as the mutual sounds diminished, he let his weight drop fully onto her naked sweating body. Her ears were filled with calming gasps of respiration as the man's body recovered from his tremendous orgasm. He rested there as his cock wilted and fell wetly out of her well-drilled cunt.
Honey lay captive beneath his bulk until she felt him heave a final cleansing breath and rise off of her. He stood and looked down at her limp, weary nakedness, then simply walked away; no 'thank you, ma'am' or any sign acknowledging her role or exertions. The bouncer took her elbow again and helped her to sit up and shakily stand.
Her show was over and Franklyn escorted her off stage, supporting her weak-kneed toddle. They passed the next young amateur lady waiting her turn to walk on stage, securely escorted by her ushering bouncer. The look of stoic courage on her face belied the fear she felt from witnessing Honey's pseudo-rape.
Those were the first of several routines that occurred with increasingly sexy strip teases that led up to harder and more robust foreplay-fueled fucks.
Meanwhile, backstage, Kellie was being prepared for her stage extravaganza: assisted to undress, sponge bathed, then her pretty body trussed into a leather body harness. The black straps wrapped her torso and hips, framing her tits and pussy, leaving the erogenous zones exposed and accessible. She was luridly embellished with red high heels, an updo hair bun, wrist cuffs, dark makeup, and cherry red lips whose glossing matched the color of her blood-red choker disk.
Escorted by the bouncer to stage left, she cooperated as he took her forearms and pulled them behind, securing the wrist cuffs. She stood tall, and took a last look around before accepting the placement of the black satin blindfold, gently fastened over her eyes. She was truly vulnerable to whatever someone else decided was coming next.
She heard footsteps and different hands, delicate hands, gripping her biceps, guiding her forward onstage. Her new escorts' high-heeled taps and the flowery scent hinted at female attendants. She complied with their gentle guidance, stepping gently between them to center stage, letting them pose her face forward to a low rumble of appreciation from the unseen audience.
Hands smoothed slowly over her ass and lower to her inner thighs. She stepped a broader stance at their outward press. The fingers moved higher and touched her labia, spreading the concealing skin humps aside to uncover her pink inner lips. She felt warm breath on the sensitive genital tissues before a raspy tongue swept up her middle furrow and a feminine moan of joy arose from down there.
The first attendant held her wrists in one hand and drew her to lean back against her pair of soft bare breasts. The other hand came around and cupped and kneaded Kellie's left boob. Pinned in place by one girl, her cunt was lapped by the other.
Kellie wondered if this was some kind of foreplay before Daddy came on stage to take his paternal privileges with her body. But there was no sign of respite as the cunnilingus continued. The cunt lapping face at her pussy was very talented; she used tongue surface and tongue tip equally well and seemed almost clairvoyant about the exact moment to switch to sucking on Kellie's little stem to heighten the stimulations before returning to labia licking.
Still restrained by the wrist cuffs, her fingers flickered behind her back and found oily moisture. Her manual quest uncovered the warm softness of the capturing attendant's pussy and Kellie dug her fingertips deeper into the wet membranes, bringing forth her captor's vocal moans and unconscious tighter grips on Kellie's tit. The boob fondle, the cunt lapping and her innate sexually adventurous spirit fused together to peak her libido.
Kellie's lesbos generated passions charged over the top and she shuddered through a body-shaking orgasm, still firmly trapped between fondling hands and slurping lips. Her own fingers generated the rearward attendant's simultaneous pleasure. They writhed together in ecstasy until the pair eventually released her to stand on her own but only to be guided to kneel.
Two of the three stage-borne naked women were somewhat gratified but the other remained aroused and ready. Kellie felt the downward shoulder press and obediently squatted on her heels. The aroma of feminine arousal filled her nose as the unsatiated pussy touched her lips and a hand on her head pressed her face into the cunt owner's groin.
Kellie was not unconditioned to this type of sex. TWA encouraged its female students to acclimate to the act but didn't overtly coach its techniques. If it happened naturally, that was okay and Kellie had explored it a few times but was by no means an adherent of the practice. Still, she knew what was needed.
She tried to follow the same routine that the girl whose pussy was pressed to her face had performed on her. Her tongue and lips flickered, lapped, and suckled. It was apparently effective as the girl in her face spewed wetness and cried out her peak of pleasure.
Moments passed; the audience was applauding as Kellie was helped to stand, her face sheening in the spotlight from the smeared vaginal juice. She stood between the two girls and felt them removing her blindfold. As her vision cleared, she looked aside at her cunnilingual companions. They were petite of body but sported modest bare boobs, hair pulled back scalp close into single ponytails and eyes deeply colored with dark mascara. The audience applause melted away and Kellie turned to proceed off stage but the girls grabbed her arms and led her to some stage props. In her satisfied swoon, she had almost forgotten that she was there to fuck her Daddy and she went along with her attendants' guidance. After all, Daddy was the whole point of this venture.
A rough-hewn wooden box frame had attached hanging straps at the corners. Each helping maid took an unfastened wrist and clipped the cuff to the upper corners. When they pulled to shorten the straps, Kellie had to step her heels up onto the bottom beam. The girls each took an ankle and strapped them to the bottom corners. Kellie was restrained spread eagle, trussed in a leather body harness and noticeably concerned by the continuation of her already wearying extravaganza.
Apparently, the body harness was no longer needed. The attendants unclipped, unwound, and removed the Gothic contraption, tossing it aside. The girls took turns stepping up on the beam and kissing the bound performer a long last goodbye, hands on her boobs for steadiness. Then they left the stage.
Kellie was full of conflicting emotions: angst, wonder, arousal, capitulation. She saw a movement to her right and one of the bouncers, now with only a loincloth instead of a full-dress tuxedo approached her. He carried a tangle of implements which he placed on a side table.
He walked once around her, checking her wrist and ankle restraints, smoothing a hand over her ass and across her hips, touching her recently sucked tender pussy, and rapped solidly on each tit from underneath to watch the fluid fun bags bounce and settle.
Kellie knew what was in store and the man didn't let her have time to adjust her mental fortitude. He took up a dog switch and smacked her pussy from below and her boobs from the side. A hard smack on her bare ass brought out a cry of protest, just what he wanted.
The bouncer backed off and another man, completely unknown to her but fully naked, came into view. He was short, hairy, and beer-bellied. He grinned evilly and, taking up a short multi-stranded whip, swished it through the air in front of her, letting her see the strands before slapping it loudly against the floor.
He walked around her, trailing the loose leather strips, lifting to slide them across her hips and thighs. He paused at her side, then pulled back his arm for a strike. It caught across her groin, one band curling against her pussy. The hit hurt and she yelped.
He giggled at her plight. Then let loose with a cannonade of belts. He laid into her body, pacing around all sides, catching her belly and back, hitting her cunt or nipples. Kellie was beyond resistance, mentally or physically, and she drooped from her wrists. On the contrary, she saw that the little man sported a firm, though less than large, erection.
He tossed the punishment implement aside and stood at her red-streaked front, cupping her sore tits, pushing her up and back as he stepped up on the lower beam. He was too short for penetration and the bouncer aided him with a wood block for him to stand on. Now his knob tip poked at her pussy and she held her lower body steady for the inevitable feat to follow. And it did.
Her pussy was soaked, the result of cunnilingus and the amateur whipping. His modest erection slid up inside her and she barely felt the entry. The excited male stroked fast and deep, quickly shooting his load of spunk, his mouth fastened to her nipple as he cried into her soft sweaty mammary. She hardly felt his cock's withdrawal but felt the ooze on her inner thighs.



The stage lights went down, the curtains closed and the short man trotted off. The bouncer released her ankles first and then her wrists. She collapsed forward but was caught by strong masculine arms and gently cradled as she was carried off stage.
"Kellie, my dear, what a wonderful sport you are to endure all this just to please me."
She heard the words fall from her beloved Daddy's lips and sought them out for a kiss of comfort. She relaxed in his arms as he carried her to the limousine parked out back and laid her on the back leather bench. He crawled in beside her, cradled her head in his lap, and caressed her loosened hair. She felt his semi-solid cock bump her lips and she gently pulled its tip past her lips. She rested in easy suckling, recovering her senses and energy somewhat during their long ride back to the penthouse apartment. Daddy took her to her home, bathed her, and tucked her into bed. He joined her there for a night of gentle tender Daddy-Daughter coitus, her reward for pleasing her Daddy by being such a good girl at the Strip and Fuck Club.
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Connor McCabe sat in the posh parlor of Lady Heather's mansion in the garden district of New Orleans. This wasn't his usual routine when he traveled to the Big Easy, sometimes on business and sometimes for pleasure but his chums back in Memphis had encouraged him to give this establishment a try.
The 50-ish businessman's wife had died a few years ago and although he had gotten over the worst of the grief, it never really went away. He was sociable but not so much into seeking female companionship. His friends had covertly arranged chance meetings at get-togethers but no dice. His children were concerned but also respected his privacy, and were cautious not to upset the dynamic of their eventual inheritance with a second marriage dilution.
He looked around again at the decor. The room was draped with velvet curtains, soft textured wallpaper, and comfortable old stuffed sofas and divans. The color tones were a mixture of deep reds: from dark maroons to fire engine red accents. It reminded him of the classic worldwide image of a bordello.
And it should; because it had been: rescued from bankruptcy and repurposed as a Renaissance House.
A set of velvet drapes parted and a vision of strong femininity slipped through, the hangings closing behind her.
"Connor?"
He stared at the source of the question. She was tall, her hourglass form filled out a long black gown, sleeves covering her arms, the hem skimming the toes of her heels. Her hair was gathered in a matronly bun, the dark hair blazed with streaks of gray. Her face was a vision of high cheekbones, blood-red lipstick, and dark eye shadow setting off crystal blue eyes. The gown had a scooped neckline that boosted creamy cleavage.
He found enough presence in this bold lady's gaze to croak out a reply.
"Yes?"
She paused a moment to establish her presence and take control before breaking into a full-face smile. She stepped forward, extending her delicate hand with its lipstick-matching nail gloss.
"So pleased to meet you."
His hand almost tingled at the woman's touch. It was a lady's handshake, her fingers circling his, not the firm manly clutch with thumb nooks jammed tight when men wanted to show who was boss. She didn't need to show it because she obviously was.
"Yes, same here, ma'am. "
"May I?"
She gestured but didn't wait for an invitation. It was her house; the question was a courtesy, not a request. She sat next to him; half a distance closer than a new acquaintance but not as close as an intimate one. She took his hand in both of hers and rested the three in her lap. She turned her body towards him and looked him in the face with stoic interest. He felt a bit bewildered, doubting his desire to continue, maybe politely escaping. But he was in her control now and stayed put.
"We're pleased you are here. Your friends have arranged all expenses and you should have no hesitation in taking full advantage of our special hospitality this weekend. Any questions so far?"
Conner shook his head 'No'. Lady Heather gently squeezed his hand in understanding.
"Good. So, tell me about yourself. Why is Connor McCabe here and especially what does Connor seek in female companionship?"
She leaned slightly in, closing the distance between her breasts and his vision.
He started slow, not sure what he wanted, if anything. He relayed the years of a happy marriage that had been blessed with children. He described the agonizing final years as his wife's health declined and then she died. Then his loneliness and despair.
Lady Heather listened quietly, taking it all in. Connor wound down and talked about his subsequent few years of existence without his wife. He ended his tale sadly, face lowered, mumbling to the un-captive other hand in his own lap. Lady Heather spoke softly, comfortingly.
"I am so sorry for your misfortune. Without downplaying your sadness, let me tell you this is not the first such story I have heard. We know a way to ease the grief, lighten the dark clouds of perpetual melancholy, but you must trust us. Will you trust us, will you trust me, to show you a path forward?"
Connor nodded. Lady Heather was not satisfied with meek gestures. Spiritual rekindling requires honest commitment.
"I need to hear you say it. It's the first step to recovery. Look at me and say it: Yes, I trust you."
Connor looked up into the steady eyes of Lady Heather.
"Yes, I trust you."
She smiled her assurance and patted his hands again, releasing them as she stood. She looked at the curtains where she had entered and spoke firmly.
"Evelyn."
A rustle preceded a woman entering through the curtains. She was less than middle-aged but not by much. Her styled blonde hair framed her gentle smiling face. She was buxom but otherwise slender. The sleeveless party dress stopped mid-thigh. She would have been any man's fantasy of a side hustle: an obedient secretary or a frisky stewardess.
Connor rose to his feet in chivalrous respect.
"Evelyn, this is Connor, our special guest this weekend. He's a widower and needs some comforting companionship.
"Connor, this is Evelyn. She will take charge for now. We find the first female connection requires experience and patience; an unhurried encounter to get the right mood started. But be assured, you will have plenty of opportunities thereafter to select from a wide range of available therapists."
Evelyn stepped to Connor, took his arm in a boob hug, and pecked his cheek with an elongated smooch.
"I'm pleased to meet you, sir" she whispered in his ear, her breath tickling the hairs in his ear canal. The tickle reflected as a tingle in his groin.
Evelyn took her charge to the in-house dining room where she focused her attention on her guest, getting his story before sharing her own explanation: 'Housewife working the side hustle' when hubby was out of town. Connor's notion of a frisky stewardess was a good first impression.
Evelyn had been a first-class flight attendant, enduring the ass pats and pinches of brazen Fortune 500 executives, then enjoying the revenge of leading them into layover lays, one-night stands that surprised her quarry with her indomitable sexual hunger. But never with the other aircrew and never a repeat with a frequent flyer on her routes. There was finally one passenger who was equally talented in bed, and whom she snagged as her current husband.
But he continued to travel and, or so she was told by her former air hostess colleagues, regularly drilled prime stewardess pussy, often their own.
Dinner was over and nighttime was nigh. Evelyn led Connor to a prearranged suite. The bedroom with its ensuite bath was one that would put up a challenge to any luxury resort. Connor may have suspected this turn of events but was still unsure of his willingness to 'take the plunge'.
She asked his help in unzipping her dress and slid it down her hourglass body. She wore no underwear. It was Connor's first view of Lady Heather's assigned sexual therapist and he was awed by her beauty. His unease eased.
She attended to his undressing. She apparently had more than flight service skills and was efficient in her tasks. She spoke as she worked, commenting on his look of vim and vigor, noting his healthy physique.
She had him ready and walked the still hesitant widower into bed. She moved through a progression of manual foreplay, asking his preferences which he was too bashful to mention. Evelyn soothed him with a handjob buildup before getting him into missionary for mounting and sidesaddle for his first ejaculation.
She used all of her premier sexual talents, but was gentle and slow, letting Connor's cock feel anew the warmth and texture of a female's core membranes. He was less inhibited the second time as he re-experienced the thrill of a woman's touch, smells, and sounds during sex. She praised his cockmanship throughout, assuring him with words and signs that he still had a lot to offer the ladies. And he confirmed her opinion with three doses of spermatic offerings through the night.
In the morning she rose and readied herself to leave him to his next encounter. He begged her to stay with him all weekend. She explained that she couldn't. His grief recovery required multiple partners. He couldn't grow out of his fundamental melancholy if he clung to the first willing woman that he had sex with. He needed a variety of females to ready him for whatever prospects arose later, here and back home.
Besides, she was booked all day to help another gentleman who would not be so gentle when he played out a bondage, beating, and raping fantasy on her body. She thought of it as a public service; releasing his aggression in this controlled setting rather than setting him loose on an innocent and unsuspecting society.
She kissed her man goodbye and good luck as she left him to move deeper into his reprogramming.
The phone rang and Lady Heather's smooth voice inquired about his night and his condition. He had enjoyed the sex, omitting his plea for Evelyn to stay and instead admitted to being a bit tense and sore. He hadn't had this much physical bedroom activity in quite a while. She said that was to be expected and directed him to the in-house spa for some massage and rejuvenation.
Connor's street clothes had somehow disappeared and in their stead, he found shorts, tee, and sandals. He donned those for his walk to the next stage of his recovery.
Connor found his way there and entered the clean white spa. The reception area displayed bottled lotions and creams and wall posters of smiling models advertising cosmetic treatments as would any curative clinic elsewhere.
Reena, as her name tag disclosed, could have been one of those models. She entered from a rear portal. Connor was immediately struck by her dark complexion and long straight black hair gathered in a bun. Her bare feet pattered across the tiles. Her angelic face wore the promoted cosmetic products to perfection.
She was dressed in a stretchy white top and pants that were so thin that broad nipple shadows shone through the material spanning her full chest. The pants hugged her pussy folds. She seemed at ease with the coy display; after all this was a massage parlor with all of its intimate body handling. Her cheery smile welcomed him to her elite workshop.
"Hello; would you be Mr. McCabe? Yes? Good. Lady Heather phoned ahead. I have a table waiting. Please come along."
The young lady turned and walked through the opening into the next room, a nice ass roll as her bare feet moved her away. He followed her without question, curious and willing to respond to any of her requests.
She helped him undress: the shorts, tee, and sandals. She was unabashed about him being commando. It was a routine occurrence. She knew underwear was not a part of his facility's provided housewear, a common adjustment for the special guests. Easier to get right to what mattered.
He mounted the long, padded table, face down. She lubed her hands and started at his feet, strong talented fingers, working the muscles, bending the joints, a sequence of long slow techniques that moved upwards over legs, ass and back to end at his scalp and temples. He had to adjust himself halfway through the procedure; his thickening cock needed room and realignment. Reena paused to give him time for that. It was a good sign that she was being effective.
It was both a relaxing and stimulating massage. She helped him roll over. A finger tapped his thickening erection as she addressed it like a separate patron.
"I'll get back to you soon, big boy. Nothing gets forgotten."
Connor certainly hoped so; his libido was climbing despite his best efforts to stay calm.
Reena worked downward: more temple presses, neck and chest, belly and legs, and more foot and toe action. His newly limbered body glistened with massage oils.
Connor was soft and pliable everywhere but that one important spot and Reena was true to her promise. She addressed the object of her next focus.
"Hello, beautiful. I didn't forget you. What a lovely example of manhood you are."
Her lubed hands rubbed his cock from knob to scrotum, slow two-handed strokes. His eyes closed as his breathing deepened, but she was a master of control, edging him higher and then backing off until he ebbed his ardor. Then raising him higher the next time before backing him down again.
She stopped completely and he opened his eyes to the lovely visage of her bare tits, dangling from her chest as she bent down to skim the white tights off her legs. Now as naked as her client, she stood by his side, one hand bringing his fingers to her boob while the other lay over his cock.
She guided him to cup and knead one full breast. He was a natural: like riding a bicycle, you never forget. A playful bounce, a thumb circling the areola, a torso twist, and an elbow prop on the table to bring his other hand into the game on the other offered boob.
She let him play at his whim, careful to only hold his cock, not stroke it and cause his ejaculation. She had other plans for that.
She stepped on a stool, swung a leg over, and sat astride his hips. Her slick labia now tented his shaft, the knob poking forward.
"Ready, sir?"
He stared at her smile; both of his hands filled with boob, and he gave one eager nod.
The sexual masseuse raised her hips, levered his erection up, and slid her cunt down his manly slick muscle to nestle him deep inside her warm wet core. The smooth penetration was accompanied by two vocal moans of mutual pleasure. Reena braced her hands on his chest; his hands still cupped and squeezed her boobs. Her hips rose and fell slowly, both partners feeling the frictional sensations on electrified tissues.
Reena saw his eyes glaze over and she knew the end was nigh. She tilted her hips to press his coronal vee against her moist inner channel, grinding her man's nerves to his ultimate limit as she added pussy muscle contractions during the out strokes. That did it; he was beyond self-control. Connor's head leaned back, his mouth opened wide, his prostate collapsed and his animal roar filled the room as his pulses of sperm filled her womb.
It was a thorough release of tensions: body, soul, and spirit. Reena had proudly completed her sexual masseuse role with another gratified client. She leaned over, trapping hands and breasts between their chests while she smooched his face: lips, nose, eyelids, and cheeks. She stayed with him while he calmed and cooled, wilted and fell out. She carefully dismounted, sponged down the excess oil and covered him with a thin towel to give him more of the measured cooling.
After a short but necessary nap on the massage table, she helped him to stand and dress. Reena had already re-garbed in the stretchy white body tights while he recovered. Her massage oil-wet nipples were even more prominent. Pokies added to the attraction.
Lady Heather was waiting in the spa reception when a reclothed and refreshed Connor emerged. Enquiring and assured that her client was fit to continue, she ordered another young lady, Sofia, to guide Connor to lunch and then a small theatre for some afternoon entertainment.
After lunch, Sophia left him alone in a small room with a comfortable seat. A panel opened and a very large TV screen was revealed, embedded in the wall. It flickered and the opening credits scrolled for a porn video.
A man sat at a table at the front of a classroom. A knock preceded his invite and a schoolgirl shyly entered. She wore a costume mockery of a school uniform: short skirt, deep strained-blouse cleavage, bobby socks with stilettos.
"You wanted to see me, sir?"
He was stoic, tapping his pen on the tabletop. She stood silent as he stared. She shifted nervously under his gaze.
"Milly, have you heard of the Crack Addict, the local strip joint?"
She paused, then nodded with a slight look of worry.
"Well, you should. I saw you there last weekend. Shook your booty, shook your tits, sucked off a lucky patron."
She bowed her head in shame. Busted, she thought.
"Yes, sir."
"Well, let's see it."
"See what, sir?"
"Same routine: strip tease dance and then suck my cock."
Milly looked like a deer in the headlights. She had thought her secret side hustle was safe, but not anymore. Money was always tight and she needed to keep that secret job and keep it anonymous.
She stood still, wondering how to get out of this. She saw his smugness turn to a scowl and jumped at his angry retort.
"Damn it, girl. Show me some tits!"
Slowly, shaken by this unexpected turn of events, her hands rose to her blouse buttons. The first one proved difficult, it's strained tension across her bulky chest orbs resisted unplucking. But her struggle conquered it and the blouse lapels snapped wider, revealing some more of her nice cleavage.
The next buttons opened easier and more and more of her inner swells came into view, compressed by the boob-boosting bra cups. She untied the belly button hem ties and the blouse hung loose from her shoulders.
"That's not much of a dance" he sneered.
Milly took the unsubtle clue. She wiggled her hips in a slow dance rhythm as her hands flipped the open blouse over her shoulders. She arched backward, elevating her breast-packed bra as the cotton top slid down her arms to the floor.
She righted to a stand and continued the hip gyrations as she turned away. Her hands rose to her chest, unseen with her back to the man, but in profile to the video.
The center catch snapped apart, the loosened cups still covering her mammary mounds.
She drew the shoulder straps back, exposing the boob side view to the camera, still unseen by her man. But not for long. A pirouette brought her to the other side view and full frontal to her professor. The quick spin swayed her boobs that settled heavy and round on her chest.
She covered her nipples with her palms. He frowned and shook his head in rebuke. She lowered them to the plaid skirt side catch but he frowned again.
"Your cunt's safe for now; I want to cum in your mouth. Crawl over here...now."
Milly bent her legs and dropped to hands and knees.
The camera angle changed, the view now from over the man's shoulder. She looked up at his face. Her boobs hung in full but nubile firmness and swayed as she crawled towards her teacher. He smiled, anticipating the promise of toying with her youthful fun bags. He spread his legs and she halted with her chin at his crotch.
"Take it out."
She leaned up slightly, balancing on her knees, a move that elevated her nipples to his better view. They were broad and brown, though right-sized for the supporting mounds. The nubs were puckered by her worry.
She looked at his face as her hands unzipped his fly, then unfastened the pants belt and button. Peeling the pants fly panels aside, she stretched his curved cock to its straightened length. Holding his gaze with hers, her hands held the soft girth as her lips descended to kiss the knob slit.
That got his first real reaction to her sensual efforts: a low moan of 'yessss...'
Milly knew she could convince her tormentor to go easy on her if she could hold him in thrall with a satisfying blowjob, like the ones she had performed on stage with gusto many times before.
Her tongue tip protruded through her puckered lips and flicked at the under-coronal cleft. That evoked another hiss of affirmation from the man who was about to fill her mouth with genital meat.
He was hard enough now to be useful as a tonsil probe. She took a breath and plunged down on the thick male appendage, stopping just short of deep throat overture. A few short sweeps back and forth over her tongue gave the hypersensitive nook another series of stimulating rubs.
The man was jumping in her grip, his ass bouncing on the seat trying to get deeper in her oral cavity. Milly took a deep breath and, pausing for effect, drove his knob into her throat. Now it was her turn to moan, a deep rumble that vibrated his nerves and almost set him off right then. But with her experience, she still had control of the situation.



With his balls against her chin and her nose in his navel, she grasped his hands and moved them to her tits. She needn't do more; he naturally clutched and squeezed the aptly named fun bags. His sense of dominance had peaked. So, as she swallowed his dick, he swelled thicker, lifted his ass off the chair and spewed in her mouth.
She backed off so that his knob rested halfway on her tongue and massaged his hypersensitive nerves while taking and swallowing his milky discharge.
Connor had watched the video through its progression. His own cock was tumescent and he opened his fly for self-relief. The video faded to black. At that moment, Milly, the college coed, entered the room in real-time. She saw Connor about to take his business in hand and called out her jovial opposition.
"Hey, there, big boy. Not so fast. I guess you enjoyed my video. No need to be selfish with the goods. Let me help take care of that."
She stood before him as he held his cock in one hand, staring at his fantasy intruder. Her blouse, if anything, was even more strained across her breasts. She ignored unbuttoning, gripped the button bands, and tore them open. Her marvelous tits popped into view, bare of any other covering, the bra left off for expediency.
Connor stared at the video apparition come true. Milly wiggled a shimmy to add to his delight and she was no slouch about getting right down to business.
She squatted at his groin and pressed the fleshy mounds around his handheld manhood. He drew his hand away as she surrounded his erection with warm cleavage.
"Do you like this?" she cooed.
"Yes, young lady, very nice" he croaked.
Milly smiled and wiggled her fun bags along his shaft to stimulate his penile nerves. She dipped her head to smooch the cock head poking out of the erotic tunnel. Another waggling stroke brought more out and her lips captured the head. She relaxed her press and initiated the oral in and out strokes while her boobs dangled free. A deep plunge brought his knob to the edge of her gullet.
All the while she watched his face and reveled in the progression of expressions as his ardor rose in her manipulations. He had been massively stimulated by the video, even more so now with her appearance and her eagerness to please him.
He was ready and a low rumble emerged from his throat. His eyes closed as his head rolled back and back arched up. She pulled back and aimed at her face as the first rope spurted out.
"Yes... yes... yes... on my face... on my face!"
She sprayed the following ropes of sperm everywhere as her hands furiously stroked his erection. He went through the sequence of ejaculations until able to relax back and behold his, or rather her, unique cosmetic artistry. She had a spider web of sperm lines scattered across her smiling face.
Connor was amazed at how the percolation buildup of video and reality had produced his copious discharge. He was shrinking in her grasp but she wasn't finished, carefully taking his softened cock past her lips and sucking hard, seeking to extract any latent dregs lingering in his urethra.
With her face painted and his genitals cleansed inside and out, she leaned back and used her fingers to gather and consume his manly gift.
"I think you liked that. Was my performances, video and real, to your satisfaction? If not, I can stay and do something else if you like."
Connor's voice was low, a weariness in its tone.
"You were magnificent, my dear. I can't think of anything else for now. I'm spent, physically and emotionally, thanks to you."
"Okay, sir. Bye for now. Maybe you'll be back someday and get my full services, both throat and cunt. I'd be good to you."
"Maybe" the weary patron allowed.
Milly grabbed her torn blouse and bounced out of the room. Connor sat nearly exhausted when the door opened again and Lady Heather glided in.
"Connor, how do you feel? Tired, I'm sure. How about some rest in your room and then a special performance by a young lady who has seen you here and requested a private audience? You up for a special encounter?"
Connor could only nod and agree. Lady Heather escorted him to his room and said someone would come for him in a few hours. He laid down and dozed off.
Connor's mind came awake at a gentle shaking of his elbow. Sophia had returned to guide him on the next leg of his journey. She clothed him in a sarong waist wrap. The loose fabric left his cock and balls covered but still free. His walk let him feel the air move down below and comfort his well-used manhood. His torso and feet were bare, the minimal outfit designed for ease of access.
She took him to a moderate-sized room with an open floor space in half of it and a large collection of different-sized upholstered pillows occupying the other. Sophia placed him on the pillow pile and whispered in his ear "Enjoy..."
His nose sensed a fragrance, like a smoky floweriness. The airborne micro-chemicals seemed to lull his curious mind into an accepting mood, a Zen-like mindfulness, alert to his body's presence in the now.
A tinkle of small bells caught his attention. A feminine form emerged from a small curtained alcove. She was clad in a cascade of thin pastel-colored silks, from her gathered hair coif down to her bare feet. They concealed her form, much as Middle Eastern women did. Only wide sinuous arm movements accompanied her slow dance steps, timed to the faint background flute and percussion music.
She sashayed slowly into the open floor space, her graceful moves alluding to her flexibility with belly dance figure 8s pops and deep backward body bends beneath the silky drapes.
As she faced her one-man audience with her hips swinging smoothly side to side, her hands rose to her hair bun and unclipped the head silks. They fluttered down to her waist, revealing the top half of her body.
Connor first noticed her face with the high cheekbones but the shape of her eyes was hidden behind a translucent headband. Her breasts were boosted by a jeweled top, holding her chest meat in tight high mount. She saw his eyes focus there and, with a smile and a shoulder shimmy, gave him a saucy hint of what he might soon discover about her fluid fun bags.
She spied his hand sneak beneath his sarong for a little penile adjustment. Her performance so far seemed well received and she continued her planned routine.
When she waggled her hips in a slow pirouette, the silk skirts fluttered outward, exposing her legs beneath the long silk skirt panels, but still veiling her groin and ass. The side slits flashed a generous view of toned bare legs, typical of a female that practiced extended dance exercises.
His attention returned to her chest where shimmies timed with the music swayed her costume packing boobs side to side. Her arms bent behind her back; the motions of her elbows told that her hands were fiddling with the bespangled bra strap. The cups loosened and the hands swung about to her chest. She cupped her bra as she leaned forward. A look at him, a smile, and a lowering of hands exposed her breasts in dangling down view. Another wiggle reminded Connor of her earlier hint for his intimate discovery.
The music picked up a faster beat and her movements matched the increased tempo.
Rising again, she kept moving into a deep back bend, her torso nearly horizontal. Her arms hung down nearly to the floor and her wrist bangles rang tinny tolls to accompany the background music. She held the pose, her breasts now forming fat torso disks. Another shimmy at a quicker pace showed their fluid pliancy.
Smoothly resuming her stand, she lifted her hands skyward or, for this indoor performance, towards the ceiling. Her dance moves now rolled her bare tummy muscles; the six-pack she had developed through her fitness regimen. The movements bobbed her chest and her breasts rose and fell in time with her abdominal undulations.
Connor imaged that sensuous frontal motion against his body; his embedded erection's coronal vee scraped against her soft wet inner membranes when her tummy and hips rolled in synch and her stiff nipples abrased his nipples.
Her arms had been forming snake patterns overhead but fell to place her hands at the waist catches of the silk lower veils. The rear panel fell away behind her. Another slow half-pirouette accompanied her naked ass waggles that jangled the golden belt bangles. Another unclasping while facing away lost the front panel. She continued to turn and her plush pussy came into his view.
Her lower body now was covered by only the bangle belted waistband. Her visible groin area was shaved clean. The hip and belly rolls continued, now demonstrating her whole-body fitness, which she inferred could soon be active on his embedded cock, if he so chose. Connor definitely knew he would so choose.
At last, she unclipped the bejeweled wide belt and it fell away leaving her sexy flexible body bare save for the eye band and ear and wrist jewelry.
The tempo of the music slowed. She slid down to the floor and slithered almost on her belly. Her nipples nearly grazed the floorboards as she twisted her head up to hold his gaze through the translucent eyeband as he looked down on her cat-slinking body.
She continued her stalking-like crawl, gracefully moving over his feet, dragging her nipples on his slightly spread legs. She stopped only long enough to unknot his sarong, flipping aside the fabric to expose his raging hardon.
She continued her sensual climb, touching his erection with her nipples. She moved her face close to his as he sensed her minty breath when she touched her cheek to his. She pressed him with her naked body into a seductive cuddle among the folds and puffs of the pile of pillows, her arms circling his neck. Connor's breathing and the background music with its change to a slow drum beat were the only sounds heard.
A quick adjustment of her hips brought his tip to her nether lips and she pushed and pulled, spreading moisture along his shaft as she thrust the large knob and fat shaft deep inside her tightness. Then she locked her heels behind his knees and really got down to work, timing her strokes to the music beat.
His earlier thought became real when she engaged her torso and hip muscles in a series of strokes and belly rolls that massaged his hypersensitive cock along her warm wet vaginal channel.
She was uninhibited as she engaged their bodies with intertwined contortioned fucking, her body in sinuous motion. She had a take-charge attitude and a surprising awareness of a man's reactions to her sensuous touches and talents.
On the in strokes, she loosened her cunt to ease his deepest penetration. On the out strokes, she clamped down and pressed his vee tight against her slippery tissues.
Connor didn't know what to do with his hands. He laid then on her moving ass but that seemed superfluous. She didn't need help with direction or power. He popped his hips, trying to match her moves with countermoves. She stopped and shushed his attempts with soft whispers.
"No, dear man of mine, let me do it."
He learned that lesson quickly and relaxed back, allowing her to continue to lead the copulation tempo. He finally just hugged lightly on her torso as she kept up the sensual rhythm that was building him towards a crescendo. Her throat elicited a low sound that soothed his ears.
The music tempo rose and receded and the naked belly dancer followed its lead. She gave quick cyclical bursts that built him higher then slow strokes that held him at a plateau of pleasure. On each cycle, he felt her rub her stiff clitoris on his pubic bone.
She took him to the peak of pleasure. He nearly blacked out as he spewed the best orgasm of the weekend which left him completely drained. The little dancer joined him in that mutual carnal gratification; she had used her movements to self-stimulate during the fantastic sex.
He floated out of his mental fog into renewed awareness. He pondered her attractiveness and found this sexual artiste an uncanny physical likeness to his young bride of years ago. Her grand teardrop tits, the broad brown areolae, and toned hips and legs. He noticed her creamy skin, wavy brunette hair, and vaguely familiar body scents. He reminisced about the combination of pussy musk and flowery perfume in his marital bed. This little darling in his arms had hummed to a background tune while she fucked, not a moan, more of an inner song of amorous joy, just as his wife had.
She lifted her face before his and slid away her eye mask. Connor saw the same blue eyes of his wife, the same ones those maternal genes had passed down to his youngest daughter Irina.
He tried to pull back but she held him in a close embrace, tightly wrapping her bare arms and legs around his naked body. His erection was softer but the knob was still inside his offspring's pussy, lightly clutched by her youthful tight muscle ring. She clenched a cunt clasp and he felt the now familiar pressure at his knob and corona, like her pussy was trying to pull his shaft back inside.
Despite his surprise, he was unable to suppress a moan at the knob-sucking sensation. She giggled at his instinctive reaction but understood he was perplexed by the gravity of his discovery.
"It's okay, Daddy. You know I'm in grad school at Tulane, studying physical therapy. My lab instructor noticed my interest in more than corporal muscle and body manipulations. After impressing him with my sexual finesse during a short intense affair, he moved on to his next student of choice, but not before referring me to Lady Heather for some non-scholastic special studies. I have been working here for extra money and real-world exercises. In addition to grading my schoolwork, he, and the other professors, stop by here occasionally to check on my erotic training progress."
Irina paused to let that sink in before continuing her tale.
"I am looking forward to achieving my PT license so I can practice my real interest in sexual therapy without the pesky moralistic legalities."
Connor took it all in but his face showed his disappointment in Irina's chosen line of work, especially considering their familial relationship. Irina consoled his angst.
"There's no shame in this. Mom would want you happy, I want you happy, your friends want you happy. We're all trying our best."
She kissed his face and hugged her bare firm nipples hard against his chest. Her body leaned up and her fingers ran little rubs on his face, neck, chest, and even a circle on his nipple, letting him feel her presence as he digested the situation. Her voice took on a conspiratorial tone as her fingers dropped to tap lovingly on his half-soft erection.
"By chance, one of your golf buddies happened on me here. He had been your guest at picnics and parties. I resisted his advances on that first visit; it felt wrong to fuck a middle-aged man I knew as a family acquaintance. I tried to get away with a frantic scramble while locked with him inside my bedroom.
"But when he caught me, pinned me down, and forced himself inside me, I came like a rocket. And then the sky didn't fall when he finished off in my cunt, so I accepted it as fate and assumed the world would keep turning. He stayed the night and I was more willing; I had two more tremendous orgasms with him from the guilty pleasure. By morning, I was hooked on stranger sex.
"I approached Lady Heather about my doubts and conflicted emotions. She persuaded me that when I was a practicing sexual PT professional, I would need to accept the clients as they were regardless of any self-reluctance."
Now Irina's brow furrowed in concern when the story turned really personal.
"That first man shared his discovery with the others and it has been a veritable train of your friends who have giddily taken turns, on their sequential weekend visits, in coaching and critiquing my foreplay dance techniques after fucking me. My orgasms have been unimaginable. I looked forward to their obvious puritanical delight in again and again ravaging their friend's nubile daughter.
"When you didn't respond to their local attempts at feminine connections, we all conspired to give you this intimate incest to get over your melancholy and help you get back in the saddle."
Her face brightened with another thought.
"So how did I do? Did you notice the background music and scents. I mixed my own music track to accompany my settled foreplay sequence. That way the music follows my lead rather than me adjusting to someone else's tunes.
"And how did you like the fragrances? Another special touch of incense and pheromones. All in all, a specialized comprehensive experience to rouse even the most jaded man to rekindle his latent libido."
Connor just lay there deep in thought as his daughter eagerly sought his approval. He hugged her tighter and whispered his accolades in her ear. Satisfied she was on the right track; she kept the night train on schedule.
She helped her father lay out in weary repose. For the rest of the night, she demonstrated her growing expertise in sexual therapy: handjob, blowjob and more pussy play.
On their last copulation, she relented her control and let him drive the pace in a rousing missionary fuck. He banged away in his lust; the solid thrusts wavered her high-spread legs and rang the little symbol bells on her anklets in time with his power stroke rhythm. She hummed her joyful song throughout her cock pounding.
She thereby physically and audibly assured him of her concern for his health and happiness now and in the future. She departed at dawn with a sweet 'see you later', not a goodbye.
Lady Heather arrived before he could rouse himself to dress. She offered assistance and his new playful nature agreed, wondering if he would finally know what was really under the close-fit gown.
"Marie!"
A uniformed maid entered with an armful of towels and his freshly laundered street clothes. Her half-bra corset exposed the upper half-moons of her nipples. She took him to an ensuite bath cleansed him and clothed him, but remained semi-clothed and professional herself.
Lady Heather was seated in the entry parlor as Connor was escorted in by his bathing maid. Lady Heather dismissed her; she curtsied with a "Oui, madame".
Lady Heather patted the cushion beside her. He took his bidden place.
She asked a few questions about his attitude regarding the Renaissance House's methods. She asked follow-up questions, probing his mood and attitude. She sounded like a psychologist, and she may well have been, albeit having veered into this unique therapeutic niche.
Satisfied with his satisfaction, she offered referrals to other Midwest-associated havens closer to his home where he could continue his therapy with another variety of female therapist assistants. Including, she added with a whisper and a wink, his colleagues' wives and daughters, all anonymously, of course.
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Connor's daughter Irina arrived at his home, curious about his progression toward active human sexuality. After the family chit-chat, they devolved into the true purpose of her visit.
It was a warm late spring morning and she told him to wait outside at the pool. He compliantly waited poolside and she emerged in a barely-there flower print bikini.
She strutted on half tip toe across the hot deck towards the water, every step jiggling her boobs in the minimal supports and rocking her hips in a string bikini that seemed to have been swallowed by her ass cheeks.
Peeking seductively sideways, she assured herself that she had his attention. She dipped a big toe in the pool.
"Ohh,,, that feels good. Come on, Daddy, join me."
With that, she arched and dove into the aqua-blue water, a porpoise-like reverse arch to pop up in the waist-high water. She smoothed back her wet hair and bent back to douse it again. The top of her bikini had not survived the plunge and was tucked below her shimmying tits.
Connor couldn't look away, remembering the feel of those perky nipples poking against his bare chest. It was all the invitation he needed and he trotted the short distance to dive in and join her.
He surfaced in front of her and her hands held him at arm's distance. He playfully pushed her arms away and rounded her back with his. The hug pressed her bare wet tits to his bare wet chest, recreating the contact he craved. They found each other's faces and kissed. He felt her free hands at his groin, undoing his trunks. They slid free, heartily assisted by his swimming pool playmate.
His hands on her back found the bikini top ties, tugged them apart and the useless cups got tossed aside to float away in the little surface waves.
She released his lips and pushed him away, stepped back, and took his hand in hers.
She waded him to the steps, emerging them from the cool water. His cock hung before him as she led him to the far alcove with the hot tub.
He stepped into the bubbles as she shed her string bikini bottom. Stepping in, she sat across from him. They eyed each other for an extended moment before she moved to his side of the central standing well.
"Let's fuck," she suggested.
He opened his arms in invitation. She rose and straddled his thighs. Her position placed her breasts in his face and he took the opportunity to taste each nipple. The chloride taint was a surprising zest to his remembrances of nipple flavors past.
She hugged his head and he pressed his mouth to her sternum, puffing his cheeks and blowing out against her skin to make motorboat sounds. She laughed at his playfulness, wiggling her pussy lips against his swollen cock.
More long rubs of pussy on the shaft brought on a fuller girth. They needn't speak; each knew the next moves. Her hip dexterities captured his knob tip against her labia and maneuvered for penetration.
They moaned as the generational reunion became the intended genital reunion. Connor sat still, remembering her desire to control the intercourse and do her best to rouse him to the ultimate pleasure.
Her ass bobbed in the water as her hips drove her cunt up and down, up and down, up and down on his thick manly meat. He felt every inch of her fleshy tissues scraping his sensitive coronal ridge. He felt her muscles clamping in time with the steady strokes. It had been too long since his last ejaculation and he was unable to match her youthful stamina.
His pent-up sperm blasted up his urethra and burst into her vaginal depths. He cried out, his face again hugged to her marvelous boobs. She cooed her praise close to his ear for his rekindled strength and volume, whispering promises for much more to come over the weekend.
In the post-coital glow, they stayed seated but held each other loosely, letting the air between their bodies ease their cooldown.
With lips still next to his ears, she inquired about his efforts at dating. He mumbled a confession that he had tried but either the women wanted more dates before sex or the ones that were quickie fucks were just too vanilla. He had attended a few parties and found some younger females that spurred his interest. But when he had chatted up a young college-age partier, her step-aunt marched over and loudly scolded him in front of his golf buddies and other guests.
"She's not into old farts like you; so, don't think you're going to get the famous old-young porn scenario!"
She stalked away, hauling her step-niece from his alleged lecherous aims. He felt utterly humiliated and would forever hold a grudge.
Irina cooed her condolences and promised her Daddy a full weekend of the best sex she could muster, regardless of, or rather because of, their age difference.
Inside the house, she dressed in preppy gym shorts and a crop top. He eyed her young body covered in the bedtime college dorm fashion. She saw his leer and cocked an eye in query. He succumbed to her entreaty and he came clean about the old-young virgin rape fantasy; yes, it had been on his mind at the party and especially now, was truly rekindled.
She looked at him unemotionally and then playfully dashed away. She led him on a wild scurry around the house, wiggling free when he trapped her against tables or chairs or kitchen counters, grabbing her breasts, and tearing away her crop top until the merry chase ended in the living room.
She continued the pantomime struggle, but weaker, gradually abandoning the pseudo-escapes. Able to trap her now, he ripped off her booty shorts as she pranced to resist but in effect assisted her denuding. He threw her face down over the arm of the couch, his freed erection poking at her pussy. She mimed some resistance as he slipped in, inch by inch. Her flailing widened her stance and facilitated his deeper and deeper thrusts.
Her moans and groans successfully nourished his fantasy. His hands gripped her breasts and held her body to his, back to chest, her ass cheeks pounded by his groin. The strokes sped up as he doggie-fucked her to his eventual cry of libido relief.
Connor kept his distance from her for the rest of the day. He thought he had depleted himself and after the nightly news, he hauled himself to bed alone. His door opened and closed, letting in a flash of the hall lights. He woke to the momentary light that glowed in the room. The mattress depressed with the weight of a moving body and a warm creature cuddled against him. His daughter had arrived to join him through the night.
She lay her head on his shoulder, emitting a perfume shampoo scent from her long dark hair. He wormed an arm under and around her body and discovered she was naked, or at least topless. A one-arm hug pulled her breasts to his side. She shifted her head to scoot a little closer and pressed her nipples into his skin.
Her hand snaked to his groin and cradled his shaft in her palm. The touch was effective; she sensed a swelling. And that was the beginning of a long warm night with minimal sleep for the father-daughter playmates.
It began with a kiss; she stretched her neck up to place her lips on his. They canoodled smooth caresses; his hand wound tighter and cupped her tit and her hand rubbed his cock. They had performed cowgirl and doggy today and Connor was too weary to take on a missionary fuck.
Irina maneuvered them into sidesaddle, one of her knees folded over his hip. The tip of his knob touched her split pink nether lips. She scooted her ass forward, helping his puffy knob tip push just inside, the corona still exposed. Her pussy muscles suckled the tip and his cock slowly followed the vacuum into her vagina. He thrust mildly and his knob bumped her cervix. The sex was smooth and easy; Irina did most of the movement. He let his ardor build slowly, then spewed gently, an all-over body spasm that quelled, for now, the remains of his dwindling lust.
As he nestled next to his bedmate offspring in the post-coital glow, his drowsy mind considered his family relations. The older son and daughter had their lives settled on the opposite coasts. He got obligatory phone calls on his birthday. The grandkids sent him thank you cards and notes for Christmas and birthday presents. And that was about it.
But here was Irina, the bonus child he and his wife hadn't anticipated, born years after her siblings. She had always been the doting parents' favorite, the youngest usually is. And as time passed, they kept her close to fend off the inevitable empty nest as long as possible.
Now here she was back again, grown into a young woman. But she was still his perfect Daddy's girl, concerned for his physical, sexual, and emotional welfare. He would call his lawyer next week and change the equal three-part inheritance into a more equitable proportion. Maybe an 80-10-10 ratio. He dozed off contented with his decision to rescript his will.
Dawn broke into another day. They awakened cuddling, their bodies covered in dry sweat and mixed coital dregs sullying their groins. A shower was in order.
She soaped his body, being generous at his genitals, bringing on another erection. He looked over her shower-drenched body and craved one more time in her cunt. He pressed her back to the tiled wall. She was willing, wrapping her arms around his neck, mashing her mouth to his and her wet tits to his chest. He lifted her right leg and hooked it on his hip, her belly against his waist. She was ready and eager to oblige his sudden assertiveness and used her hand to poke his knob tip against her pussy lips.
Holding the deep kiss, he punched in to her muffled 'oomph' and thrust all the way deep. She engaged her vaginal muscles to massage his cock as he rammed harsh staccato strokes, bouncing her standing foot off the shower floor. He kept up the pace as his sexual fever rose to its peak and, still lip-locked, sent his manly conquest yelp into her mouth as his cannonade of cum shot into her cunt. He regained his consciousness under the shower spray, still hugging her drenched body.
After a rubdown toweling, they sat at breakfast. Connor mused how an old man like him could cum so often in one weekend. Irina gleefully explained it wasn't the age but the desire. He had ignored his libido for too long and now his passions were being reasserted.
She suggested he visit her new clinic and let his revamped genital muscles exploit their newfound vigor.
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Irina bounced in her Daddy's lap, seated in cowgirl sex, demonstrating once again her strong vaginal contractions on his embedded cock. She was always ready and willing to assuage her Daddy's lust in that most spectacular fashion. He never tired of her weekly home visits.
Later, he enquired about her cunt's development into such an accomplished sexual tool. She claimed to have perfected it naturally and now taught it at a local Renaissance House. She invited him to visit her clinic where she held focused cunt clenching training classes.
The next weekend, Connor journeyed to Irina's nearby suburb. Her clinic was a nondescript office park storefront, conveniently located midway between her local university alma mater and the regional upscale community of gated estates for business executives and their desperate to please trophy wives.
Irina met Connor at the vestibule of her classroom building. After a short tour of the front-end facilities, he followed her back to the reserved spaces where the specialized training and experiences took place. Smirking at the expectation of his surprise, she pushed him ahead of her into the first training room.
The walls displayed an organized array of phallus-shaped dildoes of increasing sizes. A few of the hooks were empty and he could see why. Four young women, two in their thirties, obviously local trophy wives, and two 20-ish young ladies, probably local university coeds, were lined up, pinioned on Sybians. They were not humping the probes but the look of concentration on their faces showed they were focused instead on squeezing their cunts on the embedded shafts.
Tubular devices curved up from the front of the saddles and touched against the women's clitorises. Irina took up a remote that controlled the slender pencil vibrator extensions. She carefully observed the trainees and when she thought one was squeezing hard enough, she rewarded her with a vibratory burst. The surprised woman jolted upward on the embedded shaft and her boobs bobbed a hop on her chest. Connor smiled at the sexy sight as the woman regained her calm and concentrated harder on getting another pussy pulse.
Astute Irina noticed that one woman's dildo was too narrow for her early training she needed a swap-out tool adjustment. She let Connor try the controller and he enjoyed a game of rewarding those he thought were worthy of a little clit stimulation.
Irina took her time with the phallus resizing. Playful Connor watched one trainee as he pressed the button and held it. He let the clitoris tickler go on and on until she careened off in orgasmic bliss. His daughter snatched away the remote and admonished him about granting a woman unearned sexual release.
"These women come here paying good money to learn the subliminal secrets of Eros. They learn that the male's sexual needs are paramount and they will find their own pleasure in generating his maximum erotic ecstasy. But this is only one of many ways to learn."
She took him from the beginner's room to the advanced practice area. Four other naked young ladies were mounted up on similar large dildoes with the pencil vibrators resting against their clits.
No controller was used; instead, the central computer program rewarded their tighter and tighter clamping attempts with a 2-second burst of stimulation. As the reward series rose through the ten levels of difficulty, demanding greater and greater efforts, the women's ability to apply increased cunt pressure garnered a short burst of vibration. At level ten, the clitoral probe stayed on and they careened off in ecstasy. Irina's methods facilitated curious females to self-awareness of their intimate muscular capacities to thrill their selected male mates.
And another room had four more young ladies endeavoring to swallow long thick dildoes. It was practice for suppressing their gag reflex, learning tongue tickles, and lung strengthening exercises to perfect their deepthroat skills.
These were not Irina's only responsibilities here. Even with the vaginal clenching and oral techniques, some unfortunate women were unable to draw out the deep dominant passions in their marital sex partners. They came to Irina's clinic to experience true submission to a real dominant alpha male. One such trophy wife had booked a session today and Irina offered her father the opportunity to drive a forceful sex session that very afternoon.
Cheryl, the bored trophy wife, had booked the session and Irina briefed her Daddy on his role as the dominant. The subject gold digger had wooed and wed a wealthy businessman. But he was fully focused on the business and was satisfied to be sucked or masturbated occasionally without the bother of exerting assertive machismo. She kept him satisfied with his preferred blowjobs but rarely got her pussy fucked to orgasm. Her libido was in a constant state of exhilaration without any regular fulfillment.
When the time arrived, one of Irina's coed novices escorted Connor to a salon of sorts. It was austere, like a gym changing room, that was centered around a recliner with a few tables at the edges. His attendant, the topless demur maiden, helped him out of his street clothes and indicated a small shower booth. He declined, thinking she was going to join him and ruin his ability to perform during the booked session.
Unfazed by his apparent disinterest in hygiene, she opened a drawer and extracted a thigh-length leather wrap held up with a leather belt. She outfitted him with the macho rig which had the fold in front, easily exposing his groin when he walked. She silently motioned him to sit in the recliner facing a large mirror that spanned an entire wall. Lastly, she handed him a half-cowl face mask. When he was seated comfortably, she bowed and left.
The wall mirror cleared into a window and gave a view into the neighboring salon. He watched through the now transparent window wall as two topless young coeds entered, escorting a 30-ish middle-aged woman. She wore a low-cut bodycon dress and 'Fuck Me' fashion heels. She seemed dismissive of her attendants in a way that spoke of her haughty attitude.
He watched as the girls helped her undress, much as his attendant had helped him. It was his first raw view of his soon-to-be submission subject. He was stunned with a realization.
By all appearances, she was the arrogant trophy wife catch of his business competitor but also the step-aunt of the pretty young lady he had held in polite conversation at an industry social function. He recalled her name as Cheryl and remembered how she had dissed him in front of everyone.
His belly tightened and his cock prickled as he felt the warm glow of justified revenge kindling in his gut. His mind was in a whirl of excitement.
'Wow! This is going to be so good, getting back at the arrogant bitch.'
The woman and her maidens started with a standing sponge bath, washing her body and hair. She stood in the tub before the window and looked herself over as they cleansed her skin, apparently not noticing Connor, and exuded her standard expression of inner conceit as her attendants performed the soapy absolution. Connor sat very still, afraid to move, not wanting to alert her to his presence. He wished he had donned the mask but it was too late.
He needn't have worried; it was a two-way mirror. He could see into her salon; she saw only her reflection.
The pair of salon maids lovingly oiled her cleansed skin before guiding her to a salon chair, positioned to face Connor's direction. They leaned her back, spread her limbs, and continued their preparations. They took time to fastidious apply makeup to her eyes, cheeks, nipples, and nails. Her long dark hair was wound into a bun atop her head, exposing her ears and neck. Stiletto heels were secured with straps to her feet.
They noted what Connor had also noted by his private crotch show and performed a touch-up pussy shave. Then the final touch of rouge on her inner pussy lips.
They raised her from the chair and fitted her with a loose translucent toga. She stood tall in her heels, in profile to the mirror, and he observed the full round firmness of her generous-sized tits beneath the shroud. Her nipples were already making pokies. The toga hem covered the upper half of her ass cheeks and barely fell below her pussy lips. She looked sideways in the mirror and admired her hourglass physique; her cherry red lips curved into a small smile of vanity. She expected her presentation to melt the heart of even the most domineering male and reverse the power perception.
She was so lost in her composure that she hardly noticed her attendants making the final provisions. To her evident surprise, they locked wrist and ankle cuffs to her limbs. She frowned in protest but the maids shook their heads politely and refused to remove them. Still, the woman studied herself again in the mirror, cupping her tits, twisting to view her hips and shoulders from other angles, and smirked, seemingly pleased with the novel look given by the bondage accouterments. Connor liked the look, too.
The female trio trod from the room in the opposite direction that they had entered. Connor was disappointed that the peep show was over but trusted his daughter's instincts and promises for more to come.
Escorted by her two preparation attendants to the adjacent room, Cheryl was startled at the sight of the room's furnishings. She expected a big bed but none was in sight. Nonplussed, the girls were forceful when they wrestled her forward and trussed her into the standing box frame. Fastened in standing spread eagle by wrist and ankle cuffs, she was finally blindfolded to await the specified erotic use and manhandling.
Meanwhile, in the anteroom, Conner rose from his chair, adjusting his loincloth to accommodate his cock. That was when he noticed the bit of fur edging on the inside of the front folds. The wrap lay against her cock but the trimming shouldn't chafe his sensitive skin. He donned the half hood with eye cutouts that would protect his identity.
With a deep breath for hope and courage, he boldly pushed through the door into the session chamber to find his subject already trussed and waiting. His cock twitched against the fur at the impending opportunity to find closure for this wench's prior public affront.
She was blindfolded and Connor understood his hood was just in case the trophy wife's blindfold might slip during her upcoming writhing and wrenching. Her box-framed pose left both her front and back open for attack. He circled the setup, yanking at the wrist and ankle cuff attachments to assure she was properly captive.
She felt the checkup pulls and realized the completeness of her subjugation. She had assumed she would be manhandled into a bed for rugged sex but this was turning darker than she had imagined. Her last-minute whimper of dread was music to his ears. Her brow, furrowed with fear, was picture-perfect to his eyes.
He burrowed beneath the shoulder tied toga and squeezed a tit... hard!
A loud cry of protest left her lips. Connor retained his grip as he loosened the toga shoulder tie. The cloth fell away to bare her tit, still clutched hard in his hand. Her stiff nipple was rouged pinkish brown in his grasp, partially protruding between the thumb and index finger.
He released her boob to its natural high droop and swung hard with his other hand, smacking the fleshy bulb. The impact sound was almost as loud as her fresh startled outcry. He wrenched down the covering and exposed both boobs. Her flowing tears made dark rivulets of cosmetic stains on her cheeks as they drooled from her blindfolded eyes.
Connor was thoroughly enjoying her distress and he was just getting started.
He wrenched the toga over her hips, untangling the folds to toss it away. The motion rubbed his fur-lined loincloth across his cock, a sensation that added to its arousal.
She was nude now but for the cuffs, heels, and blindfold. He walked a circuit, patting her ass at the back. She waited for the smack but none came.
He reached around to cup her tits, much as she had while admiring her grandeur back in the salon. He popped happy bounces to test their pliancy. His tumescent cock grew harder and protruded the loin slit, pressing against her bare ass crack. He realized, even with her heels standing on the thick bottom beam, that her shorter stature set their genitals at equal height. How convenient.
He spied the low side table holding a variety of tools and left off his manhandling... for now. He picked through the small assortment until he found his favorite. The dog switch was equal to his forearm length, perfect for wrist flick action. He tested it against his palm with a satisfying smack. The act did not go unnoticed; Cheryl turned her head towards the sharp sound. He grinned evilly, knowing she couldn't see the source or his macho glee.
He retested the implement lightly on her bare ass, three quick flicks to practice his stroke and her resistance. She jumped and pulled on her cuffs but couldn't move far from the springy whacks. He tried a few sharp taps on her inner thighs from behind, then moved around her to hit the same flesh from the front. Her tits and cunt were now in easy reach.
He rapped lightly on her labia. He swished blows on her side boobs. Her distressful sounds were not cries but more like whimpers. She was in the throes of his escalating foreplay, her body tensing with erotic excitement.
Connor traded out his dog switch for a more promising ecstatic device. It was a dildo clitoral stimulation combination, a portable version of Irina's previously demonstrated Sybians.
He placed the tip at her orifice and pushed. She moaned as it easily slid into her vaginal-dew-soaked channel. He learned from his earlier training room experience and recognized that it was too small for his purpose. He went to the side table and exchanged it for the fattest one available.
This time Connor had to press hard and, even with her plentiful arousal moisture, the dildo agonizing wormed its way in. It was finally seated deep and the clitoral vibratory button pressed its target. Her sounds were more distraught now.
Connor turned on the mechanism and the woman jumped frantically in her restraints, letting the base of the dildo ease an inch out of her cunt. He forgot that she might recognize his voice and unconsciously shouted his admonition.
"If it falls out, I will really punish you!"
She was caught between an actual cunt vibrator and the promise of a whip; she clenched hard as she got control of herself and her vaginal muscles sucked the probe back deep into her pussy. She felt the wicked little button press again against her clitoris. He turned it on and her body writhed in her restraints.
It all culminated just as he had intended. She held tight to the tool in her cunt and careened off into an orgasm convulsion, crying out in a wail of gratification.
Connor watched her head drop and her body sag in her restraints. The cunt tool had half escaped from its mushy harbor. It had served its purpose and was now irrelevant; he yanked it out and tossed the sticky cylinder towards the side table where it missed and landed on the floor. Her cunt lips pulsed like a shore-landed fish mouth as she went through her post-orgasmic ebb.
The door opened and the woman's two topless coed attendants entered. They helped Cheryl out of her box frame fastenings and led her forward a few steps to sit on folded legs, knees and heels braced on the floor. Connor stood before his blindfolded playmate. His cock protruded from the leather folds. One girl pulled the woman's arms behind her back and clipped the wrist cuffs together.
The other retrieved the first smaller dildo device, and tapping Cheryl's inner knees to shuffle her thighs wider, reinserted the tube up the weary client's cunt. The beaten female knew the score and clenched her cunt tightly around the slim cylinder. It required her maximum effort after the stretch of the previous larger probe.
The other attendant moved to Connor's side and removed his leather groin wrap. She cradled his swollen shaft in one palm as, with a hand on his ass, she guided him forward to his kneeling intended fellatrix.
Cheryl felt a girl's hand under her chin pressing it upward. She tilted her head up as the fingers pressed her cheeks to open her lips. All the others saw that for optimum alignment, the woman's shorter stature would require her to elevate her head even higher to match the height of her dominant male's cock and balls.
The cheek-squeezing attendant reached down her palm to pat-pat-pat-pat-pat against the settled woman's bare ass cheek.
"Haut, haut, haut, haut, haut..." she intoned in French. The woman raised her ass off her heels and held her head higher by thigh strength alone, still clutching the narrow dildo in her cunt. It was a mighty effort that the woman made to avoid any more punishment. She deduced the next act but it hadn't been by her request. Still, her mouth was now in proper alignment for the imminent oral molestation.
His knob bumped the raptured woman's mouth and she dutifully let it slide past her cherry-red lips. She had performed extensively on her husband and had become a real natural at oral sex, her expected obligation as a gold-digging trophy wife.
Connor popped his hips as the attendants held her head in position. She hollowed her cheeks, rolled back her tongue, and did everything she could recall to please the man who had given her the desired outcome of her rough sex submission session, despite the unexpected harsher treatment.
He reveled in the tongue stimulation on his coronal ridge nerves. But it wasn't her tongue that really interested him. His cock had grown to maximum girth so he shoved hard, seeking the back of her throat. He heard the gulp of her suppressed gag reflex, albeit with seeming difficulty, and let the knob push past her tonsils. Connor was as deep as he could go; her red lips circled the base of his cock and her nose pressed against his pubic bone.
After the recognition of who she was, the sustained visuals in the salon, and her reluctant willingness for the rigors of his dominant role, it wasn't long before he rumbled out his ultimate spermatic revenge down the throat of this woman who had disrespected him not so long ago. It had been a tremendous build up and he let loose the resulting mighty discharge. She swallowed it all, not having much choice with his erection packing her mouth and his tip at her tonsils.
He deflated and withdrew with reluctance, disengaging from his submissive conquest. The maidens motioned him to leave through his previous prep room before they removed Cheryl's mask and let her experience another view of the rough venue she had misguidedly booked.
The door opened again and a rugged burly man entered. Cheryl turned her head to see who had entered and saw the barefoot and bare-chested burly man, decked out in only a leather loin cloth walking toward her. He smiled broadly and guffawed at the sight of the kneeling buxom woman.
"Well, girls, thank you for making her ready. I see you have learned my likes. I do love my bitches wearing heels when I fuck them"
He grabbed her bicep and hauled the exhausted woman to her feet. With her wrists still clipped together, he shuffled the naked woman across the floor to another door. Opening it, he pushed her ahead of him. She stepped across the threshold into a furnished bedroom, its large bed covered by black satin sheets.
"I hear you want some rough sex to heat your passions and cool your cravings. Well, I'm the man for it. So, let's get started, bitch!"
He picked her up and tossed her on the bed, her boobs shaking as she bounced on the mattress and settled on her back with her arms pinned underneath. He laughed at her look of bewilderment. Shucking his loincloth, he exposed a gigantic penis, only half hard.



For the next few hours, Cheryl was roughly twisted, turned, manhandled, and fucked as the big man's cock repeatedly invaded her feminine body. She careened off into multiple flights of ecstatic gratification, enduring the brutal ordeal she had actually booked and getting packed with masculine meat and spunk in all her orifices.
She lay dazed as he eventually finished his assignment and, clutching his discarded loincloth in hand, left the room.
The coeds came soon after, finding her sullied, soiled, and disheveled, lying lethargically in the rumpled bed. They led her back to the salon and cleansed her with another sponge bath, fixing her hair and makeup, and clothing her in the saved high fashion bodycon sheath. They escorted her to the Renaissance House's front exit. She was left on the doorstep as the portal closed behind her and she reentered the outside vanilla world of gold digger trophy wifehood.
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After Connor had done so well with the dominant-rough sex scenario, Irina kept on the lookout for more opportunities for her Daddy's sexual amusement and fulfillment. And one cropped up soon after.
Wendy was a classmate of Irina who found her studies not as exciting as the extracurricular homework in her professor's beds. They passed her around and when all became tired of her, they made other plans for their personal advantage. As the daughter of one of the College's Board of Regents, she was susceptible to scandal.
It was rather easy for the predatory professors to collaborate and threaten blackmail. She was pressured into starring in a soft porn video as an inducement to keep her wayward activities confidential. Her role would be the actualization of the everyman's virgin rape fantasy.
She came around to the view that it may not all be bad. Sometimes even she fantasized about being forcefully ravaged; this could be her subconscious way, a Freudian way, of rationalizing her lecherous teachers' abuse. The notions and mantras kept running through her brain.
'It's not my fault... I'm not a bad girl... Just caught in a bad situation.'
So, she gave in... again. But with a new curiosity. Whose cock would she be entertaining this time?
"Which of you will be my rapist co-star?"
The professors explained that they couldn't agree among themselves on the antagonist role, so they sought the services of an outsider. She didn't like the thought of that; the potential of being raped by an oversexed or overacting stranger.
"Okay, but only if you promise this is role-playing and won't involve actual intercourse with a strange man."
"Of course, my dear girl. We're not animals, you know."
On the fateful day, they took her to a remote estate's fenced wood and dressed her up in a fantasy version of the Little Red Riding Hood costume.
"Wait here, your leading man will be by shortly."
They left her alone, sitting on a fallen log. As time passed, she got antsy waiting for the other actor, probably the brawny woodsman or some such.
The sound of rustling leaves broke her tedium and she turned to look down a side path. A figure appeared, mostly naked except for a loincloth and a face mask of the Old Grey Wolf. He spied his quarry and bounded towards her in a simulated four-legged lope. Confounded, she jumped up and started running in the opposite direction; not in a playful way but with real hustle in her stride. He gave chase, a combination of two-legged speed and four-legged charade, purposefully holding back to stretch the scene, filmed from above by a drone-mounted camera.
She weaved and wove down the crooked paths, rounded back through light thickets, and returned to the well-worn trails. He followed close enough to snatch at bits of her costume which had been designed with Velcro strips to sequentially peel away as the chase bore out. Her red hood was the first to go. Her white smock shredded when she got tangled in the brush, nearly stumbled and he closed the distance. It was jettisoned to his clutches and she sprang away. A short time later, a nigh capture was barely avoided when he caught the hem of her skirt. But the Velcro belt clasp duly split as intended and she ran on without it.
She was panting and feeling tired from all the dodging and ducking. She thought she saw daylight in the distance, possibly an opening out of the woods. But it was not to be. It was simply a wider part of the pathway and sited near a corner of the estate's tall wooden enclosure. The wolf-man trapped her there, springing back and forth as she tried to dart around him.
She was nearly nude, down to panties and bra. She backed away and pressed her back to the wall. She shrieked when he jumped forward and violently ripped away her bra to expose her youthful tits. He grabbed at those with fake claw fingernails as she tried to fend him off.
Grasping next at her panties, those succumbed to his yanking as well.
She continued to jump and dodge, trying to escape around him but he had her boxed in. With a laughing growl, he stepped back, stood tall, and dropped his arms to his side.
Now nude and panting from the exertions, she figured her soft porn acting tryout was over. She fell out of character and relaxed. But Connor had been given a different script.
He wrenched off his loincloth, exposing his raging hardon. Rushing forward, he grabbed her arms and quickly clutched her tightly to his chest. She writhed with reawakened fear. He wrestled her to the ground, mounted himself between her flailing legs, and watched her well-shaped boobs shimmy on her chest as she struggled to get free. Tucking his cock to her juicy lower lips, he penetrated his knob into her tight, though not by any means virgin, cunt.
"No... no... I didn't agree to this!"
Connor was not to be denied at this point. His primordial lust was too fierce and he punched in, grinding out a rhythm of thrusts. He continued to fuck her while she struggled vehemently in his arms. Her unsuccessful pelvic hops couldn't push him off; it only added stimulation to his cycling erection.
"No... please... don't rape me... please!"
Connor, the porn thespian, couldn't tell if her pleas were real or another part of her act. He didn't care. She was his writhing little quarry, subservient to his macho fervor. He worked up to his final strokes and spewed, expecting to hear another cry of protest.
Instead, she joined him in a surprising orgasm, flexing her back and pressing her pussy hard to his groin throughout her orgasmic convulsions, nurturing their reciprocated rape fetish fantasies. They jittered to a halt and lay exhausted, clinging to each other's bodies. Wendy's eyes formed tears and she softly wept at her conflicted reaction to her fulfilled rape dream.
Connor laid atop her, catching his breath, feeling and hearing her breaths calming along with his. She lay beneath him, naked and weeping, whether from guilt or gladness or both, he couldn't discern. He pushed on elbows and then hands, looking down at the genital conjunction as his cock withdrew from her spongy pussy. He lifted and stood above her, surveying her naked debasement, surmising his role was finished. Without another word or sign, he turned and trotted off down an exit path.
The professors arrived at where she lay, still musing on her ravishment. They wrapped her in a large towel and walked her, weak-kneed, back to the estate house for a quick cleanup and recovery. She was dressed in the street clothes that she had worn on arrival. They drove her back to campus and dropped her at the curb in front of her dorm.
The amateur videographers gathered soon thereafter, reviewed and edited the tapes, making a second version that pixeled Wendy's face to conceal her identity. They showed her the original face-revealing version and threatened to release it on porn sites unless she agreed to the continued rotation of sexual trysts with them for the remainder of her college years. And probably another porn video if they thought up something sexy and original.
She had no choice and spent her remaining years of education learning physical therapy and sexual charity.
Meanwhile, they sold the face-blurred version anyway, adding monetary gain to the usefulness of their forthcoming blackmailed booty calls.
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Peter Brnovich and Anya Berglund now lived openly in a classy condo complex. He had frequent meetings with Natasha Sokolov, the mob lawyer, to handle the books and fuck her good looks. Anya accompanied him several times and it was love at first sight. The women felt the spark and it grew in short order into full-blown regular encounters.
Peter came home early on a weekday and found them naked in bed together. Their nervous giggles of discovery were honored by Peter who joined them for an erotic and explosive private orgy. Thereafter Natasha moved in permanently and Peter sometimes shared in with Anya's passionate bedtimes with Natasha. Anya absented herself on occasion when she saw that Peter obviously wanted some alone time fucking Natasha. For Peter, it developed into alternate night pairings with an intermittent menage a trois to keep the passions fervent and any jealousies at bay.
The device became unnecessary for them but Peter still found it useful out in the wider world of street encounters.
Such a time came about when the man and his ladies decided to spend the day at a large local galleria.
In a major upscale department store, Anya and Natasha headed for women's lingerie stores to pick out enticing items, fetish and classy ones, that would nurture Peter's hunger for their shared condo and bed.
Peter wandered about nearby until he happened upon the Cosmetic Counter. A mother-daughter shopping couple were being fawned over by the brunette sales lady hawking colorful lipstick and eyeshadow. The young blonde coed was being made-up; her eyelids already deeply colored by dark eyeshadow. The fashionable makeup contrasted with the casual style of her clothes: tee shirt, jeans and sandals. She was leaning forward and her covered breasts pushed against the loose cotton top, subtly masking their build. But Peter guessed their size and shape from the dimples of her nipples in the folds.
He paused to watch as the sales lady, name tagged 'Sally', held up lipstick tubes for the blonde to choose a color. Her mother seemed oblivious to the beautifying handicraft, keeping up a chatter, questioning her seldom visiting offspring about her college classes and extracurricular activities.
"Mother, please, I'm doing just fine."
"Oh, come on, Katie. What about boys? Any interesting things happening there?"
"Not much; I'm kind of busy with studies and sports."
The sales lady was nearing the completion of her make over on the daughter's face and noticed Peter's observing presence. She leaned back and, directing his notice to the young lady's face, saucily asked his opinion, drawing him into her 'schtick'.
"Would this be the lipstick color you would pick out?"
His focus had been on the curvy cosmetologist. She was sporting the stores products and was a very presentable model for its wares. She had a lovely face and a shapely body. But the most prominent feature were her full lips. He felt a growing friskiness and wanted to see how she behaved. He touched the device as he stated his honest opinion.
"I'd buy you the one that left the most prominent lipstick ring around the base of my dick."
The store employee's eyes blinked and her demeanor changed as she forgot about her cosmetology marketing. Dexterously picking through the sample tubes, she selected a fire engine red and held it up, cocking an eyebrow to solicit his concurrence, which he acknowledged with a slight nod. She held his gaze as she tantalizingly glazed her plush lips with the bright glossy tone. Setting the lipstick back, she dismounted her stool, touched his hand, curled a few fingers in his, and shyly set off, an unspoken invitation to follow her.
She led him towards the nearest fitting room. They wove between racks of lingerie and nighties, past the two buxom browsers that grinned at their man being led along by the store employee. Moments later, the young blonde dismounted her stool and, accompanied by her mother, tailed at a short distance. Peter happened to look back at the counter, wary of other customers noting his guiding woman's absence. That's when he noticed the glazed-eye pair trailing behind him and realized he had been too careless about the device's effect on other proximate females.
Sally found an unoccupied fitting booth and motioned him inside. Before she could enter and close the door, the trailing pair of women hustled past her to join Peter. Sally shrugged in acquiescence to a group happenstance and entered as well, closing and locking the door behind her. The trio of females stood stoic and stared at him, awaiting instructions. Understanding their submissive consent, he moved to the sales lady first and plucked at her white blouse, opening the buttons to reveal her full budges of boob flesh boosted by the pushup cups. He flipped the blouse over her shoulders, palmed her chest and bounced the tit packed bra. Leaving off his manhandling of Sally's hefty fun bags, he turned his attention to the other woman. But in an aside to his first plaything, he gave her a parting demand.
"Finish up for me. I want you topless."
Sally moved quickly to unclasp her bra and complete the task. He spoke sternly to the other older woman.
"You, too, mother. Show me your tits."
The matron didn't hesitate but still took her time exposing her breasts. She dropped her bra and showed this strange man she hadn't even formally met a pair of full, slightly sagging tits. He expected as much. They must once have been full and high mounted but age, children and gravity had reshaped them lower. The nipples were extra-large. Peter studied her relaxed milk cans a moment and gave each a sideways slap, amused by their fluid resiliency. The woman didn't flinch, presumably used to harsh treatment from the fewer attractable men available as her youthful allure gradually faded with time.
Now that both older females had their racks on full, unfettered display, Peter's attention turned to the young coed. He stood close and tilted her face up. Her stupor eyes held his gaze up close. His fingers played with the hem off her loose tee-shirt. He changed his mind and lifted his hands to explore her chest through the cotton cover. Her braless breasts were well sized for her stature, nice handfuls of pliant flesh. He found her pokies and gave a little pinch to feel their size. They seemed stiff to his fingers.
He returned to the hem and lifted it over her head. Katie raised her arms to help her disrobing and when the shirt popped off her head, her hair fell back in a scruffy curtain that only further accented her pretty face.
The perceptions of Peter's veiled chest exploration were validated by the sight of the bare tits the blonde sported on her slender physique. The teardrop handfuls were tipped with pink nipples, the nubs hard from his previous fingering. His fingers resumed the areolae stimulations. His cock was stiff in his pants and he sought relief assistance from his topless matrons.
"Ladies, it's time to get my cock out."
The older pair hustled him to settle on the bench and urgently opened his pants to expose his erection. They dragged off his pants and shoes, spreading his bare hairy thighs, rubbing the inner skin and moving their roving hands up to cup his balls and fondle his tumescent cock. His impetuously co-opted coed stood and watched the scene being set for pleasuring this strangely mesmerizing male. The women knelt on either side of his legs, continuing their teasing foreplay and looked at him for permission; he nodded to the store employee to get things started.
She took her first turn sucking his cock. He fondled the other's exposed boobs while she leaned up and awarded him tongue lashed kisses.
They switched off, now the mother on his cock and the brunette in his face. Most of the action was sliding up and down half the shaft, not a deep full penetration. Peter liked the elongated foreplay. This wasn't what he had expected from his earlier snaring of the sales lady. His plans evolved with the situation. After the second swap off round, he held them away and looked at the waiting blonde coed.
"Now it's your turn, my little darling."
Even in her suggestive trance state, her voice whimpered with doubt.
"But I've never done this. I don't know how."
Peter checked his frustration; he would entangle his current fellatrix pair in the coed's initiation. He gripped each kneeling woman's chin and turned their faces to his.
"Teach her!"
The women leaned back and motioned the topless daughter forward. The girl knelt before Peter; her boobs framed by his knees. Her eyes stared at the saliva slick meaty muscle that she would soon be entertaining with her mouth. Every girl starts somewhere, learning this enticing way to please her man. The experienced women comforted her with a soothing gentleness, aiming to coach her through her first fellatio.
"It okay; we'll start slow and guide you along. Just kiss it first."
Holding her gaze on Peter's face, the blonde pursed her cherry red lips, touched them to the tip and drew back. The women cooed a bit of humor.
"Oh, more than that, dear. Kiss it with pride, properly now..."
Katie pursed again and held her touch longer, feeling the spongy knob's smooth texture. She had seen the way the other's had performed and experimented by opening her mouth a little and sucking the knob past her quivering lips. They closed on the reduced shaft beyond the penile corona. Her tongue touched the under vee.
She became aware of a musky taste. Unbeknownst to her innocence, her amateur efforts had bled some precum sap from Peter's tip slit.
"Very good, sweetie. Suckle it. Draw on it like a very large straw."
She hollowed her cheeks and sucked. He felt the oral tow and let a bit more slide in. She stopped her suction when she sensed the further intrusion.
"No, no, honey. Let it slide in naturally. The more you take, the better for him."
Peter lifted his hands, intending to hold Katie's head and shove deeper but the women each took one of his hands in theirs and rested them on his thighs. Sally nodded to the mother, who acknowledged her primary role to teach her daughter. Peter watched the nonverbal exchange, willing to let the experienced women calm the young coed's initial angst with motherly tenderness. The matron's free hand touched the back of Katie's head and gave a light prod.
"A little more... yes, open up and it will be easier to take it in."
Katie opened her jaw wider as the cock advanced an inch deeper into its oral enclosure. The coronal ridge moved to the back of her tongue. It was getting uncomfortable to be tilted face up at him; she lost eye contact with his face when she lowered her gaze and tilted her head down to accommodate the thick shaft of meat moving more into her mouth. Her mother coxed her to prepare for the next step.
"Take big breath, honey, and hold it."
Katie lightly held the man's erection with lips and tongue as she inhaled a long draw. At maximum lungful, she felt her mother's hand press her head down and the man's cock bumped her tonsils.
Peter grunted with the pleasure of the nearly deep throat penetration. Katie gulped and her lips flapped, trying to expel air but seemingly blocked by the fleshy plug against her gullet. The hand pressure eased and she drew back, frightened and gasping for breath. The other older woman acclaimed the youngster's achievement.
"Look, mother. Your girl left a lipstick ring low down near the base of his prick the first time. What promise she is showing. She'll be the most popular date on campus when the boys figure out how talented she is."
Katie wanted to draw completely off and tried to lean back but the matrons stopped her.
"Now it's time to finish. Suck and bob your head, dear."
The blonde paused but knew she was destined to complete this task. She hollowed her cheeks again and dipped down, taking as much cock as she could handle without gagging. It wasn't as bad as before and she focused on her ambitious feat. She bobbed slightly and then increased the range until she was slicking his cock from stem to stern. Peter watched her dangling boobs swaying to her cock sucking rhythm. It was enough and his ass rose off the bench, ready to spew. The women knew the sign and alerted their blowjob pupil.
"Oh, sweetie, good work. Here it comes..."
Katie tried to eject his cock but the women held her tight to his crotch. He let out a cry as his spine stiffened and elevated his groin, his abdominal muscles spasming and jerking his hips, poking his knob at her tonsils.
His cum shot out into the warm wet mouth of the coed blonde. She struggled as her mouth was flooded with sperm but the women held her tight. Left with no other option, she swallowed the salty goo that she recognized from health class films and girlfriend giggles but now perceived in reality.
It tasted somewhat like the earlier muskiness when the blowjob had commenced but with a much bigger volume.
The man let his cock retreat to halfway. The stiff appendage was rapidly shrinking in her mouth and she started breathing regularly again. The hands that held her down vanished and she spat out the slackened appendage as she sat back on her heels. She looked up at Peter's face and saw him open his eyes after his orgasmic convulsion had faded into penile tingles.
The mother leaned over to her daughter and kissed her cum-stung lips, tasting the residual manly flavor there.
As Peter refracted, the cosmetologist, somewhat piqued by the missed spermatic reward, recovered her disappointment by kneeling and capturing her cosmetic customer's face in her hands. They canoodled a long kiss, brunette stealing a taste of the remnants of sperm tainting the little blonde's cum stained lips. The trio of topless females paused to look askance, admiring again the second deep red ring further down around the base of Peter's drooping cock.
The brunette sales girl imagined future oral marketing enticements directed towards men shopping for their wife's birthdays gifts. They would be happy, satisfied customers and her sales commissions should soar.
Anya and Natasha saw Peter emerge from the side rooms with a smirky grin on his flushed face, followed moments later by the three meekly smiling women and presumed the reason. They snickered their delight in each other's ear, glad their man was getting some pampering side action and went in search of some for themselves.
In the sporting goods section of the store, a muscle-bound college athlete, part time sales clerk, spied the two buxom women who had sashayed into his space. They looked fit and sporty, though top heavy, short skirted and wearing high heels. Not your usual casually dressed shoppers in a sporting goods store.
The pair saw his approach and shared a mutual wink of accord. This dark-haired rascal would do.
"Good day, ladies. Can I help you find anything?"
Anya pressed the device and responded.
"We're looking for some big cocks to plug our pussies. Got any of that?"
The studly lad's eyes glazed as he slowly looked them up and down from a closer vista and then silently nodded.
"I think I know where we keep those. Please follow me."
As they moved towards the rear of the store, Anya saw him look at a friend, probably a college football team mate judging by his sturdy physique. She looked at Natasha and nodded towards the other boy. Natasha saw him too and gave her a wink and nod of acceptance. Anya stopped their saunter and motioned him over to join them. As he came close, Anya triggered the device and gave him her invitation.
"Hi, there, big fella. Wanna' fuck us?"
The second burly blonde crewcut footballer stared at her as his eyes dulled. He looked at Natasha and nodded his stuporous agreement. The quartet walked through the 'Employees Only' door into the stock room. Natasha found the second boy's arm and clutched him in a boob press as she guided him onward.
Anya looked around and spied a far corner, partially hidden by stacked cartons. She strolled assertively that way. Behind the cardboard screen, the girls lined their boys against the wall of shielding boxes and, kneeling, ripped open the boys' pants and discovered massive cocks. They examined them like a tasty meal, somewhat analogous to what they were about to become. A few hand strokes and tongue laps led to quick sucks and firm grown erections. Their males were ready but the scheming young women had some preparation ideas of their own.
They stood and, laid back on a low nearby row of boxes, flipped up their skirts to expose their bare shaven pussies and summoned the aroused young men to their cunnilingual tasks. Kneeling before the genital feast, the manly faces dove on the feminine buffet. Anya and Natasha gave a startled moan of delight. Unknowing whether this was something the athletes had practiced before or not, they were either very experienced or naturally gifted in the oral arts.
Anya reached to grab her boy's hair as his tongue swept up one side of her labia and then the other. At the top of her slit, he lingered long enough to suck her little stem. She actually jerked at that intense sensation. Noted the response, he grabbed her ass cheeks to steady his meal as he continued his side laps on her nether lips before sucking on her clitoris. Her eyes were closed as her head flailed about, tossing her blonde hair into sheets of messiness. Her ears heard other moans and she looked across to Natasha, who had her hands clutching her own hair as her head wagged and her hips jerked from her man's masterful efforts.
Fully aroused, wet and ready, the two domineering females make their next move. They pushed away the pussy-juice-soaked faces and shoved the attached bodies across the open space between their reclined positions. The boys obeyed and saw the opposing pulsing cunt, seeming satisfied with the oral foreplay, and eager to receive the earlier requested plugging.
The ladies maneuvered their swapped gentleman into a modified missionary mount, their wild erections throbbing, ready to enter its female mate's sexual portal. A kiss was in order before the penetration and the bi-sexual women tasted the others' familiar vaginal dew on the lips of her imminent sex mate. Natasha gave her demand in the ear of her man.
"Come on, lover boy. Drill me hard."
No further encouragement was necessary. She felt the distension of her feminine core cavity as it was strained by the thick invasive muscle. He powered himself in, backed off and pressed again, sliding down her the tube, until he was fully in, their pubic bones pressed together.
Anya was being treated to a similar handling. Their earlier requests for some big cocks to plug their pussies were being met, even exceeding their expectations. The young men rammed a steady rhythm of long strokes, setting each cunt afire with sexual excitement.
And it ended as intended. When the youthful cocks swelled to their limit, their viscus gobs of spunk pelted the deep recesses of their fuck mates' wombs. The doused girls careened off into gasping flights of ecstasy. Hips jerked, bellies collided and arms clutched bodies; cries of masculine and feminine delight echoed in the stockroom, alerting unaware others to investigate.
The two pairs came to from their sexual dazes to see faces peering over the stacks at the young couples in their post coital glows. The boys were still under Anya's spell and blithe about their predicament. She and Natasha casually pushed them away, stood, straightened their clothes and smiled at their audience. They strode past them, receiving their looks of amazement and gaining a parting vision of sexy asses sashaying in the short skirts on high heels as they exited the storeroom.
The boys were coming out of their immediate stupor and found themselves the focus of a group of workmates. As they hustled to pull up their pants and cover their awkwardness, the other men guffawed at their semi-nakedness. The two watching girls cocked Mona Lisa smiles as naughty thoughts dabbled in their minds about potential coffee dates with the well-hung lads, and hopefully more intimate pastimes to follow.



Meanwhile, Peter had wandered through the mall until he came upon the yoga clothes store. A round shapely ass in stretchy black Lycra was prominent in the sidewalk facing display window. Its owner was fitting the store's wares on mannequins. Peter stopped and stared as she struggled to fit the tight workout fashions on the plastic bodies. Standing after her final effort, she saw the handsome man inspecting her. She paused to gather her presence as she beheld him and then shyly tucked her hair behind an ear, baring her vulnerable neck, a subliminal hint that the female uses to imply her interest in a man.
Peter decided to take the bait. He entered the store as the display worker dismounted the front ledge onto the sales floor near him. He got a better look at her front aspect. She was obviously a practitioner of yoga. In addition to the already surveyed toned ass, her tall shapely body sported wonderful mounds of tit flesh above and a creased camel toe in her crotch below. Her straight black hair framed her face that held star blue eyes and pouty lips. She fell into salesgirl mode and paid sole attention to her potential customer.
"Welcome. Is there anything in particular you are looking for?"
Peter touched the device.
"Well, yes, actually. I looking for a nice girl like you to show me how flexible she can be while getting fucked."
He saw the customary glazing of her eyes as she gazed at him. Then she looked around the store at her associates who seemed to be busy with some overweight desperate soccer moms who hoped showy yoga fashions would be a more effortless fix than actually following diet and exercise to mask their lack of healthy appearance.
"Follow me."
Peter had no thoughts of refuting her invitation. He followed her delightful ass as she found an empty dressing room. Hustling him inside, she locked the door behind them. Standing stoic, she let him lift the hem of her stretchy top to her neck and shoulders, exposing her bountiful breasts capped with the brown nipple disks.
She reached for her waistband but he stopped her from peeling down the leggings. Instead, he reached between her thighs and found the seam near her groin. Clutching the fabric, he wretched it apart and made a good-sized hole over her camel toe plushness. He pushed her back to the wall, his shirt pressed to her bare boobs; looking down at her upturned face as she gazed in his while he continued his explorations.
His finger tunneled in and found moisture on her labial lips. His fingertip rooted deeper and found the tightness he expected of a well-toned female. She took it all in stride without a sign or word of protest. He unzipped his pants and extracted his cock, which was already hard from his sidewalk and subsequent musings about this forthcoming fuck.
He reached down and lifted her knee, then grasped her ankle and levered her leg high, resting her calf on his shoulder, opening her cunt to his easy access in her standing leg split position. He stared into her squinty eyes as he prodded her pussy and pushed his knob in.
Her eyes watered at the first entry of his manly sized erection. Her arms wrapped and clung to his neck as he proceeded to thrust in and out, banging her Lycra covered ass against the booth wall. Her open stance permitted his cock to completely fill her vaginal channel and his tip thumped against her cervix with each deep drive. She moaned at each simultaneous triple bump of groin to groin, knob to nubbin, and rump to wall and then purred on his recoils.
Peter banged away and was delighted with her mutual feelings of pleasure. He wasn't a bad man and preferred to have his quickie partners enjoy their sexual encounters. But it was primarily his satisfaction that he sought and, with those gentlemanly sentiments in mind, he reared up and, feeling the tingly throbs of her orgasm on his penile nerves, let loose his milky torrent into the deep wet warmth of his impetuous tryst's cuddly cunt.
They clung to each other through the throes of ecstasy, managing somehow to stay on their feet: two of his and one of hers. In the afterglow serenity, he let himself slip out of her cozy vaginal grotto, levering her high propped leg off his shoulder and settling her to stand on both feet. They shared a tongue-lashed kiss of thanks, and he closed his pants before exiting first from the room and leaving the store.
The flexible, fuckable sale clerk lowered her scrunched-up tee, letting it hang below her crotch to cover the cum stained slash, and left the confines of her ravishment site, finding a pair of stretch pants to exchange for her wrecked ones.
Meanwhile, out on the street, Peter texted his shopping pair to meet for a late lunch at the mall bistro. They acknowledged his message and everybody arrived nearly together at the restaurant. Over an eclectic supper, they chuckled, sharing the stories of their day's sexual adventures.
An impulse to somehow trap their pretty fresh-faced waitress in an MFFF orgy was dismissed for another day. With the day-long sexual shopping spree behind them, they decided to call it a night and returned home to pursue whatever might later transpire in the confines of the friendship haven they called home.
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Nikki and Bonnie lounged at the Total Woman Academy campus pool, under the side foliage that gave a modicum of protection to their fair freckled skin. The redheads were topless this Friday afternoon, waiting for the arrival of the Freewill Weekend Guest Coach Tutors. Those gentlemen and other Pledge Contributors would be hosted by the senior coed classmates over the next few days. It was a traditional rite of passage in the TWA curriculum that all graduating female students were obliged to participate in. Obliged was probably too formal an impression since the soon-to-graduate seniors were eager to show off their rigorously acquired sexual talents and techniques with the stalwart alpha males that would be in attendance.
The cousins had been born days apart, the offspring of twin redhead mothers who had graduated from TWA decades ago and who, after sampling the wiles of alpha males in upper society circles, had each settled on the 'One' whom they would develop into perfect life mates. That included introducing them to the discrete world of TWA and its bounty of selected beauties. The husbands took eagerly to their expected roles as Pledge Contributors, keen to coach the affable coeds in the propensities of sexual pleasure. Those lucky husbands, the father and uncle of each cousin, became enamored with their masculine obligations within the bounds of the controlled campus environment. The brothers-in-law coached their daughters' classmates, with the knowledge that they would in due course fuck their own daughters as well. Patience is a virtue but can also be an agony.
The redhead cousins observed the first arrivals as the afternoon slid towards evening. The special men were ambling the pool deck, browsing for their first coaching concurrence. Nikki and Bonnie saw their fathers, Pete and Jim, enter nonchalantly and wander their way, pausing occasionally to chat up a previous coaching assignee. They made their way slowly around until they stood in the presence of the lounging cousins.
Nikki recalled that this wasn't the first time she had been half-naked with her Uncle Jim. She had been a junior, waiting in her dorm room, string bikini garbed, for a special, but unnamed, Pledge Contributor. On his entry, she was amazed to greet her Uncle Jim, or in her mind, Uncle 'Gym': a burly muscular broad-shouldered man. He was wearing only a pair of gym shorts and sandals, casual even by campus guest standards.
"Hello, Nikki. Surprised to see me? Well, it has been a long while that I have lusted for you. You've filled out well: nice tits and a fine ass."
He walked up to her and cupped her full mammaries, squeezing and fluffing her fun bags, his first up-close view of her feminine orbs. Her freckles faded gradually from shoulders to breasts, capped with reddish nips. A finger pinch got a yip of surprise and a bobble of the chest meat.
"Nice and sensitive, I see. I like that."
His hands slipped down to his own shorts; his cock sprang out. Nikki saw that 'Little Gym' wasn't so little: thick, muscular, conspicuously veined with a large knob. His hand took hers and guided her to hold his meaty tube. She unconsciously fell into the routine she was accustomed to when presented with the male appendage. Her fingers fluttered butterfly touches to the shaft and under the corona. Uncle Jim moaned.
"That's it; get it nice and hard. I'll fuck you with it soon, but first, have a little taste."
Nikki dutifully knelt before her very important visitor, prepared to be the perfect hostess for an important Pledge Contributor, albeit her uncle. Her tongue tickled his underside before her lips descended over the knob and slid smoothly down the shaft, continuing to engulf the length of it, even past her gullet. He was long but she was well trained in the oral arts. She bobbed slowly, keeping her tonsils on the corona; she felt him swell to a monstrous size inside her mouth. She deemed him ready for the next step and stood, willing and available for his leisure.
Without hesitation, he plucked off her bikini bottom and spied her plush pussy, droplets of vaginal dew dappling the labia lips. Another fondle of her tits and ass preceded him laying her down on the mattress. He spread her thighs open and posed his brawny body above her. A momentary pause preceded a familial kiss to calm her tension. Whether she was ready or not, he didn't care. He roughly plunged in, cycling into a deep powerful missionary. He treated her like any other coed he was assigned to tutor. And she wailed her pleasure when his flood of man juice set off her whole-body orgasm.
Cousin Bonnie had a different offsite first encounter with her uncle. It was unusual for a junior but she was told her poise training progress was such that an exception was warranted. She rode to her rendezvous in the back of a luxury town car, a treat that she was also unaccustomed to. The slinky gold lame party dress she wore with its matching gold heels set off her red hair. The satin panties hugged her pussy, the dress hem so short she was sure the driver could see her camel-toe in his mirror. She felt special, as was the intent.
She was delivered to a resort hotel, helped from the car by an eager bellhop. She was certain he saw her panty flash when she turned in the leather seat and stepped out. She walked inside and was met in the lobby by the hotel manager, who greeted her with familiarity and handed her a penthouse room key.
"Good evening, Miss Bonnie. Your host is waiting for you in his suite."
He escorted her directly to the elevators and she rode express to the top floor. There were only two doors available and her room key said 'A'. She made her way to that door and buzzed her arrival. The door clicked and swung ajar. She pushed it open and entered. The door silently closed behind her and locked.
"Hello? It's Bonnie. May I come in?"
A muffled voice spoke.
"Yes. Please come to the living room."
She did, walking a model's stride in her heels, unconsciously moving with a sexy gait. It was her purpose to please, trained as such by weeks and months and years of coach tutoring at the Total Woman Academy. The hallway opened into a broad great room with its overview of the city below. The evening sun was setting in the distance, giving the sky its reddish sundown glow.
Her attention turned to the man seated in an upholstered chair. She stuttered a step and halted. The man grinned at her mild surprise. Of course, she knew this would be a sexual encounter but hadn't been informed that it would be her Uncle Peter. This was a turn of events that she might have anticipated but thought it would happen next year when she was a senior. That inferred her poise progress was well advanced, just as she had been told.
"I've waited a long time for this, my dear niece."
He stood and stepped to her. His hands wound around her body as he held her close for a kiss. Her boobs flattened against his chest as he planted his mouth on hers. She responded instinctively, wrapping her arms over his shoulders and running her tongue over his gums, then probing deeper, tickling the roof of his mouth with her tip to show her acceptance of his brazen move.
He broke away but pressed his forehead to hers as he stared into her eyes. The roof tickle had reflected in his groin, a spasmodic flinch in his semi-tumescent cock.
"I see you have been well coached in making a grand first impression. The outfit is stunning and you showed no inhibition to your carnal acquiescence. I like that. Let's see what we have here."
His hands fiddled with the dress zipper and it descended smoothly as she kept her arms on his shoulders. His hands found no bra strap, just as he suspected from the jiggle of her tits when she strutted on her heels into the room. The tight dress had its own built in boob booster.
He pulled the dress over her shoulders and she let her arms drop to simplify her disrobing by this familiar alpha male. His face warmed with a smile as her perfect breasts came into view. They were teardrop shaped, capped with reddish-brown nipples, already showing stiff nubs from the unpredicted hookup. He looked into her eyes as she met his gaze, a shy smile hinting at her curiosity and willingness. Her hands returned to his shoulders, freeing her chest for his play.
His unwatched hands fluffed the orbs as she wiggled her hips and the loosened dress slid over her hips to pool on the floor. His hands moved to her panties and those fell to join her only other clothes. His unseen finger probed her slit, finding moisture. She was ripe and ready and so was he.
It wasn't long before she was kneeling, engaged in gentle sucking. He lifted her by the biceps and laid her out on the bed. Their first fuck was slow and gentle, despite his long simmering, and overwrought arousal. It was a mutual crescendo of overdue ecstasy between uncle and niece. And some intermittent sleep between more sucking and fucking all through the night.
Lacking adequate sleep, the next day was reserved for drowsy pool lounging. She wore resort-worthy wear: a packed Wonder bra bikini top and matching bottoms. Men made it a habit to stroll by and gaze upon the buxom beauty. Uncle Pete noted their interest and it perked his own libido. He took her back to their top-floor room and pounded her through a rough fuck scenario. Calmed at last, they snoozed the remainder of the afternoon.
It was time for dinner. Bonnie decked herself out in the arrival gold lame sheath dress. They descended to the dining room where they chanced upon an acquaintance of Uncle Pete, also escorted by a young lady, and they collegially join together for the meal. Bonnie noted her counterpart was similarly aged and similarly dressed. The girls didn't add much to the men's conversation, topics related to their shared business interests. And then the talk turned to boasting of past sexual conquests. Unable to tamp down their egos, the men accepted each other's challenge to prove their prowess.
They agreed to exchange the girls for the night. His brunette buxom honey accompanied Pete to his room; Bonnie was force-marched to the other man's suite.
Therein, the collegiate redhead was manhandled and roughly stripped of her dress. He pulled out his cock and forced her to kneel and suckle him in fellatio foreplay as he took off his own clothes in a more leisurely manner. Then he laid her out in bed.
He adjusted her thighs high and wide, crawled into the waiting space and positioned his hips and raging hardon above her. He took her hands and placed them behind her thighs near her knees to hold the open groin pose. His own hands clutched her boobs as he settled in. He took his time with little tip teases at her labia. She felt the contacts and waited impatiently for his penetration.
Her feet were extended aloft and, as he played on her docility with the pussy touches, she had time to inspect and admire her gold-toned shoes. She turned her ankles to see the sides. The red zirconium studded strappy heels were one of her favorites. She liked the color contrast with her light rose skin completion. Her leg twists were reflected as torsions of her cunt and interpreted as growing passions by her ready-to-mount-up male. He kept up the foreplay and her attentions were eventually diverted there with a growing buzz in her belly.
The man either tired of the teasing or was ready to plunge in. Which he did. She reveled in the forceful entry, followed by his long slow strokes. The skin-on-skin sensation added to her arousal and she started to murmur in her rise of passions.
"I need to cum."
"No... no, don't do it... not yet... wait for me..."
Bonnie tried but she couldn't hold out and she indeed didn't. She bowed her back, pressing her clitoris hard against his pubis, and careened off in a cry of ecstasy, her cunt pulsing on his embedded cock. The man stayed deep, feeling the contractions rippling along his dick. He was not miffed, more amused at the youngster's loss of control, and rather enjoyed the tight vibrations on his erection.
When her ass slumped back into the mattress, he stroked himself mightily into the raptured coed and found her moving again with him. He peaked with a loudly acclaimed finale, hearing her cries of ecstasy again through his stupor when his flood of semen warmed her deepest womb.
He rolled her into a spoon cuddle and played with her tits until he dozed off. Later in the night, he posed her over the mattress and doggie fucked her, taking care to diddle her pussy in order to extract another round of vaginal pulsations on his cock, now embedded just as deep but inverted.
In the morning, Bonnie showered with the man and performed a soapy handjob to complete their spur-of-the-moment get-together.
Meanwhile, Pete was not disappointed with the impromptu tryst. All night, he was expertly handled and sexed by the brunette, an incredibly talented fuck partner. By morning, he felt dehydrated from expending so much man juice into her mouth, cunt, and cleavage. Food, drink, and rest were the only things on his mind.
Reunited at breakfast, Uncle Pete noted Bonnie's fucked-out appearance; her dress hung loose, nearly exposing her nipples, and her hair and makeup were a mess. He noted how his own overnight companion's looks showed the same use and abuse.
The men reanimated their boasting: Uncle Pete claimed three orgasms of his own and three for the brunette, who when questioned, stated it was true. The other man gave Bonnie credit for three of his and three of hers, which she confirmed. The men shook hands, agreed to a draw, and laughed it off, a 'better luck next time' camaraderie.
As the pairs parted, Uncle Pete gloomily percolated notions of the looming end to this weekend adventure. So, after breakfast and the weary farewells to their overnight swaps, he took Bonnie back to their room, and helped her clean and preen. Suitably presentable, he couldn't dismiss her without a final farewell session with his beautiful niece. It would happen in the car ride home.
His cock was sore but Bonnie soothed it in her mouth, bent over on the front seat, suckling his half-hard erection as he drove the return ride to campus. Near the end of the journey, she drew out a last dribble of his essence, a parting memento of her incestuous weekend escapade.
That was then but this was now. Freewill Weekend opened with the cousins hosting the other coeds' fathers, brothers, uncles, and cousins. The redheaded duo, and their coed classmates, served as naked fuckable hostesses in their dorm rooms or the Guest Coach Tutor suites, to the whims and whimsies of the dominant male cadre.
Saturday night found Bonnie and Nikki again bedded down with their respective uncle. Smooth, sensual sex turned evening into nighttime.
Uncle Peter lay next to a sleepy Bonnie, her arm over his chest and her breathing pulsing her nipple to his side. He heard door hinges creak further down the hall from his Guest Coach Tutor suite. His brother-in-law Jim was heading his way. The plot was afoot.
During the day, the men had contrived their scheme. Now the time had arrived to execute their plan. This should have waited a few months for later in the semester's scheduled Father-Daughter Weekend.
The door opened and the faint light glowed in the room and then faded. Peter stealthily lifted Bonnie's arm and slid away, holding it aloft as the arriving man secreted himself in the vacant space next to his daughter. She slowly emerged from her slumber at the gentle motions as the men exchanged places.
She came more awake and cuddled against the naked man's body next to her. She was ready to be fucked again by her loving uncle. But something was different: a different scent of cologne, a scruffy beard against her cheek. Her hand crept down and felt a different cock, already tumescent and growing. Her eyes opened and saw the smirking face of her father.
He moved quickly, before she could react, rolling her on her back and settling his hips between her thighs. She started to tussle but the rapid moves happened so quickly that her last-minute protests and attempts to writhe away were futile.
"No... no... not tonight... wait... this isn't right... the Rules say later in the semester."
"Fuck the Rules; I'm fucking you right now."
Easily overcoming his daughter's struggles, Jim powered his hardened cock into her soft wet pussy.
Succumbing to the inevitable premature incest, she meekly abandoned resistance and acceded to the predominance of parental lust. It was bound to happen eventually and under the probably irreversible circumstances, why wait? Her writhing became less about escape and more about enabling. She fell into her learned role as the willing receptacle of the assertive alpha male's lust.
Jim felt her rebellious body movements change in tempo and style. Her hips now counter-cycled to his thrusts, pampering his penile nerves with fleshy friction. Her clitoris bumped his pubic bone as much as possible and the thought that his daughter was using his genitals to find her own pleasure in the incestuous copulation went straight to his macho ego. His cock got even harder and the stiff muscle became a tool that both sex partners used to their unabashed advantage.
Bonnie was riding the ecstatic elevator more quickly than her daddy; her breathing sped up and deepened and just before she topped out, Jim called out his own rush of pleasure and doused his daughter's cunt with the same milky cream of fertility that had long ago brought her to eventual life from inside her mother's womb. They canoodled through the tingly afterglow and wallowed in the pride of familial connection, the first but certainly not the last, in their predestined incestuous profligacy.
Nikki's sleep was slightly disturbed when Jim had slipped away but she curled up under the covers to await his momentary return. When the mattress tilted, she stretched herself again and wiggled close to her returning bedmate. But sleep was not what he inferred when he lifted her leg and squeezed his hips into her sidesaddle pose. A pliant bulb pressed her labia and she opened wider to accommodate another solid fucking like the one she had enjoyed earlier in the evening.
He seemed even more excited this time; his knob slipped in and held. His arms hugged her tits tight to his chest as she curled her waist to draw in more of the manly monster she craved. He sensed her eagerness and punched a lot of cock into her cunt. Her grunt of surprise was followed by another push that sent him fully inside her vaginal channel. She whimpered in half-pain half-pleasure as she clung to his shoulders and wavered her hips in unison to his powerful long stroke rhythm. His murmur of praise would have been an ego boost to her ears if she hadn't recognized the voice.
"Damn! What a luscious cunt!"
"Daddy!?"
"God, Nikki. Your cunt is so tight and wet and welcoming. I knew it would be. It's been torture waiting for this."
"But... but... "
"I know. It's premature but I just couldn't wait any longer."
He gave a hard jog that banged her clitoris. She gulped at the sensual shock that emanated from her groin. The prickles raced up her spine straight to her brain, bounced out again to every nerve in her body, and set off her orgasm. She went rigid in Daddy's arms and convulsed fiercely through the long bout of mindless muscle contortions.
Peter was barely capable of restraining her gyrations; he managed just enough to continue stroking her cunt with his engorged and overwrought erection. He let loose his ejaculation, delighting in the multiple cock throbs that deposited shots of spunk deep inside his daughter.
And with the copulations of that fateful night, a TWA traditional rite of passage had now been completed that would lead the uncles, daddies, daughters, and cousins into a life-long obsession with incestuous sexuality.
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Uncle Pete's face was buried in Bonnie's tremendous cleavage as she tented his cock, seated and wiggling in his lap. They were engaged in post-breakfast friskiness on the living room couch. The man's sucking of her nipples added to the tingling sensations radiating to her juicy labia, lusciously engaged in rubbing the underside of his erection. Her panties were gone but her cropped top t-shirt was drawn up to her neck, affording the quick and easy access that impatient Uncle Pete wanted this morning.
She cuddled her uncle's head to her chest as she looked out through the living room window across the street at Mr. Smith's house. The old widower exited his front door and hobbled to the curb to retrieve his morning newspaper. That was quaintly old-fashioned; who read a newspaper anymore when so much more was available online? He saw her rocking head and shoulders, visible through her bay window and raised a hand in greeting, not seeing the naked lower half just below the window sill. She waved back and he returned to his home and closed the front door.
Uncle Pete grasped her ass and raised her up so his cock could make its entry into her juicy pussy. She cooperated and slid down the long penile muscle. Her ass rose and fell, bouncing her boobs in his face as she stroked his thick member. Uncle Pete was quick this morning and soon spewed his lust inside her.
As they slouched in a post-coital swoon, she asked about their neighbor.
"Oh, Smith's wife passed away a few years back and he has been a bit of a hermit ever since. Seems okay but he stays mostly to himself. Everyone leaves him alone."
Uncle Pete was finally ready to get on with his morning. He slapped her ass cheek and told her to get up. His flaccid cock exited its last bit of juicy cuddliness, and she slid off his lap to stand. Looking over his shoulder to where she had been watching outside, he felt her curiosity and suggested Bonnie go over and do a 'welfare check' on the old dude.
Bonnie pulled her top down over her tits and retrieved her panties and booty shorts. A pair of low sandals completed her outfit. It was a warm spring morning, so she decided to go as is. She walked across the suburban street and rang the doorbell. A voice responded through the tiny speaker.
"Yeah, what do you want?"
"Good morning, sir. I'm Bonnie from across the street, the one you waved to this morning. Just wanted to say hello and see how you're doing. Can I come in?"
There was a long silent pause and then a metallic click of the door lock. Bonnie tried the door and it opened into the foyer. She stepped across the threshold and closed it behind her.
Looking around the entry, she could see the house was neat and clean. Whatever was keeping Mr. Smith away from others had not diminished his sense of order. She heard a call from further rooms.
"Come on through; I'm on the back patio."
She made her way to the rear sliding doors, slid back the screen panel and exited onto a swimming pool deck. Mr. Smith was on an aluminum and plastic web lounge, his unfolded newspaper in his lap. Bonnie turned his way, tucked her hair behind an ear, and stepped closer, extending her hand.
"Hi. I'm Bonnie. You must be Mr. Smith."
The old man gazed at her from bottom to top. The video doorbell had only shown a contorted view of her face and neck on his cellphone. He now saw that the rest of her body was a marvel of youthful physique. Her bare legs were long and trim. The booty shorts hugged her ass and formed her groin into a faint camel toe. The crop top was loose and her motion along with the slight breeze fluttered the hem, drawing his eyes to her round under-boob display and the pokies evident through the thin cotton cloth.
It had been a while since he had been up close and personal with such a lively beauty and his icy demeanor thawed. He had always been drawn to gracious young ladies and nubile Bonnie seemed to be such a one. He smiled and extended his hand.
"Mr. Smith sounds too formal; my friends call me Smitty."
They clasped hands and Smitty felt the warmth of her feminine touch, a sensation that had been absent from his life these recent past years.
"So, to what do I owe this pleasure?"
"Just being neighborly, Smitty. Wanted to be sure you were okay. We don't see you out much."
"Oh, I'm fine. Just not much for socializing after my wife died. Mabel was the gadfly and I just tagged along."
Bonnie stood back and looked around. The pool looked inviting.
"That's a nice pool. We don't have one at our house. Mind if I try it out."
"Sure. Go get your bathing suit and come back."
"Oh, no bother. I can try it now."
Bonnie kicked off her sandals and clutched the hem of her t-shirt in both hands. She whipped it up and off, exposing her large perfect breasts. Smitty's eyes went wide in shock. She bent over towards him, dangling the swaying bulbs as she skimmed down her booty shorts. Tossing the duds aside, she pivoted and dove into the sun-warmed water.
She swam little laps, back and forth, in front of a most attentive Smitty. Overhand strokes had her wet round ass cheeks cresting the shallow ripples. A return backstroke wavered her chest mounds back and forth to his vision. Side strokes gave a view of her ass or boobs, whichever side she happened to use. After a dozen laps, she stood and faced her host.
"Come on in. The water's fine."
Smitty shook his head, declining her saucy welcome. Bonnie noticed the obvious bulge in his shorts. Maybe the old geezer wasn't so old after all. She decided to find out and that way thank him for the use of the pool. She climbed out and wetly trotted to him, kneeling at his side.
Her hand lightly rubbed his crotch and discovered a nice volume of stiff flesh hidden in his shorts. She would have asked or at least said something, but he hadn't recoiled or rejected her touch. Both hands worked his zipper down and her fingers burrowed in for the prize.
Smitty lay there, seemingly stunned by the sudden turn of events. He didn't resist as she extracted his old cock. Her hands were warm and her fingers dexterous as she slid the pads along and around his tumescence.
She looked into his face as she asked his permission.
"Mind if I play with it? It's very nice."
Smitty was too worked up to speak but managed to nod his head. He watched intently as her fingers held his genital flesh and her head lowered closer. Her pursed lips kissed the tip, then here and there along the shaft. She perceived a growing stiffness and decided to taste it completely.
Her puckered lips covered the tip and then suctioned harder, drawing him inside her mouth. Her ears heard his groan of delight as she took him all in. His hips shifted on the chair as he elevated his groin to assist her oral exercise.
Bonnie noted his appreciation of her reward for sharing his pool. It was the least she could do for the friendly old man. Her tongue got more into the routine and that evoked more moans and groans from her host. His breathing deepened and she was careful to monitor his respiration rate.
But all was well as she felt the mouthful of meat shudder. He called out a quiet cry of delight and a trickle of cum poured out on her tongue. She held him in, feeling the shaft soften and go limp. A few hard sucks gained more ejaculate and she slid her lips off and noisily swallowed the small manly offering.
She looked at his flushed face looking back at hers.
"Are you okay? Did I overdo it?"
Smitty croaked out a reply.
"No... no, my dear. That was wonderful and so unexpected."
Smitty told her she was welcome anytime to use the pool. He feebly escorted her to the front door, stopping occasionally as she asked about pictures on the side tables and mantel. Smitty pointed out photos of his deceased wife. Bonnie especially favored their wedding photo. Mabel had been a beautiful bride in her lacy white gown, her hair in neck-length rolls.
Uncle Pete inquired about Smitty and Bonnie said he was doing fine. Still very strong and healthy in her enlightened opinion.
Over the next week, Bonnie wandered across the street several times to use her old neighbor's pool, swimming nude under his watchful eye. It amused her to think of him as her lifeguard even though she doubted his physical strength to actually rescue her from an accidental drowning. But she always thanked him properly at the end of her exercise laps with coital laps that led to blowjob ejaculations draining down her throat.
Other times, Bonnie mused on the way Smitty was still smitten with his lovely passed wife. It was unfortunate that his life had turned into a lonely hermitage. Fortunately, the old guy now had the benefit of a virile young neighbor to keep him somewhat in a state of vim and vigor.
And she was not deprived of her own sexual pleasure. Uncle Pete rarely passed up a chance to quench his bright burning libido fires. He used her body incessantly, dousing his smoldering lust in her cunt or mouth. She was delighted with the masculine attention and, more often than not, joined him in orgasmic finales. But her concern for Smitty continued and she percolated a plan for his deeper participation in more than passive blowjobs.
She found the perfect ploy while strolling downtown past a second-hand store. She hurried home, excited about her purchase. That evening, she spent excess time preparing her presentation: bright red lipstick, her red hair in old-fashioned rolls, ivory lingerie, and low heels. And the coup de grace was the treasure she had found at the second-hand store.
Smitty heard his doorbell ring and answered the call, but there was no video display. Maybe the thing was on the fritz but it was Bonnie's voice seeking entry. He remotely unlocked the door and let her know he was in the living room. Footsteps approached and he turned to watch her entrance. Upon seeing her, his cock jumped a twitch on its own accord.
It may have been Bonnie but the vision was a nostalgic dream from his past. There stood the spitting image of his young wife, Mabel, from many years ago.
Bonnie was dressed in a version of Smitty's bride in her wedding dress. She had matched as close as possible the wedding photo on his mantel. She copped a shy smile, a pantomime of an innocent virgin, ready to consummate her vows with the first marital copulation.
Smitty rose from his chair, in a daydream stupor, feeling the same uneasy tension that he had felt for his first exploration and sexual union those decades ago. Without words, he took her hand and she let him lead her to his bedroom, ready to help him rediscover the intimate joy of his first time with the true love of his life.
Bonnie stood passive as Smitty gently hugged her buxom figure and partook in a tender kiss. She let him lead the action in this dream; let him play out the scene as he worked the zipper of her wedding dress and let it fall from her body. He was accustomed to the old-fashioned snaps and clips of the traditional lingerie and soon those intimates joined the dress on the floor.
Now naked Bonnie turned her attention to her pseudo-husband, removing his clothes to get him equally nude.
She stood tall before him and pantomimed a shy virgin, intertwining her fingers in a handclasp over her pussy; twisting her shoulders a bit but her head further, pretending to be embarrassed by their dual nudity. But Smitty was too keyed up to wait much longer and took her hand, leading her to the marital bed where they would consummate their family union.
Bonnie lay back, her knees tilted apart. He climbed in and kneeled up, shuffling forward, spreading her knees wider as he pressed closer. He leaned over, his cock touching her groin as he posed above her. His hands went beneath her shoulders and his face found hers. It was a tender kiss, continuing into a livelier smooch.
She wrapped his shoulders and drew him down, squashing his chest hard against her breasts. Her next move rolled the soft mammaries between them and she felt his penile tip press tighter to her labia lips.
A wiggle of her hips caught his attention. He was ready and pushed as she deftly tilted her pussy to aid the angle and reduce the distance. He pushed some more and gained entry. A few short cycles got him deeper and deeper. A last, he was all in and she cooed in his ear as his pubis flexed into hers.
It was a long series of gentle strokes. The old man was fired up but he was still an old man. She wiggled, squeezed, and humped, doing as much as possible to cultivate his fantasy. And it worked. He groaned and she felt the weak flow of warm sperm deep inside.
He collapsed atop her in a post-orgasmic stupor. Her hands rubbed his back, her thighs massaged his hips and she torqued her neck to kiss his cheeks, neck, and ears.
She heard his gentle weeping and helped him roll aside, cuddling him in spoon, covering them with the sheet, and purring softly to lullaby him to sleep. In the morning, she left him to his slumbers and enjoyed a skinny dip in the cool swimming pool. Entering the house again, she found him in the kitchen, making coffee and a frittata. After breakfast and her visible assurance of his welfare, she crossed the street and returned to her Uncle Pete's abode. He was also waiting in the kitchen for her.
"Where have you been?"
"I stayed with Smitty last night. He seemed lonely and I helped him relive some sweet memories."
"Okay, but do you have a memory of this?"
He pulled aside his robe and his stiff erection bobbed at his groin. Bonnie understood the implication and knelt on the kitchen floor. She sucked off her uncle and was fed a second breakfast, this one of manly cream.
Bonnie made a habit for the rest of the summer to visit her old neighbor for a few swims and blowjobs during the week. And every Thursday, she spent the night with Smitty, keeping his home fires burning and giving him a renewed lust for life.
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Uncle Jim huffed and puffed as he pounded away atop Nikki. Her cries of hurtful sensuality filled the air as Uncle 'Gym's thick cock sluiced her tight pussy. Her summer had been filled with similar episodes as the brawny middle-aged man fucked her again and again. It was at least once a day, often more, especially when she peaked his macho ego with skimpy outfits and flirty provocations. And she loved every minute of it.
He reared up and roared out another mighty volume of spunky shots in her cunt. Her pussy clamped down and vibrated through her own bout of orgasmic delight. They sagged and hugged through the post-coital buzz, using lips and tongues to express their shared gratification.
Cuddling in spoon on the living room couch, Uncle Jim fingered her still stiff nipples as her hand tunneled between her legs to touch and tantalize his soft shaft and slack scrotum. Maybe another fuck, a prone sideways doggie, might soon be in store.
Uncle Jim's face was buried in her hair, the mixture of shampoo scent mixed with perspiration filled his nostrils. His words were whispered close to her ear.
"I saw you with another girl at the mall; the blond with big tits. Who was she?"
Nikki had to think a moment, recalling the many girls she talked to.
"Oh, the one at the food court? That was Pamela. She's a classmate in my college summer classes. Why do you ask?"
But Nikki already knew; Uncle Jim was growing firmer in her hand and his fingers on her tits were getting a little more active.
"I'd like to meet her. Or more... soon..."
"Okay, next time I see her, I'll see what she thinks about that."
"Do more than ask; I want to fuck her. Make it happen."
A nipple pinch for emphasis attested to his seriousness.
"Ouch! Okay!"
A few days later, Nikki was having lattes with her summer classmate at the mall food court. They were chatting about college, the difficult classes, and campus sports. Nikki steered the conversation towards dating and Pamela's tastes in men.
"Did you notice the new quarterback?"
"Yeah, he's dreamy but I haven't a shot at him."
"Why not? With tits like yours, he should come running."
"I don't know; he's cute and all but still a boy. I want someone with sophistication. I'm tired of the pump and dump one-night stands."
Nikki sipped her drink, eyeing her friend over the rim.
"Yeah, I know how you feel. Uncle Jim is the best; he can go for a couple of times a night. My pussy gets sore by morning."
Pamela's eyes went wide.
"You're fucking your uncle!?"
"Of course. That's why you don't see me dating the boys at school."
Pamela looked somber, a small pout on her face."
"I wish I had an uncle like that."
Nikki's pride swelled in her chest. This was easier than she could have hoped. She caught Pamela's eye and winked.
"What are you doing this weekend? Want to come by my house?"
"Sure. I'm bored hanging out at the dorm. Everyone leaves and it's quiet and lonely."
Arrangements made; Nikki informed her uncle of Pamela's upcoming visit. He was pleased with her obedience to his wishes.
Saturday morning rolled around. Uncle Jim and Nikki were lazily canoodling on the couch after breakfast. It was more of an illicit foreplay since they had fucked earlier in the shower that morning. The doorbell rang and she jumped up to greet their weekend guest. Pamela was standing on the front portico, carrying a small valise. They exchanged bijou cheek kisses and Nikki led her inside.
"Pamela, this is my Uncle Jim."
"How do you do, sir."
"Ahh, sir is too formal. Why not just call me Uncle Jim, like Nikki does"
"Okay... Uncle Jim."
The girls hustled away to the Guest bedroom to get Pamela settled in. A quick change of apparel had them headed for the backyard swimming pool. Uncle Jim swiveled his recliner to where he could watch the pair through the rear window wall. Pamela's string bikini barely covered her bottom and her big boobs had nearly outgrown the old size-too-small top. He slipped his cock free through the zipper and worked a slow stroke, shielded by the open book he rested on his thighs. He kept himself hard while he watched the water nymphs play in the cool water. Then they lay out on lounges as he continued his oblique overwatch, tanning themselves in the mid-day sun. It was a difficult duty but he avoided an ejaculation; that time would come soon enough... he hoped.
Later, redressed in casual shorts and tees, the girls found some refreshments in the kitchen. Nikki secretly spiked Pamela's drink with an aphrodisiac and relaxant. They wandered the house some more until they came upon Uncle Jim in the den, covered up again but still reading his book. Pamela's mind was hazy but her mood was frisky.
'Too much sun' she figured.
"What cha' reading" she slurred.
"The Secrets of Hypnosis" he responded.
"Oh... that's not real."
"Sure, it is. You don't believe it? No? Okay, let's try it."
"Okay," she giggled.
She was seated in a chair as Uncle Jim sat across from her. He swung a pendant and mumbled low-toned chants. The drugs and sounds soon had her eased into a twilight trance. Her hypnotist had studied his book well and she fell into the deep suggestive state that the book had foretold.
Uncle Jim began planting thoughts and attitudes in the brunette's mind which she repeated three times after each prompt, her voice a dull monotone that stowed the new convictions deep in her subliminal memory.
"'I am a well-built female with a body designed to please my man."
"I must exercise daily to keep my body firm and flexible and my pussy tight and energetic."
"I will wear flirty, even slutty, fashions when summoned to meet my man."
"I will dance a striptease whenever asked to get my man excited."
"I will suck deepthroat at my man's request."
"I will let my man take me in missionary, cowgirl, standup, or doggie sex. He can have me in bed, in the shower, the spa, the pool, the car, anywhere, day or night, in private or public."
"I will play whatever fantasy role my man wishes."
"Uncle Jim is my man."
Now Uncle Jim embedded the trigger phrase: Cucumber Pumpkins.
Pamela's eyes were suitably glazed when he was finished seeding her subconscious attitudes. He decided to test their effectiveness.
" Pamela: Cucumber Pumpkins. Please dance a strip tease for me."
Pamela rose from her chair and moved to the middle of the room. She swayed her hips to an unheard tune, one that was only playing in her head.
A slow pirouette displayed her lightly clothed body from every angle. She gripped the hem of her tee and lifted it slowly up, passing it over her bare boobs. She pulled it higher, over her head, flinging it aside as she shook her head and tossed her loose hair. The dark brown strands settled a bit disheveled as she lowered her face and peered through upturned eyes at her man. The waistband clasp and zipper were opened next and she bent forward to skinny the booty shorts over her ass and down her legs. The movement gave her boobs a dangling shimmy, furthering Uncle Jim's enticement.
Nikki came to her unclothed friend and led her to the sofa, laying her out with spread thighs. She leaned in and, after a facial kiss, moved to Pamela's pussy. Lapping and suckling her friend's clitoris and labia, her long lazy oral stimulations drove the buxom brunette into a back-arching cunnilingual orgasm.
Pamela relaxed back into the cushions as a shadow crossed her vision. A heavy weight pressed down on her hips and chest and Uncle Jim's mighty erection penetrated her sopping wet cunt. She hugged his shoulders, their faces cheek to cheek. He rode her hard as she whimpered and murmured her way into another peak of pleasure. Her pussy spasms drove him into his own climax; he bellowed out his long-delayed ejaculation and flooded her vaginal recesses with his pent-up volume of spunk.
He rested for a while atop the raptured coed. Moving away after his cock shrank and fell out, he left the room to clean himself up. Nikki stayed with her friend, kissing her forehead and whispering soothing words of assurance in her ear, tending to her classmate's well-being through the post-coital cooldown.
An hour later, Uncle Jim returned, still naked. He caught Nikki's eye and motioned for his next desired fucking position. Nikki helped her uncle's newest fuck-mate to rise and stand at the end of the couch. She tilted her backward over the padded end arm, laying her head and shoulders back on the cushions, her low back braced by the end arm, her cunt prominent in high pose. Nikki knelt next to her and rested her ear on Pamela's abdomen. Her tongue snaked out and tickled the pink clitoris, tainted with the dregs of the earlier coitus. The convex-positioned coed moaned.
Nikki upped the licking and sucking until her friend's moans were a continuous whimper of excitement. Her vision perceived Uncle Jim moving to stand between Pamela's spread thighs. His mighty erection tapped at the wet labia. She fingered the bloated knob and maneuvered it to the flowered pink pussy lips. She held it at the right angle as he pressed and entered, smoothly sliding his swollen cock into the fleshy vaginal tube.
The shaft slowly disappeared as the push continued until Uncle Jim's groin pressed Nikki's nose and Pamela's clitoris. The penetration recipient's noises were now cries of sexual pleasure as the meaty probe cycled in and out.
On one out stroke, it fully emerged and popped up. Quick as a flash, Nikki's head bounded forward and her lips captured the knob, drawing it deep inside her mouth. A few sucks later, Uncle Jim pulled back and she deftly reinserted his cock into the nearby cunt. A series of swaps ensued: a few strokes in the pussy, a few strokes in the mouth, back and forth, building his libido to its ultimate crescendo. His first shots were in the cunt, then the pull-out, a rope on his niece's face, and the rest in her mouth.
Uncle Jim stood back, surveyed the scene, and with a nod of approval to his niece for her success procuring his desired fuck-mate, exited for his bedroom and a deserved rest from his labors.
Nikki again attended her coed classmate and toddled her to the guest bedroom. She stayed the night and cuddled with the object of her uncle's desire. Morning dawned and Nikki led her bedmate to the bathroom for cleaning and preening. They emerged together into the kitchen, hand in hand, where the man of the house was preparing breakfast. He spied the young women dressed in side-tied panties and demi-slips; the translucent covers shadowed by perky pokies.
That was enough to set his libido alight. He drew Pamela into a tight hug and kiss. She responded with willing fervor and he recognized that the hypnosis was still active.
A quick flip of the pantie ties had her cunt open to his use. He picked her up and set her ass on the edge of the countertop. Nikki saw the action and moved to assist. As Uncle Jim continued his smooching, his niece dropped his shorts and fondled his cock to a firm stand. The countertop cutie cried out as his erection slammed into her grotto and the man in her arms rammed a mighty series of thrusts that brought her to orgasm. She was so enraptured that she hardly noticed the flood of jism coating her womb. Her whole body tingled as he drew her ass off the granite slab and placed her feet on the floor.
Breakfast was served and consumed; the girls went swimming. Uncle Jim joined them later and got a poolside dual blowjob from his topless house guests. The rest of the day was a series of sexual exploits as Jim took his privileges with either girl at his whim. That night, sensualized Pamela writhed in his bed as he fucked her several times. He took charge of the morning ablutions. He was too weary to fuck her but granted her his own version of a cunnilingual orgasm.
The weekend adventures were coming to a close. They released her at noon and sent her on her way. But not before Uncle Jim embedded more hypnotic commands in mind-muddled Pamela's subconscious.
Nikki spent the next week soothing Uncle Jim's lust with blowjobs as he watched and rewatched the hidden camera videos of the innocent coed he had enjoyed hypnotizing and fucking.
But it didn't end there.
Nikki returned to an out-of-state school that fall. So, whenever Uncle Jim was not otherwise busy with TWA Guest Coach Tutor or Freewill Weekends, he would text Pamela, starting the message with 'Cucumber Pumpkins' and spelling out his demands. She would arrive on his doorstep, decked out in the fetish costume or elegant garb that he had instructed in his text message.
He would keep her under hypnosis as she spent the weekend sucking and fucking him and, sometimes, trusted colleague confidents. By her departure Monday morning, there was not a piece of furniture throughout the house that had not braced or supported her bare ass or tummy while Uncle 'Gym' drove her willing body to orgasmic oblivion and back, joining in at his whim with his own ecstatic pleasures.
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*** Strippers ***
Every small town has a version of a honky-tonk, enticing the local farm girls who dream of a glamourous life in show biz. Stripping for the working rednecks wasn't the big time but it was a start. The club owners were also looking for opportunities to enhance their profits and were readily willing to pass along leads to the adult entertainment talent scouts. Ned Jackson was one of those who incentivized the leads.
He had examined the lineup of player possibilities from one such establishment and duly scheduled a weekend visit. He anonymously watched the whole show on Friday and Saturday night and informed the club manager of his selected interests among the semi-amateur roster.
Sunday night was reserved for his private show and deeper examinations.
Carol Higgins, stage name Huggies, was well into her stage strip routine. Her marquee nomenclature referred to her perfect teardrop tits: full round bases with shapely tapering slopes leading to ample pointed nipples. The bouncy beauties hung maidenly firm on her chest, a little uptilt and opening apart to attract the discerning male eye. That bare lush cleavage could accommodate, as had happened before, the faces accompanying those manly eyes in the VIP room after her stage performance. After work and off-premises, the soft masses might also be crushed against the brawny chests of the paying men whose cocks sluiced her juicy cunt to a mutual fulfillment.
And tonight, she danced for her single elite customer Mr Jackson, whom the manager had promised could be quite instrumental in her potential career evolution. Huggies was very motivated to make this one of her best-ever performances in every sense.
Her many poses and angles showed off her plush tits: back-bends that formed her boobs into flattened toruses on her upturned chest, bent over dangling pendants that she cupped, kneaded, and dropped to show their natural forms in motion, rear-facing shimmies that, with arms slithering aloft, exhibited the sidewinder curves past her torso. Then full-frontal standing shimmies that bobbled her mammary meat. The energetic motions were designed to flip away her loose body coverings, rhythmically and seductively, to fully reveal her tits and the rest of her lush body.
Combined with intermingled twerks and twirls, she pirouetted her shapely fuckable figure in her efforts to hopefully delight and, more importantly, arouse the munificence of tonight's macho patron.
As often as possible, Carol watched for tell-tale clues that her act was working. Ned's squinted eyes and occasional squiggles in his seat confirmed that she had the sexual attention of her one-man audience.
He was already naked and his cock was thick in his hand. She could dispense with the delaying walk to the VIP room; Ned was her sole focus tonight, watching her from the closest table in the empty theatre.
She had been coached that she was here for his exclusive entertainment and use, if necessary, both on and off stage. The disco-beat music that had accompanied her up-tempo routine now transitioned to a softer, smoother rhythm. Her gyrations finally bared her of her dance costume, heated and sweaty by the hearty exercise, she paused to gather her breath and energy before swaying in catwalk gracefulness to his seat. Her high heels gave her the perfect height to easily straddle his lap.
Arching her back and thrusting her chest forward, she presented her tits for his use, or abuse, if he liked.
He took the invitation, licked and sucked her nipples while she cuddled his neck and slicked the length of his upright tumescent cock with her warm wet labia. Ned nestled his nose in her soft chest crevasse, smelling her fragrantly female perspiration. His cock had responded to her genital massage and grown longer and more rigid, ready for its accustomed role.
She deemed his erection solid enough for further activities. Her dexterous cuneal cleft captured his tip and levered it to a proper pose. She preceded with short pushes and pulls, gradually descending her wet vaginal tube down over the embedded meat until she had captured its full length.
Slides were interspersed with hip rolls and revolutions at the deepest penetrations with clever pauses for rippling cunt clenches. It was a demanding toil but her chosen duty, and despite the efforts focused on his pleasure, she was succumbing to her own foreplay. Her tits tingled from his bearded facial caresses and they sent little electric signals to her throbbing pussy.
Ned continued to bury his face in her cleavage and his moans increased in enthusiasm. At his rise to the crest of excitement, he roared his ejaculatory cry and flooded his lap-mate's cunt with manly fluids. She felt the coital discharge and whimpered through the spinal shudders of her own whole-body orgasm.
As the pair retreated from paradise, he slumped back against his seat, reposing exhausted in her embrace. She cuddled his face in her big soft boobs, kissed his forehead while whispering lauds of praise for his virility. He smiled at the obligatory praise from his recruitment candidate.
He held her body close to his in the afterglow as his cock withered and fell out. He felt the leaking cum dribble down his balls and inner thighs where it would leave a stain on the velvet seat cushion.
The romantic background music died and the lights faded. She rose slowly and helped her weary man to stand, leading him by the hand back to her gentleman's club-furnished quarters for the remainder of this evaluation assessment evening, intent on providing a full measure of superior services to her potential career patron.
In the morning, Ned concluded his talent scout responsibilities. Having confirmed his visual and physical opinion of her artistic acuities, he informed her that she would receive a very lucrative placement offer as a special client artiste at a secluded elite venue in tropical climes away from the wintery upper Midwest.
Carol Higgins aka Huggies, was delighted to accept the better gig in an upscale venue away from her backwater hometown and its seedy stripper honkytonk.
*** Ballerinas ***
It wasn't his usual venue but a matronly madam friend had advised him that certain men liked slimmer, less buxom girls and told him where to find them. Ballet schools produced lithe, muscular dancers and while their dream was to go on to music academy greatness, some just didn't quite make the grade.
Rather than give up the practice completely, they went on to humdrum office or retail jobs and sought side gigs to maintain a modicum of dancing while adding to their less-than-stellar incomes.
So, that was how it was that Ned sat at a gentleman club's table where a topless hostess had guided him and a thong and heels-clad waitress had delivered his drink.
It was her role to tolerate his hand smoothing over her bare ass cheeks and the other popping her midsized tit before turning away to fulfill her other patrons' needs.
His attention was led stage-ward as the house lights dimmed in the room and a ballet-themed stage show commenced.
A girl, dressed as Lil Red Riding Hood, in soft shoes and stage makeup, crept fearfully onto the stage. She peered around and tiptoed among the stage prop forest tree trunks. A boy, costumed as a wolf, strode boldly out from the other side. He spotted the red costumed maiden and slinked stealthily forward.
The girl spied his approach and bolted away, invoking a dance and pantomime of a desperate getaway. Her reaction brought on a forest chase, pretending to hide behind the faux trees, barely dodging capture as the Wolf grabbed a piece of her clothing that peeled off as she made her escape.
Time and again, piece by piece, she was almost caught, increasingly denuded, while the Wolf's exposed hardon grew larger and wieldier with his unsuccessful attempts to conquer his quarry.
She was down to panties, breathing heavily, modest bare boobs bobbling, acting wearied from her desperate evasion. But the Wolf showed more stamina and finally succeeded in his sexual quest.
He caught her at last and manhandled her body over a stage prop log. Pressing down on her low back, holding her tummy tight to the horizontal brace, he spread her frantically wagging ass cheeks and placed himself for penetration.
She shook her body in agitation, arms thrashing, trying to get loose. But he held her tight and, with an evil grin directed at the audience, jammed his hips forward and violently pierced her cunt. She lifted her head as she cried out and tried to look back where the shaft pinioned her pussy.
But he grabbed her hair and wrenched her face forward, denying her a view of her violation.
Stroking his cock deep in her soft wet cunt, he executed a series of hearty cycles. Drawing out his wet erection, he fiercely twisted her over, bending her backwards over the same log. Her legs flailed in desperation until he braced them over his shoulders.
He lined up and plowed again into her gaping pussy. He held her hips as she beat her fists against his chest in protest. But to no avail. His hips rammed his solid shaft in long strokes.
Meanwhile, Ned watched the show with growing arousal, aided by the returned topless waitress who was kneeling at his feet and deep-throating his exposed erection. He clutched her head as she bobbed her lips all along his manhood.
Both he and the wolf-boy were reaching their ultimate limits and, when the stage pseudo-rapist finally drove deep and tilted his head back with a forest-worthy howl, Ned pressed his fellatrix's head hard against his groin. Both assertive males sprayed their spunk into their chosen feminine orifice.
The stage scene went dark.
Ned's cocksucker held him calmly in her mouth, suckling gently as he deflated. He fondly tapped her cheek and she slid off his flaccid tube of meat and skin, holding the mild suction until his knob passed her pursed lips.
She looked up at him, swept her tongue over her cum-stung lips, and gave a shy smile. He nodded and smiled back, satisfied with her efforts.
She rose and turned to leave; he smacked her ass in farewell. And signaled the club manager that he would recruit away the well fucked lithe ballerina.
*** Showgirls ***
A half-dozen female performers in glittery silver headdresses and thin maillot costumes that were almost transparent in the splashes of random spotlight orbits, gracefully performed a group exhibition of interlacing lines and rounds onstage. Their costumes revealed shadows of pink nipples and pussies.
The showgirls were well-versed in their rehearsed routines. They made flirty ass and boob bops intermixed with seemingly innocent, though not likely, twirls and nip flashes accompanied by flaunty foxy smiles.
Ned was more than a little entranced by this number of remarkable young ladies that could be any man's fantasy for a one-night stand, or, even better, with more frequency. That is, if the gods were feeling particularly generous.
And in one sense they were for Ned. He was well-known to each lady on stage. He had recruited all of them over the past months, liberating them from dusty backwater venues. They had shown their intimate gratitude then, and several times since, for his fortuitous intervention in their lives and careers. And tonight would be a gleeful repetition of their appreciation.
Their shapely bodies inside the flirty costumes combined with their spirited enactments were a subtle indicator of the underlying physical athleticism which could generate supreme macho gratification when serving the egotistical and sexual needs of an alpha male.
The sexy sextet rounded into a line and flounced offstage to audience applause. It was the culmination of the evening's onstage entertainment. While others gathered their female companions for nighttime escapades elsewhere, Ned wandered backstage. Mr Jackson was well known by the bouncers and performers as a privileged guest free to roam the facility at will. He found the showgirls' dressing room and entered as was his due.
The girls were in various states of dress, or undress, which hardly mattered. The onstage illusion of translucence was substantiated by the virtually transparent nature of the thin costume veils speckled with tiny glittery sequins. Bare boobs and veiled boobs equally presented the bounty of tit flesh on display.
The stage facial makeup seemed a bit garish in the full light but each artiste had worked hard to make an alluring presentation. An impression that would attract the benevolence of the alpha male oglers then and the special attendee of the post-production party about to unfold.
The nearest one touched Ned's shoulder, moved her half-naked body to his front, used two fingers to steady his chin, and planted a kiss on his lips that lasted long enough for her to dart her tongue inside to tickle against his. She let off and slipped aside as another took her place.
The second one held his face as she replicated her colleague's smooch. The reception line continued until each had welcomed their mentor and benefactor to their lair. He was the man who had found them in far-flung locales, verified their willingness to move to this premier setting, and fucked them each to confirm they possessed the man-pleasing skills beyond simple visual stage titillation.
Ned felt fingers at his fly as a girl opened his zipper and tunneled her fingers inside to extract and expose his tumescent rod. They stepped back, forming a sextet lineup of erotic artistes, allowing Ned to observe their luscious bodies and make his choice of tonight's partners.
It had been a few months since his last visit; those other times he usually only chose one, sometimes two. But tonight, despite his discharge during their onstage extravaganza, he already felt ready to rumble again.
He moved to the long velvet upholstered divan and stretched out, closed his eyes, and waved a summons for all to approach and take part in an orgiastic group play.
Laying quiescent, he heard heeled steps in his direction, felt the air move on his face and hands, then felt more fingers, similar to the ones that had extracted his cock, now corporately working to denude his entire body.
They were leisurely unbuttoning his clothes, spreading the fabrics, manually shifting his body to slip off shoes, sox, shirt, and trousers, and, finally, boxers, until he lay supine and naked, ready to be immersed in their eroticism and indulged by their eager feminine sensualities.
Lips touched his face, a tongue poking at his mouth. A cheek touched his belly, tresses tickled his chest. A warm breath preceded the touch of warm lips on his cock knob. His tumescent shaft lay on his groin but the soft feminine cheek slid further down, pausing momentarily to suckle his corona.
A tongue swept his balls, then the accompanying mouth engulfed his hairy scrotum and he felt the warm breathes of two females on the space between the base of his cock and the top of his sac. He imagined the scene of two mouths stuffed with his male genitalia, two noses touching while their eyes were locked on each other, daring the other to move first.
Cock-in-mouth took the challenge and made a swallowing move, massaging Ned's corona with her tonsils. His moan, though a bit distant and muffled by another girl's mouth on his, now made it scrotum-in-mouth's turn. Her tongue tip extended through her lips and tickled his perineum. That got her a louder masculine moan and upped the challenge. Both girls worked their magic together.
Meanwhile, two of the showgirls knelt either side of his body and proceeded to tongue and suck Mr Jackson's nipples. They took his free hands and pulled them to their dangling boobs, encouraging his fondles.
Ned was now being serviced at all his erogenous zones. His body was tense with sensations everywhere, even his toes tingled. He knew the signs and he couldn't last much longer.
He felt the rush start in his groin, travel up his spine, and explode in his mind. Jets of cum shot straight down tonsil-teaser's gullet. The girl at his face relented and let his ecstatic cry fly free. Unbeknownst to his consciousness, his hands gripped tight on both of his nipple suckers' dangling tits. His jerking body was engulfed in female erotism. He vibrated to a calmness and gusted through a much-welcomed re-oxygenation.
The many mouths released their suction on his body and the girls kneeled up beside him, keeping watch, devoted to his pleasure and welfare, as his détente worked into this post-orgasmic lassitude.
Ned opened his eyes to find five of the showgirls fixated on his face, alert to signs of his needs. The sixth was already washing his groin with a warm cloth. He closed his eyes to doze off as a blanket covered his cooling body.
During the half-sleep, he daydreamed of being gently fucked in cowgirl. The sensations were so realistic that he became aware of a showgirl fucking his returned erection. Her tits wobbled as she rode him in a fusion of strokes, twerks and slides. The last of his reserves were expelled into the sweet pussy of his last fuck-mate of the evening.
Ned would return another day to sample and savor the backstage joys of the grateful showgirls' devotions.
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Running ahead of another recruitment scenario, Ned stopped over in Sweden for a winter skiing holiday. Having settled into his hotel suite, he wandered to the onsite specialty spa. The blonde staffer booked him in and directed him to a private room for his sauna and massage.
His assigned slender but shapely blonde masseuse, Astrid Boostrum, joined him in the sauna room. She entered the heated room, and with customary polite courtesies, proceeded to strip her client before stripping herself. He obliged her direction to lay out face down on a towel draped low bench.
She kneaded his legs, back, neck and scalp, working away his muscle knots, stresses and cares with a slippery deep tissue massage.
Satisfied with her posterior efforts, she asked Ned to roll over. He complied and she ogled his manly organ, thick but not stiff, lolling askew in the dell between his hip and belly. It would be a delightful challenge as the relaxation routine played out to its ultimate purpose. But later, not now.
She re-started at his face, rubbing his temples, cheeks, and neck, moving lower to his chest, hips, and legs, avoiding his groin, for now. Her massage had relaxed his body but his cock had grown in size. Her assignment included relaxing that masculinity as well.
She lubed her hands with a warm balm and gently wrapped his shaft; up and down slow motions with a finger slide over the tip. He was long; she used both her petite hands with a golf club or baseball bat grip and still could get some sliding motion on the tube of muscle. Her dedicated efforts brought him soon to his spew, piling his taut abdomen with a large collection of white goo.
"Wow, Mr. Jackson. That's a lot of cum. Has it been a while?"
"Almost a whole day."
"Really? You are a very virile man."
As she went about cleaning his body of the spilled spunk, Astrid thought this man might be useful in solving her sibling's problem. Ned was fully relaxed as she leaned in and whispered her hope.
Astrid's sister was attending a local college and was in a quandary on campus. Her boyfriend was complaining about her deficient oral sex skills. Would Ned assist in a little coaching and training?
It would meddle with his current schedule of talent scouting but sympathetic Ned agreed to help out. Astrid told him to come by tomorrow after his afternoon cross-country ski outing. She would make the arrangements as part of his post-exercise massage.
Ned Jackson spent a few hours slushing across the nearby woods and fields, following behind his guide's spandex-covered booty. She would stop occasionally to rest and rehydrate. If the countryside had not been buried in snowdrifts, he would have found a secluded spot and taken her aside for a fine doggie fuck. As it was, he spent the afternoon hours percolating his balls into bloated sacks of sperm. He looked forward to whatever relief Astrid could arrange in her spa during his scheduled appointment.
Astrid had called Elsa the day before to drop her next-day schedule and seize this chance for some skills improvement. After a morning of classes and lunch with girlfriends, she hustled to the spa, answering her sister's serendipitous summons. Astrid was almost vibrating with excitement as she related her discovery of Elsa's solution.
"I have the man inside who has agreed to help you with your dating problem. He is very well endowed and is the perfect way to practice your blowjobs... No, don't get fretful now. This is perfect timing.
"Come on; let's get you ready."
Elsa trusted her sister to have her best interests at heart and trailed her into the outer vestibule of the massage spa. Astrid helped her change into a sheer white button-up tunic and panty combination.
She pulled back Elsa's platinum blonde hair into a scalp-molding ponytail. She decorated the trainee's face with eyeliner and eyeshadow, a contrasting perimeter to her sky-blue eyes.
But the best decoration was the piece de resistance. She swept the younger sibling's lips with a goodly layer of bright red lipstick, promoting her plush oral orifice beneath the rosy blushed cheekbones and cosmetically framed eyes.
Elsa looked at herself in the wall mirror. She didn't usually wear this much makeup but it did make her feel sexy. Astrid came behind her and peered over her shoulder, cocking an eye and whispering her encouragement.
"Oh, little sister, you look so ready to use your mouth to really please a man. With your looks, let's hope he'll be drawn to teach you the best way to suck a man's cock. Try your best to follow his instructions."
Elsa's mouth curled up on one side, a little smile of anticipation. Astrid nuzzled her neck and took the lead.
"Wait here. I'll get him ready and then call you in."
Astrid left Elsa alone to contemplate her upcoming lesson. The older sister entered the spa to find Ned naked and stretched out for his tension-relieving massage. She repeated his therapy routine from the day before but omitted the handjob.
"Are you ready to help my sister now?"
Ned lay somewhat relaxed, his eyes closed as he grunted out his positive answer.
"Sure, let's get on with it. I need to empty my balls soon."
Astrid left him reclined and hurried to bring forth her little sister.
"Let's go meet your man."
Astrid escorted a pensive but willing Elsa into the massage room. Ned lifted his head and looked sideways where the girls came into view.
"Mr. Jackson, this is Elsa. She would like you to teach her about better fellatio. Isn't that right, Elsa?"
There was a perceptible hesitation in Elsa's concurrence which Ned found sweetly adorable.
"Yes, Mr Jackson. I want to learn to please my boyfriend... Will you teach me how... please?"
"Okay, Elsa. Let's give it a try."
Ned calmly rose from the table and looked at his fellatio pupil. He liked how the pulle- back scalp-tight hair left her entire face in view. Some others that had sucked him in the past had left their hair loose, partially covering and obscuring their facial expressions during the blowjob; watching them work his dick just wasn't as exciting.
He swung his legs sideways to sit on the edge of the table. He jumped down and stood tall, his cock and balls dangling between his legs. Elsa spied his package; the sizeable balls and scrotum hung loosely below the base of the curved down shaft. A ring of fuzzy black curls surrounded his genitals and speckled the ball sack. Her boyfriend had at least shaved there as a courtesy.
"Are you ready for me, little Elsa?"
She looked up with her crystal-colored eyes and she licked her cherry red lips in anticipation. Ned felt a twitch in his dick. She was so innocent and pretty. He rarely encountered such a sweet young lass as this one.
"Yes, Mr Jackson. But please be patient with me. I've been trying my best but my boyfriend isn't happy with me. I really appreciate your generosity in taking time out to help me."
Astrid pressed Elsa's shoulder and she knelt before the big man. She naturally sat back on her heels as her older sister assisted the presentation by peeling back her top and revealing a right-sized pair of pale tits with rosy pointed nipples. Ned felt a further tumescence build in his groin as he admired the bi-conical nubile chest of his little blowjob pupil.
Astrid moved to assist his growth. Placing one hand on his shoulder, she used the other in a gentle rub of his cock to bring on a thick horizontal erection. Ned fixed his sight on the nubile vision kneeling at his feet and let Astrid aid his readiness.
Satisfied with the bulkiness of his manhood, she invited him to kneel up on a folded towel that protected his knees and placed his erection at Elsa's face level.
Ned was ready to get on with the lesson and leaned forward towards the young novice. She broke open her lips to reveal her white teeth and then opened wider, leaning her head back as her tongue tip stretched beyond her lower lip, eager to accept the presented meaty shaft.
But that wasn't what Ned intended as his pragmatic lesson.
"Little Ms Boostrum, my dear, don't be so eager. Let's stretch out the action."
She looked at him, a bit of disappointment showed in her expression. She was already off to a bad start. Would he want to continue? He seemed to understand her novice experience. His words were gentle and direct.
"Close your lips and place your tongue tip inside on the lower row. Just let your jaw be limp and I'll wedge your mouth open when I slide my stiff cock over your tongue."
Elsa dutifully closed her mouth and then her eyes. Ned saw her jaw move as she got her face into proper posture. She seemed ready and he leaned in again, touching his knob tip to her lipstick-painted aperture. She was a good learner and held still. He pushed a bit and his knob cusp eased slightly into her oral fissure. He waited for her first reaction but none was evident.
Ned pushed again and watched his knob pry its way past her cherry-rimmed lips. He felt the warmth and wetness inside her mouth and his coronal cleft slid over her raspy textured tongue. He pushed a half-length forward and paused there a moment. He felt her tongue ripple on his coronal vee as she instinctively swallowed; a reflexive act where her impulses were accustomed to savory food rather than a man's musky appendage filling her pink alcove. He grunted at the sensation.
Elsa swallowed again to get her bearings and this time she heard him moan his approval. She felt a bit of pride at creating his apparent contentment so far.
He continued the inward journey until his knob was firm against her tonsils. A little more pressure and her eyebrows lifted, her eyes unseeing beneath the closed eyelids. Astrid saw the look of distress beginning to form on her sibling's face. She rushed to aid and comfort her.
She placed a hand on the back of her neck and cooed soft words of encouragement in her ear, knowing Mr Jackson could hear her council.
"Yes, your mouth seems full but isn't this what you told me your boyfriend complained about? You couldn't deepthroat him. Let us show you how to do it."
Astrid kept her one hand on Elsa's neck and placed the other on Ned's bare ass. She gently pressed one towards the other and watched his cock advance another fraction of an inch. Tears of angst were forming in the corners of Elsa's closed eyes, noticed by both Ned and Astrid.
But Elsa showed courage, stayed in place, and swallowed again. The naked facilitators waited for her to steady her emotions and her gullet. Astrid cooed more words of encouragement.
"Now, little sister, take a deep breath... that's it... keep your jaw slack... okay... good, more cock is coming... yes, steady now... better... a little more... that's it, let it go a little more... yes... almost there..."
Elsa felt her nose pressed into Ned's furry lower belly as his scrotum draped on her chin. Ned felt the touch of nose and chin and gave one last bump to get fully seated. Elsa gulped at the deepest incursion but held her place.
Astrid gave a coo of triumph as she witnessed the desired fusion of deepthroated cock. Her pressing hands imposed the tight contact for a three count and then lightened her compression of face-to-groin, letting his knob glide back from its deepest journey to rest on Elsa's mid-tongue.
Everyone exhaled the fretful lungful that they had held during the final intrusion.
Elsa had done it and the proud three took in a deep breath of refreshing air.
The first penetration had been successful but now the follow-up routine was about to start. Elsa needed no coaching as she took a deep breath and plunged forward to bury Ned's knob again past her tonsils. He was almost taken by surprise but the sensations building in his penile nerves brought him quickly back to the intentions of the blowjob tutoring. She had acquired her initial experience but he couldn't leave off now without his own culmination.
He laid his hands over Elsa's ears with his thumbs under her jaw and took over Astrid's role of pacesetter. His hands steadied a rhythm of long slow withdrawals that scraped his undervee along her rippling tongue and deep ramming plunges that pierced his swollen knob into her gullet. Elsa kept her lips together over the skin of the meaty shaft; it seemed the right way to stimulate her man's penile nerves.
But she kept her teeth apart enough to avoid any inadvertent scraping. It was something she had already learned from her college boyfriend. The drool escaping the corners of her mouth dripped down and soaked the hairy ball sack that was swaying and bumping against her chin.
Ned worked his shaft back and forth; his upper corona was alternately scuffed against the roof of her mouth on the drawbacks and his vee was buffed by her tongue on the inward strokes. At the deepest, he felt the tickle on his tip.
Elsa was stoically accommodating his use of her mouth as a fuck hole. She wanted so much to master this art for her boyfriend and focused on the penile sensations she could invoke and the control of her gag reflex.
After dozens of strokes, she heard a change in the man-in-her-mouth's breathing. It was lower and quicker and she knew from her limited experience that he was nearing his ejaculation of milky fluid. She opened her eyes and readied to time her pull out of the thick muscle just before it happened so he could paint her face.
But Ned's grip on her head tightened and crushed her nose to his pubic. She suddenly realized he intended to cum down her throat. She pitched and struggled but to no avail. She heard his call of ecstasy and felt a warm shot of sperm hit the back of her mouth. There was
nothing for it but to swallow as fast as she could. And to do the same for the next three.
Astrid felt guilty for not warning her sister of Mr Jackson's copious volume of sperm. But she wanted Elsa to learn that she needed to handle unexpected sexual situations.
Ned felt his orgasmic pulses explode from his tip but also felt the swallow massages on his knob. He was surprised by her commitment to maximizing his pleasure.
What a treasure this little blonde was!
And she was only just beginning to learn better oral skills. What more lay in store for the world of manly men when this little minx was fully available to play with?
As his last pulse shot out, he drew back to rest his dick in her warm wet grotto. Astrid was nearby and returned to whisper her admiration in her sister's ear.
"Are you okay? You did great! Set your mouth loosely again and let Mr Jackson make his own withdrawal. Let him use your lips to clean away any cum that may have clung to his cock."
Ned heard her words, saw Elas's tear-stained eyes open, and felt her tense oral grip ebb. He slid out slowly, letting her lips slide along his shaft, cleansing his cock. He fell out and his tip bumped against her chin at the final release. Elsa licked her lips, a long tongue swipe across the red glossed verges to gather the spunky dregs.
Her tear clouded blue eyes looked up at Ned's face and she saw his neutral expression slowly break into a wide grin and nods of approval. She responded with her own shy smile of proud accomplishment.
Ned stood and offered his little blonde cocksucker his hand. He helped her to stand and rubbed a finger across her flushed cheek, a gentle move that expressed his appreciation of her youthful enthusiasm.
The lesson was over but not Ned's interest. The sibling pair would be a great addition to a Caribbean Island resort he had been commissioned to staff. He dismissed Elsa but asked Astrid to linger behind.
Would she be interested in a massage spa position at his client's facility in tropical climes? She didn't hesitate to agree.
Ned added that the offer was contingent on Elsa coming along as well. Astrid knew
she could convince her little sibling to leave their wintery homeland.
"I'll make sure she does."
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Ms Ashley Daniels checked her makeup in the portico's glass window wall reflection. She twisted a little sideways, admiring her long legs exposed below the very short skirt. She smoothed a hand over her wool skirted ass, then cupped her breasts to a finer cleavage in the corset beneath the woman's business suit blazer. She liked the subtle tease of her corset boosted boobs, the supporting lingerie unseen, making it appear she was wearing nothing under the jacket. She got a lot of second looks from voyeuristic men.
The limousine rolled to a stop at the resort entrance. A doorman grabbed the car's rear door handle and swung it open. Ned Jackson emerged from the back of the well-staffed town car and leaned back in to give a parting peck to the topless rear seat female staffer that had kept him occupied with her special travel services. Her disheveled looks confirmed she had been very busy during the long ride.
Ashley smiled at the elite accommodations afforded the senior Talent Scout. As concierge at this resort chain hotel's second-tier city location, she was expected to arrange comparable services throughout his business visit. She had informed the staff of Mr Jackson's quality control inspections and employment advancement interviews. There was a flirty competition to secure his attention and garner a job promotion.
Ned turned his attention from his pleasant ride forward to his future responsibilities.
He saw a business-suited woman waiting to greet him and assumed she was his hostess for the week.
"Welcome, Mr Jackson. I'm Ashley Daniels, the concierge at this hotel. I hope your inbound ride was up to your expected standards. Ginger can be a very accommodating hostess."
"She was all of that and more, thank you!"
After those pleasantries, Ashley ordered the hotel staff to take Mr Jackson's luggage to the penthouse suite. But before he got settled in, she offered a quick 'backstage tour' of the hotel operations. He could get a preview of the operations and the availabilities.
Paraded through the various departments, Ned perused the potential recruitment
candidates during his tour of the kitchen, dining room, laundry and housekeeping services, recreation pools, and gymnasium. Astute and attentive, Ashley took note of his subtly telegraphed interests and assured him that interview arrangements would be made. She then suggested he get settled in at his top-floor suite and let the hotel staff take care of his comforts.
*** Room Service ***
Ned found his accommodations to be a little upscale but not what you might call luxurious. His two-room suite had a large jacuzzi bath and a king-size bed. He had seen better but it would do for now. He would only be here a few days. Meanwhile, rather than wander the facilities alone, he ordered room service for lunch.
Soon, there was a knock on the door and he answered to find a busty brunette sporting waitress-uniform-boosted cleavage delivering a cart of shiny plate covers under which Ned presumed was his lunch. Her hair was bunched up, pinned beneath a neat lacy cap.
The name tag pinned to her bountiful breast said 'Zoe, Guest Services, Hungary'.
She wheeled the tray ahead of her as Ned watched from behind as her thong-split ass swayed atop stiletto heels. She parked the cart in the middle of the outer room and turned to perform her food delivery duties and make his acquaintance.
"Good afternoon, Mr Jackson. May I set the table?"
"Be my guest" he said, tongue in cheek.
He very much intended to explore what 'guest services' she had to offer. He was sure the food would be delicious; what other flavors and favors did Zoe have to offer?
She stood by as Ned sat and ate lightly of the finger food snack. She didn't smile or talk but stood attentive for any assistance he might request. Ned simply chewed his lunch and enjoyed the sexy view; however, he was losing interest in his meal and gaining more interest in its server.
The corset constricted her waist to an hourglass tits and ass roundness. Her boosted cleavage rose and dipped slightly with her breathing. Her hands were finger laced at her crotch level but didn't conceal the tight pussy mounds in her narrow thong. Ned had his fill of nutrition and wanted a different kind of satisfaction.
She simply watched without emotion as he rose before her. She was duly passive as Ned disengaged her corset boob-boosting bodice. He exposed her tits and nipples, and then as an amusing dessert, sampled her tasty boobs. She stood still as he played at his whim. It wasn't unpleasant by any means and she felt a moisture growing in her groin.
She took it all in stride when he picked her up, plopped her on the sofa, and flipped up her skirt to reveal her shaved bare cunt. He looked mesmerized by another tasty offering. Ned dove in and gave her foreplay cunnilingus, dawdling long enough to bring her to orgasm. She recovered slowly out of her stupor and became newly energetic.
He was surprised but cooperative when she turned aggressive and eagerly scrambled to get in a position where she could dive on his cock. He recovered his balance and passively received a deepthroat blowjob as a turnabout reward.
With both his appetites now sated, she removed the service tray, promising to return as often as he needed. He hoped he would need something often.
*** Recreational Trainer and Lifeguard ***
Andrea Palmer was a lithe blonde that Ned had spotted during his welcoming tour. She was performing as the hotel lifeguard, watching over the swimming pool as part of her recreational director duties. She wore a red swimsuit that clung to her boobs and ass. Ned let his interest be known to his concierge hostess. She arranged an interview at the recreation area. Ned insisted on interviewing her on neutral ground; he suggested his suite. Ashley popped a smirk and said she thought the pool was more appropriate. Then she added a wink.
Ned was waiting at the pool deck in the late afternoon. The sign said 'Closed for Private Event'. There was nobody present but himself. He was wearing his swim trunks and a tee shirt anyway. He looked up to see his interviewee in her day job sleek swimsuit.
He stood for the scantily clad young lady and invited her to join him at his table. Andrea put out her hand, smiling and bright-faced, but Ned used it to guide her closer, knowing a handshake wouldn't set the right tone. He motioned her towards his table. Her body molded into the seat, her long trim legs crossed at her thighs and her hands clasped on the tabletop.
Ned asked a few warmup questions before getting a rundown on her training and experience at community pools, beaches, and private residences. The private residences stirred Ned's curiosity and he delved deeper into those venues.
Andrea was forthright about the pool parties that often evolved into late-evening orgies with special guests. She confessed that if more than two men were scheduled to attend, she brought along a friend to help handle the load, or loads, of the manly volumes of excess cum. Curious Ned inquired further about her safety qualifications for those private parties and she offered to demonstrate.
Ned stood to come around to her but she stood quickly herself. Her hands were at his chest and a mighty push had him toppled into the pool. He floundered around until his head popped above the water surface. He sputtered and spit and looked cross at her way as he tread the water.
She was loudly laughing and then used a playful voice.
"Oh, look! I see a man who needs to be rescued!"
She vaulted into the pool feet first, a lifesaver jump, making a huge splash that swamped his head again. Before he could get his bearings, an arm wrapped his chest and soft wet boobs pressed his back.
"Relax, Mr Jackson. I have you now."
He felt himself moving across the water, buoyed by her other arm and two legs kicking them towards the shallow end of the pool. Arriving in waist-deep water, Andrea righted him until his feet touched bottom and he could stand on his own.
"Mr Jackson, I am a qualified Red Cross water safety professional. You can be sure that all of your clients and guests will be safe with me. Now, let's see you try it."
They doggie-paddled to deeper water where they could still stand. She faced away and took his arm under hers, circled it across her chest, tucking it tight over her boobs. With a kick, she laid him back. She held his arm tight to her chest.
He fluttered his feet and crawled the water with his loose arm. They moved slower through the water than she had. Her softness felt nice against his forearm.
She had proved her point for water safety. They climbed out and returned to the side table. His trunks and shirt were wet and the air was cooling. Ned felt a shiver and Andrea noted it.
"We need to get you out of those wet clothes and warm you up."
'Finally,' he thought. He took her hand and turned to take her to his room for a deeper interview. She stood her ground and he looked back.
"Not that way. This way."
She led him on a path that circled behind a screening hedge. The air was rich with a chlorine smell. They came upon a Jacuzzi, its surface skirted by a warm fog.
Andrea didn't hesitate as she pulled the tie strings on his trunks and helped them off his waist and hips. She saw his prominent manhood and realized this warmup may have side benefits for her. She grabbed his wet tee-shirt hem but he took over and rolled the wet fabric over and off his head. He was now naked.
She planted a hand on his chest but he balked.
"No pushing this time. I can walk down the steps."
Andrea smiled at his reference to her earlier trick and pointed for him to get in the warm water.
He found a seat and sat belly-deep in the hot tub. She fiddled with some dials and started the bubble jets before stepping in and sitting next to him. She still wore her swimsuit.
"Feeling better. Mr Jackson?"
She moved his hand over her knee and moved up her thigh until he contacted her spandex-protected pussy. His other hand took one of hers and moved it to his cock.
"This may need a special warmup."
Her voice was sultry sweet.
"I think I can arrange that."
She rose, breaking both manual contacts, swinging a leg over and straddling his thighs. She twisted her hands under her swimsuit's shoulder straps and turned them down her biceps. The top rounds of her generous breasts were exposed.
"Like what you see, Mr Jackson?"
"I'd like to see more."
"Okay..."
She moved the shoulders lower and dragged the red spandex downward to reveal the soft shapes with brown nipples that had pressed Ned's arm during their practice rescue.
"Now do you like what you see?"
"Yes."
"Good. Would you like a taste?"
Ned's response was to hold one tit in his hand and squeeze, turn, and twist it as his tongue and lips lapped and kissed the nipple, finding her flavor delightful.
She slid closer during his tit-tasting and pressed his semi-tumescent cock higher with her plush but covered camel toe. Ned wondered how she would manage a closer relationship without a dismount, even a partial one.
He needn't have worried. Whatever other features the swimsuit had, it was built both for business use by a lifeguard and otherwise for a woman in heat. She reached between her thighs, brushing his cock, and the next thing he knew, the red fabric was bunched around her waist, and her hips, pussy, and ass were now bare.
With improved possibilities, Ned's cock gained girth. Andrea noted the hoped-for hardon and scrunched around, renewing her labia cock cuddle. Meanwhile, she encouraged Ned oral caresses on her boobs and nipples. She leaned in, planting one, then the other at his lips.
Everything seemed to be ready and she worked her hips and ass into alignment. Her lips came close to his ear for the sultry whisper.
"Are you ready, sir? Shall I make the special cock warmup connection?"
Ned's response was a guttural grunt which she took for 'yes'. His tip was poised at her lower opening and she forced its entry, followed slowly and tightly by the larger knob and the sturdy shaft. She was the one working while he sat and received the sexy warmup.
His hands were trapped between his chest and hers. He drew them out, getting true skin-to-skin contact. She was slowly jogging her ass, braced by her strong thighs straddling his hips and her arms around his neck. Her head was cheek to cheek with his and she was whispering sweet words to stoke his ego.
"Big... so big... I haven't felt this full for a while... oow, was that you making a flinch... uumm, I liked that... ohh, again?... here, feel this, Mr Jackson... do you like my squeeze?"
They played back and forth; sometimes in sync and sometimes random little extras. She could hear his rise in breathing and was feeling a buzz in her groin, as well. It rose and rose until she timed it just right.
She stuck her tongue in his ear, filling and tickling the channel. It set him off and as she felt the jets in her cunt, she went off on her own trek to paradise. Their jogging hips splashed the water but almost unnoticeably in the bubbly turbulence of the jacuzzi.
When they discovered consciousness again in each other's arms, it was a memorable glow of pleasure. And, with Ned warmed in cock, body, and soul, it was time to get some rest.
Andrea threw off her bunched swimsuit and found two terry bath robes; they covered themselves for the pit-pat walk to his suite for more 'interviewing'.
At his suite, Ned plucked at the belt of her robe and pulled it wide to reveal her naked body. She was facing a wall mirror and he saw reflected there the admirable pair of nice pink-capped tits. He fondled the beauties again and Andrea let him play with her special treasures, continuing her smile and cheerful attitude.
Ned took her hand and led her to the bed for a continuation of the interview. After some foreplay to get her in the mood and for him to stiffen him up again, she lay out and he effected a missionary position cock entry.
"So, show me your fitness. Show me how you can control the action from underneath."
She rolled her hips and squeezed her pussy, pressed her firm breasts to his chest, squirming seductively like a good girl should. He willed himself to hold out and partially succeeded. But she was very good and he peaked and flooded her cunt. He slumped on her body, his erection ebbed and he fell partially out.
He slapped her hip and told her 'You'll do', but she wasn't done. After a quick doze to re-energize, she pulled his cock to her pussy, rolled him into cowgirl, and kissed him in her bent-over pose.
She stretched higher and dipped her nipples to his lips, a physical invitation to lap and suckle the objects of his visual delight.
Meanwhile, she repositioned her pussy and wiggled her groin until she rediscovered his shaft. Tenting him, she rubbed her wet labia along his length as he re-stiffened under her ministrations. Lifting her ass, she found the knob and maneuvered him inside, sliding down to capture his whole erection in her warm snugness.
He lay still, his mouth moving to find her tits again as she smoothly rose and fell, using her toned body strength to serenely manipulate his penile nerves with her talented pussy.
The rhythm combined long strong strokes with clamping, a hip roll to graze his tip on her cervix, and a slow withdrawal. Her hips tilted in a way that drug his corona vee tight against her membranes. Ned was amazed at the sensations she could invoke even after his recent spews. It was more about her skills, rather than his stamina, that overcame his tame refraction hiatus and invigorated his macho.
Her talents drew out another volume of sperm to both of their delights. She was truly the male's whollistic health and fertility aficionado that an elite upscale resort could make proper use of. He offered her the post and she accepted with hearty gratitude.
*** Housekeeping ***
Janine found the room with the special guest Ashley had informed her of. The concierge was being kind. Janine's work permit visa was expiring soon and if she didn't find a new position she would be deported back to Bulgaria.
She feared that return to poverty and obscurity. As discussed with Ashley, she must make the most of this encounter with the recruiter for a different hotel venue outside the States.
She set down the stack of towels and looked up and down the hallway. Empty for the moment, she unbuttoned her uniform blouse and skinned down her skirt and panties. Nude but for heels, she wrapped her butt with a small towel and clipped her name tag to it so Mr Jackson wouldn't forget her name later.
Picking up her stack of fresh linen, she held her head high, steeled her courage, and buzzed the doorbell.
Ned was lounging again after his previous interview. He had another one scheduled for tomorrow and decided to rest and refract to be in prime verve for his duties. There was a knock on the door and a muffled announcement of "Housekeeping!".
He strode nude to the door and edged it open. There stood the housemaid with an armload of folded towels. Her uniform was anything but traditional for hotel staff, at least any normal hotel elsewhere. She held the pile of towels on bent arms at waist level.
Her breasts were bare, teardrop D-cups Ned surmised, with umber-toned areolas. Above those and her bare shoulders was a seductive facial presentation: dark eyeshadow to complement her deep brown eyes, short black wavy hair that curled around her cheeks and ears, and dangling crystal earrings visible below the hairdo. Her hips and belly were smooth and youthful, leading down to high-heeled dancer legs.
Ned stepped back and opened the door wide, gesturing her towards the ensuite bath.
"Thank you, Mr Jackson. I won't be but a moment."
Her English suggested an Eastern Europe accent. Her loincloth-like ass cover held a name medallion labeled 'Janine'. Ned followed as her swinging ass led away in front.
When she stopped and leaned from the waist to place the towels on a low shelf beneath the sink, her pretty pink pussy met his gaze. It was all what he assumed was an intended invitation. He stepped forward, grabbing her hips in both hands, forcing her to stay bent over. His erection had swelled as he followed, watched, and now held the housemaid in his grasp. His tipped poked her pussy and she attempted to rise up but he pressed her down and continued to press.
She was mewing some words in broken English. She had hoped a topless interview would be in the offing. She intended her exhibitionism would just sweeten the pot. But sex with this unfamiliar man wasn't expected. She would leave the room and find another way to stay in America.
Ned ignored whatever fearful protests she may have uttered. She wiggled to escape but he slapped her ass in response. She settled down into a submissive attitude.
He slid himself in with little shuttles until he was well-planted. Janine felt the intrusion and wasn't all that regretful for the moment. The man's cock was hefty and she hadn't been with a man this large for some time, if ever. She became curious to see what this one's cock might feel like. So, she stayed in pose, except to widen her stance slightly to accommodate his efforts.
He commenced a leisurely stroke in a doggie-style fuck. She looked sideways in the mirror while she was being fucked, her face stoic and expressionless, yielding to the male's privilege to use her at his whim. She saw her tits sway to the thrust rhythm.
Looking up, she saw his eyes watching her wavering breasts; they had attracted his attention as well. She looked down again, resuming her submissive deference.
He saw her act of continued compliance and drove deep before moving his hands from hips to boobs, capturing the fun-bags in a two-handed clasp. He leaned forward and tilted her body half up, drawing her back to his chest, and then resumed his power thrusts.



The change in angle caused a change in his penile stimulation; his face changed to an eye-squinting grimace. He looked again, hoping to see her sneaking a peek at his face. She didn't and wouldn't. He was the dominant male taking his entitled pleasure with the hotel staff. The thought built his libido higher.
Ned peaked, crying out in ecstasy as his pulses of semen coated her inner channel. A few more solid strokes and he collapsed in post-coital swoon, laying his weight on her as she braced her body on hands and heels to support his post-ejaculation lethargy. When she felt him fully whither and fall out, she shuffled away and stood.
Turning, she knelt and wiped his sticky cock with a fresh clean towel from the newly restocked shelf.
Now that it was done and over, she felt violated by his brusque handling of her vulnerability. But it may be her only chance, so better to play it out to the end.
Looking up from her kneeling pose, she asked if he had any other needs that she could take care of before leaving.
"Mr Jackson, is there anything else?"
"Your cleaning is not done. My dick still feels soiled. Lick me clean."
She didn't want to but, if she didn't, would she get a chance for his assistance with her deportation dilemma?
Janine hesitantly leaned in, gingerly took his semi-tumescence in her mouth, and sucked him clean. The taste was not so vile but she knew it was her own juices she was tasting.
After a time, she decided he was clean enough.
"Mr Jackson, I must go now; other rooms need housekeeping services. But before I do, may I ask your assistance with a personal matter?"
Ned considered her request but the night was still young and with his day of interviews accomplished, he desired some extra 'me time'.
He gripped her bicep, a firm hold. She balked when he led her towards his bed instead of the door. She was trapped, but maybe this would lead eventually to a discussion of her situation. She decided to go along and hope.
He moved to the telephone and lifted the receiver. It was answered almost instantly.
"Concierge Desk. How may I help you?"
"The housekeeper did my room, then she did me. She says she has to leave for other duties. Assign them to someone else. She's a fantastic fuck with a tight little pussy. I'm keeping her for the night."
"Of course, Mr Jackson. Enjoy your evening."
"Oh, I'm sure I will."
He hung up and saw her stoic expression. He didn't explain; he didn't need to explain.
Using the grip on her arm, he pushed her roughly onto his bed. She rolled into a sprawled missionary; her thighs loosely spread. Her new submissive nature tuned up his libido again and his flaccid cock reacted with renewed growth.
He climbed aboard and punched his cock in for another juicy fuck. This time, the manly handling motivated her lust and she joined his eventual rapture.
Through the night, she cuddled him sweetly, kissing his face, ears, neck and chest, and took care of his comfort and relaxation. She sucked him off before showering together in the morning.
The phone rang. It was the concierge desk inquiring about their tardy employee.
"Mr Jackson, is Janine still with you?"
He answered that she was but he was about to release her to her hotel duties, the usual towel service, and other unusual client comfort services.
"Did she explain her work visa problem?"
"Uhh... No?"
Ashley explained Janine's immigration problem. Without much deliberation or hesitation, Ned said he would recommend her for a position at a special Caribbean resort. It was a win-win situation for Janine and the clients she would service there.
Ashley said she would make the arrangements as she heard a happy Janine whoop with joy in the background.
*** Concierge Services ***
Ned had done his recruitment interviews and was meeting with Ms Daniels, the concierge, before his outward journey to his next assignment. He was seated across the desk from her while she debriefed him on his examinations of her suggested staff advancements.
"Which ones attained your approval?"
Ned heard her words but wasn't really listening. His focus was on pondering just how she maintained such apparently high-set youthful breasts without supporting garments. He was still dwelling on that curiosity when he responded to her query.
"All of them, really. I'll recommend their recruitment to my clients."
"Wow! Okay, so I guess I'll have to do some replacement recruiting myself."
"Or maybe not."
Ashley made a curious face at the last remark. Ned decided to explore the boob phenomenon himself.
He moved to her and pulled her to standing next to her office chair, boldly lifting his hands to button her uniform jacket. She grabbed at his hands, an effort to stop his actions and keep her hidden corset secret.
"What do you think you're doing!?"
He ignored her vocal protests, slapped away her interfering hands, and spread her top garments open.
It wasn't a total surprise but he was amused by the subterfuge. He grabbed the half-cup boob shelves and yanked them down. Her fulsome tits bounced into the open.
Stunned by his boldness, she stayed in place as he fluffed her generous breasts. He reached down to ruck up her fashionable uniform pencil skirt. He hefted her near-bare ass on her desk, yanked aside her thong panties, and placed his knob at her pussy lips.
She gave a more vehement angry objection, slapping at his chest but he held her hips and simply drilled himself in. Despite her protests, her cunt was slippery with vaginal dew, belying her opposition. She seemed like-minded with the kinky notion of a struggle fuck.
He pushed her back flat on the desk. She struggled weakly; her hair flailed with angry shakes. The body twists bobbled her loose tits, attracting his attention. He slapped hard at the wobbling pair.
Now her whimpers turned to moans of distraught depravity and took on a lower tone of husky breathiness.
He knew she was succumbing to the pseudo-rape scene and it ignited his fervor. He battered her cunt hard and fast as she continued with less resistive motions. Those synchronized moves further stimulated his cock, making her tits wobble more freely on her chest as her moans grew louder.
The moving mammary eye candy was delicious to watch and he slapped her tits harshly again, warning her to be quiet; she shouldn't let her staff find out about her naughtiness. She closed her eyes and clenched her jaw and mouth.
He kept pumping his cock long and smooth; she bit her lip, locked her heels and ankles behind his hips, holding his cycling groin closer to hers. It made for shorter strokes but banged her clitoris all the more, getting her closer to her own orgasm.
The fucking was reaching its crescendo and he finally dumped his sperm inside her as she moaned out a choked rhapsody of rapture.
Some calm was restored as he backed out standing and she dropped from the desktop and plopped wearily into her office chair. She watched as he nonchalantly hiked up his pants and zipped up. She recovered enough to find her professional balance and this time sternly asked his choice of employee promotions to the island resort.
"Like I said, all of them... plus one."
She cocked an eye in query.
"Ms Daniels, you were willing to sacrifice your staff to my alpha male penchants for domination. That showed you have top management potential. How about an assistant general manager gig on a tropical island?"
Now THAT sparked her interest. She presumed the position paid well and was far from this dismal cold prairie backwater. She wondered about what arrangements she would need to make before turning over her duties here to her assistant.
"When?"
Ned smiled at her attention to detail and duty. He answered her question.
"Now."
They would leave immediately. She would accompany him on the flight to the island. But not without some wardrobe adjustments. He helped her remove the corset and redon the jacket over her truly bare tits. Now when she walked in her stiletto heels, her loose boobs swayed and jiggled with the rhythm of her stride inside the waist-clinched blazer.
He marched her around the facility one last time. Ashley tried to adjust to her freeform uniform but it was only partly successful. She went about informing the newly promoted ones of their impending departure and said farewell to those left behind. All who had ogled the concierge's tight cleavage in the past noticed her newly unfettered bouncy chest meat.
Ned's limousine was waiting at the portico when they existed the hotel. She climbed into the backseat with him, where he demanded she fulfill the backseat hostess role. He opened and removed her blazer and so she rode to the airport topless. He played with her tits while she was obliged to play with his cock.
He let her wear the blazer again when they made the walk from town car to the corporate jet, but unbuttoned. The substantial ounces of bounces didn't go unnoticed. The pilots and stewardess assumed what purpose she would fulfill on the way to the Caribbean.
And she did, continuing to meet his sexual comfort expectations all the way on the long flight. When they arrived at their ultimate destination, he would hand her off to the resort general manager to begin her reassignment as his ostensible assistant general manager.
Until then, he had other plans for acclimation to her new lifestyle.
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*** Mobile Services ***
The corporate jet settled onto the runway of the small Caribbean Isle airport. It wasn't a large facility; this wasn't a vacation destination, more of a refueling and transit stop over.
A shuttle jeep stood by, waiting to carry the private jet passengers to the local marina. The speedboat was standing by, prepped and ready by its special crew for the long run to the exclusive resort.
Ms Ashley Daniels was eager to get off the plane. The flight had been long and Ned had been continuously demanding of her cabin borne personal services. The man was insatiable in his sexual needs. And her womb and tummy were full of his ejaculations.
To add to her discomfort, he had modified her travel suit, cutting off the blazer's two buttons, preventing its fastener closure. Then, he made her schlep both their carry-ons, one in each hand. The flaps wavered in the sea breeze gusts, flashing sneak peeks of her loose swaying boobs for all the ground personal to gawk at.
The jeep roared off towards the dock. Pulling up, another team of male dock workers got the same show as she walked the valises aboard their next ride, the speedboat. It was owned by the Tropical Island Transport Service. But that name was too long for the narrow stern and had been abbreviated as 'TITS Express'.
The embarrassment of her walk of shame may have been misplaced. The four-person boat crew consisted of a captain and three female mates. The captain was bare chested, wearing sandals and shorts. The mates were likewise bare chested with white cotton thongs and sandals. In their presence, Ashley looked overdressed for the wave hopping run to their destination.
The boat motored away from the dock and at a distance the captain revved up the engine. The wind blew against Ashley's blazer and she sat near the rear transom, one hand holding the bounding rail while the other clutched the jacket panels closed at her chest. Her hair fluttered in the stiff breeze.
Ned emerged from below; he had changed into the boat's standard dress of shorts and sandals. He spied Ashley seated in discomfort at her station. Ned decided to remedy that. He called over the mates for introductions.
There was Carol, stage name Huggies due to her generous sized breasts which she now showed with proud display. She had been rescued by Ned from a small-town honky-tonk strip joint and had prospered from her floundering backwater adult entertainment career to this current assignment, a true stepping stone to success.
And Astrid, the talented masseuse that Ned had recruited along with her little sister Elsa. Astrid had the platinum hair of her Nordic heritage and the athletic shaped body of a health care professional with hands that could expertly soothed a man's tensions... everywhere.
And a ballerina want-a-be that Ned couldn't remember her name no matter how many times she told him. Her physique was slender, perfectly muscled and toned to perform the artistic dances she practiced. Some of that art was practiced in bed with eager gentlemen. As with all aspiring ballerinas, she kept her straight black hair long, ass length, and it was now blowing freely in the wind.
He asked them to help Ashley fit into her new surroundings. The mates eagerly agreed, remembering the how new friends before had assisted with their acclimations.
The girls grabbed Ashley's hands, allowing the coat to blow open, flashing her big tits for all to see, as they towed her below to get her fitted into a proper on-deck uniform.
They held her removed skirt and jacket as she skimmed off her panties and handed them over as well.
"Take care of those. I'll need them back before we go ashore."
The three mates chuckled and gave her assurances.
"Don't worry. We know what to do."
Ashley put on the offered white cotton thong in keeping with the other mates' uniforms. At least she was in the company of other topless girls and not all alone to be stared at. All four topless females went back on deck. The captain and Ned were on the upper level, driving the boat. They thought the view of the lower deck was very agreeable.
Astrid went back below and emerged with an armload of Ashley's business suit. She tossed the jacket to Huggies, who snagged it as it caught the breeze. Ashley jumped up and tried to grab it. Huggies tossed it towards the ballerina who wasn't quite as good at playing keep away catch. The strong wind blew it out of her hands, over the transom and it floated down to disappear astern in the speedboat's wake.
Ashley gave an angry look at Huggies who simply smirked and shrugged her shoulders.
"Oopsies..."
Astrid gave a call to Ashley as she tossed the skirt towards her. Ashley jumped high, trying to catch the wind-gusted throw, but to no avail. It sailed over her head and joined its matching fashion out to sea.
The only good Ned could see from his perch was Ashley's big tits perform a perfect bounce up and jiggly settle during her leap. He was even more impressed than before at the mobility of her mammaries.
The last toy was her panties. Astrid was polite and asked Ashley if wanted to do the honors. Subdued, she said a quiet 'yes'. Astrid handed them over and they watched as Ashley sadly tossed them overboard over her back like a bride's garter at a wedding reception.
The boat engine whine began to decrease and the boat slowed its gallop over the waves. The horizon revealed a low land mass, signaling their approach to the remote island resort and its welcoming facilities. Ned had been securing select staff for the elite venue over the past few years and was looking forward to renewing his comradery with his previous recruits.
The captain spun the boat seaward and skillfully reversed it into its reserved slip. The girls jumped out, tying off the cleats while shore personnel went about the preparations for the return journey.
Three weary-looking gentlemen were helped aboard by the three female mates. The solitary men barely registered the three topless shipboard mates having been ball-drained day and night for the past week by similar beauties at this exclusive recreational island.
Ned found Ashley's high heels and told her to switch them out and leave the sandals behind. She complied and he took her bicep in a controlling grip, conducting her from ship to shore. He helped her make the one high step onto the dock, her tits bouncing freely. Joining at her side, he took off with a strong stride. He was amused by the way her quick step jiggled her boobs left and right, up and down, as they made their way to the resort's separate staff reception lobby.
*** Staff Orientation ***
Nikki Carlson was tied up, literally. The wrist cuffs were attached to the upper corners of an open square box frame. Her ankles were attached to the lower corners.
She was spread eagle and naked after having her clothes cut away by the resort general manager for this promotion interview. As an Assistant Area Manager, Nikki was trying out for the full Area Manager post. It was becoming quite trying, but she was eager for the advancement.
Sergio Manfredi wiped the beads of sweat from his forehead. This was becoming a real workout. The pudgy Resort General Manager always tried to get in his daily exercise but his schedule varied and an opportunity like this didn't often come up.
He liked his staff to be capable of accommodating all types of resort client requests, whatever those were. So, he was testing Nikki's aptitudes for such.
He was beating her everywhere with a play flogger, numerous thin silky strands rather than braided cords or leather straps. It wasn't about the pain but the endurance. And Nikki seemed to be holding up well. He, on the other hand, was feeling some fatigue.
The intercom buzzed.
"Mr Manfredi, the staff shuttle has arrived."
He broke off this management rigor to move to another; it never seemed to end. But it was a welcome respite from this particular duty. He put away the flogger.
"Hang out here until I get back. I shouldn't be too long."
He actually laughed at his own joke. When he returned, he would let her off the box and ask her to choose between a blowjob or a fuck.
Sergio trotted out to the dock, still clad in his black exercise shorts and sneakers.
"Mr Jackson!"
Ned looked toward the sound and saw the bare-chested resort general manager heading his way. He stopped short and extended his hand to greet his Talent Scout. His shorts and sandals seemed hurriedly donned, a sheen of sweat on his forehead.
"I just heard you'd arrived so I broke off my advanced staff promotion interview and came here to greet you. So good to see you again. Are you here on business or pleasure?"
"Both. For a few days. Mr. Manfredi, please give a welcome to Ms Ashley Daniels. I have offered her the Assistant General Manager position you requested me to fill."
Sergio stretched up to give her a dual bijou cheek buzz, close enough to brush her nipples with his hairy chest. Then he took a step back and scanned the near naked brunette up and down. He addressed Ned rather than her with his question.
"Well... I can see why you picked her. She certainly meets the characteristics of my request. But does she have any experience with resort management?"
Ashley opened her mouth to state her credentials.
"Yes, I have been..."
Ned cut her off.
"Some... but she was mostly administering concierge services at a hotel in the upper Midwest. You'll have to coach her on the expected duties of an Assistant General Manager at this unique resort."
Sergio looked her up and down again, pausing to stare at her fulsome tits.
"Yes, of course. I'm tied up at the moment... well someone else actually and I have to get back to my nooner... err, my interview. I'll begin Ms Daniel's briefing later today."
Having completed his delivery, Ned took his leave of Mr Manfredi and Ms Daniels. He wandered off, intent on finding favors from some previous grateful recruitments. They always seemed eager to show their intimate appreciation for being selected by him in the past.
Sergio clicked his fingers at a nearby bellhop, one of the ones staring intently at the new woman standing near-naked in the lobby. It wasn't that unusual; most female staff newcomers arrived that way at the working dock of the island. More pedestrian guests and staff used the public reception dock on the other side of the island. He scurried over to be of assistance, much to his chums' jealous disappointment.
"Take Ms Daniels to the executive residence. She is a candidate for the Assistant General Manager position."
"Yes, sir."
The bellhop knew that no luggage ever accompanied an arrival such as this. He pointed to a side pathway.
"Ma'am? This way... after you, please."
Sergio watched her ass sway away. Having met the newcomer, he decided for the waiting Nikki that she would best serve her next interview responsibilities with a full-on stand-up fuck. Her sweaty slippery tits during his power thrusts would feel good against his chest. He hurried back to complete the uncompleted interview.
Ashley stepped off in the indicated direction. The bellhop followed behind, watching her behind, rocking invitingly in her high-heel stride. He gave her directions, 'turn right', 'turn left', and they arrived at the single-story, walled-off complex removed from the vast resort grounds.
He key-carded the entrance door and they entered a long vestibule. The far door was labeled 'Resort General Manager'. Along the hallway leading to it were side doors, each labelled with its occupant's title. Food Services Manager. Recreation Manager, Building and Grounds Manager, Housekeeping Manager, Security Manager.
The bellhop stopped at the last door labeled Assistant General Manager. He keyed that one, swept it open, and motioned Ms Daniels inside.
The apartment was truly luxurious. The central sitting room, ensuite bath, and separate bedroom were all well-furnished. He led her to the bedroom and she wondered if he expected her to tip him with maximum personal services for his minimal guide services. Nothing so far had been out of bounds. But he opened the walk-in closet and explained the contents. All of her clothing needs would come from this selection chosen by the resort.
He showed her the computer, where she would be given a daily dress code requirement and could find the corresponding pieces in the closet. It would also deliver her schedule and duties for the day.
With that, he tipped his cap to her and said she should explore the rest of her suite by herself and get settled in.
After he exited, she did explore and was pleased with the well-stocked bath and cosmetic vanity. She found a light shirt in the closet and rested on the bed, dozing off following the rigors of the journey.
A dinging woke her a few hours later. The computer was flashing its message-waiting blinker. She touched the screen and a menu-like list appeared. It was her itinerary for tonight and tomorrow.
'Tonight: private dinner with Mr Manfredi, dress in collared sheer white see-thru blouse, low buttoned, tight white booty shorts, medium heels. Dark masque evening cosmetics are in the bathroom, directed clothes are in the closet, bellhop usher arriving at six. Consider this a part of your interview/orientation.
'Overnight: sleep nude (standard policy).
'Tomorrow morning: breakfast, daily staff meeting, introduction to and briefing with other area managers.
'Tomorrow mid-day: tour of facilities, low heels, black bikini (pushup bra and string thong style), tied waist covering shift for entry into general public areas.'
The bellhop usher arrived promptly at six. He had orders from Mr Manfredi to verify Ashley's dress code compliance or to otherwise not deliver her to dinner. His only adjustment was to personally pluck at a button lower on her blouse, revealing more center cleavage. That seemed to her to be superfluous since her tits and nipples were plainly visible through the thin fabric.
He guided her to Mr Manfredi's private dining room where he was already seated, the table set, the food waiting. The manager, without standing, brusquely motioned her to the seat across from his, without looking directly at her. He was the kind of manager who expected his underlings to defer to him and obey his orders. The bellhop helped her sit, then at a dismissal sign from Sergio, departed the room.
While they ate, he expounded on the basic rules and policies of the facility. Guests were to be accommodated in any reasonable request. Staff would be appropriately uniformed to the role, place, and occasion. And cross training for assistance in other duties was to be expected and sought-after. He elaborated on the last point.
"For instance, you were given time, dress, and presentation directives for this dinner. I see you followed them and that is points in your favor. More demands will be forthcoming and I expect a similar obedient attitude."
He paused and stared at the young woman seated across from him.
"Great tits, by the way."
They were done with dinner and he told her to find her way back to her room and get some rest. Tomorrow would be a full day.
Ashley rose, wished her host a good night,and made her way back to her assigned apartment. She was tired and went straight to bed, remembering and following the sleeping nude directive. She fell asleep quickly, exhausted by the long day's strenuous travels.
She woke in the night. Something had disturbed her slumber. Her eyes adjusted to the darkness and she was startled by a dark shape next to her bed. In the dim light, she recognized a naked Mr Manfredi looking down on her supine form. The voice was soft, low, barely auditable.
"Yes... great tits."
She lay still, a sense of the probable imminent actions but not sure of his intentions. He showed his intentions by reaching down and fondling her reclined boobs, taking two handfuls and kneading them, testing the texture and resilience.
Moments later, he moved in, straddling her chest, laying his erection on her sternum.
"Help me..."
She moved slowly at first and he grabbed her hands and showed her how to squeeze her fleshy globes around his shaft. He moved slowly in the warm skin crevasse. After a few minutes, he rolled beside her on his back.
"Mount me while I play some more."
'So, I'm fucked by the boss on my first night. Wonderful!' she thought sarcastically, remembering her earlier incorrect supposition about the ushering bellhop.
But she dutifully rolled up and straddled his hips. He was hard but dry. Ashley closed her eyes and thought of Mr Jackson. She remembered his consideration in teaching her the real value of her generous chest endowments. The fantasizing worked as her pussy oozed its magical musk. She tented her boss's penile muscle and slid her oily labia along its length.
He seemed about as hard as he was going to get. She raised her ass, reached under, necessarily leaning forward, found his dick, and levering it to her pussy. As her tits dipped to his face during her moves, she felt his mouth capture a nipple. She let him suckle as she maneuvered him inside her cunt, sliding and shuffling with the minimal lubrication.
He bit her tit.
The sudden pain made her jump, drawing half his cock out and atomically squeezing her vaginal muscles. In his own way, he complimented her reaction.
"That was a good start. Let's keep going. Take me deep again."
She steadied with hands beside his torso on the mattress and slid him all the way in. He gripped her other nipple with his fingers, pinched and brutally twisted it. She cried out in pain and popped her ass up again.
She sat up higher, getting distance between his paws and her tits. The new pose made it easier to settle down on him.
She saw him draw his arm sideways and the force of the smack on the side of her boob was so hard it bounced sideways against the other. He actually giggled and grabbed two handfuls for a hard squeeze.
Ashley now understood where this game was going and decided it was better to play along, speed it up, and end the boob abuse soonest.
"Oh, Mr Manfredi, please... not so hard... ouch!... please, don't...:
She saw him smile, his ego and libido both rising at his sense of physical control. He jogged his hips in time with her humping bounces. Her body was in full motion, sliding on his cock and swaying her abused tits as he continued the slaps and nipple twists.
His breaths shortened and Ashley got ready. He tilted his head back, arched his back, raised his hips, and howled. She clamped her cunt on his erupting erection, feeling the jets of spew entering her womb.
He collapsed back and panted down to a normal cadence. She sat in place, making little vaginal clamps as he withered. He slapped her hip, telling her to get down and she slowly dismounted. When she was rolled aside, he rolled himself out of bed and left the room.
Ashley lay awake with pensive thoughts, resigned to probable more such dismissive treatment over the course of her employment here.
*** Management Meeting ***
Next day at briefing, she discovered that, in addition to her administrative duties, she had entered Mr Manfredi's rotation of nightly sexual visits. Each manager had her specialty for his fetish or peccadillo. And they went around the table describing their activities with the boss.
The Food Service Manager was an Oriental woman with long black hair and wore a green bikini, the uniform color chosen for her department. Anyone wearing a green uniform of whatever style worked for her. She shared her nighttime experiences with the boss: blowjobs, 69's, preparing her pussy with a flavor of the day douche for getting eaten out.
The Security Manager's functions were obvious. She was wearing a red bikini and her staff wore red as well. A quirk of the organization was that the bellhops were her responsibility. They began on probation for six months during which they were trained in martial arts and polite people skills. The probies wore a green-striped red medallion and the graduates, if they passed, wore full-color red medallions. Their incentive to excel was the once-weekly overnight with a mutually agreeable recreational staff girl.



The athletic-shaped Security Manager described her bondage sessions with the boss. It often involved suspension and struggle fucks, sometimes her bound and sometimes him, whipping optional.
The Building and Grounds Manager, a South Asian woman, wore a yellow bikini. Her engineers and groundkeepers maintained the facilities. Her nights with Mr Manfredi involved sessions with her on all fours, led around on a leash, ordered to beg, and finally fucked doggie style.
The Recreation Director was a chirpy platinum blonde from Denmark. She had lived a life of dance shows, acrobatics, and community events. She wore a blue bikini and spoke of her nights with Mr Manfredi involving contortioned poses for blowjobs and vaginal sex.
And finally, the Housekeeping Manager wore a white bikini, symbolizing hygiene and cleanliness. It shone on her Hispanic brown-toned, buxom body. Her staff wore white for serious duties but wore a variety of uniforms and costumes at other times, often entering the guest rooms early mornings and playing out pre-requested fantasy roles. It was a highly sought-after position by the other areas' staff, not only for the pleasures, but also for the voluntary tips from satisfied guests.
Of course, this manager's nights with Mr Manfredi came with costume fantasies. He might call ahead with his preference for coed, nurse, stripper, or wayward housewife. Otherwise, she was free to be inventive.
Everyone turned to black-bikini-garbed Ashley for her story. She opened her mouth to speak but Sergio cut her off. He took up the discussion to inform the others about his plans for the new Assistant General Manager candidate's probationary period.
"Just look at those great tits! I already played with them last night and will again. And her cunt is very nice also.
"As for her duties, she does whatever I tell her to do, day and night."
The management residence was configured such that Sergio could invade anyone's private quarters or summon them to his suite at his whim. Ashley should expect frequent use but not on a fixed schedule depending on whatever visual stimulus caught his fancy during his rounds of the facility that day. Thus, the standard policy of sleeping nude to allow for his quick and easy unfettered access.
After the others departed, Ashley lingered behind to inquire of Mr Manfredi her specific business responsibilities.
"Not much; you're not qualified to do anything. Food Services has a degree in Culinary. Security is a former police officer. Building and Grounds has an engineering degree and license. Housekeeping studied Industrial Hygiene. Recreation holds her own as simply a bubbly personality. You have no special skills. Just obey in whatever I ask. And sleep nude."
He paused to squeeze her breast through the bikini top.
"Yes... great tits."
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Astrid checked her calendar. It was almost time for her next appointment. As a massage therapist, she would soothe her customer's bodily aches and ills, among other tensions to be released. She was very good at her job, an enjoyable one that she felt fortunate to have secured with the help of her serendipitous sponsor, Mr Jackson.
Elsa, her little sister, had been part of the package deal and the younger sibling had taken to her special duties with gusto.
After Ned's help in mastering fellatio, she attended to the resort guests with her special lax mouth technique that built the man's lust as she assuaged their libidos and fantasies with the practiced blowjob skills.
Ned heard numerous snickering whispers about the fresh-faced blonde in the resort spa. It intrigued him that she had gained a following so quickly; but then of course, he had himself partaken of her oral artifice before he had recruited her for the assignment here.
His memories of that encounter had dwelled on his thoughts for months thereafter and he succumbed to his own macho frailty and requested a session with her after hours, in his guest suite. The knock on the door set the butterflies in his belly alight; he was amused at his own excitement and eagerness to meet up with Elsa again.
He cracked the door open to be sure it was her, and it was. He opened it wider to view her from bottom to top as she stood in an innocent pose: white slip-on mules below her toned legs, hands with fingers interlaced at crotch level in front of her short white skirt, conical pokies evident through her thin white top and a lovely blue-eyed smiling face framed with light waves of platinum blonde hair. She had even glossed her lips with the haunting bright red lipstick.
"Hello, Mr Jackson. It's good to see you again. May I come in?"
Ned swung his arm wide towards the room, a sign of warm welcome as he broke into his own smile of greeting.
"Please do. How have you been? I'm hearing good things about you."
They settled in for a bit of chit-chat. She had graduated college and again thanked Mr Jackson for him coaching her on proper blowjob techniques.
As it turned out, her despair of achieving deepthroat was misplaced. After her encounter with Ned, she discovered why she hadn't been able to deepthroat her boyfriend; he was too short.
She dumped him and 'shopped around' for longer dicks to suck and swallow. She found one or two but kept dreaming of bigger cocks. When the resort offer came in, she quickly accepted and now here she was.
Sensing that the conversation was winding down, Elsa rose from her seat, and finding a folded towel nearby, set in on the floor. She kneeled, sat back on her folded legs, and doffed her top to reveal her nubile titties with the pointed pink caps. She stared at Ned as she set her pouty lips as he had taught her: lightly together awaiting his stiff knob to wedge itself into her oral grotto.
Ned slowly rose and approached. He dropped his shorts and exposed his semi-tumescent erection. Then he bent forward and hoisted little Elsa upright to her feet.
"You are a very accommodating young lady and I really enjoyed your blowjob that time not so long ago. But today, let's try something else. Let's fuck."
Elsa held a stoic expression. Ned took charge and turned her towards the bed. From behind, he lowered her short white skirt. He hadn't noticed during her initiation deepthroat before but she had a nice toned bottom.
She stepped away from her mules and discarded skirt to climb onto the sheeted mattress. She turned on her back and he mounted the mattress beside her. Lying next to her, he turned her on her side facing him.
He kissed her lips and she moved to wrap her arms around his neck as his lower hand cupped an asscheek. His other brushed her loose strands of blonde behind her ear. He took another leisurely kiss.
She moved a hand down to find his thick man muscle, testing the tubular appendage for stiffness. Ned jogged his hips to signal his desire for her to make the placement. She wiggled her hips closer, bringing his dick tip to the entrance of her pussy. He set himself ready but wanted to lead Elsa in his favored routine with an untried sex-mate.
"Remember how you stayed still as I poked into your lax lips? It's the same now, except it's your lower lips this time. Let me enter you at my whim; just accept my leisurely penetration."
She settled into stillness which signaled her consent and he felt the warmth in his belly again at her deference to his alpha maleness.
He diddled his tip on her moist orifice; it felt wet and warm and soft. Then a small push to test the resistance to his entry. Elsa felt the touch but stayed motionless as directed. He eased in his knob to just before the corona ridge. Still, she stayed unmoving in his arms. Another push and just the slightest moan from the blonde's throat.
Ned tensed his abdomen and curled his lower body, penetrating now to half shaft. Her resonances rose in timbre to a hum of pleasure and she shuddered in his embrace.
He lightly slapped her ass, a sign not to move at all. She whimpered her torment, a sign that her own emotions were building.
He didn't care.
He just wanted his selfish submissive fuck. But he also liked the idea of teasing the little minx into a torrent of lust.
He pulled back until his knob was just inside her pussy. A shuffle of short strokes rubbed his corona on the sensitive orifice lips. She murmured louder, trapped in his manly sexual handling. He heard her noises and halted just inside.
She bucked a small jog to plead for his continuance. He slapped her ass again, harder this time. She restrained the urges of her inner anguish and slackened again in his embrace.
Feeling her body's subservience, Ned roused himself for the final act. He rolled atop her and plunged deep. She cried out at the sudden stab of thick flesh in her tight channel.
"Ohh... you're so big..."
"It's okay, Elsa. Now! Let yourself go."
Ned thrust long and deep, quick plunges that ran his cock her full extent, stretching her cunt and bumping her cervix. She clung to him and rolled her hips in time, forcing the knob against her G-spot as it dashed by. She was a ball of electrified nerves that could not hold out any longer.
Her body went rigid in his embrace, heard his answering cry to her own, and felt the warm gush of ejaculation against her deepest womb space.
The thrill went on and on, her mind clouded by the ecstasy. Her eyes focused
slowly to find Mr Jackson's face inches from hers, smirking in post-orgasmic gratification. She slowly matched his smile and pressed her lips to his in a 'thank-you for fucking me' kiss.
"Elsa, you are the unmitigated hit of the island. Our guests will be the most satisfied customers any business could hope for."
She cherished his praise and set her mind to becoming exactly the kind of woman Mr Jackson would continue to be proud of, now that he had coached her orally and vaginally.
'What a lucky girl I am' she concluded.
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Ned lay comfortably in his poolside lounge on the general public side of the resort. He had wandered over to the larger but more mundane part of the expansive facility. He liked to mingle with the pedestrian crowd occasionally to test his mental stability. It was risky to dwell too much in a world of effortless sexual fulfillment. Most men had to work hard to get laid and he needed to be conscious of that condition.
The guests here were families, couples, and others unaware of, nor could they imagine, the secluded exclusive area on the other side of the boundary that accommodated solitary alpha males escaping, even so temporarily, the rigors of their elite business stresses.
His head was slightly propped and, from behind his sunglasses, his eyes scanned the many ordinary resort guests taking a break here on the tropical island, far away from the busy world. They may be escaping their own business, or foul weather, or just the daily strains of modern life.
But the guests gathered at the public pool were still an eclectic bunch. There were several middle-aged men accompanied by their 'nieces', all of whom were young, well-built specimens of feminine eye-candy. The well-built characteristic was very obvious from the skimpy thong bikinis each wore, seemingly to compete with their man-bait contenders.
Others were obviously married couples, enjoying a week away. Pale skins and chubby were the common theme. And one pair of women was a mother-daughter troupe, the elder of whom Ned had chanced upon the day before and struck up a conversation.
It seemed she had taken her college-aged offspring on this holiday to illuminate by example the difference between her lazy college chum rebels vis-a-vis affluent partners that high-class society could make available to a girl who really cared about her future standard of living.
Ned focused his gaze on the young lady. She was less than attentive to her looks by the lack of cosmetics, unruly hairstyle, and billowy workman's shirt and cutoff jeans. But he could see beneath the dowdy duds her potential in form and vitality and he envisioned helping the mother make her point in a very potent way.
This evening was the weekly formal dinner, a chance for a select few to shine in their best elegance. He had taken the mother aside earlier and proposed that he escort her and her daughter to the invitation-only soiree. Mrs Connors was eager for her daughter to make the most of this opportunity to engage with such a fine gentleman, just the sort she wanted her daughter to meet.
But instead of Ned coming for her, she offered to get her daughter ready and present her at dinner to the fine gentleman that had taken such a gallant interest in her daughter's enlightenment.
-------
Clarissa Connors was pissed and her angry scowl showed it. She stood before the closed dining room double doors as the security dudes in tuxedos checked her mother's invitation. Satisfied of its authenticity, they opened the grand entrance to allow the finely dressed ladies access to the exclusive soiree.
Clarissa felt her mother's hand push against her bare back and she stepped forward, then stopped, stunned at the visage inside. A knot of anxiety hit the pit of her stomach.
There were dozens of couples gathered in small groups, conversing and laughing in gay jubilee. Now Clarissa was less miffed at her mother, grudgingly thankful for her parent's excessive mothering today.
It had been a running feud since early afternoon. First the news of the exclusive invitation. Then shopping at the resort boutique for the elegant, almost scandalous, dress and stiletto heels she was now wearing. A trip to the salon for hair and makeup. Mother really enjoyed these shopping bonanzas, splurging opulently with her ex-husband's court-ordered bountiful alimony. She even found the perfect set of jewelry to really make her point with Mr Jackson. The shop clerk knew the secret of its workings and wrapped Clarissa's neck and wrists with the expensive contraptions.
Back in the room, more arguments about the over-attention to the most minor details. But one detail the young woman truly resented and still did.
Clarissa had endured a lifetime of emergent tension. As a youngster, she had willingly, even eagerly, followed her mother's plans for her: Girl Scouts, Little Miss beauty pageants, sports, and academics. Then, teenage rebellion reared its ugly head. Late nights, lowbrow friends, a non-STEM college matriculation. Her mother became increasingly distressed as she watched her precocious youngster's prospects steadily disintegrate.
Now, pseudo kidnapped by her mother to this resort and now this evening event, Clarissa lifted her head, set her jaw, and steeled her nerves. She was entering the lair of those she had been told to loathe.
She and her friends spent hours at their liberal arts college campus disparaging the elite shallow fashionistas who venerated greed, profits, wealth, and affluence. Those callous cretins looked down on the less fortunate ones, like she and her campus friends, and didn't understand the social ills that the wealthy elite caused in the world: inequality, inequity, and, above all, social status based only on their marketable skills and accumulated money.
Thank goodness for social warriors like themselves who raged against the machine and sat around complaining, without any perceivably effective corrective actions to make the critical revolutionary changes.
But now, the social graces developed during her growing years, the competitive sports, the public service activities, and the graceful beauty competitions, kicked in and she was sure she could survive this evening's gauntlet. It would be unseemly to make a scene without her vociferous if ineffective friends here to provide cover and backup.
She stepped forward into the scattered crowd which silenced at the sight of her presentation. She was careful with her balance in the fashionable stilettos; the beauty pageant high-heeled strides had been long ago and she hadn't practiced much since then. She made her way through the clustered people. They nodded polite hellos and she returned the salutations in kind.
Ned was seated at his dinner table, sipping on a cocktail, nursing the alcohol, safeguarding the verve he would need during his date's later enlightenment. There was a low buzz of background conversations which he barely noticed. But he became aware of the change when the noise faded away.
His attention was perked as all eyes looked in one direction across the room. He looked that way and spied the mother walking towards him across the room. What he also noticed, as had every other man in the room, was the exquisite lady striding beside her.
Ned hardly recognized the now dazzling daughter. Gone were the loose unkempt hair, the unadorned face, and the body hiding frumpy clothes. In their stead was a sexy red sequined gown, her fine leg flashing through the waist-high slit with each step. The long skirt hung from the torso tucking band clinched tight across her middle: a wide smooth expanse of satin from hip bone to just beneath her bodice. The strapless bandeau style top stretched tight across the lower two-thirds of her globes of tit flesh, boosting the mammary mound pair into a high billowy cleavage.
The leg flashes had drawn Ned's eyes first to the fine-figured body of the sexy young coed. As his vision moved higher, he saw the slim neck circled by a braided gold chain choker, mounting an ivory and onyx medallion at her throat. Aside that were dangling gold earrings, swaying and skittering the reflected ballroom lights.
Her lips were painted fire engine red, glossy with layered thickness. Her high cheekbones, sporting a rosy blush, underlying the dark mascara-tinted eyelashes and eyebrows arching above blue-green eyes.
Her hair was no longer unkempt and fly-away. The dark tresses were pulled back to a scalp-molding skull cap, captured behind in a golden clinch that anchored the ponytail hanging low on her back in a rendition of a runway model or ballerina.
Gentlemanly Ned rose slowly to his feet to greet his evening's arranged date. He had to; his cock was swelling and needed adjustment in its awkward confining space in his pants fly. A quick flick at his tuxedo crotch loosened the fabrics enough to gain a bit of space. If his arousal continued, he would need more space, much more space, before this public gathering ended and he could find privacy for continued admiration of his matron-furnished companion.
The mother-daughter couple slowed and halted at arm's distance. The mother had a slight smirk as she perceived Ned's focused stare.
"Mr. Jackson, may I introduce Clarissa, my daughter."
The young lady extended her hand in greeting and Ned took it like a gallant gentleman, kissing the back of her hand.
He held the slender appendage for a long moment and noted the gold bracelet on her wrist, a finely braided band with an inset ring, a match to the style of her choker, also with its small inset ring, subtle decorative nods to what might in a different situation be sturdier fabricated collar and cuff restraints.
Looking down, he saw her gold-toned high strappy heels, also with the inferred attachment ring embedded in the red jeweled clasps.
The maiden may not have noticed or would have understood the meaning of her suggestive accouterments but Ned took them as the mother's insinuation of his freedom in means and methods towards transforming the wayward college coed's path in life, with or without her cooperation.
Her eyes caught his, and he returned the steady gaze.
"Pleased to meet you, too, Mr Jackson. I hope your stay at the resort has been pleasant."
"It's going well and perhaps getting even better. Please, sit, let's enjoy our dinner."
The daughter sat next to Ned at the circular table; her mother at an angle across, two-thirds around. The showy dress slit lay open over her bare thigh on Ned's side of her. He glanced briefly at the exposure. She was conscious of his view and, unable to do much about the dress's intended display of her leg, she still carefully adjusted the skirt, ensuring her center was covered.
At first, she was a bit reserved with the middle-aged gentleman that mght be her long-absent father's age. But as the evening ran on, she scanned the other tables of well-dressed couples and was thankful her mother had been insistent about the glamorous accouterments and, although she thought it too risqué, her evening gown. She seemed to fit in.
When she was looking away, scanning the room, only Ned spotted the mother, with a conspiratorial wink, drop a clear powder into her daughter's water goblet; the act unnoticed by the young lady looking elsewhere. As the gourmet food and drinks were served and consumed, Clarissa felt her mood lighten and she was chirpier in her speech and manners.
Ned engaged her in adult-worthy conversation, truly interested in her life, non-judgmental to her views and opinions, keeping the information flow going. It was part of his agenda, seeking triggers and faults that might turn her away from his intended path.
But she took his probing as a mature man interested in her as a person, not dismissing her as a young ill-informed waif.
Soon the lights dimmed and music filled the air. Ned didn't ask her permission; he simply took her hand and she followed him passively as he led her to the central wooden parquet open space.
He pulled her close for a slow dance, hugging her soft tits to him. His other hand pressed her hips to his and his chest and cock enjoyed the warm compression.
It was his first touch of her other than the hand holds. He liked the bodily contact and she seemed to accept his clutch. She didn't tense up at all but melded her body closer, circling her arms around his neck, holding him closer.
They moved together, the small shuffles rippling her tits and belly against his body in the body-hugging embrace. His swelling cock was finding even the expanded space insufficient. It wanted to move things along.
He lay his trim bearded jaw against her cheek. Her hair smelled of perfumed shampoo, a floral-citrus air. He was finding her even more attractive as a total person than just the sex object of his earlier first impression.
Clarissa was feeling light-headed. She didn't know why she was unexpectedly fascinated by this mature man. She hadn't imbibed much wine, really only a few sips, preferring a healthier water diet. He apparently was drawn to her; she felt his thickening bulge against her groin as she drooped languidly in his arms.
His cheek was against hers when she heard the whispered bawdy words of his proposition.
"Let's go to my room, Ms Connors. I want to see you, all of you, in naked splendor. I will kiss your lips, lap your nipples, taste your tangy cunt, and make you feel all the sensuality an experienced man can instill in you.
"And if you're really good, I'll let you suck my cock before I use it to fuck you to a mind-shattering orgasm."
Even Clarissa, with her foggy senses, was surprised by her deflecting segway.
"But we haven't had dessert."
"We will make each other our desserts. What do you say?"
His suggestion was all she wanted in this strange mood and at this moment. She somehow had become enamored by this mature, assertive man. How could she have succumbed so quickly?
"Yeeessss..." she murmured.
He accepted her acceptance, stepping back, holding her hand, crossing her far arm across her waist while his other hand rested on her round ass. Her free arm lay loose across his shoulder, her bandeau-encased boob brushed his arm, stimulating her nipple. A sensual shudder vibrated her spine. She would follow him anywhere in this mood.
He glanced over to his table where Clarissa's drug-dosing mother was watching intensely; she met his look. She smiled, made a petite clapping signal, and then gave a backhanded 'shooing' wave, urging him to enact her plan to show her potentially wayward child a path to a more beneficial future.
Ned turned back to his task at hand. Conscious of Clarissa's unsteady balance, he took middling steps but long enough to force the erotic leg-flashes through her slit skirt. He strode with purpose, promenading her at his side toward the exit, her lovely leg and bare side hip flashing as intended with each step. The obliging crowd parted as the departing couple made their way. The men watched, some with an arm candy 'niece' tucked against their sides, nodding at Ned and smirking in envious congratulations at his rapid seduction of the remarkably sexy maiden.
Those neice arm candies looked on with different attitudes. This was the non-fashion unkempt college girl that had roamed the halls and pool deck, no competition at all. Now, here she was, claiming the manliest man at the resort with her flirtatious presence. They had spent days, and nights, working their patrons for favors and acknowledgments.
And later tonight, they would worry as their sponsor's affluent cock drilled their gold-digging pussies. Was he thinking of them, or was he fantasizing that the juicy cunt he was fucking was the glamorous Clarissa's? All their lead-up time and efforts wasted; it just wasn't fair!
Clarissa was floating along beside Mr Jackson, her eyes glazed, looking ahead, heedless of the staring crowd. Her mind was rambling through bizarre sexual shenanigans, ideas formed from his whispered promises.
She was impatient to get to his room and play them out. Her pussy felt warm and sticky.
She recalled the panty dispute with her mother. The older woman insisted she not wear panties. The dress slit was waist high and most of her side hip was exposed with each step. Even a high-cut thong couldn't be totally hidden. Clarissa finally succumbed to her mother's nagging and chanced the exposure embarrassment. This one time, unknown to her friends, she would parity those empty-headed fashionistas that now surrounded her and parted before her, and then she could be gone from her mother's helicopter parenting.
She had been extra careful on her entrance into the crowd of resort guests to monitor her pace, shielding her shaved pussy beneath the wavering skirt panel. She had been even more conscious when settling into her seat next to the newly introduced gentleman. The dress slit opened to his side and draped her bare thigh such that it was exposed almost to her waist. The center covered her nether area but only just if she was careful not to wiggle around too much.
She wondered if he could smell her oozing vaginal musk. But then, she decided, she didn't care anymore. She actually hoped he did and found the odor enticing. She was so ready to be fucked by this man.
At the security-monitored exit doors, she leaned right, the way back to the guest resident wing. But Ned held her back, turning left instead to some other nearby doors.
The security guard hustled to the alternate portal, quickly opening it for the well-known VIP patron.
"Good evening, Mr Jackson."
"Good evening, Percy. Thank you."
Percy quickly scanned the beauty up and down and felt familiar enough to be inquisitive.
"Is this business or pleasure tonight?"
Ned looked at his swooning accompaniment who perked up a little at the question. He whispered in her ear loud enough for Percy to hear.
"Both, I hope."
"Very good, sir. Especially the business part. We'll all be interested in the outcome. Please enjoy your evening, sir."
"I intend to" he murmured as he passed through the closing portal.
The security man watched the retiring couple with interest. He was one of a few bellhops who had been singled out for advanced security training and special duties. Even so, he retained the privileges of a full-level bellhop, including a once-weekly night with a select recreational staffer. His turn was tomorrow night and he would probably be thinking of Clarissa while fucking his weekly one-night date.
The soiree couple arrived after a short walk to the gentleman's suite. He guided her inside and, steadying her by her shoulders, turned her to face him. He stepped back and left her standing there, watching him intently as he removed his clothes, a man's rendition of a foreplay strip tease: the jacket, the bowtie, the shirt, the shoes, the pants.
She saw his naked rugged body: strong, muscled, and tanned, a scattering of dark body hair. He was tall, a head higher than her, but near equal height in her heels. She had noted as much when they danced, the perfect height difference between a man and a woman.
Finally, dramatically, he slowly lowered his boxers. Clarissa's eyes popped wide and quickly squinted at her first visual of his semi-tumescent cock. She had felt the hard bulge during their close dance but hadn't realized its substantial size.
Ned noticed that look of wonder and his ego warmed to her reaction. Lots of women were at first apprehensive but eventually delighted to get intimately acquainted with his large penile package.
He stepped to her, kissed her lips lightly, then moved behind her and fiddled with the dress clasp. That eased ever so slightly the bandeau elastic straining across her boobs but lowering the zipper loosened the dress so that her breasts were relieved of their clenched cleavage boost. The supporting fabrics fell away as the zipper opened down her back to the top of her ass crack. Ned discovered thereby that panties had not been worn. Risky and gutsy; not the act of a shrinking wallflower.
He pressed the dress over her hips and it fell to her feet. Save for heels and jewelry, his date was now as naked as he. His hands came to her shoulders and he turned her again to face him.
Her boobs were simply fantastic; full round orbs capped with dark rosy nipples with perfect spacing between the pair, hanging wider than in the compacted dress cleavage but close enough for whimsical cock cuddling activities. His hands descended from shoulders to boobs: cupping, testing, a thumb pad circling the dark disc. The nubs weren't hard yet but he saw, and felt, the orbital pips swelling in their own way.



He looked down past her belly and saw she was shaved. He didn't practice that himself but liked the look, a sign for him of a healthy and exotic attitude.
Clarissa stood stoic as Mr Jackson examined her, both by sight and by touch. She wanted to reach out and touch his manhood but held back, unsure, waiting for him to lead her in this controlled process.
And he did; of course, he did. He was the alpha male, taking his prerogative with a willing fertile female. It was nature's way.
He moved her to the bed, on her back, laid out, her arms at her sides, her knees angled up, her thighs splayed, her pussy lips spread, the inner pink flesh inviting masculine attention. It seemed a natural pose before her new consort. His hand swept up from her ankle, smoothing his palm over her inner calf and thigh, over her outer hip, and across her taut belly. He avoided touching her pussy; that would come soon enough, in his planned sequence.
He climbed on the mattress, hovering above her: kissing her lips, then kissing, sucking, and toothing her nipples, blowing motorboat noises into her belly button.
Then onward to his promised nuzzling of her puffy wet labia. His tongue swiped up and down the pink tissues, suckles, and tongue tip flutters on the clitoris and little stem. He gripped her rollicking ass to maintain contact as she twisted and wiggled under his expert cunnilingus.
And then the inevitable conclusion as she rocketed off into rapture, her spine arched high, her stiletto heels digging into the sheets and mattress, her orgasmic wails echoing off the walls.
Ned knew how to maximize the orgasmic thrills. He buried his scruffy bearded face in her throbbing pussy, tasting the tart tang of the pulsed feminine dew.
She shuddered for a long time, then came down, unstiffening her spine, easing back into a supine pose, panting to regain her breath. His tongue kept slurping at her swollen pussy; her protests of 'no... wait... no more, I need a break' boosted his already aggrandized ego.
He relented to her pleas for temporary relief, moving up, motorboating her belly again with a tongue-tip dip that made her tummy curl up as she giggled at the tickle. Then laps and kisses on her nipples as he dwelled there, mouthing each one back and forth to his own satisfaction. The nubs were rigid and he deemed her ready for the next act of foreplay.
He climbed higher, kissing her lips, forcing her to taste herself, droplets of vaginal oils in his beard.
He rose higher and brought his groin to straddle her shoulders and neck, pinning her arms under his thighs, feeling her soft boobs compressed by his ass. He folded forward and placed his thick knob at her lips.
"You may suck me now."
Her body was captive to his weight, her head trapped against the pillow. She craned her neck up and took his meat, inch by suckled inch, until he was two-thirds buried and her mouth was full.
He had cooperated by pressing closer and she swallowed as his knob went deeper until his pubic hair tickled her nose.
Taking full charge now, he set a slow back-and-forth pace, dragging his corona over her oral and gullet membranes. It felt good and she was unresisting to his penile self-stimulation when using her lips, tongue, and throat.
True to his word, he had let her suck his cock before the anticipated genital sex. He was fully erect and ready. Easing back, he shifted his hips down her body again and positioned himself in her spread-leg saddle.
She held her breath as his tip pressed her still tingling nether orifice. The cunnilingus and fellatio had made lots of lubrication but she had seen, and her mouth had experienced, how big he was. She braced her tummy and legs for a difficult vaginal stretch; a necessary prelude for her to be properly fucked.
Nevertheless, it was not unpleasant when it occurred. He plugged his cock slowly in, continuing in one long slippery stroke, distending the penile accommodating passageway, until he bottomed out at her cervix. She whimpered in fear at first but it turned into a moan at the end of the deep penetration. She hugged his body to hers, placing her quivering lips at his ear, panting words with each out-breath.
"Yes... take me... I want you... I need you... fuck me hard... please..."
He obliged her wishes. Drawing easily back, he rammed in again, hard and fast, banging her clitoris. She yelped at the pubic smack, but rolled her hips in response, massaging her clitoral nerves against his hairy groin. He sensed her intense arousal and it boosted his own.
Her hip rolls continued on every out-stroke, dragging his coronal rim against her inner tissues, igniting her G-spot. Her torsional body twists pressed her tits into his chest, adding stimulations to their contacted nipples.
They humped and bumped together from then on, a mutual vacillation. Their huffing and puffing breaths ascended to the decisive peak and Ned cried out as his spunk rocketed out of his urethra, spouting again and again into her throbbing feminine recesses. They hugged together, tighter than ever as the waves of passion surged over tingling warm skin, through pulsing veins and vibrating muscles.
Each was nearly unconscious, barely aware of the sex companion in their arms. The heated mindlessness passed slowly away and they became aware of the other sweaty and panting body, genitally conjoined to theirs.
Ned rolled away and Clarissa flung an arm over her eyes, weeping out the last vestiges of extreme joy for the fantastic sexual fulfillment she had just experienced. They lay next to each other, unspeaking, ebbing out the bodily bliss, mentally shaping plans anew for the next fuck.
Later, Ned was atop Clarissa again. Her mind was clearing from the fog that it had held during the dinner and dance. His cock was fully embedded in her cunt and she was vaguely surprised at her previous lust-fueled submission to this unfamiliar paramour. But they were laying still, and she was engrossed in relishing the close naked flesh connection. To prolong the pre-ecstatic connection, he made small talk.
"So, what classes are you taking in school?"
"Gender studies."
Ned thought that was too general; he wanted details. He flexed his cock inside her.
"Like this kind of gender study?"
She felt the throb and responded with a cunt clench. He felt that and nodded. She retorted with a giggle.
"Yeah, and this is my favorite way to study gender."
They played 'gender studies' back and forth, each competing for a harder flinch. It rose and rose in intensity until Ned braced his body and began thrusting long powerful strokes of his stiff male gender inside her slick female gender.
He worked hard at the mutual stimulation, a long series that brought about another mighty spew of masculine nectar as she joined his ecstasy with her own tingly orgasm.
In the aftermath of his second time, her third, Ned lay on his side next to her naked supine body, lazily fondling her youthful pliant boobs. His fingers circled her brown disks, a finger pad flick of her swollen nubs. Intermittently, he left off and swept his hand over her belly and lovely hip and leg, the one that had been exposed by her walk and gained his first attraction to this bodacious sex kitten.
Yes, her legs: the initial attraction in the ballroom. His palm lingered on the soft inner thigh. He had felt this area of smooth skin sliding on his outer hips and thighs as her ass rolled to the stroking rhythm. He recalled how her thighs had pressed harder against him when she crossed her ankles to keep his deeply thrusting cock from retreating too far and maybe following out.
His hand moved higher, passing over her labia, lingering for a finger drag across her clit, then a finger dip at her bellybutton, as he returned to handle his favorite feature, her magnificent tits.
Clarissa lay languid, looking peacefully at the ceiling, her mind clearer after the unique lust-soddened brain daze. She couldn't believe any man, especially a strange new one, could possess the aura that caused such a sudden desire in her to be fucked and then consummate that desire so soon thereafter. And he had treated her throughout like a precious gift, a treasure to be savored and worshipped.
Even now, after his apparent use of her body and soul for his personal macho gratification, she was being treated to Mr Jackson's post-coital caresses, the skin contacts slow, gentle, and serenely intoxicating.
His foreplay had been controlled and assertive, the fucking deep and purposeful, far different from her experiences with hasty oversexed boys. And a few others.
She pondered her future: returning to her nagging mother, her boring college classes, her pedestrian hopeless colleagues at her junior college with its boring campus life.
Yuck!
Ned saw her pensive expression and asked what she was thinking. He continued his light caresses, encouraging her trust in him after their satisfying intimacy.
She quietly confessed her reluctance to return to her mundane existence back home. Ned recognized the moment, his chance to set the sexually baited hook she had nibbled, to reel in another recruit for his clients.
He advised her that there were many opportunities here at the resort for a highly motivated female to meet powerful men and share corporal connections while fulfilling mutual fantasies.
"In a way, you could continue your 'gender studies' here and probably find a better life than anything you could learn in a college classroom or professor's office."
That last quip gave Clarissa pause. She presumed her furtive locked office trysts with selected teachers were her guilty little secrets. She was conflicted by the juxtaposition of the vehement classroom lectures on gender equality and female empowerment, only to be subdued into sex by the righteous male professor when discussing her inadequate grades during locked door 'office hours'. And only the female coeds, the prettier ones, seemed to struggle with their academics.
Apparently, in her naivete, she didn't realize it was a more common practice than she thought, job perks for low-paid college professors. In hindsight, it hadn't been hard to get the old fellers hard and elevate her grades with a rowdy student-teacher fuck fest.
It sparked her curiosity about a higher and better use for her mind... and body. She agreed to give Mr Jackson's proposal due consideration.
Ned wanted a firmer commitment so, as an inducement to ensure she was sincere in her interest, he rolled atop her again and pierced her plush pussy with his stiff cock.
Ned pounded out a final body-shaking orgasm in Clarissa's cunt. He wanted to keep her highly motivated to complete his recruitment goal while she pondered the prospect of a longer-term resort residency.
This culminating rapture did encourage her decision to make her mother happy with a lifestyle change.
"When would this new circumstance begin?"
"Now."
"Can I tell mother goodbye and explain my decision?"
"Sure. But be quick. You will need orientation and that can be arranged for you today."
Clarissa rose from the bed. She found her discarded dress but Ned intervened, alighting himself to offer help.
"That may be too showy for this morning in the public areas."
He offered her his tuxedo shirt, covering her shoulders and buttoning a few down the front. It stretched across her generous boobs, allowing peek-a-boo slots at her cleavage level. The tails covered her groin and ass cheeks, leaving her hips exposed on the sides.
Ned took pity and rummaged in the drawers for a stocked accessory, a foresight of this anticipated eventually. He drew out a pair of white satin panties to wear during her stroll to her mother's room. She still wore her decorative stiletto heels. and the bondage-alluding jewelry. The short shirt, spike heels, and suggestive jewelry might give her modest decency to an ordinary onlooker but the discerning masculine eye would regard a well fucked woman returning from her overnight sexual tryst.
"Your mother should be very happy with your decision. Now go tell her quickly and hurry back. We need to get you started."
Ned watched his latest staff recruit's gorgeous ass sashay away to close out her former life. He dialed the concierge desk where Assistant General Manager Ashley Daniels was filling in.
"Ashley, my dear, how have you been?"
"Just fine, Mr Jackson. How may I be of assistance?"
"I have found a new staff candidate, a young lass named Clarissa Connors. She's a regular guest now but is saying goodbye to her family and returning to my suite. Inform security to let her pass and send a bellhop over to my suite to guide her to a staff accommodations vacant room."
"Yes, sir. Right away. And thank you for your selection of me in the past. I couldn't be happier to work here and our gentleman guests have been very happy also."
"Well, Ashley, with tits like yours, I shouldn't wonder."
He heard her background giggle as he was hanging up and had a mental image of her laugh-induced tit shake.
Yes, everyone was feeling happy. Mother should be happy for his success with her daughter. Clarissa was happy about a more exciting future. Management would be happy with their latest newbie.
And Ned's well-used cock was temporarily happy until its next vaginal adventure and that made Ned happy... for now.
And, more importantly to him, Clarissa was destined to enchant future affluent male patrons into being gender studies research subjects in Clarissa's resort bedroom laboratory.
And that would make those test targets happy... very happy, ensuring profitable returning business for this exclusive and unique island resort.
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*** Acceptance ***
There was a knock on the door. Naked Ned opened to find Clarissa returned from her errand of informing her mother of her decision to take up a residency at the resort.
It wasn't quite what her mother had planned for this intervention holiday but anything was better than continuing Clarissa's declining prospects at the woke brain-drain liberal arts campus. She kissed her dear daughter goodbye and good luck. She would arrange to forward her things. And she could keep the glamour garb; besides, they couldn't figure out the jewelry catches, maybe Mr Jackson knew something about them.
Ned let her in and had her stand at room center.
"Your bellhop escort will be here soon. He will take you to your new residential quarters. But first, I'll need my shirt back."
It was a simple request. Clarissa saw her discarded risqué dress from the night before and moved to pick it off the floor. Ned halted her and took the dress away.
"I'll return it to the boutique for credit and resale."
She looked around the room for another piece of clothing. Ned knew there was nothing.
"I'll need my shirt back. Please give it to me."
Clarissa hesitated for a moment before plucking the buttons from neck to waist. She figured this naked man had fucked her three times since last night's party and he had seen her, all of her, as he had said he wanted to. She shrugged her shoulders and slid off the shirt, exposing her upper body to him. He reached out and she handed it over.
Without the covering shirt tail, Ned could see her camel toe formed by the tight panties. The cotton was stained with a drying seepage from her pussy, the dregs of his ejaculations mixed with her residual vaginal juices.
Ned stood naked with his back to the door. She stood facing him in the sequin-studded strappy heels, her wet spot panties, the gold wrist bands, the gold band choker, and her hairclip on the base of her ponytail. Her makeup was still intact, despite the numerous sex romps he had run her through. The rest of her was lusciously exposed youthful skin.
There was a knock at the door and Ned called out 'Enter'. A bellhop came into the room.
Clarissa's hands darted to her breasts, palms covering her nipples. Ned took hold of her wrists and lowered her arms to her sides.
"Oh, Ned, please..."
The thunder of his voice caused her to hop a jolt onto the toes of her heels. He held her arms down as he corrected her misbehavior.
"NED! How DARE you? Even though I gave your body unequaled raptures while you poached my precious essence with your greedy cunt, that doesn't give you leave to assume such familiarity. To you, I am MR JACKSON!"
Clarissa's eye formed a tear of fear in the corner.
"I'm sorry, Ne... Mr Jackson. But what will I wear now?"
"Just what you're wearing now."
Clarissa looked at the patiently waiting bellhop, her apparent escort staring at her tits. Ned released her wrists but she began to shyly raise her hands again to cover her breasts. He sighed, pushed her arms down once more, holding them in place, and spoke more calmly but with just as much authority.
"That won't do, Clarissa. If you can't behave, I can clip your wrists behind you as a reminder that you must do as told. These gold band inset rings can be easily broken, but if you do, there will be punishment. Do you want to be punished?"
Clarissa shook her head 'no' with barely perceptible moves. And tried to lift her arms again. Ned sighed again in exasperation and grabbed her wrists, pushing them behind her back and connecting the inset rings. She gulped back a sob of resignation.
Ned stepped back and leaned in, kissing her lips. His voice was soft and fatherly.
"This is the beginning of a wondrous journey for you. It may seem difficult at times, but you will be safe here and not be hurt... well, not much anyway, and not unnecessarily."
He opened a drawer and retrieved a thin 6-foot-long gold chain. It had a clip and ring at either end. He fastened the clip to the little inset ring in her collar and stepped aside, exposing her completely to the watching bellhop. Ned invited him forward and handed him the leash ring.
"Take her to brunch and then her assigned room. Go slow and take a longer route; she needs some practice walking in high heels with her wrists bound behind. But if she stumbles and gets damaged, it's bad news for you."
"Yes, sir, Mr Jackson."
Ned spoke quietly in her ear one more time.
"You are strong and can do this. Listen carefully to what you're told. Then... Obey! Go now; be a good girl."
Clarissa didn't respond and just stoically stared ahead, scared and apprehensive at the same time. Ned gave a wave to her escort and he backed slowly towards the door, letting the chain take up slack. Clarissa felt the tug at her neck but stood in place, a last-minute pang of reluctance. She felt the playful smack on her ass cheek as Mr Jackson reminded her of her duty to obey.
Fearing the punishment promised for damage to the cuffs, she interlocked her index fingers, which set her shoulders back and lifted her tits on a higher chest.
She took a step... and then another... and another. Her high-set boobs bobbled as her hips swayed in the model-like strut.
Clarissa's momentous quest for sexual nirvana had commenced.
*** Journey ***
Clarissa's cheeks were aglow with embarrassment. The bellhop had taken her slowly on a long route. They passed through the garden paths, the pool deck, and the interior recreation places. There were scattered groups and couples, in various states of nudity or nearly so, relaxing or playing games. One naked girl was kneeling on the lawn, blowing a man's cock. This was the elite exclusive side of the resort Island, her new home.
During the heels and cuffs practice stroll, she was ogled by many of the men. She could sense her boobs bouncing and swaying to the rhythm of her awkward stride. Some spoke compliments, others spoke rudely.
"Welcome... haven't seen you before... hope to see more of you, although there isn't much more to show... nice tits, babe...have you been a bad girl, 'cause I like bad girls..."
They arrived at the dining room. Several young women were seated around the tables. The bellhop took her to a table with three topless staffers. They were of various ethnicities and wore only heels and thong panties, like herself, but of different colors.
The bellhop fiddled with her wrists and unlocked the fragile rings. Clarissa had been careful and they had survived the jaunt without breakage. She at least wouldn't get punished for that; even if some men apparently liked to punish 'bad girls'. The bellhop addressed the seated staffers.
"Girls, this is Clarissa Conners, a new staff candidate, entering the program this morning. Get her some food and then I'll come by later for more orientation."
He left her there and a buxom lass named Huggies showed her the breakfast bar and helped her bring her plate to the table. Clarissa was famished and dug in.
"Gee, girl. You must be hungry. What have you been up to?"
"I got sucked and fucked three times before being paraded here in bondage and high heels."
"Ooh, that sounds great. Was it a nice fucking or a harsh fucking?"
"Nice. I think. I was a little out of it at first. But after the long night, I agreed to join the staff here to further my gender studies."
The girls laughed and said she was going to get plenty of 'studying'. Then the quartet fell into war stories, actually boudoir stories, and shared their experiences, beginning Clarissa's orientation and acclimation to her new life.
They were really impressed with Clarissa's narrative, showing true interest, delving for details, since they had experienced Mr Jackson's cockmanship but hadn't enjoyed the personal pleasure again for some time. They were so jealous of her luck.
"Mr Manfredi can be a pain. He usually sticks to the Area Managers for his pussy pleasures but if he takes a shine to you, be cooperative. He gets sensitive about his self-image and tends to get rough if he feels his machismo threatened."
The bellhop returned and dispensing with the leash, guided her elsewhere in this staff building to her room. Therein, he found the hidden screws that released the gold collar and cuffs. He placed them in a drawer, commenting that she could find them again if her schedule required.
Speaking of schedule, he demonstrated the computer. It was a touch screen that listed her daily itinerary and dress code. Scrolling days ahead, she noted her duties were light and the dress code repetitious: heels and thong panties.
"Explore your new home. Bathe, preen, and be ready at 2 for your next appointment."
By 2, she had bathed, fixed her hair and makeup, and changed her cum soiled panties. She was taken to Ms Daniels, the Assistant General Manager, and spent the afternoon with her meeting the other area managers and getting briefed on the different departments. She would be assigned initially to Recreation but would rotate month by month through the others.
Dinner was a singular meal alone with the General Manager, a middle-aged functionary who inquired of her past and planned future and stared blandly the whole time at her exposed tits. Yes, he told her at the end of the meal, those faint tan lines needed to disappear.
*** Adieu ***
She returned to her room. Upon entering, she sensed a presence. The ensuite bath door opened and a man emerged, one she readily recognized. He was wrapped in a waist towel, barefoot, and hair wet from a just-finished shower. She had seen him before, recently, and wearing even less than a towel, in fact completely nude.
"Mr Jackson. I thought you had your own guest suite."
"Of course, I do. But I wanted to see how you are coping and say 'goodbye' before leaving for my duties off the island."
Clarissa would have been put off several days ago: a half-naked man of her father's age in her room. But then she was also half naked, so maybe it was fitting. This was a very strange resort. She was anxious to have some alone time to digest all the new surroundings and circumstances. It was all so mind-boggling.
"May I help you dress for your travels, Mr Jackson?"
"Eventually. But I'm not leaving until tomorrow."
He dropped the towel and stood naked. His cock was flaccid but she saw a twitch and suspected, from all that had happened to her up until now, that 'goodbye' was probably going to last all night. She simply stood still, letting him make his choice of moves.
He chose to move towards her. She left her arms down as he leaned to her face and kissed her. After being fucked all last night by this man, it seemed she didn't have much say in the matter.
He took her hands and pulled them behind his back, bumping his chest to hers. The soft globes indented and he twisted his head sideways to maintain contact at lips and tits.
He let go of her hands and she moved her palms to his ass cheeks as his hands cupped her ass. They melted together into bed. He kneeled up to slip off her panties and they were both naked, save for her heels. He scrooched around to line up; his cock had responded admirably to her soft warm touch.
The first sexual union was slow, gentle, mutually respectful, and ultimately fulfilling. It wasn't a chore for her at all; it seemed an honor and a pleasure to serve his desires.
The second time was more adventurous. It was her turn to kiss his lips, his nipples, a tongue dip into his hairy bellybutton and kisses on his inner thighs, finger tickles in his knee pockets, and blowing warm breath on his scrotum and dick.
Her lips slid over the cock crown and suckled lightly on the knob. Another inch disappeared from view but not from contact: mouth on penis. Ned was fully erect and Clarissa's cunt was unsurprisingly wet. It was an inevitable time for a deeper connection.
She straddled his hips and placed him, dropping easily down his shaft, her cunt engulfing his manhood. His mouth tilted at one corner, not a smile, not a smirk, more of a look of grateful contentment as his cock nerves steeped in her musky membranes.
They wiggled and slid, long strokes, short thrusts, little pops. They could tell the other was enjoying it: moans and groans, murmurs and whimpers, tones rising higher, and then he spewed with a mighty howl and she cried her own pleasure before slumping full on his body, pressing her tits to his chest and her lips to his.
The third time was sidesaddle, releasing his last seminal reserves as dawn broke. Clarissa lay on her side in bed, captive in his arms, swooning through her last orgasm. Ned alighted the mattress and reached back to take her hand and drag her to the shower. They played in the warm water spray, recovering some energy, but nature only gives so much to anyone for so short a time and more sex was out of the question.
"Now, Mr Jackson. May I help you dress for your travels?"
"You may" was his reply.
She toweled him down: hair, body, and feet. She found his clothes, freshly laundered and folded, delivered by the staff unnoticed while they fucked.
She helped him slip on his boxers, one leg at a time, leaning forward, giving Ned a nice view of dangling boobs. The same downward view of boobs laying heavy on her chest was his visual delight when she helped him with his socks.
Pants, shirt, and shoes followed. He was ready to leave.
She felt a sudden sense of loss. He had been her recruiter, mentor, controller, discipliner when needed, and lover, all in one man. What would she face next without his succor?
"I will miss you, Mr Jackson" she whispered.
"Not so much, Ms Connors. The program will keep you involved with all kinds of men. It will be a smorgasbord of cock; you'll be too busy to miss me. But I may miss you; you are a fantastic fuck."
He turned her bare back to his chest and looked her over in the wall mirror. He reached up and hefted a boob, turning it in the light. He stared intently before giving her his parting advice.
"Yes, I agree. These tan lines have to go."
And with that, he kissed her neck goodbye and left her standing there, alone and anxious about the future.
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*** Tanlines ***
The sun was bright, a cloudless sky let it shine onto Clarissa's chest and groin. Her schedule this morning was breakfast and nude sunbathing. She was in a recliner lounge, eyes closed, soaking in the sunshine. Her device dinged; it was time to reapply sunscreen.
Sitting up, she poured a generous dollop in her palm and spread it equally on the other. As with the previous times, she saw she wasn't the only one who sat up in their recliner. All male eyes were focused her way.
She spread her palm over her right boob, then squeezed, kneaded, and massaged the slickness into her mammary skin. She lifted the mass and covered the under-boob fold. The sunburn-protected tit settled on her chest. On the left side, she executed the same boob fondling hygienic protocol.
Gathering another palm coating from the bottle, she spread her thighs and covered her groin. Satisfied that she had done her dual tasks for now, she reclined back and resumed absorbing ultraviolet pigment-producing radiation. Tomorrow she would work on her back and ass; for that she would need a volunteer lotion applier.
*** Volunteers ***
Sergio reviewed the sudden list of requests to be that volunteer with a practice warmup session to ensure a quality job. Ms Connor's sunbathing antics had produced a lot of interest. He replied to all that the new girl's first time with a resort guest didn't come cheap. Best and final one-chance-only offers were being accepted for the next hour.
Cash offers flowed back in, substantial amounts from playboy guests with excess disposable wealth from family trusts and parental largesse.
One different kind of proposal caught Sergio's eye. Mr Benjamin Drake, of Drake Industries, had successfully built up a rare earth metals processing enterprise. It was one of the few facilities worldwide that was criticality needed by the EV and renewal energy sectors.
Sergio surfed the internet to discover an IPO was imminent. Mr Drake offered one percent of the preferred shares at current pre-IPO par with the stipulation that one-half of one percent go to the resort and he would hold the other half percent in secret trust for Clarissa. The current par value was half of the highest cash offer from the playboy guests. But analysts were predicting a 20x multiple at public sale with unlimited future growth. Sergio saw the opportunity for a windfall and was already spending it in his mind. Clarissa would unwittingly have financial security waiting in trust when she chose to move on to another stage in her life.
In the afternoon, Clarissa was informed that the animated competition to be her volunteer was completed and the winning guest would be joining her this evening to get acquainted and preview his pleasant duties for her first real recreation assignment.
That evening, Mr Drake stood outside Clarissa's residential staff door. He had been directed to arrive at 8 and he was on time as was any successful businessman's habit. He buzzed the door and moments later it opened.
She was wearing the computer-relayed dress code he had requested. On the other hand, the middle-aged gentleman was dressed in baggy shorts, sleeve-less tee, and flip-flops. The shoe choice revealed his intent that the recreation practice would occur mostly indoors and without much standing up.
Her outfit was equally focused on indoor, non-athletic activities: booty shorts, a loose tunic, and barefooted. Without her heels, she was a foot shorter than him.
"Good evening, Ms Connors. So good to see you up close, although sadly, so much less visible."
"We will remedy that soon, Mr Drake. Do you need anything before we start? Some water or juice? No alcohol tonight. At your age, we don't want to wear you out."
The middle-aged man puffed out his chest in counterpoint to her inference of his stamina. He was an outdoor enthusiast, his body well-conditioned to physical activities. And with his wealth, status, and rugged looks, prime pussy practically fell out of the sky at his feet. A confirmed bachelor, he got more sex than most married men.
"I'll keep up; don't you worry."
She copped a smile, a single nod, and squinted her acknowledgment to his self-assured claim.
"Okay, let's get acquainted with what's needed."
She turned around and peeled down her booty shorts, exposing her pale bare butt. Tilting forward, looking back, and reaching back, she found his hand and placed it on her ass cheek. She moved it around the soft shape, mimicking a lotion-applying motion with wrinkling finger squeezes.
"Tomorrow, be generous with the sun balm and really work it in."
She gave him a lot of instructions on how to do his task. She let go of his hand.
"Now you try it by yourself. Use both hands."
Mr Drake took over. He proved to be a quick learner. He spent a lot of quality time perfecting his technique.
"Ooohmmm...That feels very nice, Mr Drake. You're a natural. Let's move on."
Clarissa put her hands on the hem of her tunic and swept it over her head. Her long hair finally pulled through the neck opening and settled half on her front and half on her back. She pulled it all forward over her chest, leaving her back clear for additional task education. She turned her head to talk over her shoulder.
"It's much the same here. Although it's only the back strap. But I think it would be safer if you cover the whole area from ass to shoulder. Go ahead. Try it."
He did, running his hands all over her back. It resembled a standing massage and he got the knack quickly.
"Okay, sir. I think you've learned about the parts of my body that matter."
She moved to sweep her hair behind her head. She felt his hands slide between her arms and torso. They continued onward to cover and cup her tits. His cheek touched her neck and his voice grew low as he growled in her hair-covered ear.
"I watched you all day tease us with these beauties. I think these matter and I want to learn more about them."
Clarissa was not totally surprised by the direction this encounter was moving. Her first-morning gossip fest with her breakfast club was very informative of what to expect during her tenure. She understood the promises and policies of the rest and recreation facility.
She was safe, all guests confirmed free of any transmittable vector and cruel psychosis. Those guests were to be afforded sincere courtesy, with reasonable requests fulfilled to the guests' satisfaction. And she could extend her 'gender studies' to a larger sample, enjoying the pleasures gained by her bedroom laboratory experiments. And those experiments were heartily encouraged by management.
Mr Drake's hands were not unwelcome. Clarissa felt her nipples swell. He clutched tight on the right tit and the other hand descended to her groin. A finger sawed her labia crevasse. Between the nipple tingles and pussy probes, her nerves felt electrified. She leaned back against his body, pressing her ass against his pants-hidden man bulge. She turned her face towards his and moaned a plea.
"Kiss me..."
He pressed forward and found her lips. It was an awkward twist and she placed her hands on his, lifting off enough to spin in his arms. Her breasts pressed his shirted chest and she found his lips again. She gave him a furtive tongue probe and then broke off and whispered sensually.
"My turn to explore..."
He was holding her close, boobs compressed. Her hands were holding him in a hug when an impish trick caught her fancy; her fists gathering fabric at his rear shirt collar. She ripped the material open all-the-way down to the hem, filling the room with the sound of sexual impatience.
As part of his arrival briefing, Mr Drake had also been informed of the courtesy and willingness required of the staff. The assertive tone of Clarissa's acts got his cock harder. If this was her way of exploration, explore away, girl!
She buckled her knees and dropped her body lower, sliding her tits downward, over his pecs, his nipples, his belly, and his waist, pulling the ripped tee shirt along for the ride.
She ended with her face at cock level, hidden in his shorts though it may be. But not for long. She gripped the waistband and carefully pulled out and over his penile package. What she saw made her glad. Mr Drake was very well endowed and growing fat and long.
She yanked his shorts roughly down to his ankles. He stepped out of his pants and shoes. Both people were naked and aroused, a volatile combination that might over-accelerate her bedroom laboratory reaction. A quickie now would be a waste of valuable research time and effort.
So, she resisted the almost overwhelming urge to kiss and suckle his cock. She rose, stopping to kiss each nipple longingly before reaching his lips again.
She may have avoided kissing him below but the one on his mouth was soft and wet with a tongue-tip tickle. He rounded her body for a hug and pressed her tits tight again, skin on skin, so much more exciting than the shirt-shielded one before.
Mr Drake must be feeling his verve; his erection was tilting up between her thighs and she widened her stance to let his rising shaft wedge against her plump moist labia. Their small body wiggles, as they played at kissing their lips, slicked her nether dew on his erection.
And then his hands moved lower, grabbing two handfuls of ass cheeks, and boosted her higher off her feet. Her thighs widened automatically and she wrapped his waist, elevating her pussy. The tip of his cock followed the soft tissues upwards and landed at the entrance.
But the extra effort altered Mr Drake's ability to carry the cuddling pair. He stumbled forward and Clarissa's ass hit the mattress.
His cock poked in an inch but the silly attempt at romance was over, leaving only arousal and lust. She uncoiled her arms from his neck while he let go of his now loose hug on her hips. She lay back with his cock still lightly captured.
"Mr Drake, let's get more comfortable lying down."
He let her go as she scooted away to lay aligned with the bed. He climbed in beside her and rolled on his side as she rolled his way. She crooked her lower knee and he lay his waist atop her bent thigh. His cock was positioned now for returned penetration but had lost some heft and girth during the fumbling pause.
Clarissa's hand found his semi-erection and her fingers danced on the engorged muscle. He found her nipples and suckled each in turn and back again while his flagging hardon regained its previous prominence.
She lay her upper leg across his hip and jogged her own, flicking the clamoring tip with her pussy lips. He pushed and sank a few inches this time, pulled back and drove deeper. Her little moans encouraged more tries and finally succeeded in full penetration.
Mr Drake was a man who was used to being in control. He recalled her earlier aggression with his shirt and shorts. She would understand his need to be the dominant male. He rolled her on her back and braced himself above her on his elbows. She gracefully rounded her arms around his neck.
They looked at each other, face to face. He drew his cock back slowly and at near withdrawal, he took a breath and... rammed in powerfully until his pubic banged hers.
Her eyes went wide and a surprised 'umph' filled her throat. To his delight, he watched her boobs flow up her chest and elastically recoil back. Her face relaxed as he slid back and paused. He held position and cocked an eyebrow. She gave an affirmative nod.
He braced and slammed his groin forward, sinking all the way and colliding again into her clitoris. She didn't hold back her reaction with a louder 'umph'. The boobs bounced again and Mr Drake had found the game he wanted to play.
A dozen more heavy thrusts claimed louder sounds and now she was fully engaged, rolling her hips down on each out-stroke. She was peaking and was concerned that he wouldn't keep up, despite his earlier assertions.
She was new to this primary focus on him; until her seduction at the banquet a few nights ago, she usually took what she could, when she could. But he was panting in time with the fucking cycle and seemed to get louder with each thrust. She gave a mighty internal effort to hold back.
He took a mighty breath, slammed one more time on her clitoris, and yelled out. She felt the pulses shoot through his cock and spout into her womb. It was the sign she wanted and freed herself to careen off on her own bout of ecstasy.
He fell forward, collapsing off his elbows, his chest weighing down on hers, crushing her breasts between them. She found his mouth as the last of his ejaculate spilled from the tip of his entombed erection.
They lay and cuddled, sweet pecks of fondness on their lips. He shrank and drew out, unplugging the dam holding back the dribbles that seeped from her distended cunt.
The night was young but he was not. He only managed two more cums that night: a cowgirl and a gentle handjob. After a room service breakfast and shower, the pair headed for the sundeck for Clarissa's sunbathing.
Strolling in topless, she only needed to skim off bikini bottoms before lying on her stomach on a towel-draped lounge. Mr Drake did his application duty with both hands, just as he had practiced. Between hourly applications, he lay face up in the adjacent lounge.
A few hours passed and Clarissa's responsibility to her voluntary assistant was done...except for one last thing.
She climbed off the lounge and pulled on the bikini bottoms. Kneeling topless next to his lounge, she undid his swim trunks and extracted his penis. For her final commitment to her esteemed client, she sucked him in front of all watchers, extracting his final available spew as her compensation for his services, proving to all that Mr Drake had done his duty well.
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Clarissa returned to her room after the morning session with her sun lotion application volunteer. He had done his duty, as had she, capping his excellent tasks with a whimsical final blowjob. She checked her boobs in the mirror; the tanlines were fading into a smooth expanse of rich golden tone. She was satisfied with her better look and hoped Mr. Manfredi approved.
The computer's message light was blinking and she discovered she was booked out two weeks in advance for various encounters with other voyeuristic gentlemen who had ogled her at the sunbathing pool deck.
Unbeknownst to her, it was a progression of the bidders from the volunteer assistant auction, highest to lowest. Over the next few weeks of the Recreational department assignment, she was a very busy girl involved in daily and nightly 'gender studies'.
And, over the following months, Clarissa learned to adapt to the patrons' needs, as she rotated through the various departments.
During her first tenure in Food Services, she was assigned to pool refreshment waitressing. Her uniform was the standard heels and green bikini bottoms. She kept her hair pinned up in a head top bundle and, of course, wore her day-tone sunscreen makeup. That protective toning, as well as subtle but seductive makeup, made her a display of female perfection.
As she had settled into her roles on staff, the other girls taught her those makeup tricks that increased her allure. 'As if she needed any more', she thought, considering the almost constant requests for encounters by the male guests. But her staff-mates assured her that there were men of all minds and the safety protocols weeded out the extremes but not the harsh. Her chances of avoiding those were better if she attracted the more gentlemanly ones first.
Renee Rousseau and Pierre Jerome were soaking in the sun's rays and the eyefuls of beautiful pool deck femininity, enjoying a great week at this elite resort, guests through the courtesy of their business consultant, Damien Deville, a VIP member. It seemed no request, sexual or otherwise, could be denied.
Clarissa was stepping gingerly amongst the lounges and side tables delivering the patrons' orders. Her tray held the cocktails ordered by that boisterous trio of middle-aged pudgy men in Speedos. They were bragging 'war stories' of last night's bedroom conquests; although considering the willingness of all female staff to please the clients, those conquests hadn't been much more difficult than ordering drinks at this pool.
On her final approach, something caught Clarissa's toe and she stumbled forward. The tray crashed onto the table, spraying alcoholic juices and ice cubes across the top. A wave of cold liquid fell into the lap of the man sitting on the far side. Her peripheral vision caught sight of an extended foot being withdrawn to a nearby guest's seat.
"Hah, Damien! Gotcha'! That should cool off that overheated cock of yours."
Clarissa expounded apologies and pledged to return soon with a reorder of the drinks after she found a free towel and helped the seated gentleman clean his soiled crotch. While bent over to daub his lap, a hand caressed and then spanked her ass. There was nothing to be done about it, just part of her duties to please. She left to retrieve replacement beverages.
"Wow! That's a fine pair of tits and a nice spankable ass. I wonder if she's available for me tonight."
Maybe..." said Damien thoughtfully.
Clarissa continued her waitressing through the day. As afternoon turned to evening, she returned to her quarters. Her computer was signaling a new message. There was a change in her schedule.
She was to fulfill a request for a romantic dinner date. Her clothes and jewelry were laid out and ready. She should bathe and preen and be ready at 7 for her bellhop escort.
The clothes were modest, not an exotic or erotic get-up. A knee-length pleated cotton skirt, a button-down blouse, and sensible heels. Most times something short and sheer was in order but this dress request was quite unusual; it included lingerie.
The full-cut panties were loose, with lacy frills. The bra was bronze-toned silk with elastic shoulder and back straps. The full cups were sheer, her nipples visible through the cloudy fabric. That, at least, was a subtle tease to romance and sweet arousal for her impending gentleman. She left her hair loose: no bun or ponytail.
Clarissa was date-worthy-ready at 7. The door buzzed and her bellhop entered unbidden. It was his privileged access and she recognized him from one of his allowed once-weekly trysts when he had selected her. He had not been brutal but had been stern and forceful.
He told her she had one more detail before she was completely ready. He found the braided gold choker and cuffs with the inset rings in her dresser drawer. She thought it odd for a romantic meeting but didn't resist as he attached the jewelry with its hidden screw clasps. and then the leash.
All set, he led her to her assignment.
They passed through hallways to an area she had not yet visited. The last hallway became less lit as they walked, almost like entering a cave or cavern. It was almost dark at the last door.
The bellhop made one last examination, fluffing the blouse collars and tugging the skirt hem to straighten the lay across her ass. Satisfied, he gave two knocks, heard a muffled reply from inside, and opened the door. Clarissa put on a cheery smile for her date's first impression. The bellhop unclipped the leash and motioned her to step through.
The smoky odor struck her first. The firelight dancing on the rough wood walls alluded to the source. There was little light other than the fire glow. Three bare-chested men were seated in upholstered chairs and sofas surrounding an open space. The walls were hung with various whips and switches; slack chains hung from ceiling hooks; their ends connected to floor bolts.
Clarissa remembered the last thing that Mr Jackson had said: "This is the beginning of a wondrous journey for you. It may seem difficult at times, but you will be safe here and not be hurt... well, not much anyway, and not unnecessarily."
How much was not much and when was it not unnecessarily?
One man rose and dismissed the bellhop.
"We'll take it from here."
The other men twisted in their seats to scan the woman that had entered their lair. The approaching man was dressed bizarrely. Dressed may have been an over-description but bizarre was spot on. He wore black spandex short-shorts; his furry cock and balls were freely exposed through the large round hole cut out at the crotch. There was a stark difference between her fine fashion and his rough brazen sexuality. Apparently 'Romance' was loosely defined by this fantasy resort.
Clarissa stood stunned but recovered her senses as a resort female staffer was obliged to do. These guests, whatever their fantasies or pretensions, were hers to satisfy. A voice came from the circle.
"Hey, Pierre. Don't be selfish. Share her with the rest of us. This isn't just your date."
Pierre, the poolside fanny whacker, gripped her bicep and force-marched her to the center space in front of the surrounding seats. Beside her, he quipped his introduction.
"So, this is the tart that can't even deliver our drinks without an accident."
She now recognized that man as the one who had covertly tripped her. Another man chimed in.
"You certainly didn't help, Renee. I saw you make it happen."
Renee laughed and turned to the third.
"Well, Damien, as the aggrieved party, you should go first."
The man she recognized as the one who got a lap full of cold fluids rose slowly from his chair. He was tall and fit; his close haircut showed his middle age with the grey at the temples. The space was small and he needn't step forward to reach her.
At the pool, he had on his swimsuit and even though it was a Speedo, it had served to cover his genitals. That was in the past as he also wore the crotch cut-out spandex shorts, just like Pierre. His cock was sizeable and his large balls hung in a hairy loose sack. She remembered his package under the Speedo had seemed large and she could see now he was at least bigger than Pierre.
He tossed her a pair of strappy red stiletto heels.
"Put these on. You have beautiful legs and they will look even better in these.
She squatted, placing one knee on the carpet while switching out her low heel for the tall, fashionable-looking one. She switched knees, performing the task on the other foot. She stood again, testing her balance, spinning one foot on its toe sideways to look down and admire her new shoes.
Then she spied the dressmaker shears in Damien's hand and stepped back. Pierre jumped up and gripped her biceps from behind. Held steady, she looked down as Damien pulled her top button away from her body and snipped the threads sewing it to the blouse. The lapels eased open a little. Then the next button was cut, and then the remaining six. The blouse hung open from collar to waist. Her belly button and the brownish bra cup connector were visible between the blouse fabrics still covering her breasts.
Damien passed the shears to Renee while Pierre continued to hold her in place. He had been her nemesis, triggering the chain of events that led her here and presumably beyond. By appearance, his exposed genitals were the least of the three and she figured his childish antics were a lifelong sublimation to make up for that fact.
Renee took a grip on her skirt waistband, inserted the scissors against her belly, and snipped the first few inches of the skirt. He set the cutters aside, gripped both sides of the slice, and violently ripped the skirt open from waist to hem. It fell away as one piece of cloth and he tossed it outside the circle of chairs.
"I guess it's your turn now, Pierre."
Pierre released his grip on her upper arms.
"I think these jewelry style collar, and cuffs aren't going to be strong enough. Let's switch them out."
There was a general murmur of consensus and Pierre went about the task. He produced a pair of thick, wide leather bands with stainless steel attachment rings. He removed the decorative play restraints and buckled on the rough play accouterments. His voice was matter-of-fact, a calm tone of command that was used to being followed without question.
"Please lift your hair."
She gathered her hair above her head. Pierre twisted the covert screw and removed her gold choker. In its place, he buckled on a wide thick collar, with multiple rings embedded in the leather, evenly spaced around the throat enclosing cylinder. The contraption was tall enough to force her to hold her head erect. He removed her gold hoop earrings and replaced them with gem studs.
"Don't want to chance tearing skin in the heat of the moment."
Clarissa attempted to twist her head to ask how that could happen. When he saw her movement, he spanked a warning on her ass.
"Stand still! We're not done yet, not nearly."
Clarissa now stood in profile to the two others, who had resumed their seats. Except for her damaged draping blouse, the heels, leather bands, and lacy lingerie were probably a killer combination, a typical fetish fantasy: representing both hard and soft, rough and gentle.
That's when Pierre hauled her wrists behind her back and clipped the rings together. She wiggled her arms, wrestling with the cuffs, trying to escape. It wasn't to be. He spanked her again to remind her of her place.
"Stand STILL!"
Renee wanted the next role. Using the dress shears, he sliced the blouse sleeves from collar to cuff. When both sides were free, he wadded the cut-up top and tossed it over the chairs as well.
Now the leather-and-lace fantasy was complete. Renee passed the scissors to his colleague.
"Damien, it's your turn. Let's see the goods."
Damien accepted the offer. He stood before her, waiting for her to lock eyes with him.
"Look at me."
She did and he saw the faintest sign of fear in her eyes. 'That's good' he thought. 'Always better with a little angst involved.'
The sharp scissors approached her face, then moved to her shoulder. She was able to twist her neck only slightly, and with her peripheral vision, watched him cut the bra shoulder strap. The stretched elastic snapped apart; the back segment disappeared over her shoulder. The front piece dangled from the top of the cup and the weight of her pretty breast sagged the lacy boob holder perceptibly. Her chest globes were off balance, one lower than the other.
She took a breath of relief that it was only the bra that suffered its fate and not the hinted damage to her ear. The cut strap's flyback may have tangled in the gold hoop and torn her earlobe.
He smirked at her sigh and switched hands, continuing his eye lock. The cut was slower to arrive this time, teasing her with anticipation. The cut... the snap... the sag... both tits were now aligned.
But the cups still clung to their reason for being. Damien set aside the tool. One more job to do. He could have reached behind and unclipped the back strap. But that gentleness would be out of place in this rude serial denudement.
Damien moved his curled fingers between the cups, momentarily feeling the indent of soft boob on his closing fist. He gripped the connecting part between the cups... and yanked hard and fast. The weak pliable metal hooks and eyes of the back clasps wrenched apart and released the tension. The bra jumped off her boobs, which were pulled downward until they popped up and settled again with a sexy jiggle.
Her breasts were as they all remembered from her topless waitress duties at the pool. The globes were symmetrical, slightly tear-drop, and capped with wide brown nipples. The nubs were visible but not stiff. That would change.
Before tossing away the tit-cradling rig, he examined the size tag.
"36C" he announced.
Damien selfishly remained and took care of the piece de resistance. He gripped the forward waistband of the cute lacy panties and yanked upwards. The side seams tore apart. He dragged the silky undies over her shaven pussy lips, but the scraps dug into her pink crevasse as they traveled forward and upward.
She jumped at the suddenness but more so at the rough abrasion on her tender intimate tissues. It gave her a slight brush burn sensation that died down quickly.
She stood in place and the other men joined Damien in a circle around her. Three pairs of hands touched, probed, jostled, and pinched her body's features as they slowly shuffled around her. They fluffed, squeezed, and kneaded her tits and ass cheeks. They swept palms over her back, shoulders, belly, and thighs. Their fingers probed her cunt, noting its tightness, texture, and moistness. When one spoke, they all stepped back and stopped the manual inspection.
"Let's get her dressed."
Clarissa thought that a bizarre comment. They had spent a long time ceremonially stripping her, destroying her fine clothes and expensive lingerie. Now they wanted to dress her?
These guys were weird but she had learned in her short tenure at the elite resort that high-powered men had their own penchants and it was her job to just play along.
Renee left the circle while the others took their seats. She took a peek at their exposed genitals. As of yet, they showed no sign of arousal. Most men got hard before she was fully undressed, just imagining the imminent sexual connection. But not here and now.
In her nudity, she anticipated a chill. But the fireplace glow maintained a comfortable warmth of the room, for her as well as her mostly naked hosts.
Renee returned, as flaccid as his friends. He carried an armload of red and black fabrics and dumped them on the floor.
He rummaged through them, finding the largest piece. Picking it up, she saw that it was a red satin corset with a mid-length pleated shirt attached below; the pleats were alternately red and black.
Renee asked Pierre for assistance and the two men stood on either side. They spread apart the corset and she saw that both it and the attached skirt opened down the front. Renee passed one edge to Pierre under her cuffed arms. They pulled it together in front and hooked it together. It covered her ribs and belly, the skirt draping from the waist-level corset bottom.
The men cooperated to lace the eyelets and drew the corset tight on her belly. Damien gave his experienced advice from his seat.
"Not too tight, fellas. She needs to breathe, probably gusting and panting at some point."
The two men finished and stepped back to examine their work. The corset topped out just below her bare breasts and ended at her hips. The skirt naturally folded closed in front, veiling her shaved pussy.
Clarissa scanned the room with her limited head movement. The attending cocks now had a semi-tumescence.
Renee retrieved the other piece of black cloth and Clarissa recognized it from many previous playtimes. The wide satin blindfold was a translucent weave, but folding it into multiple layers rendered it increasingly opaque. He folded it three times, creating a sightless cover.
"Last look for a while" he muttered.
He placed the blindfold over her eyes, a last look by the men of her beautiful eyes and her last look of the room. He tied it tight around her head, trapping her hair in the cinch.
Her stomach cramped in angst, evidence of her instinctive fear. But she remembered Mr Jackson's words when she started on this tremendous path of self-discovery:
'You are strong and can do this. Listen carefully to what you're told. Then... Obey! Go now; be a good girl.'
Clarissa settled her mind into being a good girl now and the knot of fear dissolved. She knew from experience that when blindfolded, parted lips that showed the edge of her upper row of white teeth sent men wild. She took the pose now, cooperating in this group foreplay.
Clarissa's ears took over as her primary sensory input. The chair cushions released their loads and footsteps gathered near her. Hands touched her bare skin: shoulders, back, arms, and, of course, her boobs and nipples. The latter were fluffed, finger grazed, pinched, and twisted. She didn't suppress her body jerks and groans at the near hurtful ones.
She felt a hand slip through the skirt opening and rub her labia. A single fingertip grazed up and down inside the skin folds. She twitched her hips at the sensation. The finger found her vaginal channel and tunneled in. It wiggled deep, seeking and then found the target: her G-spot. Her mouth opened wide with a puffed exhale and closed with a moan.
Even beneath the blindfold, her eyes closed tight and her pussy shuddered. She almost climaxed but the finger gave a final rub and retreated. She regretted its premature exit.
The odor of pussy came to her nose. The oily finger met her lips and entered. She tasted pussy, her own, and obediently suckled the finger clean.
"She's ready. Our turns."
Hands held her upper arms, pressing and guiding her downward to kneel on the carpet, her torso erect. The collar held her face level and expecting what was to come, she resumed the teeth-revealing parted lips pose.
Clarissa had attended regular massages as part of her physical fitness and stamina maintenance routine. She had struck up a friendship with the youngest masseuse, a petite platinum-blonde Swede named Elsa. Sharing work tales, Elsa revealed her training in pseudo-reluctant blowjobs.
Clarissa thought this a good time to try out the advanced technique.
A spongy knob bumped her parted lips. Most girls would open wide and gobble the offered cock. She held her place. The knob bumped again and finding no acceptance initiative, pressed harder.
She gave a hint of widening and cooperation. Message received, the cock wedged itself in until the coronal rim passed her lips and they closed on the wrinkled ring of circumcision. Her tongue rolled back and tip tickled his undervee. She heard the intake of breath and the exhaled moan. Elsa had been telling the truth; this was a terrific technique.



A hand lay on the back of her hair and applied pressure. She kept a close oral pressure as the cock slid further, near to but not touching her tonsils. His hairy pubic pushed against her nose. He was all-the-way-in. She rippled the raspy flat of her tongue against the sensitive underside of her genital intruder.
His moan of pleasure spurred her enthusiasm for the task. He stroked smoothly back and forth. She aided his rise with tongue action, tip and flat, and twists of her mouth, limited by the high leather collar. His moans and breathing rose to the pinnacle and a flood of semen squirted out the tip of his cock. She tasted the first what she suspected would be many more doses of sperm as the evening progressed.
He held his cock inside after his ejaculation, withering as he enjoyed the sensations of her swallowing. Then he was gone.
She got her expected two more doses of white pearly goo. The routine was much the same but the size of the subsequent cocks increased. The third one was truly large, bumping her tonsils and poking further before her nose, embedded firmly in his groinal tuff, forced the limit of penetration. Still, all the men, the last one she suspected was Damien, found completion of their orgasms.
"Let's rest a little before continuing."
So, as she assumed, this would be an all-night thing. She was helped to shuffle to the floor next to a chair. The seated man let her lay her head on his bare thigh. His hand brushed a fond petting on her ear and cheek. She assumed her performance had been acceptable. Her ears heard mild snoring so maybe the men had been overworked. But she was wrong. A voice rousted the others.
"Anybody up for some cunt action?"
There was a murmuring of confirmation. Clarissa was rousted as well from her lazy daze. She was pulled across the floor by her arms to the center of the carpet. Her exposed skin felt the warmth of the nearby fireplace.
She was laid back and hands pushed and pulled at her body, getting her into position. A wedge-shaped foam sex pillow was moved beneath her butt and her cuffed hands were placed, palms down between her ass cheeks and the booster. Her hips were thereby elevated, making for easier access and penetration.
Her boobs lay in slumped torus on her chest. Someone swept aside her split skirt, exposing her uptilted hips and plush pussy. Her knees were raised and spread; her shoe heels planted into brace condition on the carpet. She was in prime missionary fuck pose.
She felt a breath on her clitoris. A tongue poked the pink inner folds. It licked butterfly tickles and then lapped from top to bottom and back. Her thighs fluttered small wiggles and her throat voiced a whimper. The unfulfilled finger foreplay was still buzzing in her cunt.
The tongue dug in and went wild in a series of laps, clit sucks, and deep labia kisses. A finger entered there again and found the previously confirmed bundle of nerves. It pressed and rubbed.
She lost her composure and thought she might lose her mind in the throes of the brain-deadening full-body orgasm. In the distance, she heard laughter as she returned to full consciousness. But it wasn't far away; it was as close as her trio of handlers.
"Anybody think they can top that?"
"I'll give it a try. But it won't be a cunt lapping."
Even with the blindfold, she sensed the change in light as a big body loomed over her. Her lips were pressed by the man's and he kissed her roughly, more to establish dominance than romance. His lips descended to her tits, kissing, sucking, nipping at her nipples, enough discomfort to make her twist and shimmy the round masses to his giggling delight. He left off and moved down to kneel upright between her legs.
The side slaps on her boobs were unexpected and sent the masses in fluid waves across her chest to the accompaniment of more giggles. The hits went on for several times to both sides and seemed to serve his purpose. She felt him shuffle his groin down to hers. The tip poked at her moisture-ladened opening. Satisfied with the alignment, he pushed his engorged knob and stiff shaft in and continued in one long slide to the bottom.
His was the first cock tonight to nestle inside her feminine nook. She had judged the three sizes that fucked her mouth and this one was the middle one. 'Pierre', if she remembered correctly. He was slower now after his previous discharge, making smooth and steady long strokes.
She felt comfortable with this soft fuck rhythm after the conclusion of his rough foreplay. If her arms weren't secured behind, she might have met her urge to circle his neck and shoulders in a lover's hug.
But he was in control. His hands gripped her hips, bracing the cycles. She tried to aid with counter-timed rocks and rolls but the best she could accomplish in her restraints were vaginal clenches.
This sex session was reaching its end. He sped up, huffed and puffed, held deep, and howled as his cum shot forth into her man-ready receptacle.
He gave a few judders to finish his delivery and leaned forward, resting his weight on her and finding her mouth again, seeking a 'thank you for fucking me' kiss of her appreciation. She provided one whether he deserved it or not. She hadn't cum on his dick but it was part of her obligation. Her lack of physical response didn't go unnoticed.
He pulled out and rose, the light through her blindfold brightened perceptibly but she was still essentially sightless. She heard the chair and cushion creak as he settled his ass in his seat.
"Hah, Pierre. Done already? She didn't cum! One-way-Pierre, huh?"
Damien's deep voice gave another piece of advice.
"No gloating, Renee. You didn't cum either with just your cunnilingus."
The younger one sounded hurt, a pang to his ego.
"Okay, Damien. Show us what you've got."
"Fine. Sit, watch, and learn."
She heard the chair creak as he rose to take his turn. She felt the unfinished tingles in her cunt and hoped Damien completed the incomplete cycle. She felt his hand grip her bicep and he hauled her to her feet. He took a moment to let her get the blood flow to her legs and stand more stable.
It was a short walk to the wall. He disconnected the cuff rings and let her arms hang loose to get the blood flowing again to those cramped appendages.
She was turned to face him and her back pressed to the unfinished rough wood wall. One arm was extended straight out to her side, shoulder height. A click preceded freedom from his grip. She pulled and found that the cuff was hooked to the wall. The other arm was stretched to the other side.
His hand moved beneath her thigh and drew it upward. Planting the other heel, she let him lift the chosen leg, spreading the skirt slit and revealing her bare thigh. Though the room was a comfortable warmth, she felt the air move under her skirt on her exposed and aroused pussy.
She was the right height in her stiletto heels, matching his tallish stature. His mouth found hers as his hands found her breasts. He pressed and squeezed, a cycle of tight and loose grips.
It was a gentle kiss, sensual and moist. A tongue tip found a matching one, adding to the growing need in her cunt.
He left off at mouth and chest. A hand returned to capture her thigh, raising it further to rest high on his hip bone. The skirt split to reveal her bare leg almost to her crotch. He leaned in, his chest pressing her boobs. Her nipples felt the warm skin and she jittered her chest to stimulate the blood puffed nubs. Her cunt was totally alive now with nervous energy.
His hips wiggled and she felt the touch on her labia. His cock tip worked its way to the ready opening and paused. She popped her hips with impatience. 'C'mon, already' she thought, 'fuck me!'
Her silent plea and impatient moves did not do any good; he held at the ready but no more.
Suddenly, he punched upward, burying his cock in her warm juicy cunt in one swift drive. He hit her cervix as he ground against her pubic bone.
Clarissa screamed.
It felt that good.
Her body shuddered and shook, secured in her bonds and Damien's arms. Her floor-mounted leg went knee-locked straight; her other in a clawing mode, trying to dig herself deeper onto his cock, rubbing her clitoris hard against him. And all the while, crazed jolts of electric passion sparked across her nervous system, vibrating in her pussy and spine.
Colors burst and swirled under her squeezed tight eyelids beneath the blindfold. Her continued cries of ecstasy melted into panting moans of rapture as her body vibrated down to a slump, hanging from her lithe stretched arms and Damien's strong supporting ones. She would have bowed her head but for the throat-supporting collar.
She heard Damien's admonition, reiterating his earlier warning to his fellows.
"See, that's why we never tie the corset too tight; she needs to breathe during her fuckings."
There was a murmur of belated understanding.
Clarissa was putty in his arms when he drew back and stroked again, less violently this time. He had proven his point and now it was his turn to enjoy the warm cock cuddle of her luscious body.
His hand held her leg on his hip as he wrapped the other behind her lower back. He cycled a slow rhythm of thrusts, feeling every inch of her inner membranes brush his shaft, knob, and corona. He pushed and pulled elongated strokes, assuring that he was stimulating her G-spot. She found renewed energy as she swallowed each 'yip' of pleasure and danced a matching hip-hop at each passage.
Damien was feeling his verve as well. The sensations on his dick were augmented by the vocalizations from his standing fuck-mate. He was building towards his peak, stage by stage, pausing a cycle or two to ease back, plateauing, then continuing to build with faster strokes.
Eventually, his thrusts were unstoppable and he reared up and gushed wads of spunk into the waiting receptacle. He groaned his pleasure through the discharge and heard the echo of her second orgasmic cry that burst from her throat as she shuddered in his arms under the power of his ejaculations.
They both slumped in exhaustion. He let her go, dropping her leg and stepping back after falling out. The skirt dropped closed again. But the two men's milky treasures leaked from her stretched cunt and dripped and dribbled down her inner thighs beneath the pleated skirt cover.
Damien toddled to his seat while Renee and Pierre unclipped the suspended babe's arms and led her to collapse in a heap in the center space. The fireplace's glow continued to warm the space even as her heat of passion ever so slowly dissipated.
The night was not over. As each man refracted and recovered, they would approach Clarissa where she lay. She would suck or fuck whoever demanded it, however they demanded it: missionary, doggie, or, when pulled up, to sit cowgirl in their lap, either in a chair or on the floor, forward or reverse. Sometime in the night, the blindfold disappeared.
Her cheek was lying on a bare thigh where she had rested after delivering its owner a slow blowjob. It had seemed to take forever. He was exhausted but wanted to prove his virility. The others didn't care; they were beyond any more need for satisfaction.
Finally, she had felt the tremor in her mouth, sucked hard, and drew out the last teeniest bit of Renee's reserves. His balls were empty and she heard him snoring before she finished swallowing. She had fallen back on her knees and thighs and fell asleep with her cheek on his hairy thigh.
She was dozing. A beam of sunlight softly drifted over her sleeping eyes. A small window high on the wall revealed the light of dawn outside the building. She gently lifted off his legs and back-crawled to the center. One of the others, Damien, roused awake. He looked at her also awake and rose, but instead of summoning her for more duty, he walked to the door and pressed the intercom.
"We're finished with her. Come get her."
His voice woke the other two and she feared more abuse. But they yawned and stretched, rubbed their eyes, and heard their tummies growl with hunger.
Clarissa took the initiative to stand. Her satin corset was none the worse for the wear. Her heels, cuffs, and collar were still intact. Her pounded pussy and mauled tits felt sore. There was a knock on the door.
Damien pressed the door lock button and summoned Clarissa to approach. Her corset set off her wonderous boobs and the skirt swished closed but revealed a bit of thigh with each alternate step. She stopped at his side.
A bellhop entered, respectfully attending to the gentleman's requests.
"Take her back to her room after she gets some breakfast. It will give her some needed nutrition and dilute her belly full of cum."
"Yes, sir."
"Wait!"
It was Renee quickly coming to her.
"She is NOT ready yet. A few adjustments first."
He rummaged through a drawer, pushing aside assorted cuffs and collars, digging deep to retrieve his intended object.
He drew out a six-foot chain leash. Hustling back, he clipped it to her collar and handed the lead to the bellhop. Then the young visiting client grabbed the skirt fabric at the corset connection and ripped it away with four powerful tugs.
Clarissa now stood in a red satin corset, cuffed, collared, leashed, bare-assed with dregs of dried cum staining her fully visible pussy. The stiletto heels were a lovely accessory.
"And, one more detail..."
He hauled her wrists back and clipped the cuffs together.
"Okay, now take the long way home and give the guests a little treat for their eyes."
"Yes, sir."
She stepped forward, following the leash as the bellhop took up the slack. The sound of the crack as Renee whacked her ass was loud and the impact was hard enough to make her half-stumble a step before recovering. He giggled at his parting partaking.
"Be a good girl, okay..."
She kept going but as she was leaving and before the door closed behind her, she heard Damien's serious voice.
"Renee, I know you're my client and a good one. But we need to talk about your attitude as my guest. Management will ban you from future visits if..."
The door closed and she couldn't eavesdrop on the remainder of the admonition.
The bellhop followed his instructions. She was led through the pool deck where early risers were performing morning exercises. They stared as she passed. The garden paths and the round-about hallways were less occupied but she still got her share of comments.
"Damn... rode hard and put away wet, huh... come by my room later... what's a nice girl like you doing in a place like this?"
The last one ended with a belly laugh. This public exhibition was so degrading but she couldn't complain; it was part of the deal.
They arrived at the staff dining room and the bellhop released the cuffs but handed her the leash before leaving.
"Keep it. It's part of a complete set."
She ate ravenously. A manager came by and reminded her of her weight and fitness requirements. Clarissa described her night with the three men and the sympathetic manager went to the buffet and fixed her a second plate.
She returned by herself to her room and removed the corset, collar, and cuffs. She could have removed them at any time that night and fled out the easily unlockable door. But she was a good girl and good girls play along and do as they're told.
In the words of the philosopher: That which does not kill you makes you stronger.
And Clarissa Connors was a much stronger woman this morning after persevering through and, more importantly, not fleeing from her all-night BSDM orgy.
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*** Conference ***
Five years had passed. Clarissa had grown immensely in that time, both as a woman and a student. In addition to her 'gender studies' which were extensive, deep, and satisfying, the resort, knowing her tenure would be limited to her youthful years, encouraged more worldly academic studies. She matriculated into an online, distant-learning program.
After losing touch with her former college 'woke warriors' and being touched, a lot, by the industrious men they had raged against, she discovered those men to be kind, gentile, generous, and respectful of mutually respectable women.
She inquired politely during post-coital pillow talk about their careers. They were woozy, pliable, and talkative, almost boastful, about the details of their successes. She discovered the best of them were engineers turned entrepreneurs. So, engineering and business filled out her study curriculum.
Upon exiting the elite resort program, she was stunned to discover the largesse deposited from her first resort encounter. The Drake Industries preferred stock made her a multi-millionaire.
She was now roaming the corridors of the Drake Industries annual shareholders meeting. Her portfolio was in the top ten of shareholders but dressed in her sexy but fashionable woman's business suit, she was assumed to be someone's money honey, or even arm candy, and, basically ignored by the money managers whose jobs involved playing with someone else's wealth. But Clarissa was here because she was managing, and augmenting, her own money.
Everyone was gathered for Mr Drake's keynote speech. The top shareholders were seated in the honorific first row, including Ms Connors, to the surprise of many of the others. Mr Drake strode onstage to thunderous applause and posed behind the podium.
"Welcome all. I am so glad to see you here. We have had a spectacularly profitable year to all of your benefits. The dividends will be posted and deposited at the end of the convention."
His hand gestured to the front row.
"And a special welcome to our founding investors whose foresight and loyalty have been richly rewarded."
He paused momentarily to sweep his hand from one end of the front row to the other. And did a double take, stunned to see a familiar face and body wearing an expensive wool business suit. Her legs below the skirt were long and muscular-toned, and wearing red stilettos.
He hadn't seen Clarissa since his suntan lotion duty and its pre-event coaching. He had forgotten about his winning offer way back when. Now here she was, gracing his convention with her luscious presence.
He gathered his mind and continued his speech. When finished he left the stage to the care of his underling executives and their detailed presentations.
When the activities broke for intermission, Clarissa followed the crowd into the hallway. As she was being chatted up by a mutual fund manager, a burly black-suited security guard with the typical white coiled wire earpiece came to her side. Addressing the money man, he performed his task.
"Excuse me, sir. I need a moment with Ms Connors."
The man deferred to the football linebacker-sized security dude.
"Ms. Connors, if it wouldn't be an inconvenience, Mr Drake requests your indulgence for a private conversation."
"Of course. When?"
"Now, if you're available, or he can rearrange things to meet your needs."
She set down her drink on the high-top table
"It's okay. I will make time now."
She stepped off in the direction indicated and the guard followed at a polite distance, giving her directions from behind.
The money man just stared as she walked away. Who WAS this woman that Mr Drake deferred himself to her schedule and convenience?
Clarissa arrived at the hotel penthouse suite's door. Her escort reached past her and opened it. She stepped inside and saw a few men intently listening as Mr Drake, his back to her, spoke to them.
"Yes, I agree that a stock split will increase the affordability of the shares to smaller investors. It's good finance, and as the number of shareholders grows, good for politics. More skin in the game."
He looked around at his exclusive audience who had stopped looking at him. He turned to the direction of their stares.
Clarissa stood tall in her heels, her hands folded in front, the blazer hiding but hinting at her centrally exposed breasts and cleavage. It didn't take long for Mr Drake to wrap things up.
"Gentlemen, thanks for coming, and thanks for your counsel. Please excuse me as I have a very important appointment with one of our earliest and biggest investors.
The men filed out, each giving her a polite greeting. The guard watched them leave and then closed the door when Mr Drake dismissed him with a wave.
Clarissa stood still while Mr Drake looked her up and down. Then he slowly stepped to her, took her hands, and executed a bijou dual kiss.
"You wouldn't believe how often I thought of you after that fateful night. Where is she? What is she doing? And now here you are. It's so wonderful to see you."
"You always knew where I was. Why didn't you return?"
"My dear, you were like a sexual drug; I was terrified of becoming addicted to your enchantments. Like any addiction, total abstinence was the only path to follow."
They silently held hands, staring into each other's eyes. Mr Drake's voice was slow and tentative, fearing rejection of his request.
"There is the main investors' banquet tonight. I would be honored if you would accompany me. Would you grace my table and, frankly, the whole affair... please?"
"I can't say no to such a gallant request. Of course, I'll come. When may I expect you to get me?"
"Unfortunately, I have a prior reception with some boring institutional investors. It's really not their money and still, they are the clingiest people I have ever met. I won't insult you by their presence. I will send my personal bodyguard to collect you. Now let's sit and catch up."
They sat side by side on the couch. Clarissa related her years of meeting true gentlemen... and some other ungentlemanly men; fulfilling their fantasies, peccadilloes, and learning their business acumen. How she attended college while attending to those daily, and nightly, encounters.
Time passed and she needed to take her leave to get ready for the banquet. Her guardian guide almost magically appeared and walked her back to her suite.
*** Banquet ***
Clarissa was running late. She had taken extra time to bathe, and preen. The guard waited patiently for the boss's accompaniment; her safety was his responsibility.
Finally, she appeared at her door and the astonished guard, attuned to having seen many things while working for Mr Drake, still couldn't suppress his double take.
Look up 'gorgeous' in the Pictionary and the photo would pale against the vision presented by Clarissa.
She had donned the same fashion style as the one she had worn to begin her night of ecstasy with Mr Jackson before joining the exclusive resort program, the same resort where she had first encountered Mr Drake.
He had never seen her in this type of exotic dress and she wanted to show it to him now. Her hair was pulled back scalp tight in a long waist-length ponytail, anchored by a real 24-caret solid gold clip that she bought for herself. It was a trifle that she could well afford. Her facial makeup was sultry and perfect: dark eyes, high blushed cheeks, fire engine red man-baiting lipstick.
Her dress was black micro knit, with narrow pleated shoulder panels connected from neck to waist, leaving a wide central opening that revealed the inner slopes of her breasts. The back was bare and her boobs hinted their fullness with peeks of sidewinder droop folds. No brassiere was possible and she was wholly content to present herself in public without one.
The skirt was ankle length but that didn't matter; the side slit revealed her right hip and leg with every step she took, from her waist downward to her red-soled black strappy heels.
Nothing and no one could have looked more ready-to-be-fucked. Yet, she was untouchable with her escorting guard standing by. She intended to tease every one of those arrogant money-men who had dissed her with their cheesy approaches during the conference that day.
The guard recovered his professionalism and crooked his elbow for her hand. She took it with a polite 'thank you' and walked beside him. He set a moderate pace, enough to flash a small amount of leg but more noticeable to him, to set up a bounce in her boobs beneath the loose dress.
They arrived at the banquet room. The security at the door stepped aside. Obviously, the lady with their bulky colleague did not need any additional checking of her invitation credentials.
The buzz of conversation dimmed as Clarissa stepped between the tables, with their smattering of empty seats. Everyone wondered at whose table the dynamite maiden would be seated. She continued forward past the pedestrian crowd to the front of the room and was seated by her tuxedoed burly escort one seat left of the center of the head table. The other head table VIPs already seated turned to look at the woman who occupied the coveted place of honor.
At that moment, a cheer and applause rose as Mr Drake entered the rear of the room. He worked his way through the tables, stopping to glad-hand many of his patrons and investors. The political protocols ended as he made his way to the head table and took the last remaining seat at the center table, next to Clarissa.
He leaned over and whispered in her ear.
"You look stunningly marvelous, my dear. I hope you wore that outstanding dress just for me."
Clarissa made a stage-worthy look of coyness for the watching crowd. Then leaned over to make her own whispered hope.
"The dress is only temporary for the banquet. I hope later we can dispense with it."
That was a welcome retort. Mr Drake's pants seemed to feel tighter as his cock twitched beneath the concealing tablecloth. He adjusted his pants, noted by Clarissa to her joy.
The meal was served and the speeches were given by financial and operational department heads. Production and profits were increasing exponentially to everyone's happiness.
During the drawn-out wordiness, Clarissa slid a hand over Mr Drake's thigh, rubbing her palm over his pant leg, hidden from view by the draping tablecloth. She rose higher and rubbed along his fly and the swelling underneath. Mr Drake was nearly in pain with the crowding taking place in his groin.
Now it was his turn to run a hand up her dress slit exposed leg. The skin was smooth and warm to his touch. He ran higher and found no sign of underwear. She was being very daring, and naughty indeed, with this exotic dress.
And it was his turn again to cap off the evening's festivities. His speech was brief and encouraging, summarizing the successes of everyone in the room. He had a longer version ready but his mind was elsewhere, anxious to get back to his penthouse suite and into Clarissa's loving embrace.
And with that, the banquet was concluded.
*** Bedroom ***
The burly bodyguard appeared from nowhere and made a path through the crowd as Clarissa followed Mr Drake on his last well-wishing greetings to the notable people he passed. Those same and others got a closeup eyeful of Mr Drake's special guest. In the hallway, they continued to the elevators and onto his hotel penthouse suite. At the apartment's door, he turned to his bodyguard.
"Thank you, James. I'll take it from here."
"Very good, sir. Have a good night."
Mr Drake looked Clarissa up and down: the fantastic face and hair, the loosely covered boobs, and the exposed leg as she stood with one step forward. He murmured with a nod, loud enough for James, and Clarissa, to hear.
"Oh, yes. I think I will."
James turned and left. This was not the first time he had escorted a sexy lady to his boss's bedroom. But sometimes, Mr Drake was only pantomiming his interest in an empty-headed gold digger. At that point, he would spitefully swap himself out and let James take over. James had enjoyed numerous surprised struggle fucks with the unsuspecting victim of Mr Drake's sexual bait and switch.
Obviously, from the way his boss was treating this young lady, it wasn't his turn tonight, if ever. Oh well, the hotel was teeming with waitresses and housekeepers who had flirted with him all day. He was sure to find one, or two, to warm his bed and suck his cock. He started to stroll the corridors, hunting for candidates.
Mr Drake led Clarissa inside to the main room sofa and held her hand as she sat. He asked her preference of drink but she demurred. The banquet had been delicious and she had drunk lightly of the aperitifs. She wanted all of her senses and sensualities alert for Mr Drake's reunion.
They had already conversed earlier and any further chit-chat only delayed their mutual intent. She rose again when he offered his hand; she was smitten and would follow him willingly wherever he led.
He led her to the bedroom with its grand king-size bed and fluffy pillows and comforter. Holding her hands, he drew her in for a kiss. It felt like a spark when their lips touched. But the softness of her mouth, slightly open to allow a tongue tip tickle, was a magic that, once sampled, he was loathe to end.
She slipped her hands away from his and lifted her arms to circle his neck and shoulders. Her soft free breasts pressed against his tuxedo shirt. His hands moved to her hips and drew her midsection to press his groin. The smooching continued, their faces torquing to rub wet lips on wet lips, trying different angles to find the most pleasure.
They broke it off, each staring into the other's eyes. It just felt good to stand and hug, feeling the warm touch of the other. But libidos had been awakened and Mother Nature demanded satisfaction of her propagation compulsion.
Mr Drake's hands rose to Clarissa's dress neck strap and his fingers looked for the clasp. She raised her hands to capture his and halt the quick disrobing.
"No... you first."
She placed his hands by his side and still staring into his eyes, she began to undo his bowtie. It was a real one, a band that circled under his shirt collar. Of course, it was; no elite alpha male would stoop to a clip-on.
The suit jacket lapels peeled easily over his shoulders; he shrugged to assist the glide down his arms. He tossed it aside.
Her fingers plucked the shirt studs at his chest and cuffs. She placed them safely on the side table, unsure of the value of the gems. Probably real and expensive, not to be lost. He shrugged off his shirt in kind and tossed it aside to join the jacket.
He looked down when he felt her hands unbuckling his belt but nothing more there. He watched her breasts jostle as she squatted on her heels, her lovely leg exposed by the dress slit. She untied his shoes; ties, of course, not loafers. Successful entrepreneurs never loaf.
He assisted her to remove his shoes and sox. Still squatting, she worked the pants snap and zipper. Spreading the waistband, she slid them down his legs. He helped tread them off. She tossed them to join the rest of his discarded formal wear.
She paused, looking up at his steady face looking down. Her fingers touched the boxer's waistband.
"May I?"
He was a bundle of nerves, wrought by her assertive gentleness. He could not vocalize a response; it seemed like his heart was pounding in his throat. He gave a small nod.
She pulled outward and lower over his manhood. Of course, she had seen it before, even tasted it. And many others like it, but unlike it. At this moment, at this place, it was beautiful. The knob was somewhat engorged, the shaft a bit extended and his dark pubic hairs glossy and fluffy.
The ball sack hung low encasing the two big spheres. She placed a finger at the center seam and lifted, saddle-bagging the scrotum. Her thumb covered over the base of his cock and she pinched them together.
Another finger on her other hand pressed the penis' top slit, wiggling around to stimulate the shallow pink inner flesh. He gave a hop and jogged back to dislodge the penile invader but she held him to her touch with the groinal pinch.
That was enough for now. He was naked and aroused; Clarissa thought that to be the perfect condition for a man fated to fuck her.
She let go of his genitals, stood, and cupping his cheeks, resumed their passionate kiss. He played along as long as he could but he couldn't hold out for very long.
His hands stroked up her bare back to her neck and the dress clasp there. He paused; it was his turn at romantic service. Breaking off, he asked.
"May I?"
She leaned in, her cheek against his as she whispered a sultry reply in his ear.
"Yes... please..."
He continued his unclipping and then simply let go.
The dress top fluttered down her body, inverting at the waist belt to form a subdued additional leg cover. Mr Drake's eyes were filled with the wonderous beauty of her breasts: round orbs of smooth skin capped with broad brown nipples. He halted his hands on the way to the targets. His voice pled to be affirmed.
"May I?"
"Yes... yes, please...:
He was gentle in his touch. He lifted the pair from underneath, supported on his extended fingers. The weight and firm softness were as he remembered and dreamed of from long ago. His thumb pads brushed just beyond the areola rims from below. Even that small move brought on a reactive puckering of the outer bumps.
She took his hesitancy as a sign of respect and leaned forward to give him a peck on his lips. The masses fell deeper into his supporting touch. She whispered her permission.
"You can do more if you like. I think you want to. Go ahead."
He did want to do more but this was not a time to rush like one was gulping down fast food; this was a time to savor each morsel of the many flavors and spices of the gourmet feast being lovingly served, course by course.
He let his hands slide out beneath the roundness; his thumbs rose to circle each nipple disk, bringing out fully the circuital nodes. After a few slow revolutions, he felt Clarissa's spine give a tiny shudder and knew he was being effective.
He broke off the mammary caresses. Her dress was hanging from her waist; the top half with its narrow-pleated folds, was far less than half of the backless dress. He found the key waist clasp at the peak of the leg revealing slit. It clicked open with barely a flick, a daringly fragile connection, adding to the risqué boldness of the occupant.
The dress fluttered apart and fell away. Mr Drake's earlier exploration up her thigh beneath the table had ended without conclusion. He now saw that she went commando in the erotic dress in front of her public peers. This was truly an intrepid woman.
Her pussy was shaved bare, different from his natural mien. This again was her sign of deference to men, regardless of their macho ego. She might get her nose tickled but she didn't want to force that on the men's noses.
Her hands fell to his erection and she stroked the shaft, more solid now with the increased visual stimulation.
"Will you follow me, Mr Drake?"
She back-stepped in her heels, cock in hand, towards the bed, stepping over and out of the pooled dress at her feet. He followed her step for step until her thighs butted the edge of the mattress. Sitting, she twisted her legs onto the bed and lay sideways facing him, patting the mattress, inviting him to lay beside her.
He artfully climbed in and lay on his side facing her. She nudged his shoulder and he rolled to a supine pose. Her lips kissed his cheek; she whispered as she slowly stroked his shaft.
"Do you remember our first time? I do. You gave me such joy and satisfaction. Close your eyes and think back."
He did and their first time was a wonderful memory. And memories are good, but reality is even better. His cock got harder from both memories and manipulations.



He could wait no longer. Her teasing preludes must come to an end and his cock find its rightful place deep inside her plush moist cunt.
He rolled toward her, burrowing an arm under her torso, the other hugging her body close to his, compressing her boobs to his chest. He pushed and rolled again, laying his weight full on her body.
She spread her thighs, feeling his groin drop into the feminine saddle. Her arms pulled his head down next to her, cheek to cheek. With a skilled ass wiggle, he found his cock tip touching the labial split. She wiggled too, and made a wider cradle for his hips.
With a mighty intake of breath, Mr Drake drove inches inside her cunt. The foreplay had run his ego and passions beyond the limits of stodgy romance and into full-blown masculine lust. He reared back an inch and drove hard again, gaining more inward inches.
He paused. Taking a few more deep breaths, he braced again and rammed against her narrow tightness. His cock was bathed in warm wetness, steeped in vaginal juices. Once more, he poked into the maidenly orifice and pressed his furry pubic bone to her sensitive shaved Venus mound. He was all in.
Clarissa had wiggled her ass during his penetrations. She now took the lead and rocked and rolled her hips to massage his embedded nerve-filled erection with her cock cuddling vaginal tissues. He grunted some sounds of happiness while preparing to resume control.
Re-energized and ready, he drew back and cycled long thrusts. Her response was meuwings of pleasure as his gyrations stimulated her nether lips.
They tested variations of body holds until she was hugging his neck while his hands gripped handfuls of her luscious ass cheeks. Finding a best-case embrace, they upped the pace until both were panting in lust and exertion.
She went first, a scream of delight that rang in his nearby ears. He was ramming as hard and fast as he ever had with any woman. She gulped down her first vocalization just before a second spasm slammed into her groin. She wanted to hold until his peak but to no avail. Her second full orgasm stiffened her spine like an electric shock, blocking out her consciousness.
Mr Drake felt like a sexual god. His old body had given his voracious bedmate two sequential orgasms and now it was his turn to journey to the crest of sexual satisfaction.
He felt the tingle in his toes, then the nervous pulses up his legs, the pooling of electrical cycles in his belly, all converging in his cock and balls. His eruption of sweet manly nectar splattered against the walls of her womb and his howl of heavenly bliss filled the bedroom.
He collapsed full weight on her warm body; the post-coital vibrations dwindling in both sex partners to a calming echo of sexual gratification. Her hands rubbed his back; her murmured words of 'so good... oh, so good...' stoked his already bloated ego. They rolled apart in exhaustion.
She lay on her side, cuddled nicely against his side, his arm crossed under her shoulder, a hand cupping her boob. The other tit was pressing on his ribs. Her hand cradled his flaccid cock. They were enjoying the closeness, each contemplating 'what next'?
"Clarissa, what are you doing now?"
"Lying next to you, Mr Drake. Enjoying the afterglow feelings of having been fucked by a very manly man."
"No... I mean these days? And please, in private, I would like you to call me Benjamin, or even Benny."
"Okay... Benny... I am trying to figure out how to best use the largesse you granted me so unexpectedly. I am studying various entrepreneurial ventures, using my engineering and business knowledge to glean more information from the men I meet. They can be quite indiscreet about their trade secrets during pillow talk."
"Is that why you're here tonight, to garner my trade secrets?"
She stretched her neck and kissed his cheek. Not a peck but a lingering smooch of affection.
"I am here tonight because you invited me. After what you did for me at the elite resort, I will always be grateful... and loyal. You did not exploit me and I will not exploit you."
He rolled towards her and they kissed deeply. It lingered and then grew to a closer adjustment. They squiggled around to realign and she mounted up on his hips. She leaned over offering her tits to his amusement and he partook of the invitation. His hands were more active this time, squeezing and kneading, accepting that she had given her permission by her pose.
She took in his erection, doing the work of working him in. The strokes were long, even, and sensual. He lay mostly still, making a few hip pops and wiggles while relishing the benefits of her efforts until his ardor built to its peak and he spewed with a moderate moan.
Clarissa knew men responded differently to multiple intercourse timing. Had she pushed him too soon? Did he need more rest? They were both older now and she might need to adjust timing on the next round to match his age-appropriate stamina.
They lay again, cuddled tits to torso. He was quiet, pensive, and breathing calmly.
"But what are you doing for the near future?"
"I have some ideas but nothing solid. Why?"
"What about Drake Industries?"
"I already own a substantial stake. What more is there?"
"All of it."
"I don't understand."
Benny was very quiet for a moment before speaking two important words.
"I'm dying."
He waited for her to respond but the silence was deafening.
"The doctors can't cure it. They say I have a few good years left but not much more. I don't have children. The closest I have to anyone I trust is James but his talents tend toward intimidation, not technology."
Clarissa spoke her objection.
"I would have to choose between being your business manager or your bedroom mistress. I can't be both."
"Yes, you can."
"No. That would be unethical."
Mr Benjamin Drake, entrepreneur extraordinaire, industrial tycoon, and master of all he wanted, at this stage of his remaining life wanted only one thing.
He unwrapped himself from her arms and alighted from the bed. He got on his knees against the mattress and reached out to take both her hands in his.
"Ms Clarissa Connors. I know now that I have loved you ever since our first meeting. I have dreamed of you ever since then. And years later you have been sent by the angels to remind me of it and give me a last hope for happiness.
"Ms Clarissa Conners. I humbly ask you: Will you marry me?"
Clarissa was stunned by the revelation of his true love for her. She thought this meeting was just another fling for the confirmed bachelor. Which was fine with her; he was a fine lover in bed and she enjoyed him fucking her.
"I will think about it. Give me some time to decide."
"Please don't take too long. It's my heart that is declining. If you break it now, I will die all the sooner."
He tried but he couldn't avoid a little smile at his little joke.
Clarissa lay naked in the bed under the longing gaze of Benjamin. He looked upon the naked body of this fantastic woman: perfect face, perfect breasts, perfect pussy, a killer combination. Although he hoped the killer part wouldn't be too soon. He had a few years left and he wanted to spend a lot of that time in bed with Mrs Clarissa Connors Drake.
She patted the mattress, summoning her love-lost paramour back into her bed. She knew he wouldn't be ready for active sex but passive sex might be okay.
She lay him out and slid down, licking his knob. After some time, his cock responded and she suckled him for as long as it took to swallow god's nurturing gift from his balls and prostate.
*** Boardroom ***
The next five years passed momentously. Little Benji was two, growing like a weed, and irredeemably precocious, thanks or no thanks, to his doting maternal grandmother.
Benjamin Drake, the scion of Drake Industries, passed peacefully in his sleep. His weakened heart finally gave out but thanks to Clarissa's love, it was never broken.
The succession at Drake Industries had been contentious at first but Mrs Clarissa Drake was firmly in control with fifty-five percent (plus one-half of one percent) of the stock. The company continued under her leadership to grow and prosper. The board and investors swallowed their objections and took comfort in taking their obscene profits to the bank.
Clarissa Drake was seen fewer times in public, but when she was, she and little Benji were always safe. Her security detail made sure of it. But if there was a lapse, it was never a real problem. Because no one, and that meant NO ONE, with any hint of troublemaking, got past her loyal personal bodyguard James.
Her mother was set up well financially and enjoyed frequent visits with her successful daughter and adorable grandson.
There was happiness all around.
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*** Prologue from 'Extra Credit' ***
From the lectern, Bob Kenworth saw the latest community college's quarterback seated with his redheaded buxom girlfriend. Regrettably, or not, the boy's homework grades had begun to suffer regardless of their apparent correctness and the lad would soon seek out assistance from his math teacher.
Bob gazed lustfully at the curvaceous freckled redhead. She dressed modestly, in looser fashions, but her sex appeal was conspicuous despite her veiling attempt. He hadn't had a redhead weekend toy for a few years; it seemed about time for a year-long liaison with this one.
Bob could have been a tenured professor at the capital city's State University, but found definite advantages to being a bigger fish in a smaller pond at this more remote setting.
He loved his job here at the small community college and its many opportunities for unrivaled professional perks.
*** Campus Hotties ***
Bob's fellow teacher and friend Ron Dickenham had his office a few doors down the hallway in the Science and Mathematics Department Building.
The faculty men were in the hallway talking shop, politics, and sports. Bob knew that his colleague hired an intern each year to help grade tests and homework papers. He hadn't seen this year's selected assistant and was curious. As the informal discussion wound down, Bob asked his fellow professor the obvious questions:
"So, you found a new assistant?"
"Yeah, Allie's just one of the candidates sent over by Human Resources. Couldn't help but hire her: smart and easy on the eyes. But it does get in the way of my concentration. I have a hard-on during the whole time she's in the office with me."
"So, what's the problem? Aren't you fucking her yet?"
"No... she seems to be a bit aloof. Politely shuns my foolish old guy hints; makes excuses that she's too busy and such. I think she's dating one of the jocks."
Bob was empathetic to his friend's state of affairs, or rather lack of student affairs. He almost shared his well-rehearsed method of tricking vulnerable coeds into plentiful sex. But a fortuitous attack of pragmatic discretion held him back. Ron didn't seem to have the self-assured drive to see the plot through. And telling his colleague? Well, that might stoke the lesser man's jealousy and loosen his tongue, the gossip thereby endangering Bob's employment and his access to lots of fresh ripe pussy. He kept his counsel.
"Too bad, but... probably for the best. Student-teacher relationships are always tricky and might lead to trouble. Best to keep it in your pants at work."
Just then, Allie emerged from Ron's office and spied the teachers together nearby. She turned and walked halfway to them. Bob was absolutely stunned by the vision of preppy marvel heading their way. He understood Ron's complaint about an erection whenever she was near. Bob already felt a restless swelling growing in his pants at first sight.
Contrary to the usual on-campus casual wear, she was wearing an office-right colorful blouse, a tan wool pencil skirt and red strappy heels. The mid-height heels elevated her muscle toned slender legs, exposing them to just below the skirt's midthigh hemline. The jade green blouse was snug enough to stretch tight over her midsized round breasts.
If she was wearing a bra, it was hard to tell. The boob cradles must be very shear, thin enough to telegraph her areolae nubs pokie existence through the blouse's shiny spun fabric. The color really set off her brown hair and eyes. Her lipstick was a muted red. A brief-sized shoulder bag hung low on one side, further straining the front of the blouse.
The stale hallway air swirled a scent of mild floral perfume. Standing at that respectful distance, she quietly announced her end of the day summary.
"Professor Dickenham, I finished grading the quizzes and set them on your desk for your review. I'll be in tomorrow afternoon to markup the homework. Is there anything else you need from me before I go?"
"Thanks, Allie, that's enough for today. See you tomorrow."
"Good night, sir."
Bob and Ron watched Allie's step away in a runway model strut, her long brown ponytail swishing her tight wrapped ass to a metronome-like beat. Was it the heels or was she adding a little waddle to tease the old men?
Bob adjusted his swollen cock as she retreated, thinking about her last question and having to suppress his urge to friskily respond.
'Why yes, there is something else I need from you before you go. Your choice, Allie: a blowjob, a titjob or a hands-braced-against-the-wall standing doggy fuck, right here, right now, in the hallway. Pick one.'
The far hall double doors closed behind the luscious rear display, ending the show, and both men sighed out the breath they had held during the sexy departing promenade.
"Why doesn't she wear cutoff shorts and crop-top tees like the other coeds? Seems a bit overdone."
"I told her she needn't be so prim. But she said her mother told her to dress for the job she wants, not the one she's got. She's going to be a successful professional someday, not a clerk or secretary. So, she dresses with that career path in mind."
Nothing more needed to be said as they returned to their respective spaces. They each performed an urgent manual stress relief in private, behind locked office doors.
Bob's secret was his way of convincing sexy young coeds to warm his heart, and his bed. The best targets were the school's athletes' girlfriends. A slow lowering of accumulated grades brought the desperate sportsmen to his office. He pantomimed empathy; many needed the grades to maintain athletic eligibility and scholarships. It was quid pro quo; you do something for me and I'll do something for you. The boyfriend got the improved grades; Bob got the girlfriend's cunt for one day a week for the remainder of the school year.
It was a tried-and-true exchange, carried on down through the ages. And this year, he looked forward to indulging in a true redhead he had spied with an unfortunately, or for Bob a fortunately, vulnerable football player.
*** All Around The house. ***
This was Kellie's third Sunday afternoon in a row that she was visiting her professor's home. The first visit had been a month ago when her boyfriend had coerced into an all-weekend tryst at their mutual college teacher's home in an effort to improve his grades and maintain his athletic eligibility. She had been reluctant at first but once the professor got her naked and penetrated, the middle-aged man had dazzled her body and soul with a mind shattering orgasm, one like she had never experienced before, albeit in her short sexual history. The remaining weekend only got better from there, more orgasms than she ever imagined possible, and she was hooked. He acceded to her tear-filled pleas for more and he told her he would dedicate his Sunday afternoons and nights exclusively to her happiness. 'And even better yet, to my own', he thought
He prided himself on executing another classic textbook case of getting captured coed cunt. His annual adventure was set to replicate itself again this year.
She arrived just past noon, dressed for success. He really liked that she wore fashionable clothes, not campus duds, and would be eventually undressed for successfully getting packed full of Bob's manly meat and viscous seminal fluids.
They started in the living room where Bob insisted that he remove her clothes without her assistance. Buttons, zippers and pesky parts that required his physical shredding of the fabrics brought her to total nudity. The semi-rough play was a boost to both their lusts and they rapidly connected for a raging first copulation. It began on the couch, moved to a standing fuck, and then a missionary with her bent back over the coffee table. They fell to the floor and rolled around until they synchronized their orgasms and came together in a peak of ecstasies.
When they came down from their heated roust-a-bout, they picked their sweaty bodies off the living room rug and exited to the backyard pool.
The pool water cooled their ebbing fevers but they were just getting warmed up. The hot tub bubbles tickled their skins as they sat in forward cowgirl, their groins bumping together under the fizzy fog dancing above the wavy heated surface. It was just another way of arousing their lust and they made the best of it. Another orgasm and another pool cooldown sent them inside for further overnight sexual pursuits.
Towards midnight, Bob was flagging in stamina and stiffness. Kellie tried some tricks she had learned from him and even a few she had learned elsewhere; she was still dating the athlete and was experimenting on the young lad. She tickled Bob's erogenous places: his bellybutton, behind his knees, under his scrotum, his ear canals and the bristly scalp and neck hairs. She even diddled his anus with her fingertip.
It was a dwindling round of partial success and she finally let him rest, her soft body cuddled up to his in bed. She was satisfied by her numerous orgasms this time; she just wanted Bob to be fully satisfied so he would let her return each week for more.
"Bob, am I pleasing you enough?"
Her voice was wary. He understood her worry. But he was fatigued by her abundant demands on his manhood. And he was beginning to slur his way towards sleep.
"Of course. You are magnificent in bed, and everywhere else..."
She cuddled closer with his reassurance of her place in his life, even if only for this year. She remembered the video they had watched earlier, the one while she worked him into a spew with her hands. It perked her curiosity.
"Did you like watching that movie with the pair of women and one man?"
Bob had nearly dozed off, only half heard the question and snorted a faltering mumble.
She took that for 'Yes' and her mind started developing plans to make it happen.
*** Friends ***
Bob's doorbell rang that Sunday afternoon. It was unusual since Kellie had a key and was welcome to enter at her convenience. He let it go, thinking that the youngster was being forgetful of her privileges. A half minute passed and it rang again.
That annoyed him, as he was lounging in just his undershorts on the living room couch. He pulled his slow stroking hand from under the waistband and rolled himself up from his leisurely slouch. The porn video he was percolating to was just past the blowjob portion of the young blonde starlet's debut performance. The studly actor, playing the script's purported talent agent, was pushing her naked loveliness towards the bed and getting her settled in, legs askew, for a deep missionary pounding.
Bob pointed the remote at the giant LED TV screen and pressed 'Pause'. Once he let her in, they would cuddle while he watched the rest of the show, massaged his playmate's naked breasts and got her to carry on with a vigorous handjob that would get their weekly tryst underway.
The doorbell rang again and he mumbled 'I'm coming' while he toddled, swollen dick tucked into his briefs. He hoped to soon hear the shrill version of 'I'm cumming' from both his lips and hers.
He unlocked the deadbolt and swept the door open to see his planned fuck-mate standing smiling on his stoop. His annoyance was evident.
"Forget your key?"
His voice had more of an edge than he intended. He saw the slight drop in her humor and instantly felt the pang of remorse. She was way too good a fuck for him to risk chasing her away.
"Sorry, Kellie, didn't mean to say it so hard."
She stood in place and let it pass. She looked askance sideways, smiled and nodded that way, then returned her attention to him.
"You know how you wanted to try two at a time? Well... I brought a friend. Can she join us?"
Bob wasn't sure what kind of used up skank would agree to such an impetuous offer. It could be a very distressing encounter, worried about negative consequences. He hesitated, not wanting to disappoint Kellie but also not wanting to disappoint himself. His voice held that slur of noncommitment.
"Maybe..."
Kellie put her arm aside out of sight, tugged but got resistance. She smiled and nodded again, her voice giggling her upbeat sounding encouragement.
"Come on, it's okay. It'll be fun, you'll see."
The resistance abated and her potential partner in lust glided into view and stood beside her, facing her potential paramour.
Bob's body and soul melted, and all the remaining solidity rushed to his groin, stiffening his already tumescent dick. He was flabbergasted, unable to speak, his mouth slack open with surprise. Then his brain restarted and filled his mind with renewed joy and anticipation.
The shapely young lady was dressed in the familiar accentuated blouse, skirt and heels with her hair pulled back in a scalp molding ponytail. She demurely placed her hands behind her back; the timid stance pressed her cloth straining chest higher and forward.
She turned her face down, her gaze intuitively posed on Bob's waist and lower. Her eyes briefly popped a little wider when she spotted the substantial bulge packing Bob's tighty-whities. He didn't miss that subtle sign of her... what: fright, delight, doubt, curiosity?
"Professor Kenworth, this is my friend Allie. You may have seen her around campus. She's an intern for one of the other professors."
Allie's head stayed slightly bowed but her eyes turned up to peer at his face. She beheld the strong, muscled, nearly naked, man her friend had entreated her to help sexually entertain and now sought any sign of his acceptance of her.
That assured acceptance came when he recovered from his shock and broke into a broad smile.
"Of course. Professor Dickenham's assistant. We met briefly one day in the hallway. How have you been, Allie?"
"Fine, sir."
Kellie looked up and down the street. A few sporadic neighbors were fussing in their driveways or front yards. She didn't want to linger outside too long where village gossips would get suspicious ideas about the two preppily dressed coeds standing outside a professor's door.
"Can we come in?"
Bob flummoxed and stepped aside.
"Of course. Where are my manners?"
Kellie stepped through and Allie followed. Bob placed a hand on the new girl's ass as she passed, hoping she would think it as an innocent gesture of guiding her into his home, or more truthfully, into his bawdy lair.
He followed the girls through the foyer and into the main rooms. Kellie knew her way around and went straight for the living room.
The girls settled themselves on the couch, sitting a space apart. They leaned back in casual repose. Kellie patted the cushion, inviting Bob to sit between them. Their legs were stretched out from their short skirts, ankles crossed, exhibiting long slender legs with red painted toenails. He stepped over Allie's to sit himself at the offered spot, reflecting their lounging posture.
Kellie shuffled in close. Her move made Bob move over until his hips crowded Allie's. She stayed in place and Bob's naked but for briefs body was a FMF sandwich.
Kellie broke the silence.
"Oh, movies! I love movies!"
The paused pixels were a closeup of the end of the actor's cock posed for imminent penetration of the porn starlet's pussy.
She found the remote nearby and pressed 'Play'. The onscreen cock slid its knob in, retreated slick with feminine dew, slid some more in to about half shaft, and then repeated thrice until fully submerged.
Kellie reached across his lap and found Allie's close hand. She pulled it over Bob's belly, used her other hand to pull away his brief's waistband, and pushed her friend's hand inside. She whispered a giggled instruction to her shy, perplexed friend.
"He likes to have help while he watches. Play with his cock."
Allie's fingers adjusted until she lightly wrapped his shaft. She rubbed a tentative stroke, sensing no reluctance to her intimate touch.
Bob looked down his lounging body and across to the screen. His white cotton crotch covering was undulated by the hand caressing his stiffened manhood. The onscreen actors' congenial rhythm was quicker than Allie's and distracting his arousal. He decided to change his visual focus.
He leaned toward Allie, bringing his far hand to her front. His fingers plucked her blouse's top button and the fabric; if it had voice, would have screamed with relief as the tension across her round boobs was relieved. She looked down stoically to where he was opening her top. He was already on the second button. She paused her manhandling. Bob voice was commanding, almost urgent.
"Don't stop; keep going! I didn't say you could stop!"
Her fingers re-engaged as did his and the tension was rising under his briefs as the tension was falling across her chest.
His fingers plucked the third and fourth buttons. The blouse was open to her bellybutton and he pushed the top away to expose her shear bra covered tits. The nubs were as pokie prominent as ever; it must be her permanent condition. He rubbed his thumbs over the silky-covered points. That elicited an unconscious quiet moan; he judged her nipples to be very sensitive. He liked that and intended to explore its possibilities now, and more thoroughly later, if there was to be a 'later'.
He pulled down one cup, one tit covered, one tit exposed. He leaned over and kissed the brown disk. He suckled for a short moment, then captured the tiny cylinder in a toothy grip and tickled it with his tongue tip. That got a reactive jerk and a soft vocal 'yip'. His nose was filled with the scent of perfume, subtly floral with a baby powder undertone.
He opened the other cup and gave that tit a similar treatment that got a similar reaction. All the while, her hand continued its task on his erection, even though leaning over her chest had twisted his groin into a tighter confinement.
He looked at her face and saw it flushed with her arousal. He almost regretted that this could be only the introductory quickie to assess her commitment to the intended plot. Was her pussy moist with temptation for his lust?
He moved in and captured her lips with his. She excitedly shot her tongue into his mouth, confirming her willingness for the looming debauchery.
He felt a brief coolness on his cock and appreciated that Kellie had uncovered his genitals. But too soon or too late. He growled into the brunette's mouth and his cock erupted with thick ropes of semen. The first strong gushes hit his bare belly and the remaining ones dribbled over his knob to cover her lightly gripping fist as she managed to continue the strokes through to his ejaculation completion.
He groaned out, still lip-locked at the last spew, but when he left off, he added a playful peck to Allie's lips before he rolled back to recline and rest between the two babes. Allie's cum frosted hand still held his dick.
Kellie leaned over and slurped up the white manly treasure, first lapping up the runnels covering Allie's fist and, after loosening her friend's grip and removing her hand, licking into the hairy folds and crevices. Lastly, she took his wilting rod in her mouth and sucked hard to remove any latent dregs in his urethra.
Bob had leaned back and closed his heavy eyes while the cleanup played out. Refreshed by Kellie's talented tongue work, he suggested a respite out on the pool deck. Allie sounded agitated that she hadn't been told to bring a swimsuit.
Bob assured her that he had a few one-piece suits in the upstairs guest closet, just for these types of predicaments. Kellie knew the score and led Allie off to change. Bob watched as Kellie's and Allie's asses bounded up the steps to prepare.
Bob wasn't as fussy and simply left his briefs in the living room and went naked outside in the high-walled pool area. He knew his one elder neighbor had a view of his backyard but he was harmless and probably got his jollies by spying on Bob's nubile weekend guests.



Bob lay in a lounge and waited for the girls to join him. He heard the sliding patio door open and shut. Tilting his vision towards the sound, he saw the two coeds walking carefully his way. Kellie had an amused expression; Allie was walking beside her with a pensive scowl and had her hands covering her bare tits. She thought one-piece meant a tank-suit or maillot. Instead, they wore thong bikini bottoms only.
However, despite the ruse, the young ladies had not suppressed their inner fashionista tendencies. The redhead chose a shiny lime green thong that contrasted well with her red hair and freckles. The brunette wore a barely-there black string bikini that covered her labia mounds with a narrow camel-toe molding but left everywhere else exposed to the late afternoon sun. It was evident that this was the smallest outdoor cover-up she had ever worn. Even with her hand-bras hiding some of her breasts and her actual pussy shielded, there were broad expanses of pale skin at her chest and bottom.
Bob let his gaze wander over to the one tall house he could see beyond the boundary wall. The attic gable window pointed his way and he saw the curtains stir; the old geezer must be settling in for another sexy show. Bob imagined him peering through binoculars or a telescope as he stroked himself to satisfaction. Hopefully, today would be a good day for him and Bob both.
He turned his attention back to his two sexy guests. They stood patiently at his feet: Kellie with her feet planted apart, the confident hands-on-hips pose, and shy Allie, feet together, her hands still covering her tits.
"Drop your hands, Allie. I've already plucked and sucked those tits. There's nothing to hide."
Allie, with a grudging sigh, did as she was told. Bob moved to sit up, leaned forward and picked the string ties on either side of her bikini. He pulled the cunt cover off and got his first good look at the brunette's plush pussy. He was delighted to learn she was shaved, just as he had hoped. It made his next step easier to tolerate.
Rather than grab at the genital peach, he took her hand as he stood. He put his other hand on her ass and guided her to sit on the lounge he had just vacated. She lay back, arms crossed over her belly, and her hair splayed above her shoulders in a sexy brown aurora. She crossed her ankles. Bob had other ideas. He lifted her feet, and set them on the deck at either side of the chaise, higher up so that her knees were bent and her thighs formed a welcoming vee converging at her cunt.
Arranged as he wanted her, he dropped to hands and knees and planted his face at her feminine core, kissing the puffy labial skin. Allie's hips bucked and her body twisted, unaccustomed to the act playing out. He tunneled his tongue into the pink inner folds and proceeded to perform a firm but gentle cunnilingus. She stopped her wiggles and settled down to accept the stimulus.
Meanwhile, Kellie scooted face up beneath Bob's hips and captured his semi-distended erection in her mouth, commencing a reflective oral stimulation to her host's manhood.
Allie was perplexed by this turn of events. Her boyfriend wouldn't acceded to her mild suggestions that they try some different things. It was missionary, cowgirl, doggy or nothing. This was new territory for her but not unwelcome, just so sudden. And her pussy was responding to this middle-aged man's talented tongue. Her nipples still retained a buzz from his earlier caresses there. She lifted her arms and let her fingers brush the brown disks, even a gentle pinch on the nubs. The sensations bounced between her firm round tits and her juicy feminine core.
Bob's tongue was active all over her tingling membranes. He upped his act by stiffening his tongue and probing inside the first Kegel ring. Her hips popped off the chair at that trick. It was his opportunity to burrow his hands beneath her ass and grasp two handfuls of the toned muscles. He recalled how her skirted ass had toddled that first day in the hallway, the vision that had fueled his masturbation fantasies soon after.
Now he had the real deal in his grip and he liked the macho sense of dominance it evoked. He was controlling the sexual actions and reactions of his newest sexual playmate and he hadn't even fucked her yet. That would come later. His cock swelled in Kellie's mouth and he was close to jettisoning another volume of sperm.
The trigger was the wail of delight called out by his cunnilingual recipient. He could barely control her seismic hip jostles pounding against his face. But he hardly cared as his prostate collapsed and shot his pent-up load straight down Kellie's deepthroating gullet.
Coming down from their mutual highs, the duo collapsed in post-ecstatic glow. His blowjob assistant backed out and came to huddle with her partners. Her cheeks were mildly puffy and the reason became known when she kissed her coed friend and extruded some of Bob's cum through Allie's lips. She jerked back once but settled again after taking in the surprise and the prize. It was her first taste of male ejaculate: salty and gooey.
Bob watched the exchange and gave a glib chuckle. The old man in the window was getting a real eyeful today. When the girls had ended their spermatic sharing game, Bob took each in hand and led them back inside. As they went through the door before him, he held back a moment and turned to give a friendly wave to the upstairs window across the way. Then a thumbs up as he saw the curtain flutter. It was his neighbor's signal of thanks for another entertaining afternoon.
Kellie was pensive. After she and Allie redonned some modest clothes, they prepared supper and, afterwards, all settled in the couch for some non-porn TV. Bob was well satisfied and Allie was happy for now, but Kellie had gotten two mouthfuls of cum and not much else. She was wondering now about her desire to please Bob with a double date because so far, it hadn't been the freewheeling sex-a-thon she had imagined.
Bob, for his part, was feeling pretty good. He wore a clean pair of briefs and either side of him was a coed wearing white panties and a filmy peasant blouse that didn't hide their firm round breasts or the stiff semi-conical nipples. But he was pacing himself, knowing later in the bed upstairs, his rejuvenated stamina would be put to another test.
And as night fell, the three housemates retired to the bedroom. Allie undressed from her minimal clothes, settled herself in lotus pose at the foot of the bed and watched with fascination while Bob and Kellie renewed their affections with an hour long build up and culmination of their mutual gratification. Bob was treated to the view of Allie's focused attention while receiving a variety of Kellie's practiced sexual techniques. In the afterglow of orgasmic delight, Allie joined the pair in a nude bundle of warm skin and cuddling limbs. Sleep brought its welcome stillness to their minds and bodies.
Bob awoke in the night to a gentle buzzing at his groin. He was laying on his side facing Kellie and opened his eyes to find her awake and looking with neutral expression at his face. Her fingers were touching and fondling his dick, working on his arousal. He guessed her intent but waited for her words.
"It's time."
He knew what time she spoke of and was in agreement. Allie was asleep cuddled close to his back, her arm draped over his side, her firm breasts and nipples pressing noticeably.
He slowly lifted her arm and turned 180 to face her. The move jostled her partly out of her slumber. Bob kept going, rolling her onto her back as he wedged his hips between her thighs.
She became more aware and, as his swollen knob touched her outer nether lips; his hands gripped one ass cheek and held the other hand against her back. Her boobs, with their stiff nipples, were squashed under his chest.
She understood his intention to continue her induction into his circle of sex partners. He was about to fuck her.
It wasn't that she didn't think it would happen or didn't want it to happen; she just wanted it differently, passionately, romantically, like Kellie's recent elongated foreplay session.
But then she considered his breast fondling and kissing on the couch, his cunnilingus and her sampling of the taste of his cum at the pool. She recognized that his passionate foreplay had happened over the course of the day rather than just now.
She moved to cooperate by opening her thighs wider, wrapping her arms around his shoulders, nuzzling his neck, inviting him to enter her very special place. Her mood was such that she was instantly wet and ready for him. She locked her ankles behind his calves to brace for the impending breach. He felt the soft silkiness of her warm skin on his legs, arms and chest.
He pressed his cock in an inch and she gave a small cry of discomfort. Her boyfriend was average sized, which is why she asked the college boy for other favors, trying to gain more pleasure from their vanilla rousting. Bob was definitely bigger and the initial stretch was much more than she was used to.
Bob was no stranger to his own heft and its first-time effects on a new partner. He couldn't suppress an inner boost in his ego. And even more so when he reared back and jammed himself forward, burying his cock in one steady expansion of her narrow vaginal channel. He reveled again in the sound of her huffing louder vocalization at the swift penetration and the sudden increased clutch of her arms and legs.
He halted deep to let her accommodate his intruder. A moment later, he pulled back an inch and rammed forward, finding her maximum depth as his tip and pubic pressed hard on her cervix and clitoris. Now she cried out in earnest, whether in shock, surprise, pain or pleasure. Bob held her tight as she hugged him back, jerking and vibrating. He waited out her extreme emotions and let her recover her steadiness, knowing she had much more of the new experience to come.
He held her for another moment, letting her think he was caring for her comfort. The ruse ended as he drew back and rammed in again, starting a vigorous cycle of long strokes and hard thrusts that rubbed her wet inner tissues along the sensitized penile nerves on his shaft and corona. The wet friction in her sopping cunt sent thrills along his erection that spread out to encompass his groin, and further into his legs, belly and spine. They grew and grew as he pushed, pulled and pounded until the peak of rapture raced up his spine and swamped his brain with endorphins. His balls emptied their flood of male essence into her tightly gripping vaginal channel.
Allie felt the cannonade of cum and it lit off her own orgasm, with body shaking convulsions that she could have only dreamed of with her juvenile student lover boy. She vibrated through a cycle of deep Kegel ripples. Bob was still conscious enough to feel the potent waves running up and down his spouting shaft.
Kellie watched the pair immersed in the throes of ecstasy and was reminded of her own whole-body tremors that Bob consistently generated in her. Now, even more, she wondered if this joint session was such a good idea.
Bob shuddered to a halt and lay his full weight on Allie. Her embrace of his body wasn't showing any signs of letting him go. He finally moved to disconnect and rolled away towards Kellie. He lay on his side and the naked young playmates resumed their fore and aft embrace of the man who fulfilled their sensual dreams.
Bob smelled bacon, that smoky tasting breakfast essential. It brought him out of his sleep. He felt around. He was alone; the bed was empty of others. He donned a fresh pair of briefs and wandered downstairs to investigate. His coed guests were almost done cooking and the table held the French toast, cut fruit and, of course, crispy bacon.
The girls were dressed out again in the flimsy see-thru tops from last evening and fresh panties. Their hair was still damp from the morning shower and preening that they had performed without disturbing the rest needed by their middle-aged host.
The three dug into the morning repast and talked of anything but their recent sexual exploits: school, grades, who was dating who, sports, trendy fashions. But the conversation was overhung with unanswered questions about the future. Kellie decided to boldly broach the subject.
"Mr. Kenworth, do you want to continue these joint afternoons? It seems a burden on your fortitude."
Bob didn't respond immediately. He considered the possibilities. If this was a once and done with Allie, that would be a disappointment. If he continued the joint sessions, that might be unfair to his two partners. He chewed his last nibbles of food and pondered an idea. He addressed Allie.
"Can you cook?"
Now she was the one to hesitate. What did he mean? Was 'cook' slang for some kinky sexual act?
"Do you mean like 'food'?"
"Yes, I mean like food. Did you cook this breakfast?"
"Yes. Kellie knew what menu you liked but I cooked it. Did you like it?"
"Very much so. All my favorites, like Kellie told you. How would you like to cook me breakfast once a week?"
Kellie sat taller in her chair; afraid Bob had decided to continue the joint sessions. That was not what she wanted. Bob saw the shift in her body and knew he needed to quickly get control of the situation. Allie hesitated to respond, also noting Kellie's reaction.
"I guess so. What do you think, Kellie?"
Bob intervened.
"It's not her decision. It's yours and mine. Do you want to cook me breakfast once a week, yes or no."
"Yes."
"Good. Going forward, Kellie will continue her Sunday afternoons and evenings into Monday morning. And you, Allie, will come by Wednesday after school for your own private overnight time with me. And cook me breakfast. Agreed?"
Allie said 'yes' and Kellie joined in with an affirmative. So, the schedule was set.
"You girls better get ready for school. You're right, Kellie, these dual dates do flag my stamina. I'm calling in sick today."
The girls skipped up the stairs to redress in the nice clothes they had arrived in yesterday. Bob waited, hearing the scurry and bustle of the giggling girls getting ready to depart. This new arrangement was better than he could had hoped for yesterday afternoon. Double the pussy, double the pleasure.
They toddled down the steps again, dressed in school fashion finery; makeup was suitably restored. They closed in on Bob for some farewell kisses and canoodles, giving him a reminder of their individual body scent choices: floral and citrusy. He gave and got the fond 'good byes'. But he wasn't ready to let them leave. He stood tall and they quietly did the same, reflecting his stance. He crooked a finger towards them like he was calling a pet dog closer, then held out his open hand palm up.
"Panties!"
They both cock an eyebrow in query.
"Panties! I want mementos of our time together."
They slowly understood and, with hands raised under their skirts, they skimmed down the white cotton undies, sliding over their high heeled feet. Each held out the trophies for Bob's taking. He tossed the demanded gifts onto the breakfast table. Then he signaled them 'dismissed' with a back handed wave. He watched them turn to go. With one step, Allie triggered his memory of her tight skirted ass sashaying away in the school building hallway. And his silent retort to her offer of anything else he needed. He remembered one of his bawdy choices she could have taken.
"Wait!"
He grabbed Allie's arms and roughly towed her stumbling on her heels back to the stairs, facing towards the steps and clamping her hands on the ends of the bannisters. He spoke aside to Kellie.
"Help me hold her."
Kellie replaced his grip on the captured hands with her own. Allie waggled her hips and body, trying to escape whatever this was supposed to be.
Bob had Allie in a hands-against-the-wall doggy pose, one of his previous hallway muses. He dropped his briefs and hiked up her skirt over her now panty-less ass. He kicked her inner heels and she widened her legs apart unconsciously. Her tight ass was luscious to look at and he couldn't resist a solid smack to one cheek.
She howled a protest but was fixed in place by her friend. Bob reached under her magnificent rearend and his fingers found her vaginal cleft. He moved closer and guided his cock tip there. Allie protested again but to no avail.
Bob punched in and thrust long strokes in and out, considering only for his own pleasure. Even with all the sex over the last hours, he didn't take long. This was the realization of that same fantasy that had fueled his spend in his office after their first chance hallway meeting.
He was quick, not a voluminous spew but respectable enough. He pulled out and saw the leaking dribbles of his cum slicking her inner thighs. He dropped the skirt back over her ass and signaled Kellie to let her go.
Allie should have been angry at the quick use of her cunt but she remembered her orgasm of the night before and the promise of more weekly. She held her temper and her tongue.
"You better get going. Don't be late to class."
They quickstepped to the entrance and both spun on a shoe toe together, giving him a cute little cupped hand wave just before going out the door. His selfish response was typical of a macho man's ego thrown at the back of a fresh sexual conquest.
"See you on Wednesday, Allie. Don't be late!"
*** Teaching ***
Wednesdays had become one of Bob's favorites; Allie gave a new meaning to 'Hump Day'. Her former boyfriend was ditched in order to save time and energy to devote to Bob, who in turn, devoted himself to her... for those nights anyway. She arrived soon after class, eager to get things rolling after a week of anticipation.
Bob appreciated the fine attention she gave to her arrival appearance: prime man-baiting fashions. It was as if her mother had altered the job quip to really say Allie should dress for the cock she wanted, not the one she had.
Early on, Bob had happened upon an extraordinary product sold to a restricted clientele. The small bottles of expensive perfume were laced with supersaturated amounts of pheromones. He gifted each young lady with a different blended scent. He also surprised them on occasion with special accoutrements for their turns with him: sexy stiletto heels, bright colored silk panties and body jewelry like ankle bracelets and thin gold waist chains. The girls saw the braided strings as decorations but Bob thought off them as symbols of their bond to him.
He encouraged them to wear the gifts between their weekly trysts to reminisce about him and simmer their passions in growing anticipation.
Sundays were reserved for Kellie, Allie got Wednesdays and the remainder of the week set aside for the middle-aged man's refraction.
His schedule was full.
Allie proved to be a spectacular midweek boon. His night was filled with more sex than even an alpha male like Bob could hope for. But he managed to survive. And the mornings were even more special. Allie's culinary talents were a stupendous bounty: a rotating variety of French toast, pancakes, waffles, omelets, timbales, quiches, fruit and, of course, bacon, lots and lots of bacon. When he arrived in the kitchen, she was there, nude but for a bibb apron that exposed sidewinder views of the tits he had fondled, nuzzled and squashed all night long. Then down the top half came as she sat topless while they devoured her nutritious gifts.
The sexy visage gave him that last minute boost he needed for her farewell blowjob that she performed after crawling under the breakfast table. He usually finished his coffee just as she finished her task, and they each got that last swallowed of their separate creams.
It had not been until her fourth visit that he convinced her to try out the oral arts. He had given her cunnilingus on each of her previous visits, including the first Sunday initiation when she had joined her friend Kellie in a 'double date'.



Allie's acceptance of oral satisfaction from Bob only perked her curiosity in reciprocating the action for him. On her fourth Wednesday evening, she was the one to bring up the matter. Bob had been waiting for her interest to grow naturally rather than demand it and create any latent feelings of being forced too soon.
They were cuddled on the living room couch. She was still lightly dressed in panties and a billowy shear chemise after their rambunctious doggy on the carpet. He had popped off his shorts but only twisted her panties aside before drilling in.
Afterwards, the pair had settled in for Bob's usual post-coital refraction. Her fingers fiddled on his exhausted shaft. Her soft voice broke the silence.
"Do you like blowjobs?"
His reply was nonchalant.
"I don't know of any man who doesn't."
He let the comment hang, hoping that this may lead to the magic moment of her request to try it out on him. And she did.
"I've been asked but never agreed. Maybe it's time to give it a try."
"If you're sure, then let's practice right here."
He eased her up from the couch and guided her to kneel between his legs. She was faced with his tumescence. Her nipples and the roundness of her breasts were hardly veiled by the cover but Bob wanted her to feel more amenable to his pleasure.
"It would help me get in the mood if you removed your top."
She took the hem of her shear cover and drew it over her head, tossing it aside. Bob marveled anew at the firm nubile shape of her youthful breasts. That alone got a reaction before the even more tingle when she wrapped her warm hand around his cock.
Allie had seen a few porn videos where the girl held the cock in a one-handed death grip and had a nervous concern on her face, worried that the milky ropes would shoot out even before she started anything. Eventually they did cover the porn star's face. And that was the hesitant pose she took on now. Bob eased her fears with a laughing riposte.
"It doesn't bite. In fact, I'm the one that should worry about toothmarks."
Allie rolled her eyes up, that look of head bowed but eyes attentive, and nodded her understanding, turning them back to examine the penile structure up close. The round cone of the knob had a slit at the tip, a velvety texture and a notched flared base. Her hand below held the bundle of muscles with its prominent veins coursing up just under the wrinkled skin.
She had handled his erection before, bringing him relief with her hand, and this stiff muscle had delved into her vagina numerous times. But now, it would enter her mouth and that would be a new stage in her growing sexual repertoire.
"Start slow, honey, just kiss the tip, and maybe lick the nook."
She took his encouragement to heart and leaned in, puckering her lips and touching his knob. It didn't move, held tight in her fist. She tried a tentative touch with her tongue and, again, it behaved. Feeling bolder with a sense of control, she lapped at the nook. Bob moaned and she recognized that sound of his pleasure from their other sexual activities.
"Try taking some inside, just a little to get a knack for the taste."
She spread her lips, slacked her jaw and allowed the knob to slide through the gap between her teeth. She felt the warm swollen meat brush along the flat of her tongue. She atomically swallowed, rippling her tongue along the short length embedded in her oral cavity. She heard another moan and was encouraged by the reaction. She must be doing something right; he seemed pleased.
More courageous now, she bobbed slowly forward, carefully taking more in. Holding just a moment, she backed off and let the rod retreat until she was holding the end between her soft lips.
"That's nice" she heard.
"So that's the basic moves' she thought.
So, she continued: an intake, a swallow or a tongue ripple, a backoff, then testing a deeper incursion, bit by bobbing bit, until she felt the end at the entrance to her gullet. That was as far as she could go.
And she proceeded to mix short and long head bobs to vary Bob's stimulation.
After a time, he sensed Bob's breathing changing tempo. She recognized the build up to his imminent orgasm and ejaculation. At the moment of his grunting peak, she drew him out and pointed the spout at her chest. She peppered her tits with his shots of spunk as his hips rocked and his cock vibrated in her hand.
When the last drops dribbled out and over her hand, she stopped her strokes and held him steady, letting him come down from his high. Her handful of manliness dwindled in her clutch as he deflated and entered a new cycle of refraction.
"That was a good first try. We'll do it again later or next week. I'll give you some pointers as we go along and teach you different ways to make it better for me."
Intermittent downtimes during the night gave him the chance to coach her on his other preferred stimulations. He liked her to dress in preppy fashions: clothes, heels, jewelry, makeup, perfume; stripping her luscious body gave him that machismo illusion of taking uninvited liberties with a rich bitch.
He liked a little struggle now and then, enough to feel dominant when he fucked her. And when they were in the post-coital cuddling, he liked her to engage in fawning fondles, intimating a passion to be fucked again as soon as nature allowed him the energy.
She assured him that the last one, the passion to be fucked again soon, was real and never a put-on.
And she was very attentive when Bob spoke of deepthroat oral and the female's duty to swallow his gift of spermatic discharge.
Now, having gain valuable experience, she was attuned to that diligent act as a tender good bye before she departed for school and a week of percolating her lust until the next Wednesday rendezvous.
*** Sharing ***
It was the holiday season and classes were ended until the New Year. Both Kellie and Allie regretted their obligatory family home visits but even Bob's magic cock could not overcome their parents' demands for some 'us-time' with their offspring.
They assured him he would survive the two weeks, just as they would. And as the poet said, 'absence makes the heart grow fonder'. And the cock harder and the pussy wetter.
He left his office Friday afternoon. Allie coincidentally emerged from Mr. Dickenham's office, waving a sweet 'Happy Holidays, see you next year' to her boss, having just finished her final semester shift. She saw Bob in the hallway and affected the same diffident mannerism.
"And Happy Holidays to you, too, Mr. Kenworth."
She peeked back at the office she had exited and, seeing that the coast was clear, gave a wink and a hand-blown air kiss at Bob before sashaying away in a rendition of the ass flouting that had captured his yearning on the very first meeting.
He wondered which of his silky thong gifts was molding her shaven pussy into a camel toe under the skirt: Candy apple red or Christmas tree green.
She was conscious of holidays and, much to Bob's delight, matched panty color to the traditional holiday color schemes, meant for his discovery on Wednesday nights: Halloween pumpkin orange, Thanksgiving squash and corn yellow, Easter robin egg blue.
He gleefully removed the tokens of cheer to gain access to her grotto of sexuality.
Two weeks were going to seem like an eternity to Bob.
He smiled and thought about his teacher colleague's agitation at Allie's unrepressed office coquetry, especially when she wore the pheromone perfume.
And the self-loathing envy Ron would feel if he ever learned that his unrequited heartthrob was regularly indulging Bob in boundless sexual escapades.
It was Christmas Eve and the campus buildings and grounds were nearly deserted. He was one of only a few patrons at the local diner where he fed on the advertised 'holiday dinner'. The turkey, stuffing and gravy were typical of ready-made fast-food fare. The pumpkin pie was adequate and tonight, each dining guest got a free Christmas cookie.
The waitress, 'Mystie' by her chest sported name tag, came over several times to check on him. She didn't seem too busy and they struck up a small talk conversation.
Bob looked her over. She wore the standard white soft soled shoes of a working girl that spent a lot of time on her feet. And those feet supported athletically shaped legs that disappeared beneath the hem of the half apron whose ties at her waist clinched around her tight abdomen, just above her snug round bottom.
And she certainly filled out her baby blue front button uniform. The white collars were folded back to her shoulders and her Wonder bra packed cleavage showed promise. Bob got an excellent closeup view of the fleshy bulbs when she leaned in to refill his coffee cup.
He thought she had a cute face. The subtle makeup and modest earrings gave her an innocent pedestrian look. She had high cheekbones, Oriental straight black hair and jet-black eyes. Her ethnicity was probably mixed; he suspected Afro-Asian, either recently infused in her parents, or possibly the result of a past dalliance by African American troops in some far-off Asian war.
He looked around the diner. It was slow tonight and he invited her to sit a while at his booth.
"Take a load off for a minute. Have a seat."
She looked around quickly to see if her few customers needed service but they seemed okay. She slid in across from him as he munched the free cookie and sipped at his coffee.
He inquired about her. She shared, almost confessed with a sigh of discontent, that she was a college coed from the local campus, earning pocket money on this side gig. With a small scholarship and this second shift waitressing, she was barely making ends meet. The college crowd wasn't known as big tippers.
"So, Mystie, aren't you going home for the family festivities?"
She was so close to graduation in the spring but struggling to keep up with her final year classes. There didn't seem to be enough time for everything to do: work, classes, homework, term papers, plus eating and sleeping.
"Between my special assignment and my low bank account, I need to stay here, study and work. Anyway, my mom and her new boyfriend are traveling, so there's no real reason to 'go home'."
"What about your boyfriend? Isn't he taking you to meet the family?"
"Boyfriend! I haven't time to work, study and sleep. He took off last fall when I couldn"t give him enough 'attention'."
The last phrase was said with a bit of sarcasm. She sighed again and spoke under her breath louder than she intended.
'God. I haven't gotten laid in months.'
Bob heard the words and chuckled to himself. Mystie realized he had heard her and ducked her head in embarrassment. Bob politely covered her faux pas with continued conversation.
"Too bad. Must be tough being a beautiful lady like you turning down so many offers of companionship."
She really seemed hard working and dedicated to getting ahead, an admirable trait in today's 'just get by' culture. Maybe he could help her out; it was Christmas after all.
"You know, I have been thinking of getting an office assistant. Would you be interested?"
She looked a little askance; was he propositioning her. He seemed honest, so probably not. Just being empathetic.
"More work? I don't have enough time now for all I've got to."
Bob interjected.
"But it's paying a stipend, probably more money than you make here. And as a college employee, your tuition would be half paid by my department. Still not interested?"
She perked up. More money and less expense.
"That does sound like a good idea. But it won't give me any help until the New Year. And I still have my special assignment to complete."
"What special assignment?"
"Well... I didn't do so well in Biology this semester. I tried to get Professor Dickenham to change my grade. He said he would consider it if I wrote an extra paper over the winter break. He wants 20-pages on any topic related to human reproduction. I was thinking of writing about gestation periods."
Bob's ears perked up at Ron's name. Mystie was beholding to him and Bob's mind churned with the possibilities. His mindless friend was so star struck by Allie that he had overlooked other opportunities. This might be the circumstances that changed that.
"There might be a way to get a shorter paper accepted. Would that interest you?"
"Sure. How do I do that?"
Bob started slowly, carefully, laying out a plan, wording it such that it seemed natural and no big deal. Just a little quid pro quo between consenting adults. He watched her face and body language for hesitation or rejection. Mystie listened thoughtfully, seriously, mulling his idea over, asking a question or two. Bob was stoically matter of fact with the answers.
So, it wasn't surprising to Bob when he heard later that Mystie showed up at Ron's house Christmas Eve wearing her waitress uniform and bearing Christmas cookies and eggnog, a thank you for his generosity in allowing her to ease her dilemma with an extra credit assignment.
He invited her in and they sat across from each other at the kitchen table, exchanging campus news and other gossip.
After Ron had drunk two mugs of the extra potent alcoholic elixir, Mystie launched her quest for academic reprieve. She fiddled with the top button of her uniform dress, exposing a greater peek of her cleavage and its packing bra.
Ron's sluggish eyes settled on the better view and paid more attention to his guest.
She was attractively curvy, and her complexion was tawny Asiatic. The hair, pulled into a temple exposing half ponytail, was jet black with bangs cut square over her eyebrows. Her deep black eyes were slightly elongated, almond shaped by her high cheekbones. He thought she was very pretty.
He saw her adjust herself lower in her seat and felt a touch at his groin. He looked down to see her shoeless toes patting his zipper. He heard her broach the subject of getting some relief from the term paper by granting him a compensatory kind of relief.
"You said it had to be about human reproduction. I spent some time in the library but there wasn't much there. I was hoping you could give me a more robust source of knowledge."
Ron's foggy mind answered noncommittally.
"I don't know. What did you have in mind?"
"How about some practical exercises on Mother Nature's devious little incentives to induce males and females to reproduce?"
She fiddled with another button, then another. More of her bra and cleavage came into view. Her foot retreated and she stood, doffing the dress to reveal her bra and skimpy panty combination.
Ron sat dumbfounded.
Mystie came around the table and drew him to stand. He was a head taller than her but in his state, she easily took charge. She led him to the living room, in front of the lit fireplace. Taking his hands, she talked him through stripping her underwear: the bra clasps unclipped and panties smoothed down her legs. He stood waiting for more action.
She stripped him in turn, noting that the body under his usual professor-like frumpy attire was well maintained. A little roll at his waist but the elsewhere the whole-body muscularity bode well for her enjoyment. It may have been months since that last time she had orgasmed on anything non-mechanical after her ex-boyfriend had done his adios fuck-and-dump, but tonight held promise of an more thrilling and more purposeful outcome.
She drew him down onto the carpet into a starter position: a missionary fuck to get him acclimated to the looming all night sex education she planned him to give her for her research paper.
He knelt between her thighs, his cock stiff, her hand guiding the tip to her pussy. Her arm circled his neck and drew him in for a deep passionate kiss. He settled above her, ready to rumble.
Positioned for entry, he gathered his strength and pushed. The head slid in smoothly and she moaned into his mouth at the familiar, though not recently, stretch. Fully encouraged by her boldness, he pressed further and easily descended all the way into her wet, warm cunt.
They worked together to set a nice cycle going; she rolled her hips to his rhythm. He felt her round boob masses buoyed under his chest and he paused occasionally to kiss her aroused nipples.
He wanted to last longer but when her spine arched, her body tensed up and she called out her orgasm, his fortitude melted and he joined her, launching spouts of spunk deep inside. He collapsed on top of her, resting and rejuvenating, warmed by her body and the firelight.
When he regained some energy, he rolled aside but not far. He played with her boobs until she maneuvered away. He tried to bring her back but she held her distance. He rose to make good on his intension but she apparently intended something else.
A funny game of 'chase me, chase me' ensued all around the first floor of the house. He almost caught her several times, but she escaped only to slow until he closed the distance and then bounded away.
At last, he trapped in a corner of the living room. His cock had regained its stiffness. He spun an arm around her waist and hauled her to the couch, flopping her face down over the puffy upholstered arm.
In a false struggle, she spread her legs and seeing her winking pussy, he drove his erection, straight in. She walked a fake protest a s she reveled in the manly strokes. Her hand snuck to her clitoris and she rubbed carefully, meaning to ignite her orgasm simultaneously with his ejaculation.
It was another thrill for him to believe his sexual prowess was creating joy for her and possibly capturing her heart, a potentially longer-term relationship.
After that, they shuffled to his bedroom. In the night, she initiated more, this time a cowgirl on his prone physique. He was deep inside but showing signs of his middle-aged and naturally diminished stamina. She employed an ego trick that Bob had suggested for just these moments.
"Allie would be so jealous of me right now. She talks about how nice and gentlemanly you are to her but I'll bet she would prefer a more physical treatment like I'm getting now"
The mental fantasy of tight fashionista Allie riding his cock in lieu of this round buxom Mystie turned him rock hard. He thrusted a half dozen solid rams and spewed to a loud wail of orgasmic thrill.
Mystie spent the rest of the night, coupling him in sidesaddle, another drawn out missionary and a final dribble captured and swallowed after her blowjob.
Ron woke up on Christmas morning with body aches everywhere from the excessive exercise. The rumpled bed was empty save for him. He smelled breakfast and managed to move his sore body downstairs to find Mystie in the kitchen.
She supported him as she moved his weary form into a chair at the table. He ate, slowly, savoring the delicious food.
Mystie sat near him and started the inevitable conversation.
"That Mother Nature sure has a frisky plan for her children. I guess I could write a lot of pages about her methods but I don't think I could do 20 by the start of next term.:
She paused to let his fuddled mind catch up.
"Now, about that 20. It so happens that there are 20 weeks left to graduation. What if instead of writing it all down, I come here and we do a day, or night, of research on the topic each of those 20 weeks? Would that satisfy my extra credit assignment?"
She placed her hand on his bare cock and rubbed some short gentle strokes while he thought it over. His eyes squinted as his mouth slacked open and he groaned out a long sigh of contentment as she completed the handjob. The sperm barely shot out, dropping to the tile floor between his feet under the table.
Mystie took that for a 'yes'
Bob hired Mystie as his office assistant. She was a boon to his office: a hearty worker that helped his classes and gave his ofice aome eye candy decoration. With the extra money, she turned a bit towards the fashionista style, coached by her office neighbor Allie.



She continued her waitress job on weekends, but she asked Bob, with a twinkle in her eye, for early Tuesday afternoons off.
Bob suspected Ron was getting some benefit of that twinkle because he left early Tuesdays as well and dragged himself in late to his office every Wednesday morning.
And he seemed in a much brighter mood all the other weekdays.
*** Graduation ***
Ron returned to his office following the packed graduation ceremony. He had watched forlornly as Allie walked across the stage in her black cap and gown, accepting her diploma and its supposed launch of her new career. It was a bitter sweet event; she had made his drudgery school duties much more palatable with her sexy presence in his drab little office. Now she would probably join her family and friends for a celebratory party somewhere.
He was stirring the papers on his desk, idling away some time for the on campus crowd of visitors to dissipate. He heard a small knock on the open door and looked up to see Allie, still dressed in cap and gown standing there.
"May I come in?"
Ron's somber mood jolted into a smile and his heart rate surged a little faster, as it always did when she was near.
"Of course, you have always been welcome here. Nothing's changed."
She stepped over the threshold, her lovely ankles decorated by strappy fashion heels exposed beneath the long cloak. She took off her mortarboard hat and graduate sash and placed them on the chair that she had occupied so many times over the year. Her hair was tied off into the customary ponytail, her face all made up for the life milestone ceremony.
Strangely, she closed and locked the office door. Turning towards him again, she pulled the lapels of the cloak open and the front closure snaps popped in sequence all the way to the bottom. She threw the open black gown over her shoulders and let it slide off her arms to pile on the floor at her feet.
If Ron was excited just at her presence, he was stunned by her presentation now. It was a casual combination of white tank top and loose blue skirt; he perceived that this clothing choice made her look like a young lady 'on the make'.
She moved to stand in front of his desk. He got a closer view of the get-up.
She always had hard nipples that a bra struggled to hide. There was no hint of a bra today; her prominent pokies were puckering through the stretchy thin cotton top.
The navy-blue skirt was not ass-tight like her more fashionable wear that she wore to his office. The miniskirt was only long enough to cover her hips and ass, exposing most of her thighs. If she sat or moved quickly, he was sure he would see a pantie flash.
But a flash proved to be unnecessary. She leaned forward, her boobs dangling from her chest unconfined but for the stretchy top. Ron got a great down-blouse view of her inner swells. She looked up from her pose and gave him a humble smile. Then on with the task. Both hands moved beneath the hem; she wiggled a few steps as she drew the white cotton thong down her thighs. One hand leaned on the desk as the other pulled the white cotton underthing down her thighs and over one heel, then the other. All the while, Ron's vision was filled with the sight of her boobs jiggling inside the tank top.
Righting, and seeing his eyes still glued to her chest, she laid the panties on his desk.
"Here's my thank you memento for all your kindness this year."
He watched as she moved around the desk to the side of his chair. Her perfume was subtle but memorable from her days in his office. She reached out a hand, drew a finger down his cheek, used it to lift his chin and leaned in for a tender kiss. She ended it gently and stayed inches from his face as she spoke.
"That's another 'thank you'. Would like more?"
Not waiting for an answer, she returned upright and pulled the tank top straps over her shoulders. Crossing her hands to opposite sides, she peeled down her top, exposing her boobs just inches from his face. The fabric formed a rumpled hoop of white around her waist. Ron stared spellbound at the brown nipples, capped with nubs formed into two hard cylinders.
"I like it when a gentleman kisses my tits. Would you do me the honor, Professor Dickenham?"
His throat was so tight he couldn't speak but he could follow direction. His lips closed on a nipple. He kissed it firmly. His tongue tip flicked the nub and she hummed a sound of pleasure. The other nipple got the same treatment to an equivalent effect. She leaned away, taking away his mammary playthings... for now.
Allie moved to the far side of the desk again. Her hips moved down and first torso, then tits and head disappeared in order. He heard shuffling, hand and knees scuffling, and her head appeared again, between his thighs.
Her hands rubbed up his pants zipper to his belt buckle. She fingered the clasp but paused, looking up at his face. Her voice was humble and subdued.
"May I?"
Ron was mesmerized by the events unfolding. Again, his attempt at words was unsuccessful; he simply nodded in disbelief. Allie gave a small grin and got to work; unbuckle, unbutton, unzip, extract the appendage, and slide down his pants were the sequential acts. She folded his shirt tails up over his belly; don't want to soil a good shirt. She wrapped a hand around the shaft and held the partial stiffness erect. Her voice was filled with wonder.
"Oh my God, it's so beautiful."
She looked up again, asked his permission to go further. Again, he could only nod.
Her tongue extended and poked at the vee. Her lips placed a kiss on the tip before making the required oral vacuum and sucking in the knob. Ron had enough vocal ability now to moan.
She was in control and proceeded with her fellatio plan: a slippery incursion, a flat tongue rasp, a head bob back and forth. The deepthroats placed her nose tip in his clump of pubic hair while it placed his knob tip at her tonsils.
She heard his moans grow louder. A blowjob to ejaculation was not in her plan; she drew off with an audible pop and held his quivering erection in her hand.
She moved her hands to his knees and pushed his wheeled office chair further away from his desk. She used her handholds to brace, giving her room to ascend to a stand. She leaned in, planting another kiss on his lips. Staying close, eye to eye, she queried his willingness.
"I want to give you a real 'thank you' to remember me by."
Without waiting for any response, she closed his knees halfway, spread her legs and saddled up on his hairy thighs. She braced on her heels to lift her ass and shuffled forward, her hand lifting his rod. Adjusting her groin, she placed him at her labial lips. She didn't plunge down, but rather leaned her chest forward, her tits close to his face, and held the back of his head and neck, preventing him from retreating.
"Would you kiss them again. I so like that. Please?"
He did, and as he did, she slowly descended, taking his mighty man flesh into her delicate juicy cleft. Ron felt the goodness of his cock engulfed in the moist warmth. He moaned into her soft breast, still captured by his mouth.
He tentatively tested a weak toothy nibble on her nipple. He heard her whimper at the feeling. 'She must be very sensitive there' he figured. He tried the other tit. She seemed to like it there as well.
Her hips started a slowly cycle: up to where the tip almost escaped and then down until their pubis collided. Her floor planted heels and the hug on his head gave the bracing points that allowed her to move with silky purpose.
His hands rested idly on the office chair arms. He circled her hips, hands now on her toned bare ass. He had always wondered about what it would be like to clutch her lovely round butt muscles but was deterred from the discovery by her aloofness in the office.
He released her lip-locked tit and she adjusted her pose lower so that the nipples now bumped against his chest as she moved. She twisted a little with each bounce to rub them more. She seemed in a trance when she murmured her regret.
"Why did you make me wait so long? Why didn't you take me sooner? It's been agony these many long months being around you but not being 'with' you."
As she said it, she paused deep and worked her hips in a flat revolution, rubbing his tip on her cervix. She moved her lips close to his ear and whispered even more about her anguish.
"I dressed sexy just for you. I wore expensive perfume to catch your notice. But nothing. Wasn't I good enough for you?"
Ron's mind went into reminiscent mode as his cock was being massaged by the pussy of his dreams. How had he missed the signs? He remembered her keen obedience to his academic requirements, her dedication to fulfilling those assignments timely and accurate. He had taken the sexy fashions and accessories as her attention to career success, not a signal of her attraction for him. What a waste of a whole academic year. He could have been in this position, in this place, in this cunt long before this and many times more to boot.
He couldn't hold out much longer: the strip show, the fellatio and now the cowgirl fuck with boobs patting his body. He gritted his teeth to maintain control of his emotions. His hands moved from bare skin to grip the bundle of top and skirt circling her abdomen above her hips. He could grip tight on the bundle of clothes without hurting his lap-borne former employee.
Allie monitored his reactions to her vaginal stimulations. She gained pace in her strokes and was herself rising in passion. She began to hum in real elation. His jaw clenched and his body tensed. She felt his hands pull tighter on the ring of fabrics at her waist. She knew he was trying to hold out, make it last longer. But she had other ideas.
Just as she judged him ready, she let her own control wane and poked her tongue tip into his ear canal. She heard his cry of ecstasy just as she felt his cum surge deep in her feminine receptacle. It was followed by ebbing additional cries as he shot more and more essence deep in her core. It was the rigger she needed and her orgasm exploded as she vibrated in his arms, hugging his neck, biting his earlobe and wailing with delight.
They held on to each other's' body, recovering their breath, letting the post-orgasmic buzz circulate about their genitalia, spines and brains. Allie leaned up at last, feeling Ron's dwindling cock loose its bulk in her vaginal space. She braced her feet, leaning back towards the desk and grabbed her panties. She rose up and before his softened cock exited completely, placed her panties against their groins and sopped up the leaking cum and vaginal lubricants before they stained her legs, his balls or the furniture.
Pulling off completely, she pecked his lips, a cheek and his forehead as he lay in languid pose, drained of energy and precious fluids. Steppig back, it was an easy task to pull her tank top over her tits and let the bunched miniskirt resume draping from her waist.
She walked to her old station, the desk and chair where she had performed her academic duties. The cap, sash and gown were retrieved. The only thing left behind wee her gift of the souvenir panties, soiled with their juices and smells, lying ostentatious on his desk.
She unlocked and opened the door. Turning one last time to look at Professor Dickenham, her former employer and longtime lust object, finally requitted, she cocked a naughty smile, threw a wily wink, and blew him an air kiss. She stepped into the hallway and strode away, her miniskirt flaunting the tight ass that had attracted his attention many months before. She was gone and he never saw her again.
It was the end of summer and Professors Kenworth and Dickenham were chatting in the hallway.
"So, Ron, have you talked to HR about hiring a new office assistant for the coming year?"
"Sure have. They're sending over a couple candidates. I'm interviewing this week. How about you."
"Same."
They eyed each other with a look of conspiratorial clairvoyance, and returned to their offices. They hoped this year's girls would turn out to be as pretty and friendly as Allie and Mystie.
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*** Prologue from Total Woman Trainers, Ch. 04, Catalina's Recruitment ***
And so, as the months had just seemed to melt away, it was graduation day at the community college. Kitti received her Associate's Degree and her joyful parents took cap and gown pictures, met her friend Candy and asked her to join them in celebrating the happy event. The family dinner was the right time for Kitti to divulge her good fortune at attaining a two year fully paid scholarship at another campus.
Her cash strapped parents were delighted with the news. That would free up resources for the younger siblings' educations. There were hugs all around and tear-filled farewells and then Kitti waved goodbye to her old life as her family drove away.
Candy and Kitti packed up for their impending move to their designated TWA campus. Despite Ned restocking the stash twice, they were each down to two remaining pairs of the classy panties. Ned arrived to escort them and they entered the backseat of the limousine for the journey. The girls were bubbly and Ned let them chatter away. They flipped through the recent family graduation party photos.
He noted that Kitti wasn't the only curvaceous beauty in the family. Her pretty younger sisters were likewise well endowed. And as young Hispanic women, they were fastidious with their makeup and dress. The pouty lips were bright red and the dresses cut to show off lots of curvy skin. They probably rebuffed boys' pickup lines in front of their parents but Ned presumed they were more biddable later in secluded little hookups.
He would pass their information to the TWA Recruiters, referring the adorable little siblings as potential candidates for TWA enrollments. Poor families were less inclined to doubtfully question a free college education.
*** Present Day ***
Pedro Gonzales was a proud but not a wealthy working man. A high school dropout, under duress at the time to aid his parent's insignificant income, he had married early, worked as a seasonal farm laborer but still scrabbled together just enough to make a down payment on his own plot of horticultural land.
The marriage was fruitful, spawning three girls. Catalina, the oldest was followed soon by twins. His wife was devout and insisted on traditional Catholic names: Mary and Elizabeth. Pedro had insisted on choosing the middle names, ones from his field of endeavor: flowers. Thus, there was Mary Jacaranda, who he fondly called Jackie thereafter, and Elizabeth Lily, who was always just Lily to him.
Life went on, becoming harder to sustain: food, taxes, mortgage, and in the girls' teen years, school uniforms, la quinceanera party dresses, cosmetics, all the things budding young Latina beauties long for.
They were able to get Kitti started in college, but only with the help of partial grants and scholarships. She had lucked into making a special friend in Candy and that seemed to boost her onward.
Jackie and Lily would settle for the local community college but, even then, only because Pedro sold some property to the maquiladora factory that established itself next door and his wife worked extra shifts therein, assembling computer parts for the 'El Norte' company along with hordes of other local peasant wives.
Now, the festivities had ended and Jackie and Lily waved 'goodbye' to their departing sister. How lucky she was to gain a full scholarship at an upscale academic institution. They had huddled aside with her and her friend Candy during the family celebrations and the future classmates had been enthusiastic but aloof about the elite college particulars. But they shared enough to describe the furnished fashions, the spicy galas, the skilled coaches, the adroit tutors, and the alumni sponsorships for appreciative coeds.
Now the younger twin siblings turned to their own continuing educational fortunes, which were becoming dim in light of the family's paltry finances.
They would have to find a path to that prospective advantage or let their dreams die and settle for mediocre employment in their little rural community. It might be retail or house cleaning or maybe some sweat shop manual labor, like mother did.
Their fertile brains even thought that the best chances for college potential breakout might involve some adult entertainment venues in the nearby Southwestern city. They were old enough but would have to find a rouse to evade parental protest and restrictions. A couple of trial trips showed promise, money earned by stripping and dancing onstage.
But their Catholic mother's upbringing instilled an unwillingness to engage in the seedier VIP room's intimate encounters; hand jobs were as far as they would go. The manager was getting complaints and he stopped employing them. The pair of true virgins stayed home thereafter and struggled through the next two years.
But then lightning struck with good news.
Candy called the parents to inform them that Kitti's bachelorette graduation had opened up a serendipitous opportunity. The scholarship office was offering to continue the funding, actually increasing it. Would the family consider enrolling the twins and taking advantage of two-year full scholarships for each daughter? They would need to decide immediately to secure the roster slots.
The answer was a resounding 'yes'.
There was joy all around. Mother lit three candles at the alter in her church. Father bragged to his buddies about their good fortune. The twins wasted no time in packing, eager to seize this prize before the jaws of fickle fate snatched it away.
The day arrived and a town car rolled up to the humble home. A buxom blonde chauffeur, wearing a fitted black uniform that flaunted her hourglass figure, emerged from the driver side and attended to the rear compartment door. A nattily dressed gentleman exited, smiling at the familiar scene of the proud but apprehensive parents standing behind their well-dressed offspring, decked out in their best stylish clothes, with luggage ready, eager to depart.
"Thank you, Heidi. I shouldn't be long. See to the luggage, please."
He approached the locals, introducing himself to the family as their college bound twins' travel escort. They must leave soon to beat any rush hour traffic in the distant city. The family hurried through the hugs and kisses, got promises that their daughters would be good girls and write often, and wallowed in the final teary-eyed farewells.
The twins took their small suitcases in their outside hands as the gentleman took their inside hands in his and walked between them to the waiting vehicle. The driver stowed their luggage in the trunk as the girls ducked into the back seat, white thong panties flashing below their short, pleated skirts, followed inside by their escort. Heidi politely tipped her cap to the parents and rounded to the driver side to alight her seat.
The joyful parents waved at the departing car, its wheels raising the dust on the dirt lane winding away from their humble abode.
Jackie and Lily finished waving through the smoked rear windshield, then sat either side of the man, ensconced in the rear leather seat, while he introduced himself more fully than the previous family greetings.
*** Delivery ***
"My name is Mr. Jackson. I will be your guide and escort during our journey to your new campus residence. It will take a couple of days which gives us time to get well acquainted."
Jackie seemed the more verbose of the pair so she responded for both sisters.
"I'm Mary Jacaranda Gonzales, but my friends call me Jackie. She's Elizabeth Lily Gonzales, and Papa calls her Lily. We're really excited about our good fortune."
"As you should be. It's quite the stroke of good luck, heh?"
Jackie and Lily both nodded animatedly, shaking their waist-length brunette tresses that settled around their faces.
Mr. Jackson was mindful of his task order: deliver the twins virginal for proper initiation at their new campus home. But there were other ways to judge their initial sensualities without a vaginal penetration. It was a traditional multi-step routine: start slow and build on it naturally.
He took leave to brush the hair falls behind the girl's ear seated to his left and then performed the same face displaying act on his right. The girls did not flinch at his indelicate act and had not rebuffed his semi-intimate touch. He warmed at the way they had passed that first test. He would warm even more shortly.
The chauffer was well versed in her facilitator role. With the privacy shield between front and back sections closed, as the journey rolled on, Heidi gradually elevated the rear compartment temperature, degree by slow degree.
"It sure is warm in here, isn't it, ladies?"
The twins agreed. He suggested a cure.
"We're secluded behind smoked glass all around and nobody can see inside. Why not get comfortable?"
Mr. Jackson unbuttoned his shirt and exposed his hairy muscular chest. He stripped off the dress shirt and lay it aside on the rear facing front bench seat.
"It's okay. You can do the same."
Jackie and Lily were no strangers to their own exhibition exposures or to the male form. They had shown and seen plenty of bare skin during their stripping adventures. And Mr. Jackson was quite the male specimen: broad hairy chest, muscular arms, and bronze-toned skin.
And it certainly was getting uncomfortable. They unbuttoned their thin cotton blouses and fluffed the panels to fan their chests.
"Go on, take them off" he chided.
They didn't want to seem too bashful or ungrateful, so off came the blouses. Mr. Jackson looked over his companions, taking in a better view of the impressive chest meat bound up in the well-worn, frayed bras. He reached into a storage bin beneath the forward seat and produced a pair of shelving demi-cup brassieres.
"The Academy where we are headed is quite generous about the school provided uniforms. You might find this standard issued lingerie more appropriate for our travels together."
He held the obviously pricey undergarments, one on each offered crooked finger, to his cabin-mates. They gingerly took one each. The size was almost right, maybe a size too small, but useable; how had he known?
Then they remembered the extensive school application forms that, in addition to academic, extracurricular and work details, required very specific data on their body dimensions.
There was a hesitation as they looked his way. He raised an eyebrow and shrugged his shoulders, a sign that he expected to watch as they changed.
They took the hint. Leaning forward, they each unsnapped their shabby old bras and let them fall off their tits. Pulling them completely off, they placed them on the forward seat and leaned back again.
Mr. Jackson judged that the fleshy foursome were, as previously implied, D-cups: full, round and capped with broad pinkish areolas on the brown skin. Tan-lines were evident but demonstrated that the shielding bikini tops had been very narrow.
They took up the proffered sexy bras, fingering the lacy edges of the boob boosting half cups. Leaning upright, they reached around to hook the back clasps, the movement puffing their tits upward and closer to his view.
They put their arms through the top straps and slid them over their shoulders. The cups did lift their breasts and the silky pockets mounded up their fulsome chest meat, pressing them into a closer cleavage. The lacy top edgings tickled the bottom half of their nipples, the frames just touching their nubs, leaving the upper disks exposed. The dressing efforts, or just the sense of sudden intimacy with this newly acquainted male, puckered their areolas.
He was pleased with the display. Step two had gone as smoothly as the previous step. It was enough to light his libido and he decided to move on with the delivery ride's next step in the test agenda. He unzipped his fly, pulled the flaps apart, bucked up his ass and slid off his pants to his knees, exposing his semi-tumescent erection for the girls' contemplation.
"I know you have handled cocks before; your employment at the strip club is known to the campus selection committee. They require that I validate your talent and technique. Go ahead; give me a hand job."
Jackie and Lily gave each other a look. This journey was becoming a very strange way to be dispatched to a college, scholarship or not. But Mr. Jackson was correct; they were quite familiar with male genitalia and its milky production. Well, the scholarships were lucrative and they weren't turning back.
Each reached out a tentative hand and one wrapped the base half while the other circled the top half. It was thick and warm, a mild throbbing in their grip.
Jackie flushed a finger over the tip slit. He almost imperceivably moaned. Lily let her small finger out and down to touch and rub his scrotum. That created a more audible moan. The pair continued the intimate fondling as they felt him grow; he wasn't fully stiff, yet still, it was a very impressive sized cock.
"Me first" said Lily and Jackie withdrew her hand to allow her sister to rub the length of the manly shaft. Lily's free hand went under to palm the big balls, just holding them up from their normal sag. Mr. Jackson slid his ass slightly forward so they could more readily play along to gain its treasure. He rolled his head back, closed his eyes and focused his thoughts on the memory of half cupped tits and the feel of the manual massage at his groin.
Lily's grip and rub were soft and smooth, apparently well practiced during her short-lived entertainment employment. She varied the rhythm and tautness, and the result was a steel hard muscle shaft that was exceeding the capacity of her small hand.
"Jackie" she whispered, "a little help, okay?"
Jackie grasped the meaty tube with two hands, speeding the strokes a little faster. Lily's one hand still cupped and cradled his balls; her other thumb and forefinger anchored the base of his erection, holding it aloft for Jackie's handy efforts.
The first geyser of sperm shot forth, accompanied by a strained animal growl of satisfaction coming from deep inside Mr. Jackson's chest and reverberating inside the limousine cabin. Another shot claimed a lower toned growl as the next pulse and the next one again brought forth sounds descending into manly moans.
All the while, Jackie and Lily continued the vigorous warm stimulation and treated each other to proud smiles at another handjob well done.
Mr. Jackson's lap was a gooey mess. He tilted his head forward and nodded to the storage bin under the front seat. Lily explored the contents and discovered a convenient cache of warm moist towelettes.
The twins combined forces again to perform the cleanup. Unseen in the front seat, Heidi ended and filed the surreptitious video of the candidates' performance in the passenger area, the first entry into the twins' TWA evaluation assessment chronicles.
The ride continued in quiet serenity thereafter until the limousine pulled into an overnight stop at a fancy resort hotel. Their host let the twins redon their blouses, albeit over the nipple exposing half cup bras, disclosing shadowy disks through the thin material. The bellboys were very attentive to the sexy guests.
After a fine dinner, they retired for the night and were joined in the luxury suite by Heidi, the female chauffeur. It was her additional obligation to ensure that twins were delivered to the TWA campus as virgins. She could allow some more playtime but must prevent Mr. Jackson from losing his self-control with the sexy little virgins.
Nonetheless, they all enjoyed a naked soak in the ensuite Jacuzzi with lots of sudsy foreplay. At bedtime, the quartet of aroused travelers found themselves in the giant luxury bed. The twins continued to perk up their male escort.
But he demurred from another happy ending. Instead, they watched as his efficient blonde teammate rode him in cowgirl, her pale pink-tipped tits bouncing in time with her coital gallop, enticing his eyes and attracting his slaps and clutches.
Fully aroused, he took the masculine lead and rolled her under, to her obvious delight, and drove her through a series of mini-gasms. At length, he joined her in a superb mutual culmination of ecstasy to both their gratifications.
They came out of the fog of orgasmic mindlessness to the sounds of giggles and little clapping from their awed and amused little bedmates.
Satisfied and weary, the manage' a quatre cuddled together and slept soundly through the night, tangled in a naked four way post coital embrace.
The next day, the still virginal TWA co-ed candidates arrived at their destination.
The town car wheeled to a smooth stop at the Total Woman Academy's entrance portico. Waiting to greet them on the upper steps were a buxom middle aged but movie star glamorous woman and two tall slender co-eds. The co-eds, a platinum blonde and a strawberry redhead, were topless with heels and thongs.
Heidi opened the rear door and Lily popped her head out and, with a hand assist from the chauffeur, twisted her body to place her heeled feet on the ground. Next was Mr. Jackson and then Jackie. They stood in line, the man and woman fully dressed and the young co-ed candidates near topless without blouses but wearing the boob-boosting half-bras.
The welcoming committee drew near.
"Ms. Smith, it's been too long since I was here at your campus."
"Oh, Mr. Jackson, yes, so long."
She gave him a dual bijou cheek buzz as she held his hands.
"And who are your two fine looking travel companions?"
"Let me introduce Mary Jacaranda Gonzales, nicknamed Jackie, and Elizabeth Lily Gonzales, called Lily."
"Welcome, ladies! I'm Ms. Smith, the housemother here. I will be in charge of your studies and other general arrangements."
She motioned forward her two co-ed attendants.
"Jackie, this is Claire, your big sister for the next few weeks. She will get you acquainted with our various facilities, schedules and rules. Lily, Ellen will be your big sister. Now, go inside, girls, and get settled. "
The four young ladies giggled together into a gaggle and scampered up the steps to the entrance, disappearing inside.
"Mr. Jackson, will you be staying with us overnight? I was hoping you would. I have a quirky assignment that needs to be fulfilled and was hoping you could help."
"Yes, I think I can. I have a short lull in my schedule and could stay a night or two."
"Good. I have a rambunctious senior co-ed that needs a bit of wrangling. She thinks she can do whatever, whenever she wants with the elite Pledge Contributors despite their particular whims and wishes. She needs to be tamed. Are you up for some disciplining?"
"I will be happy to help any way I can. "
That night, he entered the recalcitrant co-ed's chamber unannounced. He was cautious to avoid oral sex, preferring not to be bitten down there. But he wrestled her nightie off, shredded her panties and demonstrated tit-slapping, ass spanking and pussy thwacking before using her cunt and ass to quell his own fervor. He actually found the recurrent fucks to be more and more ego building as he expended his greater and greater physically arduous endeavors to quell her outsized resistance.
By morning, he had tamed her to the point where he trusted her to finish their session with a submissive deep throat blowjob.
The last of his seminal reserves slid down her gullet. He left her weeping on the floor when he exited, disheveled and attuned to a more respectful attitude towards her male pleasing obligations.
He reported to Ms. Smith 'mission accomplished" and headed to his next scheduled assignment at another TWA campus. He slept exhausted alone in the rear seat as Heidi drove them there.
*** Losing It ***
Ms. Smith reviewed Jackie's and Lily's applications and prepared their near-term syllabuses. Virgin juniors were a real rarity, worth valuable special attention and increased funding from elite Pledge Contributors. She advertised the availability to some special patrons who might be interested in making a new co-ed's special night especially memorable. She selected two men she trusted to be gentle and considerate from the many responses.



Jackie's new classmate friends were all atwitter in helping her prepare for her first real sexual intercourse: make up, hair, perfume, jewelry, costume.
They made sure her resident bedroom had just the right aura for her life altering rite. Reddish mood lighting, big mattress and slippery satin sheets, all intended to ease her anxiety if the man was exceedingly energetic and rousted her body around in his lustful excitement.
Mr. Sean Wrigley, a TWA Pledge Contributor reclined in a lounge in a nearby room. The wall was filled by a full screen monitor, relaying the images of the hidden cameras in Jackie's residence suite. He watched as the virginal maiden he had successfully bid on was prepared for his role of dispensing with her coital innocence. The bath, shampoo, blow-dry, the close pussy shave, the facial and body makeup, blush at cheeks and nipples, and donning of a flimsy see thru chemise and baggy panties. Neither silky piece was meant to hide anything, more of a tease towards bashful purity. His cock was getting increasingly stiff all during the panorama view.
He arose when he saw her attendants place his prize at center room, facing the door, giving her encouraging bijou cheek buzzes as they departed.
Jackie stood patiently, apprehensive about this anticipated but also unknown feat; she saw the door open and a man stepped through. He was dressed casually in sandals and Speedo style briefs. His hairy bare chest was athletically built, his legs muscular, an obvious bulge in his shorts. She had seen and handled the male appendage enough times to see that his tucked-in package held promise of a respectable size. She worried it may be too respectable and might be difficult for her unpracticed pussy to accommodate. It was too late to do anything about it; the plan was moving forward, with or without her concurrence.
"Hello, Jackie. I'm Mr. Wrigley. I am here to be your first real man. You look lovely, by the way."
He stepped forward to the silent maiden, dressed in her filmy boudoir lingerie. He reached out an unhesitant hand and cupped her left tit under the chemise. The flesh was soft and heavy with size.
"Very nice. I think these will feel nice pressed against my chest while I fuck you."
Jackie recalled her tenure at the strip clubs not so long ago. Men were obsessed with breasts and she sometimes broke the no bodily contact rule and let her boobs be mashed by handsy men or squashed in a bare-chested hug.
Mr. Wrigley lifted the hem of her chemise and she raised her arms to assist as he pulled it over her head. He threw the garment aside. Both his hands then rose to cup her bare mammary pair with more kneading, hefting the bulbous masses, with thumb rubs over the nipples. With a sense of déjà vu, she held as still as she could but her body's slight squirms betrayed her consent to the caresses. He noticed as much, a good sign for their intimate snuggling soon to come.
His hands descended to the waist band of her filmy loose boy shorts. They were an ineffective shield to his observation of her shaved cunt but a flirty decoration over the impending treasure trove of genital pleasures nonetheless.
He moved to remove his own clothing: the man-thong and sandals. He saw her eyes squint almost imperceptibly at the sight of his cock. He knew from many times before that, at first, the female was apprehensive at its girth and length but they soon learned to crave its bulky vaginal stretch once they had experienced its ability to bring them to ecstasy.
He laid her down, her body splayed open, thighs apart, arms at her sides, her eyes watching him hover above her. He glided onto the mattress, kissed, fondled and cuddled her body from above. She was accepting of his oral and manual caresses and he sensed her body releasing the worst of its tension. He figured she was as ready as she would ever be under the circumstances.
He leaned over, braced above her, his knees between her thighs, his hands beside her shoulders. Her eyes flitted from his face to his stiff cock, its mushroom head bobbing above her genital saddle. He caught her looking as he placed the tip and nudged the knob slightly inward to test her tightness.
She flinched, probably not on purpose, just a reaction to a new situation. He moved a hand under her ass, the other behind her neck, a firm hold to control any last-minute reluctance. He smelled her scent: a floral perfume and a tinge of pussy musk. The latter confirmed that she was not completely unaroused, just pensive.
He held a tight grip as he pressed harder to gain entry. He diddled slowly, an inch, just enough to wet his knob in her juices and attune her to his size. He heard her whimpers at these first minimal thrusts. She reacted by rubbing her cheek to his, an unconscious act seeking gentleness. She tilted her face up, seeking the comfort and assurance of a tender kiss and he answered her entreaty. When he backed off, she wound her arms around his neck, regaining the cheek to cheek nuzzle.
He paused to gain her attention. Braced for the act, he pushed to the depth of her hymen, and paused again. She felt the intimate, ultimate, touch deep inside, and wiggled her ass to settle into a wider spread thigh cradle. Her body stiffened as she braced for the inevitable, irreversible life event. She took that last chance for a deep breath and held it.
He felt her body prepare for his act and rammed his cock into her cunt, bursting past the hymen to her muffled cry at the shock and sting. At depth, he lifted his head to look at her face. He saw the tears forming in the corners of her squeezed shut eyes. He lay down his weight on her body, adjusting his clutch as he sank all the way in to completely fill her fleshy channel. This was the moment he always enjoyed; the novelty of the first time, transforming the young female on her first step towards total womanhood.
He focused on his cock and mumbled his own pleasure as his man meat was submerged into the soft, wet warmth of a newly liberated pussy.
He murmured his delight: 'Oh, God, that feels so good!'
In his self-absorbed revelry, he heard a soft whisper.
"Are we done?"
He lifted his head to see her face, moist eyes open now, melted eyeliner darkening the tear dribbles running from the sides.
"Oh, don't be a silly girl. You're a sexy little minx. Of course we're not done. You know about cock stroking, male orgasms and cum ejaculations. I have to finish.
"Hold on tight and try to play along; I intend to truly enjoy drilling your cunt with its first real fucking."
He animated his body, rumbled, rammed, twisted, hugged, huffed and puffed; a cacophony of body thrusts and motions. Her body rocked and rolled, reacting to his vigorous jerks and jolts.
She heard his breathing and moans rise to the crescendo and he blasted his volume of manly essence into her post virginal womb. She felt the warm flow fill her deepest recesses, a new sensation to accompany the thick penetration. She had worried about the emotions and sensations of her first time but it had been bearable and not at all that unpleasant.
In the post coital calm, she actually had a sense of pride at the accomplishment. The preparations and cooperation from her classmates had led her to getting this man to find her attractive enough to grant her the gift of his precious essence. As it turned out, it was the first of several cum loads she would receive from this virile man during her first night of being properly fucked, a key step on her journey to total womanhood.
*** Lily's Development ***
Lily endured her initial trans-virginal fuck similar to her sister's and thereafter the twins entered the training curriculum in vaginal sex. Their history as adult entertainers was known and had been semi-validated by Mr. Jackson, with the assistance of his blonde chauffeur teammate, on their delivery journey. The staff and guest coach tutors would combine more intense manual sensory training along with the increased vaginal workouts.
Many staff coach tutors rotated through the siblings' poise development roster, attending to their required exercises in missionary, cowgirl, doggy and seated lap-borne poses, both forward and reverse.
Ms. Smith, the doting housemother, took a special interest in the welfare of all her co-ed charges. She reviewed the twins' poise evaluation assessment reports and noted a consistent level of satisfactory. Occasionally, Jackie achieved an exceptional score but never one for Lily.
Since the sisters had entered as higher-level transfer students, it was her duty to facilitate an expedited regimen so that Lily didn't fall behind her classmates.
She looked over her pool of coach tutor emeritus to find the right man to help Lily along. Reaching out to several, she finally was able to find one whose busy schedule could be interrupted for a weekend.
Lily was informed by Ms. Smith that she had been scheduled for a weekend long session in multiple poise lessons with an experienced middle-aged gentleman. She was expected to cooperate unquestioningly and obey the man's directives. It would be her chance to secure her best scores.
Ms. Smith purposefully failed to inform Lily that she would be in for a stern and rigorous weekend. 'Gentleman' had a broad definition at TWA. Best to let her learn that lesson as well.
----------
Kirk was in his happy place. He felt the warm encasement of Lily's vaginal tissues surrounding his erection, buried deep inside her cunt. He lay atop her, partially braced on elbows and knees but with his torso slumped enough to press her stiff nipples into his pecs. That was an effect he liked so well.
Her perfumed hair was full in his face as he nuzzled close to her ear. He could feel her calves wound around his legs below his knees, the spiked heels that she still wore enfolded to help with the leggy clutch that she held, sequestering his groin against hers. Her arms hugged his neck, willingly cooperating with this third copulation in as many hours.
He reposed in relaxed bliss, a pause in the deep strong thrusts he was delivering to her cunt. He used the brief moment to think back on the events that led up to this place and pleasant circumstance.
He had been his twenty first birthday when his father had revealed a family secret. The old man was happily married to a TWA graduate and Kirk was the offspring that arose from that joyful union. Over the years, his father had spent a weekend away each month on a mysterious sojourn. As was explained, the trips were a sort of a marital elixir; his mother had encouraged her husband to regularly attend a secluded and elite college campus's special gatherings. And now it was time for the son to join the elite consortium.
After his first time at a TWA Freewill Weekend, the lad was hooked on the sexual adventures as if they were a drug. He returned every month, alternate times or campuses from his father to avoid uncomfortable recognitions.
After a few years of intermittent activity, the TWA Board approved his application for resident staff coach tutor status and now he rotated his resident status quarterly to different campuses to maintain a modicum of novelty and broaden his own and the coeds' experiences.
So it was that today, Kirk was lounging at the pool deck. It was Topless Tuesday, a day for all the class levels to go topless, reminiscent of the constant topless regimen of the Freshman level. He perused and admired the bouquet of blooming young ladies arrayed about the sundeck.
Some were chatting in pairs. Guest coach tutors were entering the area, dressed in swim shorts and sandals, some with tees or loose open button shirts. It was the beginning of their weekend; a time to relax, refresh and forget the trauma and tensions of their busy business lives.
The men already in attendance had collected a co-ed as his temporal hostess. He was encouraged to spread their time among the many different co-eds, avoiding any lingering liaisons that could stifle the ubiquitous experiences of the coed poise scholars amongst the varied world of elite alpha males. The entering later arrivals followed suit.
Kurt's attention was drawn to a young lady entering the area. She was definitely Hispanic, her dark hair stirred by the breeze. She was wearing a skimpy green bikini bottom and the obligatory matching heels. Her hips rocked seductively as she walked his way.
Her plump breasts were posed high on her chest, their fullness jutting her puffy nipples forward, the rhythmic sway and fluid jiggle harmonized her runway strut. The mammary man magnets seemed aching to be handled by a fortunate alpha male.
As that fortunate alpha male, Kirk sat stoic as she recognized her trainer waiting at his appointed spot and moved to where he motioned her to sit across from him at his table. She smiled shyly and tucked her hair behind her left ear, an unconscious indication of her uneasy curiosity, knowing she soon would be in bed with this man, learning new techniques to enhance her feminine allure.
He was unhurried in the get-to-know-you chatting and introductions. Following this line of conversation, she shared that she was happy to be on campus and had been treated well. She was enamored with the combination of intelligence and beauty classes and especially the poise erudition.
She didn't add, and probably didn't need to, that she expected the poise adventures were about to get her the most intensive lesson yet and this new male acquaintance would be the facilitator of that progressive occasion.
The chit chat faded to longer moments of silence and it was obvious the verbal foreplay had runout. He took her hand and led her away from the public venue, walking the long way around the pool, parading her topless beauty slowly past the other gentlemen in attendance. The eye-candy was briefly noticed by those other gentlemen, who were being intimately attended to by their own topless female companions in this semi-public venue.
Resident staff coach tutor Kurt and bashful coed Lily proceeded down a verdant path to the coed residence buildings and finally to her dormitory bedchamber. The lessons were about to commence.
She took a small lead, opening the door, passing through, followed by her sexual facilitator. Accustomed to being led through the lesson by the male, she turned and stood attentive, facing her teacher. She finger-linked her hands behind her back, lifting her chest, presenting her bodacious tits high and forward. She slowly lowered her gaze to the man's groin, a move she had been taught would subtly signal her deference toward the male and her eagerness to be introduced to yet another example of that genital male organ.
Kirk was dressed for unhesitant bedroom operations. He kicked off his sandals and dropped his shorts, his only cover.
He watched her lowered eyes and was rewarded with that ever so slight eye pop at her first sight of his impressive semi-tumescent tool. He would have commanded her to kneel and suck it but this was a remedial sophomore level exercise and oral sex only began in Junior level. He would need to control his professional demeanor and stick with the campus curriculum rules.
He stepped forward and fingered her thong side ties, releasing and removing her bikini bottom. Her shaved pussy was plump, typical of her full-bodied buxom physique. He fluffed her breasts and found them soft and pliable. He would soon play aplenty with those fun bags but first he needed to start the weekend training agenda.
He suddenly spun her around and pressed her upper body face down on the mattress. Her heeled feet were planted on the floor and he kicked on the inside of each ankle while slapping a hard crack on her ass, ordering her to widen her stance for his intended doggy style fuck. She shuffled obediently and stretched her arms wide beside her head, gripping the mattress covers to brace for what was turning towards a rough bout of sex.
And it became as such. He punched in, stroking long and deep, bumping his hairy groin against her soft ass. She whimpered almost silently as she endured his initial use of her body to his ejaculate culmination.
He pulled out and flipped her feet up and forward, rolling her body full onto the bed, readying her for the next fucking position as soon as he was able to refract his sexual energy.
Lily lay on the sheeted mattress after that first fuck. His cum had dribbled down the inside thigh after he had pulled out. He crawled in beside her and cuddled to her side, his hand cupping and squishing her breast. She stole a hand down and finger fiddled his sticky semi-soft cock.
An hour of gentle finger foreplay had him ready again. He took her this time in sidesaddle, again with long and deep thrusts, hugging her boobs hard against his hairy muscled chest.
Another hour later, he was mounted up in missionary, deep, his tip tickling her cervix. He had shuttled in with a few short strokes and paused there, reveling in the warm cunt cuddle, momentarily musing on his fortunate life path that had brought him to this time and place.
And then he refocused on his role as the staff coach tutor obligated to teach innovative sexual techniques to this poise pupil that was his assignment.
"Seems like I'm doing all the work here. Time for you to exercise your cunt and ab muscles."
His tone was stern but not harsh, apparently meant to assert his expectations of ready compliance. He felt Lily's body twitch as she reacted to his authoritative tone. He stated his demand.
"Squeeze me!"
Lily hugged her arms tighter around his neck.
"Not that way, you silly girl. Squeeze me with your cunt!"
Lily felt a pique of shame; of course, that's what he meant: her cunt. After all this time of manual penile manipulation, she should have known what a man always wants: a cock massage. Now she would learn to apply it with other that her hands or boobs.
She focused her thoughts on her pussy and contracted her vaginal muscles. She felt herself clinch the stout flesh stuffing her vaginal grotto. She released the press.
"Harder!"
She took a breath and really tried harder. She held it as long as she could and exhaled as she released. He leaned up to loosen an arm bracing his weight. The sound and sting of the slap on her ass got her attention.
"More! And harder, dammit!"
Lily was worried that she wouldn't pass this test. It seemed beyond her ability. But she must maintain her deference to her coach tutor so she could progress in the curriculum. She willed herself to be compliant to his wishes. She squeezed again, as hard as she thought she could and held the hold for a long moment.
"Better" he admitted. "Now, just like that, three in a row."
She hugged him tight for strength and compressed her Kegels in a squeeze-relax-squeeze sequence.
1-2-3.
"Again."
1-2-3.
Kirk sensed her efforts and recognized, as a novice, she had reached her rookie best. Tomorrow, he would propose to the Housemother that Lily spend a few hours a week at the sexual development laboratory, mounted on calibrated dildoes, exercising her Kegels and self-monitoring the displayed readouts as she worked to strengthen her vaginal cock-snuggling muscles. But, for tonight, he would continue as is.
"Good start. Let's try something else. Now, as I withdraw, roll your hips down. You know that little nook under my cock's corona? I want to feel it rub firmly against your inner flesh as I pull back. Ready?"
He felt her take a breath and nod against his cheek. He slowly pulled back and she tilted her hips as he slid outward. He considered it a feeble effort.
"That was pathetic. Let's try it again. This time I want to sense some dedication by you to my pleasure."
He jammed his meat deep inside her juicy pussy again. He paused to let her get set and then slowly moved. She rolled her hips a little lower and he felt a better caress this time. Again, it was a good start and lab probe hip rolls would need to be added to her exercise regimen. He decided to move on to the combination trick.



He slipped back in. He could hear her breathing harder and there was moisture on her skin from the workout.
"Now... squeeze AND roll this time."
As he slid his cock slowly out, he felt her contraction pressure. She held the squeeze and rolled mightily, rubbing his coronal nook hard against her vaginal tissues. He couldn't suppress a low moan as he received the sensual energies of a young woman committing her feminine skills to maximize her man's pleasure. The sensations helped inflate the girth of his cock as much as it inflated the ego in his chest.
"We'll speed it up now. Keep up!"
He rammed in and slid out a little quicker; she squeezed and rolled in time with his stroke. He slowly built the pace, plateauing the cycle when she faltered, letting her regain the rhythm.
It was a cacophony of slippery sounds, panting breaths and mattress springing. He huffed in his exertions, his moans and her breaths panting louder as she too felt the toll of the toil.
At last, he reared up, drove deep and roared out a dribble of sperm, exhausting his fount of pearly treasure. He was lucid enough throughout the cannonade of ropes to sense she was continuing the squeeze even as she held her hips turned down to enhance his orgasm.
He collapsed full weight on her sweaty soft body as she regained her breath. He panted to a calmer respiration, his cock wilting to softness, falling out of her cunt, just before his mind dozed off. Lily felt the escape of meat and latent fluids. She held his body lightly until she heard his snores. She gently rolled him aside, adjusted the covers to protect his slumber and then let herself drift off to slumberland, exhausted by her successful acquisition of another poise curriculum specialty.
*** Learning Blowjobs ***
They lay in bed, the staff coach tutor idly plucking at her nipple as she reclined in his arm space. The fuck had been tremendous, a mutually timed orgasm that thrilled each to the core. She was cradling his deflated hardon, waiting patiently until he could refract and train her some more.
His thoughts wandered. Lily was well along in her vaginal sex and oral sex would be her next skill development. He had been instructed to proceed with the overture if he was so inclined and felt the returning verve and energy to take up the challenge. Laying there, just thinking about it, had his cock mildly engorging.
Lily noted the growth and smiled outwardly and inwardly. Ever since losing her virginity, she had gleefully pursued every opportunity to get her cunt stuffed with male meat. Thinking back to her homebound existence, why had she waited so long to get her cherry popped? So many missed orgasms along the way. This night had promise of a multi-gasm session.
The staff coach tutor felt the growth as well. He decided he did have the energy to start Lily on her new curriculum after all. He unwound his arm from her body and she took the move as a signal to prop up on hands and knees, ready to straddle his hips and bury his firming erection in her sweet little pussy.
But he rolled away, off the mattress and stood naked bedside. His tumescent cock arced forward and down, the heavy purple head causing the shaft to droop.
"Come closer."
She crawled towards his groin, not unconscious of the position he had taken that would set up the act of fellatio that the older co-eds had described during girly gossip times. But talking was not acting and apparently her lesson time had arrived.
Her mouth was inches away from his groin but she tilted her eyes up to look at his face. She needed direction. He stood tall with the smug hands-on-hips pose; a smirk of forbearance at her need for guidance. So, he gave it.
"Kiss the tip."
She puckered up, leaned forward and placed her lips on the round knob end. Her tongue tipped between her teeth and touched the small slit where his manly essence always shot forth. Her handjob training had seen that many times. But nothing happened at this moment; it was too soon.
"Very good. Take more in."
She pressed closer and let the knob slip through her lips and teeth to rub on her tongue retracted inside her oral orifice. The undervee nook lay on the raspy textured appendage. She felt the need to swallow and that action rippled tongue on vee and produced a rumbly moan from her standing man.
She felt his hands lay on her scalp, a light hold signaling that he would henceforth control the head-to-groin conjunction. A slight pressure pushed his cock deeper. Then a slow inch of withdrawal and another press to return to the previous depth. The next strokes were livelier but still a steady motion. His throat sounded little moans and murmurs. Lily noticed the increasing size of the warm erection cycling in her mouth.
"You are showing real promise here, girl. You might become a great cocksucker with some more practice."
Lily heard the words and felt some pride at his approval. It was the kind of praise that a newbie needed to hear in order to set her sights on greater proficiency.
She increased her suction and was rewarded with deepening grunts from her man. His hands clutched two fistfuls of hair and his body stiffened. The gush of milky essence filled her oral cavity. His hands gripped her head even harder as his vibrating cock and groin pressed her tongue and nose simultaneously. She swallowed, sucked hard again and swallowed the second, third and fourth doses of male sperm.
They stayed that way, connected at face and groin, breathing deeply, until he relented his clutch and the softened appendage slipped from her mouth.
He stepped back and she rolled on her back, looking up at him, a crinkly smile on her face until he smiled back. She took on a grinning beam of pride. Apparently, she had done okay and he appeared satisfied.
He playfully reached out and pinched a nipple. She squeaked at the little pain.
It was time to end the session but before leaving, he gave her more words of encouragement.
"Nice blowjob, sweetie. Keep practicing and you'll go far."
*** Free-Will Weekend ***
Jackie moaned as the man pounded her pussy with his thick cock. He was new to her, a Pledge Contributor whose own daughter was most likely getting similar manhandling at another TWA campus. His guttural moans sounded like 'Carol', possibly her name, an incest fantasy that was, for now, denied him by the Academy rules. His time would come but he strained to sublimate his incestuous lust with this buxom young beauty entertaining his rock-hard erection.
He paused to grip her ass cheeks tighter and rolled her pussy higher, then moved further up her body to press his pubic bone harder against her stimulated clitoral mound. He heard her moans increase as he resumed his deep, long thrusts. That resonance gave his macho ego more boost and he felt his cock tip touch her cervix at each bottoming. The conjoined sex mates were rushing towards the inevitable ledge and, as they tripped over the edge, they hugged each other tighter. The snugness of firm cock sliding in juicy pussy set them off and wails of pleasure, spews of sperm and ripples of vaginal muscles merged in orgasmic splendor that blanked their minds to all but the ecstatic electric buzz jangling every nerve in their bodies.
They lay panting, each happily remembering the poolside chance meeting, the playful temptation and the freewill concurrence for a copulation in Jackie's dorm room. As they dwelled on those thoughts, the man wilted inside her and fell out. His load of essence leaked forth and stained the sheets, a common occurrence in Jackie's bed that had happened time and again from her scores of training sessions with the staff coach tutors and favored guests. Housekeeping was always ready to undertake the messy cleanup.
The man stirred and rolled aside. Jackie curled her torso, rolled sideways and bent lower. Her puckered lips kissed his mixed-dew coated knob. This was a habit she had learned well: to take care of the gratified male's appendage post-coitus. Her tongue peeked out and tickled the coronal vee. He moaned a 'yes ...', encouraging her to perform the desired duty. She wouldn't have required the prompt but it was courteous to have his permission.
She drew the limp meat through her lips and suckled the sticky skin tube. The taste was not unpleasant; she knew her own aroma, now mixed with his spunk, that gave it a musky flavor.
She felt a grip on her scalp, a fistful of hair that drew her off and pulled her up to lay again beside him. He wanted to rest and refract and be ready to fuck her again. She quietly obliged his need and let herself fitfully doze beside him.
A while later, Jackie was on hands and knees on the carpet in the middle of the room. The man was mounted behind her, fucking her doggie style. She set her motions to enhance his rhythm, pushing back when he drilled in, holding as she was bumped forward on the smack of his groin to her ass. One of his hands was cupping a tit, the other rubbing her pussy, then whacking, her ass cheek. She was cooperating as best she could but he was making almost violent strokes.
She looked forward, into the full-length wall mirror. Her body was jostled by his power strokes. Her swaying tits peek-a-boo-ed in between the gaps in her floor scraping tresses. He was also watching her face and boobs in the mirror and she dropped her eyes in deference.
And that the physical part. Verbally, he was bellowing crude names at her: naughty girl, cunt, whore, bitch, fuck-meat. She knew it was part of the machismo he needed to perform again so quickly after their bed-borne sex. Her duty was to be his pleasure; whatever way he wanted it. The gauntlet finally ended as he grimaced, howled and shot another volume of sperm inside her cunt.
Later, she was seated on his lap in a chair, his cock up inside her as she waggled her hips and ass to stir his cock around her moist membranes. Her long hair fluttered on her back this time as her torso bounced and bucked. He was kissing, licking and toothing her nipples. The tit play was actually sending thrilling little jolts to her pussy and she hoped that, this time, she could join him again in orgasm.
She wanted him to have as much pleasure a possible. Setting herself to the task, she rekindled her past lesson in the squeeze-roll technique. She activated her vaginal and abdominal muscles, compressing her cunt on his shaft as she rolled her hips to drag his nook against her juicy inner tissues on every stroke.
He responded as every man she had employed the trick on had also responded, whether in missionary, cowgirl, or, as now, lap-borne pose. He was nearly blubbering with zeal as she forced him to his peak, feeling her own orgasm firing up.
Her wish for synchronized satisfaction came true as he reared up, roared and speckled her womb with his last bits of reserves. She hugged his neck, buried his face in her cleavage and whimpered out her ecstasy as the spasms of delight rocketed around her lower abdomen and labia.
She helped him shower, kissed him goodbye and collapsed in her bed, falling into an exhausted sleep. She would have a few hours before dinner, where she would be dressed in a topless party dress, exuding sexy elegance, seeking to find another Freewill Weekend mate for her next overnight indulgence.
*** BDSM ***
Lily walked down the garden path onto the pool deck. The sun was bright this afternoon, following a brief morning shower. The concrete walkway gave her heels a click- clack cadence, announcing her approach as she paced slow short steps. There were men lounging in scattered chaises, some being attended by topless upper-class coeds who were serving drinks, others providing more intimate services. They paused to witness the unfolding scene emerging from the foliage sheltered path.
Lily was topless, as was the rigor for this location. Her model strut flaunted her body, her loose boobs jiggling to her stride. The camel--toe molding thong was her only attire, save her shoes. A puff of wind fluttered her long dark hair, full and fluffy. And that would have set any man's attention alight. But what followed was even more enticing.
Lily held the handle of a long silver chain leach draped over her shoulder. The links drooped in a bow from there, rising to connect to a chrome ring sewn into the black leather collar circling Jackie's neck. The trailing beauty was similarly dressed, or undressed, in heels and tight thong.
The notable difference was the collar, matched by buckled wrist cuffs, and the silken tied cloth that blindfolded her eyes. Her high heeled careful steps jostled her exposed boobs, presented high and forward with her cuffs interlinked behind her.
Lily paraded her bound sister a full circle around the pool, letting every watching man get their eyeful. As the sexy display passed by, one man being serviced by a fellating co-ed placed his hand on her head, pressing his erection deeper in the girl's mouth. She visibly coughed at the gullet intrusion, noticed by all nearby, some emitting an evil chuckle.
But the twin sisters were just passing through, making their way to their scheduled rendezvous with a Guest Coach Tutor awaiting their arrival. They entered a building across from where they had emerged and the outdoor exhibition was over. The pair continued down a corridor to the designated door where Lily paused her sister for a last-minute adjustment.
The silken cloth was only folded twice, allowing Jackie some veiled sight during their journey. Now that the long precarious walk was done, a complete sightlessness was in order. Lily pulled off the fabric, folded it four times and retied it around her sister's head. The cloth was now opaque and Jackie's preparations for her anonymous encounter were completed.
Lily knocked twice and heard a door muffled voice say 'Enter'. She opened the door and proceeded through, towing Jackie along behind her. The door closed with a thud and click. They were now locked inside with their male patron.
The room was sparsely furnished. A four-poster bed with sheeted mattress was behind where the man was seated, naked, in a short backed wooden captain's chair. Illumination came from several sconce lamps on the undecorated white walls.
Lily stood beside Jackie, taking in the scene. The man was staring at both their half nakedness; his circumcised cock was twitching as it disclosed a mild swelling. He scanned them from bottom to top and, after a time, lifted his hand, crooking a finger and beckoning them forward.
Lily took the cue and with one hand holding the leash, she placed the other on Jackie's near naked ass and pressed her to take a step. It was only three paces until they were at his knees.
He leaned a bit toward her and reached out, hefting the blindfolded girl's boob. He gave a small squeeze to the soft mass, examining her broad brown nipple. He left off that one and similarly tested the other.
"Nice..."
He leaned in more and his lips kissed the one he held. Then a lap and a suckle. He tried the taste of the other. The nipple makeup was flavored strawberry or cherry, he couldn't tell which for sure.
"Very good. You anticipated my likes."
He leaned back in his chair. His cock had more tumescence now than when the twins had entered.
He opened his legs wider and pointed at the carpeted space between his knees, speaking towards her chest, neither tit in particular.
"Have her kneel."
Jackie heard the words and understood his command to her but, with her arms locked behind her, she had no way to control the descent. She feared the pain of dropping too quickly onto her knees. Lily took her arm and steadied her as she bent her knees and lowered her legs to the floor.
With Jackie in position, her face level with his exposed groin, Lily stepped aside and rounded behind the seated man. She peered over his shoulder at the unfolding scene. The man's low utterance gave Jackie her command to perform her duty.
"Suck it."
She leaned in, moving her face around a bit until his semi-erect penis touched her cheek. She slowly and carefully moved her head back an inch and sideways, opening her mouth to help find the knob. Her lips found the tip and she closed them around the end, a kissing action followed by suction that drew him in until her lips closed around the far side of the corona. Her tongue tip tickled his cock tip. She heard a stifled moan.
"Nice..."
She took that as his cue to continue her practiced fellatio skills. The hours and hours of sucking cock on many previous encounters would culminate in what she hoped would be her best performance yet.
Jackie set her whole body into pleasure giving mode. She tightened her abdominals to gather strength, set her jaw to ensure her teeth didn't grate the soft penile tissues and closed her blindfolded eyes to concentrate on the age-old feminine mission before her.
She took a deep breath and held it. Her lips slid down the shaft, her cheeks hollowed with suction and her raspy flat tongue glided over the sensitive skin in the coronal nook. His knob touched her tonsils and she continued to take his long appendage into her throat until her nose pressed his hairy groin. It was her demonstration of the superior training she had gained.
The man's hips jerked at the added sensation when she swallowed around his gullet embedded knob.
Jackie had shown her depth and now went about showing the full repertoire of her oral abilities. She drew back, halfway and slathered her tongue all around his swollen cock. She set in motion a sequence of stimulations: head bobs, facial twists, tongue lashings, deep plunges, alternating hard and soft suctions combined in repetitions as she worked the man's rod.
Lily took up her supporting role in this dual coed session and added to the man's stimulus. She laid her tits on his shoulders, his neck nestled in her spongy fat cleavage. Her hands swept over his bare chest and stomach, finger probes into his belly button, fingernail flicks on his nipples and kisses and bites on his earlobes. She wanted to sweep lower and rub his upper thighs but Jackie's jogging head and shoulders blocked her path. She contented herself with the memory of her own prior experiences and guessed that her sister's boobs at the moment were bouncing against his inner thighs, providing the coveted sensual touches there.
She smelled his musky arousal in the perspiration moistening his sun bronzed skin. He tilted his head back and she lifted her head, her soft lips kissing his up-facing open lips. Her tongue stretched beyond his teeth and they lapped at each other's lingual muscle.
Lily knew that the blowjob alone would have satisfied any ordinary male, even this super alpha male in the twins combined sexual clutches. But her added efforts increased his exhilaration and at last he succumbed to Mother Nature's evolutionary mandate for procreation.
His cock flexed In Jackie's mouth and she prepared to receive the expected treasure. His voice panted forth in Lily's, and he cried out his body shaking rapture as his balls jettisoned wads of milky spunk straight down Jackie's gullet. He went nearly mindless through the orgasmic convulsions but faintly perceived the lovely ripples on his corona as she swallowed his emissions.
When he finally wound down to real-time consciousness, he came to terms with his situation: a naked buxom female pressing him with her boobs from behind and a blindfolded other one steeping his dwindling erection on her warm wet mouth. He closed his eyes and slumped in his chair, drained and lethargic from his manly ordeal.
The girls slowly released him and Lily unencumbered the kneeling Jackie of her cuffs and blindfold.
As Jackie's vision cleared, she perused the naked man splayed out in the chair in front of her. He was gorgeous: strong, muscular, sun tanned all over with curly black hair at scalp, groin and chest. She knew the night was still young and he had booked it as an all-weekend session. She had done her best in his first stint and looked forward to more.



The girls moved their man to the bed and laid him out on his back. He needed rest and rejuvenation. They climbed in on either side, pressing their soft boobs against his naked body in a warm skin-on-skin huddle. He was soon snoring and the twins joined him in a lighter slumber, awaiting his refraction and continuation of their playtime.
Something cleared away the man's lingering cobwebs of sleep. His groin tingled; his cock astir. His eyes opened to see two brown nipples dancing in the air above his stomach. As his vision cleared further, he saw the suspended boobs wobbling on a chest that descended to hips where juicy pussy lips were sliding back and forth, tenting his semi-hard cock. He peered higher to the face of one of the twins, the one who had cuddled his back during the early evening blowjob, smiling down at him. Her torso and long hair were wavering to the rhythm of her jogs.
"Good morning, sir. Are you ready for more?"
He thought it was a great way to start the day. His hands rose to her hips and he pulled them up and towards him, away from his stiffening erection. She reached down and levered him up, finding his tip with her wet labia. A quick wiggle had him set and she pressed her cunt down his cock, taking him full in with one long slow stroke. He moaned at the slippery sensation.
Lily's hands braced beside his shoulders; her boobs drooped to his face. She was all action: her vaginal grotto slip-sliding on his penile rod, her tits slapping his cheeks, nipples slithering at his lips for kisses and playful bites. Her lips kissed his forehead, moving aside to breath in an ear, then a tongue probe into the canal to ricochet nervy jolts to his groin. He lay at ease while she worked; an occasional hip pop or a hand slapping then squeezing a tit.
She brought him to fruition and captured his shots of spunk inside her womb, joyous at her chance to accept his gift of ejaculate, a spermatic dose that brought her into equal standing with her sister.
The naked trio spent the rest of the day in bed, playing provocative games, with short pauses for room service delivered nutrition to maintain stamina.
He alternately took them by mouth or cunt, at his whim or fancy, a handjob, tit-job or blowjob as foreplay and then sidesaddle, spoon or missionary to orgasm, granting each fair shares of his pearly largesse. As time passed, he required escalated arousal to boost his ebbing machismo and the play became rougher as he cursed and berated them and squeezed or slapped their tits and asses.
At late Sunday afternoon, the girls had drained away his seminal reserves and it was time to conclude the 2-1/2-day gig. They bathed him, lavishing sudsy caresses all across his tuckered-out body. They dried him and lay him in bed before preening and douched themselves for departure.
They gathered their arm loads of scattered panties, heels and bondage accouterments, kissed his cleansed body all over in farewell, and left him to find slumber while they moved to their next individual assignments.
*** Sauna Duo ***
Jackie and Lily wore a fine sheen of perspiration on their bare bodies in the small heated room. They sat on their towels on the tiered cedar benches, the sauna heater crackling as it maintained the temperature. They both looked towards the door as its latch rattled and it swung open. A gust of cool air swirled inside as the two naked men stepped through.
The door closed and the quartet of occupants scanned each other. The sisters were stoic as they noted the substantial appendages hanging from the men's groins. This would be a challenge but not much more than they had already experienced at the hands, and cocks, of the regular staff coach tutors.
"So, what do we have here?"
"Twins!"
"Well, shouldn't be too hard to choose one over the other."
The smiling men stood in front of the young coeds. The girls looked up from their seats and awaited further direction.
One man mused to the other.
"What do you think, Sam, a double sixty-nine session."
"Yeah, good idea, Wally. Let's use the center bench."
They each took a hand from Jackie and Lily, helping them to stand.
"Bring the towels, ladies. You'll want the cushioning."
They arranged the folded towels as a white pad over the cedar wood slats.
"Up you go, sweetie."
Sam laid Jackie on her back mid bench with her head at one end and ass at the other. He held her legs high and wide, her limbs forming a vee.
Wally moved Lily to climb on top, face down, her head between Jackie's thighs. He settled her groin at Jackie's face.
"Okay, show each other some love. Lap those pussies."
The girls weren't unaccustomed to oral sex, mostly heterosexual, but they had been introduced to the sopheric arts as well. Two pink tongues peeked out and tip tickled her sister's clitoris.
"Good start but I think you can do better."
The cunnilingual pair adjusted their pose and dove in, using the raspy flat surfaces to stimulate the labia inner folds. Their mutual moans were muffled by the face full of wet pussy. The men watched, sometimes squatting to the side to get a better closeup view.
"Well, they seem ready; now it our turn."
They stood and peeled away the face to pussy connections, lining up their cocks for an oral penetration. The girls heard the remarks and saw the dangling meat at their heads. Lily, lying atop her sister, raised her head to accept Sam's penile offering. Jackie lowered her head over the edge of the bench and took her man's knob inside her mouth.
There was a bit of shuffling, twisting and sliding until a comfortable 4-way position was achieved.
Sam and Wally were getting very stiff. Sam took the coordination role.
"Time for some timed fucking, wouldn't you say? Let's start from the top."
They paused for a moment and Wally removed himself from Jackie's mouth and lined his slick cock at Lily's ready cunt.
"Together now."
Sam and Wally pressed themselves home at the same time. Lily had one cock in her mouth and the other in her cunt. The men timed their strokes so that they were simultaneously thrusting in or pulling back.
"Don't be shy, Jackie. Join in."
Jackie saw Wally's cock plowing into her sister's cunt. The man's hairy ball sack swung over her face at each passing, tapping against the bridge of her nose. She tilted back and stuck out her tongue, licking and lapping at the man's dangling family jewels.
Sam held Lily's head as he matched his buddy's rhythm. Her tongue was active as his knob and shaft passed over it. He was smitten by her lovely face, especially with his erection traveling through her red lips.
"Okay, let's switch. Bottom now."
Sam and Wally backed out and aligned to fuck Jackie, lying beneath Lily. Sam placed his knob at Jackie's cunt and Wally had her mouth available. She heard the verbal collaboration take place and opened her lips to receive his cock.
The men again timed their initial thrusts, impaling her together. She felt the dual penetration and set her body, mind and soul to thrill the men who had selected her to be fucked. Lily knew her role now and lowered her face closer to her sister's cunt, her tongue flicking alternately at the conjoined genitals: clit and cock.
The men seemed to be finding the sequential stimulations to their liking. The girls heard their breathing deepen. If they weren't totally engaged in making this session the best for their pair of men, they might have noticed their own bodies showing signs of their all-out efforts. Their skin shown with perspiration, between the oral and pussy maneuvers their breathing was also labored. But they were devoted to the men's enjoyment and continued their sexual tasks unabated.
Sam voiced his choice through gritted teeth as he felt about to spew.
"Cunts!"
Wally quickly withdrew from Jackie's mouth and poked his cock at Lily's pussy. The wet muscle slid in easily and he rapidly stroked himself in her warm grotto. The routine of simultaneous fucking and sucking of one female was broken. The jostling was becoming a rollicking affair. The counter rhythm rolled and slid their wet boobs against the other's belly. The naked girls simply clutched at whatever they could gain a hold on: body and bench.
And then it culminated. Both men bellowed as they jetted their respective loads of man juice into the respective vaginal channel of their accommodating sister. Jackie and Lily welcomed both the manly gifts and the momentary pause in the thrusts as the men drained their balls in joyous bliss.
Thereafter, there were gentle strokes as the orgasms faded into masculine post-coital buzz. The cocks dwindled and fell out. The weary men high fived each other across the sweaty exploited coeds.
"Let's go to the pool; a dip in the water and then another dip in a willing pussy."
"Sounds like a fine idea. After you, my friend."
The sauna door opened and closed, leaving Jackie and Lily to clean up. They unwound bodies and limbs and stubbled to right themselves as they moved to the cedar benches. Jackie sat with her ass on the edge, legs splayed apart. Lily knelt and placed her lips on her sister's pussy. Her tongue tickled the swollen clitoris and Jackie closed her eyes and let herself gain the ecstasy denied her during the rough fucking. As she swooned, her inner cunt rippled and expelled the white goo deposited there by the man. Lily lapped up the tasty treat.
Then they reversed poses and Jackie performed the honor on her sister, gaining each the same finale. After a short respite to revel in the post orgasmic cooldown, they cleaned up the towels and other paraphernalia, departing to their rooms for showers and preening before joining the other coeds at the pool, making themselves available to other encounters for the remainder of the afternoon.
*** Father Daughter Weekend ***
Aaron Lowenstein had waited a long time for this. It was finally Father Daughter Weekend. He had financially sponsored the Hispanic twins ever since TWA had auctioned off the chance to be their Pledge Contributor years before when they were first recruited. Twins were a rare opportunity and the competition had been lively, especially considering their nubile looks and the purported frisky men's club experience.
He was lounging in the sauna, reclined and staring at the ceiling. The dry heat had him moist with perspiration. The door opened; a low gust of cooler air brushed across his naked body. He turned his attention to the two young maidens, the ones he had only seen in pictures, videos and dreams, as they stepped gingerly into the small wood lined room.
They were wrapped in white towels, their long dark wavy hair pinned up. The door silently closed behind them. They moved to sit on the bench in front of and lower than the one Aaron occupied. They both surveyed his nakedness, especially his prominent cock, still soft but substantial.
"Good afternoon, sir. I'm Lily and this is Jackie. Thank you for sponsoring our scholarships to the Academy. We can't thank you enough, but we're looking forward to trying our best to do so."
Her hand plucked at the towel wrap and it slid down to reveal her breasts. Their conical nubile fullness was on full display. His cock twitched at the first sight of the proffered imminent playthings. His stare moved from the exposed boob flesh to her sister's towel covered ones. Jackie saw his gaze switch to her and took the cue. She let her towel slip as well and now Aaron got two eyefuls of four mammary wonders. And more. The twins' shaved pussies were plump swells of feminine flesh that had entertained many cocks during their matriculation at the Academy. And now they were set to grant the ultimate honor: entertaining their benefactor's prized penile muscle.
Aaron gave a small hand curl motion and the well-built beauties moved forward at his summons. Jackie knelt at his head as Lily took position at his groin. Both faces leaned in; Jackie kissed his lips in a passionate smooch; Lily used her hand to elevate his manhood and slid her lips over his semi-erection. There was an almost immediate effect as his cock swelled larger in her mouth.
He moaned into his facial caresser as his groinal caresser suckled his cock. The pair were well rehearsed in dual service to an alpha male. Between the fantasied waiting and then the actual performance, it was too soon that he rumbled out his first dose of pseudo-Daddy spunk into Lily's mouth. She stayed on track and kept up the vacuum as he expended multiple ropes of white goo on her fluttering tongue.
He lay reposed as the girls lifted and turned towards each other. They embraced; their tits crushed against the matching boobs. Their lips met in perfect view of their patron. He could clearly see his pearly gift being swapped back and forth between the plush lips of the sisters, sharing its taste and gooeyness. Their faces leaned away, their boobs still in mashing contact. Their heads tilted back as the equal shares slid down their gullets.
Righting again with broad smiles of gratification, they kissed a peck of delight at the collective experience. Spying a wayward speck of the white manly treat that loitered at the corner of Lily's mouth, Jackie's tongue tip scooped it up. They enjoyed another quick smack of glee.
The trio stayed awhile in the sauna, the heat helping to retain Aaron's afterglow. When it was time, they gathered the towels for a waist wrapped saunter to the Guest Coach Tutor campus accommodations. The slow walk gave Aaron plenty of time to closely examine the fleshy but fit bodies eager to show their talents during the looming fuck-fest.
His was a special apartment, a central room holding the master bed, with an ensuite luxury bath and a smaller side annex bedroom. It was an arrangement that would facilitate one on ones with each twin in turn.
They entered the special place and Aaron gave a frisky dance twirl to each coed; the spins spun off the waist wraps. They faced him in glorious nudity and he let drop his own body covering. He approached, his eyes darting back and forth, judging, trying to choose who he would fuck first. It was a difficult choice, so he let fate intervene.
"Eenie, meenie, miny, moe... touch a titty and then say go..."
His pointy finger tapped each nipple in turn as he kept cadence with the rhyme. He stopped at the 'go', his finger on Jackie's boob. He pointed his other hand towards the small side bedroom.
"Good night, Lily. Your room is over there."
Lily stepped up and pecked his cheek. Staying close for a moment, she whispered her provocation in his ear.
"Good night, sir. I hope you enjoy your evening. Be strict and stern with her. She's a tiger in bed that needs to be tamed and controlled."
He heard the words and the lewd thoughts they invoked gave his cock a jolt of readiness. Lily faded away, entering her waiting chamber and closing the door to give the remaining paramours their privacy.
Jackie stood stoic, her hands clasped lightly in front, veiling but not concealing her hairless cunt. She had been taught to let the alpha male lead the foreplay. He strode a pace around her, smoothing a hand across her hip as he passed, a palm pop to test the tone of her tight fleshed ass cheek. He spoke to her from behind.
"Raise your hands, dear. Bunch your hair atop your head."
He watched in the wall mirror as she complied, gathering the loose strands and clutching the mass of tendrils against her scalp. The pose elevated her breasts to high mount display, presented vulnerably to his uninhibited handling.
He tapped her exposed neck, his fingers dancing touches there. He fingered her earlobes and the small ear posts. She looked straight ahead, observing the same image he saw, his face beside her head peering at her reflection.
His hands came around and cupped each tit in a hand. She looked down at his clutch, reminded that he was the alpha male, privileged to do as he pleased. She lowered her gaze to the floor, assuming the stance of a meek submissive. He smiled inside, acknowledging her surrender. He pulled her back to his chest, his cock resting in her ass crack. The time was nigh.
He turned her away from the mirror and walked her to the bed, pressing her to mount the mattress, rolling her into missionary pose. Climbing aboard, he positioned himself in her saddle. His tip bumped her labia and, averse to any more waiting, pushed inside. A few slips and slides had him buried. He hugged one hand under her shoulders, the other under her ass, laying his weight atop her soft tits mashed against his chest.
His hips set the rhythm, a mild pace that conceded his recent sauna spew and the long stroking that would be needed to achieve his second ejaculation orgasm of the evening. His nose was filled with her hair fragrance and his ears heard her gentle mews as he fucked her pussy. Her inner thigh skin was soft as it brushed his hips, her tit flesh squiggled beneath his chest; he felt the passionate hands rubs she brushed on his back. His senses were submerged in a milieu of sexy femininity.
Then, Jackie found her core sexuality and morphed into the foretold tigress. Her hips bounced against him. She growled out a lusty call. Her body twisted and rolled him under her. She sat up, braced her hands on his chest and fiercely shuttled his cock inside her cunt. The man's look of surprise was her motivation; and the following expression even more so as his face melted into a grin.
She fell into her routine. Long strokes, side to side hip slides, a little twist at the bottom to rub his knob and corona deep inside her moist grotto, screwing her clitoris hard on his pubic bulge. His grin turned to grimace and his breaths got deeper and shorter until he held them in as his spine arched. She felt his jets of spew careen over her cervix and that was her cue to ignite her own rapture.
His and her howls melded together in a cacophony of echoes that brought a smile to Lily's face in the adjoining room. Her sister had executed her task with her usual vigor and the man was obviously enjoying himself in her twin's expert clutches.
The atmosphere of delight ebbed away as Jackie collapsed again on her sexmate's naked body, squashing her flushed boobs against his chest. She purred and nuzzled his cheeks and ears, pecking little kisses to let him know how much she had enjoyed servicing his desires.
They cuddled in the afterglow. The man closed his eyes and Jackie feigned sleep. He roused lightly, untangling carefully, and shuffled languidly to the adjoining room where Lily lay waiting. He crawled in beside her and she gently hugged and caressed the weary man. He lay supine and closed his eyes again. In his twilight mood, he sensed her shift, her long loose hair splayed across his stomach.
A wonderful warm moistness engulfed his lolling cock as he slipped into slumber. Lily would spend the night steeping his semi-tumescent erection in her oral embrace. She knew by morning his ardor would rebuild and she would give him a morning satisfaction similar to the one her sibling had granted him. And enjoy her own bout of ecstasy.
*** Post Graduate ***
Aaron Lowenstein was having drinks with one of his vendors, Tommy Chang, at a downtown hotel restaurant. Jackie and Lily were across the room at another table, chatting like good friends, giggling at ripostes, but observing their boss's table inconspicuously for any sign of his need for assistance.
"So, it's a deal then, Tommy?"
"Yes. I will smuggle the agreed quantities of processed rare earth metal out of Shanghai to Hong Kong and out to sea. We will transfer the cargoes in international waters with faked manifests. The price will be fixed for two years and then a negotiated escalation in line with my costs or, if that new price is not acceptable, we will amicably terminate the contract."
"Sounds good."



Aaron's manufacturing facilities needed the Chinese prohibited exports until his own mines and refineries could come online in America. This deal would give him the advantage he needed to edge out the competition and control the EV parts market.
Aaron wasn't fooled by the verbal assurances from Tommy of a mutually beneficial exchange. A smuggler could only be trusted to seek rewards, not dignity. Aaron would need to lock down his influence over the man. The illegal trade could not be enforced in court. Who's court? Both Chinese and American jurisprudence would rather jail them than compel a smuggling arrangement.
He casually looked about the room as if perusing the other patrons. Tommy saw his disinterest and followed his lead. His eyes came upon Jackie and Lily sitting at a distance and his gaze rested for a while on the young Hispanic women. Aaron detected his contrabandist curiosity and was proud of how the planned temptation was being ogled.
They were dressed in chic business attire. The dark grey skirts were short, upper midthigh and tight around their asses. The blouse buttons strained to contain the generous breasts, the classic center scrunch revealing a sneak peep of coy cleavage. The girls finished their rendezvous and stood. Turning towards the exit, they model walked past the table of business conspirators.
Aaron cleared his throat and the pair paused to look down on the gentlemen. Tommy took a long moment to scan the standing ladies from toe to head and back again. Jackie tucked a hair strand behind her ear as she shyly eyed the British Chinese man. He got a closer look at the packed blouse and its keyhole enticement.
Aaron took the lead.
"Care to join us for a drink?"
"Sorry. We're almost late for work. Maybe some other time."
Jackie continued her stare, squinted and released a nervous sigh. Lily looked at her spellbound sister and giggled.
"Let's go, sis. We'll find a man for you later."
The girls strutted saucily to the door in their high heels, their short skirts bouncing a view of white panties over trim butts. Jackie took a last long look over her shoulder and then they were gone.
"Come along, Tommy. There's a dance club nearby where we can get you other eyefuls of pretty girls."
Aaron took Tommy down the street to the Pussycat Lounge, an upscale gentleman's club. The hostess seated Aaron, a regular patron, near the front stage. A topless waitress served them their drink order.
This evening's featured act was announced and the lights dimmed.
Jackie and Lily, still wearing the clothes they had on in the hotel bar, entered from either stage side and came together for a passionate kiss. With forearms resting on each other's shoulders, they twisted lips together, exposing flitting tongues in sideways view to the scattered patrons.
Jackie's hands went first, both girls watching as she plucked the buttons down her sister's blouse. Jackie leaned back while holding Lily's ass in both hands; Lily returned the sexy favor of opening her twin's blouse. They disengaged their embrace and turned full frontal to the audience. Each did the deed to herself, slowly, flirtingly, opening the blouses to exposed bare tits. They tossed the tops away and hands returned to the top of their heads to fluff their long brown tresses; the motion caused body shakes that shimmied their boobs. There was a sporadic rustle and some saucy quips at that display; the manly audience was studying the view.
Jackie moved to stand behind her sister. Lily looked back over her shoulder as her skirt was unclipped and unzipped down her butt. A hip wiggle assisted the fall. A leg kick flicked the discarded skirt towards the lost blouse. She leaned her head back over her shoulder for a sisterly kiss. With lips still connected, she rotated to hug her stage partner. A deeper smooch led to a firmer embrace, nipples to nipples with chest twists to mash breasts on breasts. The audience murmurs grew bolder.
Lily slowly lowered her body, crouching on her heels. Her hands found and opened Jackie's skirt closures. She pulled the skirt down to reveal a bare pussy. Without hesitation, her hands spread the pink gash and her face dove on the genital offering. Jackie's hands rested on the back of her sister's head as she widened her stance for better lingual access. She tilted her face up, mouth open in a sign of her growing passions.
The standing sister made rotating moves of her hips, guiding the lathering tongue in its sexual task. She finally juddered her hips and wailed a call into the air. Lily wrapped her arms around her sister's ass to support the orgasming female, bracing her from toppling as her body shuddered unsteadily in the throes of rapture.
Jackie's face fell forward, her hair falling to cover her blushed face, the tips tickling her tits. Lily rose and planted another kiss on her lips, sharing the taste of the feminine dew. They both turned full frontal, naked but for high heels and Lily's skimpy thong which was never removed. Hand in hand, they bowed to manly applause, shy smiles on their faces. A second bow for acknowledgement of the audience appreciation preceded a sexy walk to the side stage, waves of farewell until they were out of sight.
Aaron saw Tommy's stare as they disappeared and watched him wipe of beads of sweat from his forehead, signs of his captivation with the sexy sisters. He found a few words to cover his mild obsession.
"So, no wonder they couldn't take time to have a drink with us. Can't be late for work; that was quite a show they put on."
Aaron saw his interest and decided to build his favor with his potentially vacillating partner. He leaned over to whisper in Tommy's ear.
"You can have one if you want."
"What do you mean?"
"Pick one."
"Like a lap dance?"
"If that's what you want. Or we can take them home."
Home sounded better and Tommy simply nodded at the second option. Aaron called over the topless waitress and with a brazen hand fondling her bare ass cheek, whispered his instructions. She nodded approval and hurried off. Aaron and Tommy clinked glasses and finished their drinks.
Aaron led Tommy out to the front of the club where his town car was parked and waiting. Ever attentive Heidi had the rear door open. Aaron motioned Tommy to proceed ahead of him and when he popped his head in, he was stunned to see the Mexican twins, hurriedly and incompletely dressed again in their business attire, seated on the opposite facing leather benches.
Their blouses were unbuttoned to the waist and their wholesome tits nearly spilled out. The short skirts were higher on their thighs, hinting at a continued absence of panties.
Aaron gave his guest a boost through the door and followed. He settled himself in the seat facing Tommy and reached over to haul Lily to his side, placing his arm over her shoulder, snuggling her close. His hand descended to fondle her far tit and he smiled at his male companion. Jackie scrunched closer to the Oriental man and cuddled up close to him like her sister. He also took his leave to caress her tit. Jackie let him play a bit before breaking the reciprocated friendliness growing between them.
"I glad you picked me. My name is Jackie. Let's go someplace and get to know each other better."
His hand continued its caress under her open blouse.
"Sounds good to me."
He looked across where Aaron and Lily were deep in a tongue-lashed smooch. He felt Jackie's hand on his crotch and her breath touched his cheek as she drew Tommy in for a similar facial foreplay. He could smell and taste the residue of the post cunnilingual stage kiss.
The intimate cuddles continued as the limo drove the short distance back to the hotel. The couples spilled out of the town car onto the entrance portico. It was a sassy stroll through the lobby to the elevators and the ascent to Aaron's suite.
Upon entering the rooms, Jackie and Lily walked their hosts to the center room and seated them in the upholstered easy chairs facing the panoramic city skyscape view. The girls swept aside the curtains and drapes to reveal the twinkling points of light of the neighborhoods stretched far below. The stage was ready for a recreation of their earlier performance at the club. Gentle background jazz music set the mood with its smooth slow beat as the girls began the private show.
It began again with a sopheric kiss. They tongue played in open view for their gentlemen pair. Continuing the facial foreplay, their hands rubbed along each other's sides: torso, hips, side boobs. A center move had them pulling the tails from their skirt waistbands; then a zip and the pencil skirts fell away to bare their bare bottoms. Hands pressed open blouses over shoulders and the young dancers were naked but for heels and jewelry.
They turned to the men and, hands raised to clutch tresses in head top bundles, the nude bodies swayed, tits jiggled in mini-shimmies and hips jostled in pantomime coital strokes, implying a promise of things soon to come.
The preludes were over. The twins separated from each other, slunk to the carpet and turned towards their respective men. Tommy watched Jackie cat crawl, one hands-and-knees tread at a time. Her head was high, her brown eyes and red lips captured his stare even as his peripheral vision saw her ass sway and her tits waver beneath her chest, partially, but not completely, obscured by her hair falls.
She stopped just short of his knees and rose to pose on folded legs. She was unshy about reaching for his crotch and expertly opening his belt and fly. A smile, a nod and a tut-tut sound told him to raise his ass so she could gain better access. His semi-tumescent cock bobbed into view as she pulled his trousers under his butt and over his knees. She paused to work off his shoes and finish the pants removal.
Her fingers moved back to his groin and double handed his loose erection. She knee-walked a bit more forward, maintaining a gaze on his groin until her face was close enough that he could feel her breath on his sensitive skin. She examined her handful of male flesh and then looked up at his face to judge his arousal and readiness for her stimulation.
His eyes were wide with wonder and anticipation; his lips apart, breathing through his mouth. She moved one hand stroke along his shaft; her tongue moved out and tip-tickled the nook in his knob.
Leaning slightly away, she held his gaze and asked his preference.
"Do you still want me first or do you want to swap for my sister?"
Tommy was dismayed at her question. Of course, he wanted her to stay and not break the heated fervor building in his body which right now was constricting his throat. He couldn't speak, so he fervidly nodded in her direction. She smiled at his keen enthusiasm. Had he noticed she had said 'first'?
Her mouth slit open and she descended again to her handfuls of solid penile muscle. Her tongue tip tickled the special places: nook, tip slit and opposite sides of the corona. The elicited moans she took as his unreserved permission to continue.
Her cherry red lips surrounded his bullet shaped head and slid with suction over and down the stiff pole, her hands giving way as she took it in her oral embrace. She heard a backdrop moan that persisted until she had him balls deep in her gullet. His pubic hair tickled her nose; she suppressed a sneeze which would have been a most unladylike lapse in this scenario. A jittery head bob rubbed his corona on her tonsils; he groaned now, louder than a moan.
Her natural instinct would be to carry on to his spew but something didn't seem right about a quickie. He deserved more. She drew off his erection. His face went into a distressful expression even as her hands continued a mellow manual stimulation. She saw it and calmed his angst.
"Not here; it's too cramped. Let's get more comfortable in the bedroom."
Tommy was not going to argue as long as there was a path forward to satisfaction. Jackie rose to her feet and with one hand still slicking his erection, offered her other to pull him up from his lax bodily sag. He accepted her lead and she braced back as he used her weight to right himself. She turned him towards the waiting boudoir, hugging his waist with one arm around his back and the other in front, the hand holding his cock.
During the course of action that Jackie had played out, naked Lily had slinked herself over onto Aaron's lap and was lying sideways, lounged leisurely against his clothed body. Her tits rested on his chest as her head rested languidly on his shoulder. They watched Jackie manage and maneuver Tommy into his erotic semi-trance. They were treated to a backside view of her magnificent ass waddle beside his hairy muscular one. The couple entered the far bedroom and the door closed behind them, shutting them in for their continued sexual adventure.
Lily snuggled against her partner's neck and whispered her request.
"Fuck me."
Ever gentlemanly Aaron propped her into an arm cradle carry, took her to the other bedroom, and complied with her solicitation.
----------------
Jackie guided her man to the bed and, helping him remove his shirt, laid him out prone. She climbed on the mattress and gently captured his erection anew. A few strokes were followed by another oral deep dive that brought him back to substantial size and hardness.
It was time to demonstrate the alpha male directed of her years-long poise training regimen. She straddled his hips, placed his knob at her juicy labia and plunged down. The quickness of insertion gave them both a sensational first connection: a cunt stretch for her and a tight compression for him. But that was just the start. She evolved those first feelings into a righteous routine of the cunt squeeze and hip roll technique. Tommy let her lead the first few minutes but his macho needed to be in charge.
He rolled her over and continued the strokes in missionary. She knew her stuff and he felt the added caresses of her rhythmic squeezes and tilts. He wasn't going to last long at this rate and he didn't. The blowjob, the handjob, the cowgirl and now missionary culminated in his mighty howl of ecstasy as he poured volumes of spunk deep inside the office girl, cum showgirl, cum escort cradling his dick.
Lily and Aaron were still in foreplay when they heard the wild calls of nature from the other bedroom. They shared a giggle before returning to serious preparations for their own saunter to orgasmic completion.
Both couples dozed after their dual sexual gratifications. Lily rousted first, a gentle awakening that left Aaron still in his slumber. She stealthily got out of bed and toddled across to the other bedroom door. She cracked it silently open and in the dim aura of the cityscape glow, spied Jackie sprawled languidly over Tommy's prone, sleeping body. She stepped quietly to the bed and touched her bare shoulder.
Her sister stirred and Lily whispered in her ear.
"It's switcheroo time, sis."
Jackie gently disentangled herself, wary of waking her weary bed partner. She stood and the twins engaged in a familiar act of a boob squashing hug and deep kiss, reassuring the other that they would take good care of the swapped men. Jackie crept away to Aaron's room and Lily cautiously got in with Tommy.
She wiggled down to put her head under the sheets at his groin. She smelled the mixed aroma of the fucking, a sticky mélange of female and male genital fluids. Undeterred, in fact rather attracted, by the scent of sex, her lips touched his knob and drew in the softened appendage. She stayed that way until dawn, steeping Tommy's prick in her oral warmth and moisture.
The morning sunrise flooded the room with a brighter light and it awoke Tommy who felt a pleasant sensation at his groin. He pulled back the sheets to find his bedmate suckling his cock. Her head was moving in an up and down motion that swept her lips along the length of his growing erection.
He lay his head back, relaxed into the pillow and let the Hispanic maiden perform her role as she saw fit. He was the alpha male and she was the servile female here to satisfy his needs. She was quite good at her job and, and while he fantasied his thoughts as she did her duty, his ardor rose to the point of climax and he jetted his manly essence into her suctioning grotto.
She held him until he withered and climbed up to cuddle and kiss. He wasn't prepared to engage with her cum stung lips. He pressed a hand to her face and pushed her over the edge of the bed. She fell to the floor with a thump. He rolled his body away from her. She knew the sign of a selfish man ending a one-night affair.
She picked herself off the floor and moodily left the room, closing the door behind her. Jackie was waiting in the main room. They gathered and donned their scattered discarded duds and left the suite. Aaron would debrief them back at the main office later and together the trio would contrive the twins' next corporate favorable mission assignment.
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Vasili Romanov alighted the Uber and helped the middle-aged woman driver haul his bags out of the trunk. He thanked her and entered the little family boutique hotel. Her driving had been fine but he was not pleased that the car rental group at the regional airport had muffed his reservation. His mood had been annoyed to say the least and still was.
It didn't help his attitude for the impending task of expediting loan collections from this hotel's overdue payments. His Angel Investor patrons had dispatched his ample-sized in-person attendance to sternly remind the loan's recipient of his obligations to the Russian syndicate that had financed the hotel refurbishment costs. Vasili would use his considerable persuasiveness to ensure the loanee caught up sooner than later on his delinquent account.
He spied the receptionist seated at her post: a cute little buxom girl, olive-toned skin and long straight black hair. Her face was fresh with sultry makeup around blue eyes. The name tag on her budget-priced blue polyester jacket read 'Loki'. She was perusing the words and pictures from a book on human anatomy.
He banged the desktop silver bell to get her notice. She startled at the break in her concentration and paid him attention.
"Oh, sorry, sir. Can I help you?"
Vasili was curious about her immersion in the apparent textbook.
"What's the book for?"
She looked down and then back up at him.
"Oh, this? I'm studying online for a nursing degree. So, can I help you, sir?"
"I called ahead to reserve your best available room."
She stood to peck at the computer. He saw the hourglass shape of her body, clothed in the inexpensive standard hotel uniform. It gained his interest, giving him notions for his overnight stay.
"Yes, I see it here. Vasili Romanov. Our best room available would be the newly renovated Bridal Suite on the top floor. It's available for the next two days but unfortunately already booked for the weekend."
"It will do. I only need one night. Is the Manager available?"
"I'll see if he is."
She called a number on the desk phone.
"Daddy? There's a man here asking for you."
A smallish South Asian man came to the lobby. His face took on less of a host's smile when he saw who the guest was. The two men moved further into the lobby, a safe distance from the front desk for some privacy in conversation.
Loki saw the agitation of the new guest, his words low as he stood close, peering down at her father. The hotel owner had a frightful expression as he listened. Loki caught only snatches of the terse discussion.
"... late loan payments... bosses unhappy... review the books... tomorrow morning... entertainment tonight... she's only a 19-year-old student... anatomy book... practical study..."
The hotel manager made furtive looks towards his daughter as the conversation wound down and gave a nod of surrender. Vasili took his bags, entered the elevator, and ascended to his room.
Unpacked and lounging nude but for a towel waist wrap, he heard a knock on the door. He opened it to find the daughter standing there in her front desk uniform. She appeared to have freshened her makeup. Her eyes were deeply shadowed, her cheeks blushed and her lips had a bright red tone.
He grabbed her arm and, unspoken, hauled her into the room. The door closed as he pressed her back against the narrow entranceway wall. He held her there by the shoulders. She was shorter than him, even in her heels. She peered upwards at his glower with a look of concern for the rough physical act right off the bat. He was very direct in addressing her.
"What did your father tell you?"
Her voice was low and slow.
"That you would review the accounting books with him tomorrow morning and would be less critical if you were in a more mellow mood."
"That sounds about right."
Loki stood attentive; a bit cowed by the physical treatment from the near naked guest. Vasili saw the look of unease on her pretty face; it was a good sign for his ego and mood. He saw the jacket was one-buttoned close across her torso, the lapels wider and spread apart across her fulsome chest. He plucked the one jacket button and the unrestrained lapels popped further apart.
"Well, what do we have here?"
He reached in and squeezed her blouse-covered, bra-packing boobs. Even covered, they felt spongy and youthfully buoyant.
She stood stoic as he made his own study of human anatomy. He flipped back the coat and she leaned in just enough for it to slide down her arms. That fully revealed the white sleeveless blouse; her bra cup sides visible in the arm openings. The buttons were easy work for Vasili as he opened it down to her skirt waistband. He tugged the tails out and, with another slight stance movement, it too slipped down her arms.
She just stood, watching silently downward as he unzipped her skirt and dropped it to the floor.
Her straight black hair was hanging down her back. He pulled her closer by the shoulders, away from contact with the wall, her minimally clothed chest pressed lightly to his bare skin. His hands tunneled under the hair cascade to find the bra clasp. He fiddled with the hooks and the elastic bands sprung forward to her sides. He saw her breasts sag ever so slightly at the release of tension.
He drew the shoulder straps forward and down for his first look at her bare round mammary masses with their broad brown nipples. The nubs were erect, probably from her apprehension at the likelihood of his evolving intent on her body.
He repeated his earlier fluffing, but now on bare skin rather than a packed bra.
"Nice tits, girl."
He stood tall and pressed his hands to her soft mammary mounds, her nipples centered on his palms. He squeezed gently, judging the pliancy and fluidity of her chest meat. The cycles of squash and fondle continued as he peered at her blue eyes and queried her sexual status.
"Do you have a boyfriend?"
She shyly nodded to his staccato of questions.
"Have you sucked his cock? Yes? Has he fucked you? Yes? Good; it will make things go smoother."
He released his grip on her breasts and gripped one bicep instead. He marched her to mid-room and posed her facing him.
"Give me your panties."
She hesitated for a second and he slapped her fat bare breast. She quickly leaned forward, her suspended tits swaying as she skimmed her undies down her legs and over each foot in turn before righting herself and placing the silky piece in his outstretched hand. She saw the tinge of moisture stain in the crotch and felt demeaned by her body's aroused response to this forced scenario.
He also saw the blot and made a show of holding it to his nose, taking a deep breath.
"Ahh... I love the smell of fresh young pussy dew."
He looked behind and flipped the prize on the dresser top; the torso twisting move untucking his towel wrap which fell to the floor.
Her face was up but her eyes were lowered and she got her first look at his manhood. His ego twinged when he saw her eyes pop at the sight. He was proud of his large package.
He took her hand and backed himself to the upholstered room chair. He seated his ass on the edge, sitting upright as he drew her nearer. With him seated and her standing in her heels between his spread thighs, her tits were just below face-level to him. He leaned in and suckled one stiff nipple and then the other. He heard her try to stifle a whispered moan.
His hands swept her hips, cuddled her buff ass, and returned to finger her shaved pussy. He found the panty staining moisture and slicked one finger, and then two, shallowly in her wet aperture. He brought his fingers to his nose and took a deep breath, again smelling the genital feminine fragrance.
He saw her focused stare on the act. He placed his fingers at her mouth, swiping them along her red glossed lips. She grimaced at the touch; then he pressed his fingertips inward, forcing her to taste herself. She acceded to the intrusion, lessening her scow as it wasn't as bad as she expected: musky, salty, and somewhat sour.
He took her hands and placed them on his semi-erection. He was surprised that she started a slow gentle stroke, probably unconsciously, and naturally, performing the accustomed act that she had performed many times on her boyfriend. He leaned in for more boob smooching as she rubbed him to a stiffer erection.
It was time to end the foreplay and get on with the real play. He leaned back a bit as he pushed her back to close his knees and then drew her forward again to straddle his hairy legs. Her ass rested on his upper thighs, her plump cunt touching his upright shaft. His hands lifted her ass higher, pulling her forward above his elevated knob. The tip poked between her labia lips. She jiggled a bit, a natural unconscious act to help find the right spot.
He waddled his ass and swayed hers to perfect the alignment. She braced with arms around his neck and shoulders. He felt her moisture slick his knob tip and decided not to dawdle. He pulled her down as he pushed up; his long cock made the long slow plunge in one thrust. They each heard the other's guttural moans as the sexual juncture was executed.
Fully in at the base, she leaned her forehead against his as she rested there. But the pause did not last; he was not a patient man. His tone was stern and commanding.
"Fuck me, Loki."
She took a deep breath for energy and used her strong thighs to lift her ass, her heels braced on the carpet. It was the start of a slow steady series of thrusts up and down. Each sex-mate felt the dew-moistened skin-on-skin stimulations, the conjunction of manly muscled shaft and tender womanly channel.
Vasili's visage may have appeared selfish but he was a genuine gentleman that wanted his paramour to experience the sexual pleasure, too. His hands slid frontward across her belly, holding on loosely to her hips. His thumbs moved to her groin and smoothed firm massages on her clitoris. Her whimpers of excitement echoed in his ears.
She redoubled her efforts to stroke his cock. He continued to rub her carnal button. Suddenly, she bent her neck back, gasping a vocal exhale as her spine arched and stiffened. She might have fallen backward if not for his hold on her waist and her arms folded around his neck. He waited out her vociferous orgasm, his buried cock inside her palpitating core.
She wound down from her rapture and leaned again into his body, her stiff nipples pressed to his upper chest, her forehead resting against his. When her mind returned to the here and now, she sighed deeply and heard him give the echoed demand.
"Fuck me, Loki."
With a deep breath to recover her stamina, she began the up and down pumping motions. His thumbs returned to their clitoral duty and she moaned as her spirits rose again. He felt her increased concentration to his needs and let his control slip away. As he sensed her arousal climb once again toward the peak, he recognized the familiar pressure and rumble in his balls.
She topped out at the second apex of her sexual spree; he joined her as his cock shot its gooey spunk deep inside her warm, wet welcoming womb. He bellowed his ecstasy; it was in chorus with her second round of rapturous shrieks.
This time there was no loosening of the embrace. They clutched tightly to each other vibrating bodies, slippery with perspiration, warm skin slip-sliding in moist contact.
In the post-coital buzz, a semi-dream state, they untangled and staggered to the bed. In near comatose weariness, they formed a spooning cuddle, drawing the sheets over their cooling forms as sweet slumber enveloped them in a serene time out.
Something woke Vasili. His hard-nosed lifestyle was such that even in sleep, he would often sense changes in the immediate environs. He lay still, waiting for a danger to show itself, make a mistake, give him a crafty advantage. But all he perceived was his arm laying over Loki's naked body, her breathing slow and deep. Every other respiration made a near-silent snore as her body rejuvenated from the two stupendous orgasms. He relaxed when he reckoned those were the sounds that awoke him.
But now he was awake. His soft cock was nestled in her ass crack; his draping hand full of soft tit. He eased away, using the tit grasp to roll her gently toward him into a prone pose. He was ready for more fucking. Her legs lolled apart; even in slumber she innately gave a fertile female's summons for the man to mount up. He accepted her innocuous invitation and braced on hands and knees above her dozing form. His cock dangled near her pussy. A small move ahead for contact and his knob tip was poised for entry.
Loki's eyes popped open at the touch and showed shock when he plowed into her juicy cunt. Her hands darted up in defense, pushing against his chest but it was too late. She was pegged on his stiff rod and he was stroking himself steadily inside her. Fear fluttered her tummy and, amazingly, she felt a sudden rise in genital elation. She careened off in an uncontrolled flight of nervy jolts that flitted up and down her spine.
Vasili felt her bodily shudders and smiled at the occurrence. It had happened before with several previous sex partners and the ego rush to his brain never got old. It fueled his verve and he drew near to his own culmination. He hugged her tighter, her big boobs and stiff nipples crushed against his chest. He pounded away, seeking his own finale by shooting another load of ball sap into this sexy young lady that he had picked out only a few hours earlier.
Calm returned and, separated again, he fell asleep to the sound of her faint cries of anxiety at the mixed feelings of joy and trepidation rambling around in her head.
Dawn broke and they awoke, dragging themselves to the shower, dowsing away the accumulated sweat and spunk residues. As she washed, he watched her soapy body reflected in the bathroom mirrors. Vasili placed her hands on his cock and she stroked him with a slippery handjob to a final ejaculation as he finger-fucked her to a last bit of rapture.
He reposed naked in bed after he excused her from her intimate guest service obligations. Loki gathered her loose pile of clothes to her chest and walked towards the door. She stopped and impulsively turned back, leaning in to kiss a thankyou farewell on his lolling cock. With a giggle at her boldness, she skipped away to the exit, scurrying to her own quarters for preening and prep before re-assuming her daytime front desk duties.
Her efforts had been effective and Vasili he was in a better mood for his sit-down with her Daddy. Vasili allowed that he would tell the Angel Investor bosses to be patient for two more months but profits, and on-time full loan payments, must improve. If not, there were other ways to recompense the loan givers. Vasili had several colleagues who would pay for the kind of staff afforded personal full services that he had just enjoyed. Maybe prepaid weekly visits by men such as him would help with the cash flow. The implications were stated thus.
"Do you have other daughters that could be available? Or maybe your wife?"
The owner blanched at the unappealing suggestion and lilted a gripe in his South Asian accent.
"Look, sir, I'm trying. But a new modern hotel has been built at the edge of town. They are drawing away my usual customers and my occupancy has dwindled to less than half of its former volume. Money is tight and I don't know what more I can do to get more."
Vasili cocked his head in thought, stood, and said he would look into it. He passed through the lobby to meet his Uber ride for his airport departure. Loki watched him pass, a Mona Lisa smile of contentment on her pretty face. He tossed her the room keycard.
"I'll be back in two months. Save me the same room with the same full-service arrangements."
Loki smiled and winked.
"Yes, sir. It will be my pleasure to give you the hotel's special full service whenever you return."
On the way to the airport, Vasili called one of his business associates. He requested his collaboration in a loan expediting arrangement. But it wasn't the idea of multiple and recurrent visitors that he had conveyed to the South Asian man. He was loathe to share his newfound, overnight, titillating treasure.
The following week, the local newspapers were filled with astonishing stories of the mysterious fire that completely destroyed the brand-new hotel. Fortunately, no one was injured. The manager recalled an unscheduled inspection by the gas boiler vendor's technician, one different from his usual serviceman. When queried by the police, the vendor honestly had no knowledge of dispatching any employee to the facility. The Fire Marshall declared arson and, without an insurance payout, the hotel would not be able to rebuild.
Vasili read about it from another town far away. He placed another call and authorized a hefty payment for a successful job by his nefarious colleague.
Loki and her Daddy found their hotel's occupancy rate climbing quickly back up to the better volumes it had previously enjoyed and sorely needed. He thanked his guardian angels for the serendipitous miracle. She suspected it was more likely due to the involvement of a sexy Angel Investor loan collection agent. And looked forward to his return for her chance at a lively personal show of gratitude.
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Vasili Romanov sat solemnly across from the manager in his factory corner office in the small midwestern town. The facility owner's face was flush with emotions, and not the positive kind. His accounts, being reviewed by Vasili, were not the best quarter he'd ever had, by far. And they were even worse than the last two quarters. The Russian mob loan collector wasn't really a financial analyst but he was street-smart to a fault and understood bad business when he saw it.
He leafed again through the fiscal report's tables and pie charts but there was nothing there that could remove the sting of another quarterly loss. The cover of the report held a dramatic logo with bright colors but it couldn't compensate for the dark gloominess of the tabulated accounts. The cover was 'lipstick on a pig' as far as he was concerned.
"John, this is not a good trend. My bosses said they expected at least a breakeven quarter by now."
John Donovan waited a moment before responding, feigning a thoughtful reply to the scary man filling the chair across from his desk.
"Well, can't you see that the competition's market prices have been brutal to our profits? We are making product but it's not moving. That's why the inventory is so high."
The Russian lifted his bulk from the chair. John also stood, a defensive move in case this meeting was about to turn physical.
"Let's go out on the floor and take a look."
Vasili wasn't in the mood for violence... yet. The old days of breaking fingers, arms and even legs, and he'd done his fair share of that, were acknowledged by the new age bosses to be mostly ineffective. They may have gotten small immediate results but business efficiency faded, the longer-term paybacks dwindled and they lost the bulk of their outlay. Measured patience was more fruitful.
The men passed through the outer office, past the buxom blonde secretary typing furiously on her computer, trying to look busy but innocuous, to avoid any dealings with the obviously upset Russian. He had been brusque and impatient waiting for Uncle John to arrive for the unannounced meeting. He leered at her, staring at her cleavage, that hungry look of a man who took what he wanted, when he wanted it.
The men donned the obligatory safety hats and glasses and wandered a path through the line of machinery from raw parts to finished product. At each station, John was greeted with familiarity.
"Aunt Helen says she expects you at dinner Sunday."
"See you at Flanagan's Friday night, 'cuz."
"Don't forget about that pay advance I need for Julie's graduation present."
The men returned to the factory office.
"John, it's a small town and we understand you have family here. But have you employed anyone not a relative?"
"It's hard to avoid."
"I will have to report that back to the bosses. They expected you to use their money for profits, not nepotism."
Vasili looked again at the extravagantly bound report.
"Small things add up. Are your workers working hard or hardly working. I saw a lot of idle hands out there. And you can't hide bad news with a fancy cover. How much did this cost to print?"
"Oh, really, not much. Sandy, my secretary and bookkeeper, put it together right here. She learned all that publishing stuff in college."
"I'm going to need some time to digest this before reporting to the bosses. I assume Sandy can explain all of this to me?"
"I'm sure she can. I'll let you use my office for a pow-wow."
"No need. I'll take her with me. And John, get this factory moving and inventory shipping. We want a breakeven quarter next time... or else."
He left that remark hanging and went to the outer office. Sandy was still doing busy work, trying to avoid the Russian. He came up behind her and laid a hand on her shoulder.
"Get your things. You're coming with me. I have a use for you."
He used a strong hand on her arm to stand her up. She gave a frightened glance at her Uncle John standing in his inner office doorway. She mouthed a frightened silent question: 'What the fuck?'
Her forlorn looking uncle simply nodded and looked down, a sign for her to comply with whatever the big man in the untailored black suit wanted. With his hand still clamped to her arm, she grabbed her purse before he could haul her away from her desk.
Vasili held her in the strong-arm grip as he quick marched her outside in her tall heels. He put her in the passenger seat of his luxury sports car. At least the airport rental staff had worked his reservation correctly this time and he needn't call Uber again. He drove away, Sandy silently seated beside him, clutching her purse in her lap atop the monthly financial report she was supposed to explain to this subprime capital financing organization's representative.
-----
Sandy's dress lay crumpled on the hotel floor's carpet. Her bra and panties were hanging from the floor stand lampshade. Her heels were near the door. She was laying naked in the rumple-sheeted bed, next to the naked man that had driven her straight to a nearby town's boutique hotel, a location between the factory and the airport. It was a recently renovated building and she had heard on the street it was another of the subprime second mortgages Vasili handled.
She had protested when he pulled her from the car. She had struggled as he towed her in quick step on her clicking heels through the lobby, witnessed by the open mouth aghast receptionist. She felt and saw the fiery glower from the young lady's eyes, strangely dressed in a cleavage-boosting, tightly fitted club dress, something more suitable for date night man-baiting instead of a day on the job.
Vasili saw Loki's look of disgust and dismay at being supplanted by this woman being towed along by her favored guest. He shrugged his shoulders in her direction. He understood her anger, as he had called in his reservation on the way to the factory. Duty calls, he thought. He would make it up to her later.
Sandy stood nervously beside him, waiting for the elevator doors to open. It was not her idea of a business meeting location for reviewing financial reports. But Uncle John's capitulation expression had made it known she was obliged to play along.
At the top floor, he pushed her ahead of him, watching the waddle of her nice ass in the secretary pencil skirt. He shoved her into the Bridal suite, a small stumble in her high heeled steps. She recovered to view the room. It was curiously decked out with candles and flowers. Unbeknownst to Sandy, Loki, the receptionist and hotel owner's daughter, was expecting to entertain the special VIP guest. Vasili saw the decorations and assumed as much, doubly so after seeing Loki's overdressed outfit. He had even more making up to do to her as soon as practical.
Sandy had tried to assemble the table and chairs for his intended examination of the books. But he had tossed the dreary report on the top of the dresser and preceded with his intended examination of the bookkeeper. She had tried to resist, slapping at his hands as he started plucking at her blouse buttons.
He decided more vigorous means were justified and ripped aside the front panels. Shocked at the growing violence from this burly man, she resolved that she was never going to win this one. So, she accepted the inevitable and changed her demeanor to subtle submission and to letting him do what he wanted. She hoped this would be a 'one and done' and then she could make her escape.
When she ended her defiance, he became more gentlemanly. The blouse wasn't torn away; instead, he asked her to hold her blonde hair up. Standing behind her, watching her face in the wall mirror, he laid the shirt back over her shoulders and down her arms, revealing her broad bra strap, a heavy band needed to support her heavy breasts.
Her panties came into view as the skirt zipper bottomed and the clip was undone. She wiggled it over her well-proportioned ass. Without pause for permission, he unclipped her bra. The mammary masses sagged a bit at the release of tension, but her twenty-something youthfulness still held them high and firm on her chest. He reached a hand around and pulled the cups down. She cooperated, shrugging her shoulders, letting the top straps fall off her arms. He saw the pink nipples in the mirror and cupped her breasts, bouncing them, testing their firm pliability. He held her gaze as he tossed her brassiere behind his back. It landed on and hung from the lampshade. Both saw it through the mirror image and neither could suppress a small giggle.
Sandy watched her face and his face, posed over her shoulder in the mirror. She knew where this was headed and hoped that, even though forced and not voluntary, it would be nice enough for her to get some enjoyment from it.
Her haircut was such that it covered her ears but left her neck exposed. His mood was lighter from the funny bra toss and he leaned in to nuzzle her neck. His nose was filled with the lingering shampoo essence in her short blonde curls. She crossed her arms under her boobs and let him play with her tits. His thumbs rubbed her nipples and they responded with swelling.
She liked fancy panties and today they were thin silky ones, the smooth fabric splitting her labia into the habitual camel toe. One of his hands dropped there and a finger sawed the molded crevasse. She squinted her eyes and Vasili took that for her growing acceptance of the manhandling of her body. He gripped the thong sides and tugged them down to her thighs. Stepping back, he watched as she completed the task, leaning into the mirror, her suspended tits jiggling as she shimmied off the silky panties, pawing one foot and then the other. She held the silky wad, uncertain of what to do. He took them from her, throwing them toward the discarded bra. It joined her bra as another decoration of the light fixture.
"Stand still."
Vasili took his time, undressing himself, laying the parts of his suit, shirt and boxer shorts in a pile on the upholstered side chair. She kept her gaze forward but her peripheral vision saw his moves. He returned naked, like her, and pressed his impressive slack cock into the split of her ass cheeks. She felt the warm appendage there.
"Play with me. You know what to do."
She twerked her ass, sawing at the downward pointing shaft. She moved a hand beneath, between her legs, and fingered the knob, fuller now, like the growing erection that was pressing her derriere. She slowly spun around, facing him, and gave the rod a few rubs. The shaft was nearly horizontal, the knob poking against her split pussy flesh.
As this was going on, his hands returned to her boobs with more physicality. He squeezed the mounds and pinched the nipple nubs. The active foreplay was raising the fervor in both and it was time to get better acquainted.
He turned her towards the bed and pushed her shoulders; her hands caught the edge of the mattress as she fell forward. He boosted her ass and she clambered aboard, still with her back to him. He seized her ankles in a double grip and twisted; she rolled over, her boobs wavering fluidly into a pair of flattened tori as her arms spread out to steady the body spin. He liked the way her tits moved and wrenched her legs a couple of times to shimmy them again.
He spread her hand-held ankles wide and climbed into the saddle of her thighs; his body loomed above her. She pressed her hands to his chest, a natural reaction from a vulnerable female not quite resolved to be fucked. But he ignored her trepidation and posed his mighty cock at her cunt. Aligned for action, he gave a momentary pause, a nod and stern stare, and she moved her hands aside. She circled his beefy neck in a loose hug; he lowered his weight and squashed her soft tits to his chest. His hands clutched her ass cheeks; she inhaled a pulse of air at the hurt.
He pressed his penile muscle into her vaginal cleft. She couldn't suppress a last prospect of evasion and flinched her hips down and away. It was of no use; his tip remained in contact and ready for entry.
He felt her hips relax, returning upward and, just as she settled in place, he punched in with a sudden thrust. A couple inches slid in and she whimpered at the way the thick knob stretched her feminine canal. He didn't stop; a quick breath and another thrust pushed him almost all in. She whimpered louder; her channel was stressed by the quick penetration. One more small drawback and a harsher grip on her ass cheeks gave her notice of the final plunge. It was quick, almost violent, just like the first two. He crashed hard against her cervix.
Vasili was in control. He left one hand on her ass and the other braced beside her shoulder, lifting his chest slightly above her. He drew back, paused and rammed himself in. It quivered her body and her tits took the fluid roll that had attracted his attention earlier and offered him the visual stimulus again. It was a result of his power thrusts and, mingled with the wet warm friction on his cock and the vocal sounds of conflicted dismay from his captive fuck mate, fueled his arousal further.
He settled into a staccato cycle: three hard thrusts, then three soft slow strokes with continued repeats of the three-three rhythm. He felt the buzz building in his groin. Her vocalizations grew louder with each series and then she cried out her orgasm. He followed quickly behind, howling as his successive ropes of manly spunk filled her feminine chamber.
Twice more that night, Vasili took his pleasure with the bookkeeper. She was much more cooperative, even initiating the third copulation with oral foreplay. A morning shower and preening, an attempt to redress in her somewhat tattered clothing preceded an awkward amble through the hallways to the elevator and lobby.
As they passed the reception desk, she endured another jealous stare from the daughter receptionist. Vasili tossed his key card on the desk and with a wink, gave his parting retort.
"Don't worry. I'll be back again in a few weeks. Save me the same suite, and maybe next time you can offer me the hotel's special full-service arrangements."
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Vasili strode into the town's honky-tonk watering hole, the dusky interior lit by colored neon liquor and beer advertisements. Cheeky denim short-shorts clung to the rolling asses of the waitresses sporting only tummy tied shirts and no bras. The ass waddles above long legs propped on heels rocked their tanned boobs beneath the cotton fabric, exposing furtive hints of tan lines and areolae edges. It helped draw the local men to this otherwise less charismatic business.
The Russian sat at the bar and nursed a draft beer, watching the bawdy pseudo-floor-show through the liquor bottle jumbled rear mirror. The young bar tender, Bob, came round, offering a fill-up.
Vasili covered his hand over the half-empty mug and motioned Bob closer.
"Which one's the best cocksucker?"
Bob remained stoically calm outwardly but inwardly his gut clenched. He knew of this big guy; his financially challenged uncle had alerted him to the man's status as the greedy loan sharks' enforcer. The unconventional loan had facilitated the bar's launch. He was cautioned to treat the VIP warily: drinks on the house and whatever else he wanted.
Bob scanned the crowd and his eyes rested on one young gal in particular: the owner's daughter, his cousin, Gabbie. What luck; she was working tonight and, with her reputation for kinky adventures, she could handle this delicate business transaction.
"Over there" he pointed. Bob turned his head and saw the tallish shapely girl on the far side of the room.
"Gabbie's my cousin. We nicknamed her 'Gobbie'; she'll gobble a cock with gusto when the mood suits her. Otherwise, she's pretty stuck up, owner's daughter and all."
Vasili nodded his concurrence.
"Okay, get me acquainted."
Bob gave a high hand wave towards the packed room center and the buxom relative made her way through the throng, enduring the usual unsought ass grabs and tit gropes along the way, her face registering her distain for the uncouth crowd. Vasili watched the blithe manners of the regular customers towards the proprietor's offspring and decided this decision might be better than even he had at first hoped.
Gabbie came near to where Bob waited and, without inhibition or shared words, sat where her cousin motioned on the stool next to Vasili. Her generous but well-proportioned ass covered the stool top. She leaned her elbows on the bar; her tremendous tits nearly spilled out of her tummy tied top. Vasili got a sideways view of some very nice chest meat.
Bob took in his own cleavage eyeful of his curvaceous cousin, remembering past liquor fueled incestuous playtimes. Then finally leaned forward and half whispered to Gabbie above the background tumult.
Her face darkened as her eyes looked sideways at the Russian mobster. Her plush red 'blowjob' lips whispered an angry protest but Bob, also giving a quick sideways glance, whispered more urgently. Another headshake with stark words. Another retort from Bob.
With a look of extreme annoyance, she gave a scowled head bowed sign of surrender. Seeing that understandings had been made, Vasili gulped the last of his beer, took her hand and helped her move her nice booty shorted ass off her stool to stand. He looked around and found the spot he wanted. He led the resentful barmaid behind the bar.
Anyone who was watching knew what was about to happen but outwardly turned a blind eye to the scene. Gabbie took a last look at the room crowded with inattentive patrons and then bent her knees. Her head descended lower and out of sight. Vasili stood tall and looked down, watching the unfolding encounter, her loose cleavage aglow in the multi-colored tones of the assorted neon hues of the liquor advertisement lights.
She craned her neck and captured his zipper tab with her teeth, drawing it down. Her hand tunneled in, wormed around in his pants and emerged with a fistful of pink penile flesh. She swiveled and tilted the meaty tube, examining it as she had with so many other men's cocks, before leaning in and tongue-tickling the knob and corona crook.
Vasili placed one hand on the bar and the other arm drooped loose but ready to enforce his control if he felt it was needed. But apparently, it wasn't. Gabbie gobbled his cock, validating her nickname. Bartender Bob was right; 'Gobbie' was an excellent cocksucker.
He watched her head bob, her red painted lips sliding back and forth on his horizontal swollen appendage. He enjoyed the wonderful down blouse view of her bouncy tits. She paused at a deep plunge and rasped her tongue flat against his sensitized skin. His hand gripped the bar tighter at the intense sensation, the knuckles turning white with the fierceness of his clutch. She resumed the head bobs and hard suctions.
He could resist no longer; his free hand seized her hair and pressed her nose to his hairy groin. His hips shuddered as his balls unloaded his milky spunk straight down her gullet; she struggled to disengage and catch a breath. In spite of her obvious distress, he finished his pulses of spend to the very last dribbling drop before loosening his hold.
She popped off her throatful of meat and tilted her face upward as she came up for air; it mimicked her breaching the surface of a pool. The dramatic and loud intake of breath through her wide-open mouth was heard by nearby patrons. A few men recognized the noise and chuckled to themselves or smiled knowingly to a similarly amused chum.
Vasili let her re-oxygenate a little while he tucked back in and zipped up. He reached down and towed her upward by a hold on her center shirt knot. It was his first touch close to her mammaries and he was beguiled by the soft compacted jiggle that tapped at his knuckles.
He switched to taking her hand again and led her from behind the bar. Many eyes were directing stares his way; some jealous, some with admiration. He didn't care; he led her through the parting crowd to the exit, a few muted hoots and catcalls behind his back as he departed with his overnight prize.
At the boutique hotel, he towed her past the reception desk to the elevators, avoiding the disgruntled stare of the again miffed receptionist. Yes, sooner than later, he owed her another sensational mattress romp. But not tonight.
Inside his room, he was seated naked in the upholstered side chair. An equally naked Gabbie knelt on the carpet between his thighs, fervently gobbling his cock. But Vasili wanted this time to be foreplay only. He fluffed her tits as she sucked and wanted to have some extended playtime with these magnificent fun-bags before shooting another blast of sperm. He used a handful of hair to pull her off his prick; it ended with a popping noise as she was loath to give up her delightful mouthful of man-meat. He drew her to stand in front of him and cupped her boobs, pushing her firmly onto the bed.
He had her pose stationary on hands and knees in bed as he moved around her: spanking her ass, slapping her pendulous boobs, dipping his face under her suspended chest to lap her nipples, then rolling her prone to suckle them some more from above.
He positioned himself in her cleavage, pressing them together, rubbing his excited shaft between the soft feminine pillows until he joyfully shot ropes of man juice on her face. He helped her finger spoon the wayward white gobs and put them through her lips. She made moaning swallow noises.
Later, he fucked her sidesaddle in bed, her tits filling the space between their chests, harkening to her pleas of 'harder... faster... deeper'. He was mindful of her entreaties to gain her own orgasmic pleasure as he rammed her pussy. He stroked for a long time, heeding her appeals for satisfaction and finally assuaged her wishes as she careened off into rapture. During her body vibrating rapture, he jubilantly dumped his manly gift of lust inside her cunt.
The barmaid's nightly working outfit was somewhat tawdry on its public exposure during the trapse through the lobby next morning. It invoked another gauntlet of disapproving facial taunts from the receptionist.
Returning to the daylit empty bar, Vasili towed disheveled Gabbie across the debris strewn floor to the back office where he was scheduled to collect the monthly loan payment from her father. The loanee had the monthly stacks of cash laid out on his desk, awaiting its collection. He had heard of the semi-abduction of his daughter the night before and his face was subtly concerned as he eyed his oldest daughter's tousled state. She gave her father a shrug of affirmation that she was disheveled but otherwise unharmed.
Fanning the wads to confirm their sufficient amount, Vasili glimpsed the eye exchange between the family members. He launched into a saucy sidebar riposte as he concluded the count.
"Ahh, don't worry, Daddy. She's just fine. A little tapped out to be sure but I wouldn't harm such an impressive cocksucker. And her cunt's a tight delight as well."
The owner was not amused as Vasili pressed further.
"You should try it sometimes."
Bob the bartender cousin suppressed a guffoff of knowing experience. The father shot him a stern scowl.
The Russian pocketed the bundles of 20's and turned to leave. A presaging parting shot took his fancy. He slapped her denim covered ass hard enough to jerk her body and jostle her tits in a show of dominance, not lost on her intimidated Daddy.
"See you next month, 'Gobbie'."
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Vasili liked to keep his hair buzz-cut short. It reflected his early years of youth when he worked the Russian oilfields before emigrating west to America.
Having lived on the edge of feast or failure himself, he understood the dreams and despairs of struggling family entrepreneurs. Vasili had found his niche as the Russian mob's loan payment enforcer and was generally enjoying his free use of vulnerable family females in the small town, small entrepreneurships therein.
The town had a barber shop and a hair salon, the seed capital which the middle-aged hairdresser had acquired from his employers in order to launch the enterprise. He went straight there for a trim... and potentially some quim.
The buxom shop owner leaned on him in her loose smock, brushing and pressing her soft braless tits to his back and shoulders while she worked. Marion was cash short this month and hoped Vasili would be forgiving of the payment delay of which she must soon inform him of. She leaned her round boobs hard against him as she finished up the task.
"It's been a hard spring. The Easter rush wasn't such a rush after all and the prom season hasn't started yet. Business is in a lull at the moment; I won't have the full amount. I can make it up next month."
Vasili face darkened. It was always some excuse with these folks. Everyone had their story.
He caught movement out of the corner of his eye and he inched his hand towards his concealed handgun. Life was less violent in this American gig but his Russian teenage experiences set his survival instincts alight. He calmed as the vision moved more into his sight; it was only the shop assistant coming to cleanup around his chair. His fingers moved away from his waistband holster under the barber's drape.
The younger girl kept her eyes down and her distance from the dangerous looking client as she swept. She leaned over, her smock loose at the collar. He liked the down blouse view, her breasts generous to her squat stature. The loan taker noticed him staring at her younger sister and told her to go away. Vasili was quick to contravene the order.
"And who might you be?"
The hairdresser chirped in before her helper could reply.
"She's my sister, Missy. She helps out now and then."
"Well, she could be a great help to you now."
He lifted the cloth drape to reveal his middle.
"So, if I have to stretch your sister's monthly payment, I should get some in-kind consideration for the late money. Come here and suck me, little one."
The older sister looked at her shocked little sister. She was in a bind and this remedy was awkward. But no young woman was immune to the frisky activities that eased this small town's nightlife boredom. And Missy had joined the sexy nighttime frolics with her same aged friends many times, Marion head-nodded sideways to signal her concurrence with his demand.
The sibling shrugged in capitulation and, stooping down, crawled under the shroud to completely cover her head. Hidden from the older adults' view, her hands worked his closures and opened wide his fly, exposing his semi-hard prick. Her small hands surrounded the warm meat and rubbed a few strokes, gaining more stiffness. She wasn't unfamiliar with this procedure; the town boys had coached her well.
Her lips descended to kiss the knob. She felt the big man's fingers move to rest lightly over her ears. It was a move she knew well, a warning that he, like some of her past oral recipients, would force the issue with hair clutches if she hesitated to act accordingly.
She let her mouth slide down to enclose his long shaft. The knob touched her tonsils and she continued. Her nose pressed into his tangle of pubic hairs as she swallowed around his corona, that rare and exceptional female feat.
She felt the telltale hip jolt at that unique stimulation and followed up with a series of head bobs that sporadically buried her cock knob deep in her gullet. In time, she heard his muffled moans and grunts, the prelude to the culmination of his pleasure.
She felt the spasms begin and held his knob on her pulsating mid-tongue as he gushed his semen in her mouth. When the pulses ended, she pressed his cock back into her throat before he dwindled in stiffness, swallowing the white goo around his semi-blockage, adding a last bit of 'remember me' flair.
Vasili lay quiescent as his fellatrix tucked his tired prick back inside his pants and closed him up. She backed out from under the cover and turned to leave. Vasili was conscious enough to grab her hand. He was alert again and whipped off the haircutter's cape.
"Not so fast, deary. I have more use for you."
She pulled on his grip, trying to escape but her futile struggles only shook her body and he got another sense of her tits, now bobbling freely inside the smock, mammary waves fluffing the loose blouse. He liked what he saw, even shielded as they were.
He turned to the older sister, having concluded from her prior head twitch nudge that she was in-charge and the younger sister was compliant.
"She's coming with me. I'll sent her back tomorrow."
The older sister simply gave one nod of acquiescence, seen as well by the girl who was now subject to the big man grasping her hand.
"And I'll return next month for the catchup monthly payment."
And with business affairs concluded, he towed his captive companion out of the store.
As he strode through the lobby of the boutique hotel, a reluctant companion in hand, he saw the receptionist icy glare when she was again piqued at Vasili's return with a different village companion. The young women knew each other and the stare from the hotel employee was met with a silent mouthed 'help me' from her friend.
Vasili saw the interchange and succumbed to the moment. He decided it was time for his overdue gesture to the other girl. But he wasn't going to admit to any favor he owed her.
"Come along, Loki. You've made me wait long enough for another bed romp."
Loki was delighted at the chance to repeat her experiences with Vasili, even if it meant sharing him with another female. She hustled from behind the desk, abandoning her responsibilities to seize this opportunity.
With one 'working girl' on each side, one dressed in office apparel and the other in salon scrubs, both pressing their tits close as they hugged his arms, he marched them to the elevator and up to his room.
Inside, he ordered them to undress each other while undressing him. It was a closeup strip tease. Missy unbuttoned Loki's shirt and smoothed that and her jacket over her shoulders, exposing her round braless boobs. Loki took Missy's hem and rolled the loose top over her head. The move gave Missy the cue to shake her head, flailing her displaced hair to settle around at her shoulders, jiggling her boobs in the process.
The topless pair turned to their man. His shirt and pants got quickly removed. His briefs dropped when two sets of hands hastily pushing them down. His cock sprung out; its downward droop suddenly elevated by two helping hands. He knew he had two prime pussies to entertain and a handjob wouldn't due at all.
He disengaged their grip and, with a hand on each ass, pushed the pair of willing cunts toward the bed. The three climbed aboard; the feminine pair sidling against opposite sides of their naked and prone cock master.
Sharing is caring; but who gets first taste of the goodies?
It was Vasili's choice. He pushed Loki's head down to his groin. She knew the routine and dove her mouth on his manhood. He gripped a handful of Missy's hair and pulled her in for a kiss. Her boobs squashed his arm as she engaged in a deep round of smooching. His far hand found her loose tit and squeezed it firmly as the free boob pressed his bicep.
Meanwhile, Loki had lapped his erection to full stand. Not chancing asking his permission which might be denied, she rose up, threw a leg over and straddled his hips. Her hand angled the stiff muscle to her intended target and drove her sopping cunt down until he was fully embedded.
Vasili felt the genital fumbling and then the warm plunge. He drew back from Missy's tongue explorations inside of his mouth and peeked aside. Loki had initiated the up and down strokes, adding hip rolls and side slips to gain added mutual exhilaration from the skin-to-skin buffing. She sat upright, galloping groin to groin, her tits wobbling with the rhythm.
If the sexy show and cock caresses weren't pleasant enough, Missy engaged her fingers on his rucked-up nipples, finger pad circles and pokes that reflected nervy jolts in his belly button and penile tip.
Swathed in feminine focus, thrilled by their attention to his gratification, he felt his control fall apart. His balls swelled, his prostate collapsed and his ejaculate burst up his urethra to explode inside his cowgirl mimic's vaginal recesses. Missy's claim to his lips returned and he growled his ecstasy into her tongue waggling mouth.
Meanwhile, Loki felt the discharge and it set her off. She huffed out the announcement of her rapture with cries of delight, accompanied by ripples along her cock accommodating channel that was felt by both genitally connected sex mates.
Missy moved aside as Loki fell forward and kissed her thanks on Vasili's flushed face; her boobs pressed into his chest. After an elongated time to express her gratitude during the post-coital cooldown, she also rolled aside and rejoined the other girl in the boob and belly sandwiching of their macho host. He tucked his arms around their shoulders and cupped a boob of each. In this earned after-fuck relaxation arrangement, he slipped into a light slumber, granting that he needed time to recharge his energies.
Missy felt frustrated. She had delivered her demanding new acquaintance a blowjob and assisted with his unambiguous lust for the receptionist. Her vacant warm cunt ached for a cock to fill and stretch the narrow tube.
When?
An hour later, the snoozing man grunted, snorted and slowly awoke. Missy didn't want him to make any unmindful decisions. She wanted to make them for him. Her hand circled his semi-tumescence and caressed it into firmer condition.
Vasili, half awake, followed nature's call and seeing the bright brown eyes staring into his, let his emotions, and lust, guide his actions. He rolled her onto her back and moved to pose above Missy's open spread thighs. He expertly found the labial lips and pressed forward. Her arms wound his neck and shoulders, holding her man lying close atop her compressed breasts as she wiggled her hips to aid his entry.
Sharing is caring; Loki attended to his pleasure as she lay over Vasili's humped back while he pounded away in Missy's cunt. She saw the satisfied smile of her fucked female bedmate, reminded of the pleasurable sensations she had also felt from the big man's fat penile muscle.
The mutual roar of rapture filled the room as the fucking duo careened off into orgasmic thrills.
The fatigued bedmates cuddled after that as Vasili recollected his thoughts of the many pleasures he had experienced at the hands, mouths and cunts of the vulnerable women associated with this town's cadre of less than stellar loan participants. It was a wonder life he had built for himself as the Angel Investors' loan delinquency administrator.
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Declan came to. His blurry eyes slowly focused on the soft lights embedded in the hung ceiling panels. He was lying prone on a bed with soft sheets and a large pillow under his head. He heard steady blips and beeps and turned his head slightly to see a screen monitor with a bouncing green trace moving across it. His mind cleared a little more and he turned his head further to find he was in what appeared to be a hospital room.
Then his memory returned and, in his mind, he saw his windshield wipers flapping at the highest speed, fighting the downpour, just before he saw the big rig front grill with 'PETERBUILT' looming large as it smashed head-on into his sedan's front end. The air bag blew up in his face and his next revelation was this hospital room.
He heard words in his head but not his ears: 'Oh, seems like our lucky guy is coming around'.
A face came into his vision. It was a woman, a pretty brunette, her hair coiffed up, and smiling.
"Well, hello there. Welcome back. I'm Doctor Abigale Allen. Can you tell me your name?"
"Uh... Declan?"
"Okay, Declan, how many fingers am I holding up?"
"Uh... three?"
"Very good. Please lie still. You are at Memorial General Hospital. You were in a bad traffic accident. We performed some emergency surgery on your broken arm but nothing too serious. Other than that, you had a nasty bruise on your head, some concussion. The MRI showed a slight spot of concern but nothing we can identify that needs more intervention. In a few days, you should be up and around."
Declan heard those words in his ears and then other words in his mind.
'I sure hope you're up and around before you're discharged. Me and the nurses would love a little around time with you. The nurses all twittered and competed to do your sponge bath. What luck to have a studly guy like you to care for: a great strong body and a great big dick.'
Declan looked down across the sheets that covered the soft topic of those perceived but unspoken comments. He turned his head slightly toward his smiling doctor and heard some other words out loud.
"Well, I'll send one of the nurses in to take your vitals and help with anything else you may need."
Declan's thoughts ran over the previous message that she hadn't spoken but he had received. He looked closer at his doctor. She wore a white lab coat with her name on the breast pocket. That breast pocket was bulged out over a large set of packed boobs, a valley of cleavage between the lapels. He felt his cock twitch at the sight. Well, at least that part of his anatomy didn't seem damaged. He pondered its need for attention. His thoughts were frisky and personal.
'What I need is a blowjob.'
Dr. Allen's eyes gave a small pop and she looked at her patient with a surprised expression that melted into a sly grin. She tapped the sheet covering his groin.
"I'll send in a nurse to take care of that."
Declan was sure he hadn't spoken out loud but his thoughts had registered with the doctor. She turned to leave but he had another unspoken wish.
'I'd rather see your naked tits while YOU suck me off.'
She moved to the room door, closed and locked it, and turned back, unbuttoning her lab coat. The loosened lapels peeled back and revealed her chest meat packed in a lacy black bra. Shrugging her shoulders, the lab coat fell to her elbows as her hands moved behind and unclipped the sexy boob covers' back strap. The shoulder straps fell down her arms and the cups fell off her big tits to reveal broad dark nipples. She stepped towards her studly patient's bedside.
Declan was in a trance. Had she read his mind? Had he projected his thoughts? What was that about a spot of concern on his brain scan MRI?
"Dr. Allen? What's going on?"
"You told me you needed a blowjob."
Declan was even more sure he hadn't spoken it out loud. Regardless, her hands tunneled under the sheets and wrapped his semi-tumescence, while her beautiful tits nearly poked his face.
She flipped back the sheets and leaned in, kissing the knob tip before sucking it in. Her tongue wrapped his glans. He lay back and closed his eyes, feeling the sensations of her oral caresses. His cock grew larger, a mighty mouth full.
'I hope she goes deeper.'
Abigale pressed down and took him to the edge of her throat. He leaned his head back and closed his eyes, focusing on the fellatio scene playing out in the hospital room.
'I wonder if she can deepthroat.'
He felt her pause, and then plunge his cock past her tonsils as her nose pressed his pubic bush. It had been a long time since bachelor Declan had dated or had sex. He exploded his semen down her gullet: one... two... three shots and two additional dribbles.
She swallowed it all, staying deep down on his cock. As he sensed himself whither, his mind heard her thoughts.
'Wow, that's a lot of spunk for just one man. I hope he can recover quickly. I doubt this secret will stay secret for very long.'
Dr. Allen rose off his softening rod. She smiled and patted his groin lovingly as she pulled the sheets over his torso, hiding his saliva coated appendage.
"I'll send in a nurse to take your vitals."
He opened his eyes to see her plumping her bountiful breasts, adjusting them comfortably in the refastened boob harness. She shrugged her lab coat over her shoulders and buttoned it closed. She smiled again at her charge.
'I wonder how much I can extract in favors from the nursing staff for the opportunity to be with him next?'
Declan heard the words in his head but was drowsy after his ejaculation. He closed his eyes and all thoughts faded into slumber.
He rose out of a restful sleep; his eyes fluttered open. As his vision cleared, a pair of green-blue eyes filled his view. The face moved back and he became aware of the buxom redhaired lass in scrubs standing beside his bed.
"Oh, you're awake. So, how do you feel? Any pains?"
Declan looked closer at the short, rounded figure next to him. Even in the loose scrubs, he could tell she was well built, endowed with a heavy chest and right sized ass. The name tag pushed forward by her breasts said 'Mandy'.
She was gazing at him, her eyes flickering lower towards his groin. He took the side glance as a flirty implication and felt his cock engorge. He put to the test his new suspicion and formed a mental suggestion.
'I have a swelling down there that could use some soothing attention.'
Mandy's eyes popped and squinted. She moved slowly, rolling down the sheets to expose his groin.
"Oh, yes, I see the problem. Let me take care of that."
She pulled the draw strings of her scrub pants which quickly dropped to the floor. Her hands took hold of the scrub top and pulled it over her head. She stood now in boob packed bra and camel toe molding panties.
'Keep going' he thought.
"Of course," she said.
She popped the catch on her bra and the cups joined the scrubs in a heap. Bending forward, her boobs dangled and swayed as she skimmed down her undies. Rising, she reached out and placed them on his side stand.
"You can keep those if you like."
Turning to her task, she handled his semi-tumescent prick. Examining the problem, she took a step to perform the diagnosis procedure.
"I'll need a proper position to remedy your discomfort."
She sprang on the bed and mounted astride his hips, placing his belly lolling fat appendage against her warm, wet labia. A couple of long sweeps ran her pink flesh along his sensitized genital skin, moistening his erection.
He picked up on her thoughts.
'Oow... That should help.'
He thought the same as she continued a slow caress of her tenting pussy lips on his now solid erection. Her hand descended and levered up his shaft beneath her elevated crotch, squirming her hips to get aligned for his penetration of her cunt. His tip was poised where it should be and with an audible sigh, not a silent reflection, she let her thighs that held her soft body aloft relax and let her weight do the work of driving him up inside her feminine opening.
Declan felt the thrill of his cock sliding inside the big-titted lass; his hands lifted to cup and clutch her round boobs. They were each large enough to be two handfuls but he used only one hand on each, at once, to his intimate indulgence. He squeezed the pliant masses, pinched and pulled the nipples and gave playful slaps to the sides, watching the fluid ripples as they banged together.
All the while, Mandy cooed her delight at being the first to fuck their VIP patient, slip-sliding in coital union with her patient, even as he molested her tits. She steadily rammed his cock into her suctioning pussy.
The rousing bout of sex went on for a while, each partner dedicated to their own pleasure just as much as they wished the same for the other. The interaction of cock and cunt was building the impetuous pair towards their climax. They were reaching the peak when the door suddenly opened and Dr Allen strode into the room. Mandy's cyclic motions hesitated as both of them looked over at the interruption.
Dr. Allen saw her recuperating patient receiving some innovative curative from his nurse. Abby let the door close and took a side seat to observe with a researcher's curiosity what benefits this age old but unique therapy might produce. With the unaffected attitude of her boss evident, Mandy resumed her thrusting and soon brought Declan to the desired result. His groans and moans filled the room as he emptied his balls of any unhealthy backlog of teeming cum.
The nurse followed his orgasmic lead and her body vibrated with the ecstatic shivers of pride for a dose of healing well applied. She fell forward, feeding her nipples to him for fond kisses and suckles. She kissed his forehead and inquired his condition.
"Feeling better?"
'Fantastic...' he thought.
'Good," said the women in simultaneous agreement.
Dr. Allen assigned Mandy as Declan's sole nurse. Over the next few days, Declan received Mandy's twice daily special medicinal and, in the end, he was declared fit enough for discharge from the hospital. He was prescribed weekly follow-ups for outpatient therapeutics with his favorite nurse. He was a very compliant patient.
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Declan sat in the comfy client chair in the Law Offices of McReady & Associates, LLP. He scanned the walls of the wood-paneled room with its plaques bragging of certifications and associations claimed by the primary partner of the firm.
Constance McReady had been his legal and emotional councilor throughout the months of litigation against the trucking company whose driver had smashed the 18-wheeler rig into his sedan that fateful day. The settlement she had wrenched from the insurance company, enabled by the young drug-impaired driver's indefensible negligence, was an 8-figure bounty. Even deducting the 40% legal fee, a well-deserved compensation for the lawyer, he was set up for life.
He smugly contemplated his supporting role. He had attended the mediation conferences and used his mind manipulation abilities to sway the opposing lawyers' thinking into a very favorable settlement, much larger than normal, even to his own lawyer's surprise.
The office door behind him opened and he stayed seated forward, as the perfume-tinted air whiffed about him. Connie, as he had been asked to refer to her when in private, came past him to take her seat behind the big wooden power desk. As he had many times before, his eyes scanned again the 20-something lawyer. The buxom, trim professional, suited in her Venus-catalog stereotype of the sexy vogue businesswoman, sat across from him, leaning forward to tarry a down blouse view into her open collar cleavage. It was a signature move that she used to great effect with opposing male lawyers; and a boon even now to her privileged client.
She slid the final paperwork across the desk and Declan rose from his chair, took the offered pen, and signed at the multiple spots that would secure the settlement funds, transfer his portion to a wealth management bank account, and her fees to the law firm's account. He finished with a swirl and dropped the pen on the desk.
Connie buzzed her desk phone and her paralegal assistant Christina popped in to help the boss.
"Christy, scan these into the files, make copies for Declan, and put the originals in the documents vault."
"Yes, ma'am."
Christy gathered the signed papers and exited, closing the office door. Connie leaned back in her tall black leather desk chair and looked across at her client. She had completed her assignment and would soon be on to another. She would regret the loss of future meetings with this handsome, now wealthy, man.
Declan had been patient during the months of negotiations and legal wrangling but he had been captivated by the simmering sexuality of his attorney. He had avoided the temptation of mentally manipulating her into a tangled 'attorney-client privilege', fearing an affair might inhibit her independent killer instinct. He wanted her on her game to reach the highest value settlement. And she had served that purpose magnificently.
Now that the intense business matters were concluded, he wanted to explore a more intimate intensity. It was time to reap more advantages of his growing mind control agility. He peered into her thoughts and began the program.
'Stand up'.
Connie blinked once, leaned forward, and hoisted herself to her feet.
'Loose the blouse and blazer'.
Her hands slowly, carefully unbuttoned the waist-fitted jacket, peeling it back over her silky covered round mounds of tit flesh. Her back arched, pressing them frontward. Dropping the coat to the floor, her hands returned, deliberately plucking each blouse button, one by one. She shrugged it off as well, then stood stoic, awaiting further instructions.
'Come stand in front of me.'
Connie made a side step over the discarded office wear, then walked around the desk, moving to stand at attention between the man and her desk.
'Show me your tits.'
Her arms bent behind, her hands, unseen, lifting to her upper back. She frowned as the catches challenged her efforts, then gave way, loosening the pressure on the strained bra cups supporting her generous breasts. The shoulder straps descended her biceps and the broad rosy nipples appeared to his view, as the lacy boob covers fell to the floor.
Declan admired the topless view and scanned again the dark-haired woman he had fantasized about ever since she had darted her way through the protective hospital staff to proffer her services at his hospital bed a few months ago.
The brunette stood proud and tall, her star blue eyes peering over his head, her face refined by muted expensive makeup, her eyes darkly shadowed, her lips fire engine red. Her natural breasts were somewhat large for her lithe frame. The jacket-matching pencil skirt was belted around her slim waist, tightly swathing her right-sized hips, her belly button centered on toned abs.
'Drop the skirt.'
Her gaze stayed level as her hands undid the narrow belt clasp, pulling it completely from the loops. She tossed it behind her. The skirt clasp and zipper were smoothly undone. A hip wiggle let gravity do the work and it pooled around her high heels. She stepped once and again, untangling her ankles and kicking the bundle of wool aside. Her white satin thong was her final adornment and Declan wasted no time in ordering its removal.
'Panties off, please.'
Connie's fingers hooked the sides and drew them over her hips and down her thighs. Leaning over during the task, her boobs dangled from her chest. Declan got an eyeful of the camel-toed panties and then the jiggling show of swaying tits that temporarily blocked his view of her newly exposed shaved pussy. She pranced her undies off one foot and then the other. She made to right herself but he intervened.
'Don't stand; not yet.'
She remained in bent-waist pose, but being close enough to her desk, she leaned back to press her ass to the wooden edge, adding hand holds behind her to steady her stance. Her head was tilted up, her focus forward, her face near his. She held his gaze and sensed movement when his hand reached out and cupped one tit. He bounced it and felt its weighty softness. She turned her face down to watch his handling of her chest trophies.
His fingerpads rimmed her aureola. Bumps appeared at the circumference and the central nub elongated and stiffened. It was the target of a playful pinch. She winced and jerked, her tits wobbled, but she dutifully maintained her pose. What was good for the goose was good for the gander and he gave equal treatment to the other pliable mass.
He noted her flushed face and reached further afield to run a finger through her labia cleft. There was moisture aplenty and it enlivened his mood to proceed with his undeterred ploy. He leaned back in his seat, scooted his ass forward, and slid his feet wider apart.
'Kneel, suck me.'
Naked willing Connie bent her knees, dropping them to the carpet between Declan's feet. Her focus concentrated on his groin as she worked his belt, button, and zipper before tunneling in to extract the semi-tumescent object of her unwitting fervor. Her hand encircled the shaft, holding it aloft for oral pampering.
Her red lips descended to the knob; her stiffened tongue tip probed into the urethra slit. He flinched at that invasive touch. He had assumed she was sexually adept; her good looks and confident demeanor must have attracted powerful partners.
Either she was naturally talented or the discriminating alpha males, whom she would have pleadingly coaxed into fucking her, had driven her through a rigorous regimen of man-pleasing foreplay before bequeathing her their spouts of viscous genital elixir.
Whatever the source of her talents, she strove now to employ them with super gusto. Her mouth held a considerable suction as her lips slid over the crown and she drew in his spongy knob and fleshy shaft. Her raspy tongue flat-swiped his coronal nook as it passed by, headed towards her throat. At the entrance to her gullet, she took a breath and pushed it past her tonsils; her nose was buried in his curly tuff.
She swallowed and he flinched again, marveling at her oral skills. A pause preceded the slow withdrawal until only his knob remained in her warm mouth. Another tip probe tasted his pre-cum. The tone was set and now a series of head bobs commenced the fellatio rhythm in earnest. His hands rested lightly on her dark hair, pulled back in a professional-looking ponytail clasped at the back. He avoided forcing any tempo, simply letting her lead the way to his gratification.
But a blowjob wasn't his idea of a culmination. He wanted to fuck her. So, he did force the issue, using his hands to draw her face from his groin. She sucked harder, resisting his halt to her efforts before she gained her tasty reward. He pushed her back, making her plop her ass on her heels, looking at him with suppressed disappointment.
'Up, butt on the desk edge.'
She rose and leaned against the same wooden edge as before. He rose from his chair, his pants dropping to his ankles. He shuffled a few steps until he stood between her legs. His hands hooked under her knees and pulled upward; she took his intent and boosted her ass on the desktop.
He hooked her calves over his shoulders, forcing her body to drop back on the desk, her hands gripping the far edge for stability. Her tits bounced and settled, forming round torus disks on her chest, with a youthful firmness that held her nipples high on the meaty mounds. He remembered his boob play from just minutes earlier and engaged his fingers in more of the nipple torment. It was her turn for body wobbles at his sensual teasing and the fluid quivers of her feminine flesh only made his ardor grow quicker.
He was ready to fuck her.
'Place me.'
One hand remained at the desk edge grip as she tilted her head up to watch the other one move to the apex of her thighs. Her fingers clutched the saliva-coated cock knob; she braced her calves on his shoulders to lift her ass and finessed his cock tip to the opening of her cunt. An ass wiggle got him slightly inserted and she relaxed her abs, lowering her hips as he followed her down the inch or two.
He took over and, hugging her thighs to his chest, he shoved his cock in, entering her cunt in one long, quick intrusion. She groaned at the stretch of her channel. He groaned at the slippery compression on his sensitized penile nerves. Whatever her previous sexual encounters had been, the elite erect cocks that had probed her cunt had not worked loose her youthful tightness.
He stroked a few test thrusts, judging the available length, before settling into a long steady tempo. His hands dug under her shoulders as he leaned over to first suckle her nipples and then rest his weight on her body, squashing her breasts firmly against his chest. She hugged him with both arms, trusting in his ability to keep her desk-borne.
Their heads were side by side and each heard the other's audible whispers of delight as cock and cunt buffed its mate.
"Oh my God, you're so big... yes, and you're so tight... go deeper... okay, rock your hips when I do... like that?... wow, yes, like that... come on, bang it in... did you feel that bump on your clit... yes, do it again, pound into me..."
They kept it up, stroke by stroke, as the buzzing in their groins built. A familiar sound gave them a start or, rather, a stop. The office door handle turned and swung open. Chrisy had returned from her paperwork assignment. She gave a loud gasp and the desk-borne, genital conjoined fuck-mates twisted their heads to see her open-mouthed look of alarm.
Despite his current encumbrance, Declan acted quickly to defuse the situation. He probed Christy's mind and planted his command.
'Close and lock the door, put down the documents, and come here.'
She complied as they watched. Declan had a flash of cunning when she turned back to approach the spectacle.
'Get down there and suck my balls.'
She considered the sudden thoughts in her head and acquiesced to comply. She wondered if she should kneel behind him with her face upturned and nose in his ass crack or kneel in front of him and have her nose tip against his shaft. She chose the latter.
Kneeling with her body snug between his thighs and the desk, she tilted her head and lifted it higher as his scrotum draped into her open mouth. She let the inner orbs split across her tongue and lodge themselves in her cheeks. Her tongue tasted the sweaty dregs of the copulation's musky lubrication.
Declan felt the warmth of cunt on cock and mouth on balls. He leaned again against his lawyer's naked body and carefully moved back and forth, letting Christy develop a pattern of body sways that followed along as he stroked in her boss lady's pussy. She seemed to get acclimated to her oral contribution and he carefully increased the pace, returning to a steady albeit slower genital churning.
Connie's guttural moans took on renewed urgency and Declan also felt the return of his verve, climbing to an even more intense ardor. He felt his passions rise to a peak and slammed his cock deep into her warm juicy cunt. He held there as his suckled balls delivered their cache of cum up through his erection to burst forth with a vigor that he rarely experienced.
His whole body tingled with the electric sparks emanating from his groin. Christy felt the vibrations on her tongue. Connie felt the blasts of spunk flood her inner core and she reacted to the deluge with a tremorous orgasm that vibrated her body. He was too far gone to acknowledge her cries of bliss, only that his own howls of ecstasy were magnified by her vaginal contractions on his spewing erection.
The atmosphere returned to a quiet calm, broken only by the post-coital huffing of exhausted lovers resuming a slower cadence of breathing. Declan was the first to sufficiently recover. He turned his thoughts to the afterglow and his need to control the situation. First, was Christy.
'You may withdraw to one of the office chairs.'
She widened her jaws and her tongue pushed his sack free. Crab walking out from between his legs, she toddled to a side seat. His dwindled erection had fallen out of its cozy cavern; he pressed his lips to Connie's and smooched a fond kiss of gratitude for her supreme efforts to his satisfaction.
He stood himself up, two hands pushing against her boobs, and lifted her legs off his shoulders, laying them down to dangle over the front of the desk. A puddle of manly spew and feminine dew dripped from her snatch and dribbled down the front panel. He leaned over and drew up his boxers and pants. Connie lay quiescent, wearied by the fucking she had just received.
He had enjoyed her charms and wanted to continue the affair into the weekend. He gave her the mental prompting but she declined its intent and responded out loud.
"No, I can't do it again so soon. Your big cock has gotten me bruised and sore; I won't be ready again for days."
She ran her hands over her sweat-soaked body, giving added attention to her still-enflamed nipples. He grumbled about her lack of interest in his better welfare.
'And what about me?'
The answer was plagued with regret and remorse in its immoral depravity.
"Take Christy."
Declan turned his gaze to the young paralegal that his councilor was offering up for his pleasure. She was a different kind of beauty from her boss but still very attractive in Declan's eyes. He probed her mind, giving her the urge to follow him home for a weekend of sexual exercises.
Declan picked up his copies of the paperwork along with his electronic deposit receipt and left the exhausted lawyer to their own devices, leaving a permanently implanted desire for them to continue their sexual unions at a later time.
Meanwhile, he extended his hand to Christy and led her out to his newly purchased car, seating her in the passenger seat. He drove her back to his new condo and on the way, chose to enjoy Christy in the car.
'Show me your boobs.'
She unbuttoned her blouse, lowered her bra, and popped out her tits. A passing car spied the saucy movement and tooted his appreciation.
Declan's mind and hand reached out to her head. He leaned her over his lap and she worked open his zipper, extracting his slack manly flesh. His nose perceived the odor of dried cum dregs on his cock. She must have noticed it too, but without any hint of hesitation, her tongue and lips joined together to suckle her prize.
Whatever her history, Christy must have had solicitous boyfriends who faithfully taught her the finest of the fellatio arts. She employed kisses, bobs, deep throats, and tongue swipes to stiffen, then enliven his penile pleasure until she brought about his orgasmic emissions which she swallowed with hums of joy.
They arrived at his residence just as she righted herself in her seat, licking up an errant glob of spunk from her chin. She rolled her top over her exposed tits, covering her blushing breasts for the stroll inside.
Therein, Declan used and abused her mind, body, and soul all weekend long to his decadent gratification. On Monday morning, he dropped her back at her office, noticeably disheveled and exhausted, but with a Declan-planted deep subliminal craving to do it again, and soon she hoped.
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Declan lounged at the food court of his local mall. He had purchased a small townhouse in the community and generally kept to himself but found amusement in perusing the suburban mothers and daughters shopping on the weekends.
His mental powers had strengthened with practice and he was able to project his growing talents at greater distances. So, his perch near the open central atrium, the crossroads of the expansive mall, gave him a vast variety of strolling targets to sample. Some of the women were hot MILFs, towing along their reluctant teenagers, trying to add some preppy chic to the youngsters' preferred grunge-imitating caprices. Others were just normal mothers mothering their daughters on a long overdue shopping trip.
But a flicker of movement caught his eye. His previous hospital physician, Dr. Abigale Allen, sat in the nearby coffee bar and was seated with two young ladies, chattering away in lively banter. He discovered, after telepathically eavesdropping on their conversation, that the girls were her daughter and her daughter's college roommate, Allison and Audrey.
Even as his mind took in the conversation, his eyes took in the sight of the two girls. Allison was similar to her mother: brunette hair but longer as suited a college coed, well-built athletic-shaped body, and dressed in preppy blouse and skirt fashions. Her blonde friend was even better: a heavy chest covered by a stretchy top and a short skirt that rode high on her thighs as she sat. Both sported heels, unusual for a day out shopping unless, of course, you were a carefree coed surreptitiously shopping for cock.
As he continued his mental intrusions, he found the conversation was a catchup on recent happenings by the pair of college roommates over the past month. It seemed the young ladies had been somewhat risqué in their weekend social and sexual adventures. The mother showed outward misgivings at their coquettish boastings, but inside, she was enjoying the reminisces of her own bawdy whimsies at that age.
He focused his continued mental meddling and through the clips of conversation, uncovered the girls' college dormitory locale. As the familial get-together drew to a close, he watched the bijou kisses and hugs of the departures. He took care in silently stalking the two coeds to their car and following them back to the local college campus. He patiently waited in his car for dusk to settle in.
Upon approaching the dorm entrance, he worked his talents and gave the front desk housemother his best efforts at mind control. She barely acknowledged his entry and he returned her attention to her reading book as he scanned the dorm room registry for Allison and Audrey's room assignment. Snatching the master key from the hidden hidey-hole on the front desk, he made his way through a light scattering of lounging coeds to the elevators. Mentally shrouding his presence from the students, it seemed no one took note of a middle-aged man strolling through the dorm lobby.
He found his unsuspecting hostesses' room and, without knocking or notice, keyed the door and barged in. Seeing their surprise, he focused hard. It was a new challenge and double the effort to control both fearful minds at once. But his powers prevailed and he saw the telltale eye blinks. Both ceased what they were doing, slowly rose, and faced him, standing at loose attention, subject to his telepathic suggestions.
They had changed from their shopping outfits into matching translucent silky pajamas: sleeveless tops and boy-short panties. Their nipples and pussies were boldly visible through the thin fabrics. It gave Declan a chance for comparison of Allison's moderate boobs as opposed to Audrey's full-sized tits. They were both shaved down there. He acted quickly to get a better look.
'Loose the pants.'
Both girls leaned forward in unison, thumbs tucked in the waistbands, and lowered the bottoms to their ankles, stepping them off their feet. The movements slightly swayed the lightly covered dual pair of boobs beneath the flimsy pajama tops. He extended a hand.
'Gimme...'
The girls took two steps and stretched out their hands holding the unstated but obviously implied items. He gathered and pocketed both as they stepped back and stayed attentive to his next commands.
'Now the tops.'
They drew the flimsy pieces over their heads; their hair fluffed about and then settled. Assuming his reason, they handed over the bunched articles as well. They stepped back, naked. He tossed the offerings behind him, throwing away the now superfluous garments. A mischievous thought crossed his mind and he dispatched it to his captive playthings.
'Kneel, Audrey. Lick Allison's pussy.'
A playful smirk tilted Audrey's mouth as she looked askance at her roommate. Touching her roomie's hand, she bent her knees into a squat and used the light hold to turn Allison towards her. Taking both hands, she paused, sensing the aroma of her sister coed's vaginal scent.
A short pause ensued before she leaned in, pushing her face to the offered pale flesh. Her tongue jutted from her open mouth to lap a swipe from tail to top in the labial crevasse. The standing coed jerked at the ultra-intimate contact and Audrey moved her hands to cup her friend's ass cheeks for more control.
Allison shifted her feet more apart, assisting with accessibility, and tilted her head back, open-mouthed in gusty breaths, as Audrey worked to draw out the heady expressions of her sexual desires. The kneeling coed lapped from stem to stern, both sides, halting a few times to suckle the nub protruding near the top. Allison's juices wept profusely and coated Audrey's chin and cheeks.
Declan saw the rising ardor in Allison, notwithstanding the arousal forming in Audrey from the musky odor and tang filling her nose and tainting her tongue. He stopped the action before it went too far. This was for his amusement and they were just the props and participants.
'Stop!'
Audrey paused mid-suckle and Allison emitted a frustrated whimper.
'Audrey, go lay down in your bunk. Allison, sit on yours.'
The coeds arranged themselves accordingly, Audrey lying on her side, looking across the center space between the bunks.
Declan undressed himself, dropping his clothes on the floor. He shuffled in front of his first choice to fuck; the doctor's daughter's eyes widened as his tumescent cock bounced in front of her face. He leaned in and fluffed her tits, his cock tip poking her lips. She was not unacquainted with fellatio and, without further prompting, sucked his knob between her lips. She wasn't the finest blowjob artiste he had recently experienced but well-versed none the same. She bobbed her head, swirled her tongue, and took half his shaft inside. Her hand rose to rub a fistful of the unsucked half. It was a good start and enough to get Declan good and ready.
Declan gripped her head gently and drew her off his now substantial erection. Leaning down, he took her feet and lifted and levered them over the mattress, laying her prone along its length. He separated her knees and pulled her ankles even further apart, planting her feet firmly on the mattress. She lay still, arms by her sides, letting him pose her, not unmindful of the expected next events. He climbed in and positioned himself above her, lowering his hips until his cock was above but not touching her cunt.
'Place me...'
Her hands moved down to finger his manhood, wheedling her ass to effective alignment. He felt her warm moisture on his tip and she moved her hands away to avoid impedance to his penetration. With a strong intake of air, he braced and drove inside her cunnilingual-soaked channel in one quick thrust. Her moan of surprise, or pain, or pleasure, or probably all three, were music to his ears. He felt his tip pressing her deepest reaches.
He commenced the long slow power strokes and she moaned and whimpered with each cycle. She repositioned her limbs now that he had her groin pinned by his. Her arms and legs encircled his body as she showed by her tight embrace her keenness to be fucked so forcefully.
Declan was thoroughly enjoying himself as well. He expected to be exhilarated by fucking the young coed but Allison's eager reaction was an amazing added thrill. He adored rollicking sex like this and eventually felt the rising verve that peaked his pleasure. He let it cycle to its climax and, at long last, shot his spunk inside the jittering girl in his masculine grasp. His mind fogged at the force of his ejaculation.
Declan came out of his orgasmic semi-coma, laying atop his whimpering mate. He looked across the room at his other coed hostess. All the while, the roommate had lain on her bunk, watching, her head propped on a pillow, her eyes staring at the sexual antics in the other bed. Still lying on her side, her big soft tits lolled on the sheet in a dual-stack of chest meat with their broad brown nipples exposed; a hand was obviously active under the fluttering sheet that covered her hips, fondling her hidden pink pussy.
Her invitation was obvious but he wasn't the young man he used to be. He needed time to recover his sexual manliness. He looked away, closed his eyes, and rested on the warm body he had just fucked.
After some appropriate refraction time, he crawled away from his first bedmate, across the floor to the other roommate's bed. He stayed on hands and knees next to her bed-borne body, kissing and canoodling her exposed nipples, gaining their nubs. She pressed her chest forward to encourage his foreplay. She pulled her hand from under the sheet and offered him a taste of her vaginal-dew-coated finger. He left off suckling her boobs and suckled the sticky digit. Leaning up, he shared the flavor with her through a deep tongue-lashed kiss. She pulled away after a bit; her pleading voice whispered soft and low.
"Please... please fuck me, too."
He accepted her invitation, his cock engorged again to solid muscle. Using two handholds on her tits, he rolled her onto her back, and then flipped away the cunt concealing sheet. She hastily moved her legs to offer an open invitation to her pussy. He climbed onto the bed, positioning himself in her spread leg saddle. They kissed again as he maneuvered his groin atop hers, feeling her arms and thighs wrap around his body, pulling him tight to her soft boobs that compressed against his chest. He put one hand behind her neck, the other clutching an ass cheek. His cock tip found the wet lips of her labia, waited... and waited... and waited.
"Please... please, fuck me..."
He plunged in, accompanied by her groan of pleasure. Settling down to business, he thrust his cock long and slow in her pussy... in and out... in and out... in and out... she rocked and rolled beneath him, whimpering her joy. Her antics became more frantic. Then, she reared up on her counter-arched spine and experienced a full-body vibrating orgasm with the accompanying cries of rapture that fled her lips and filled the room. He hugged her firmly through her extended convulsions until she collapsed back onto the sweaty mattress sheets.
He wasn't done, of course; he was slower to raise his ardor this second time tonight. He worked her into, and held her again, through her second soul-shattering orgasm. After she came down from that one, he re-engaged the strokes and after a long time, with innumerable cycles, his own verve finally peaked, and now she joined him in a third ecstasy as his cum flooded her warm feminine grotto. He collapsed atop her shivering form, her lips on his neck, her tears of joy wetting his ear as her sobbed words filled it.
"Oh, my God... so good... so good..."
Now he really needed rest and he closed his eyes, drifting into a slumber.
In the morning, he found himself on his side, Audrey cuddled against his back, her loving hand gently holding his soft cock. He arose and, too weary for another bout of sex, prepared to depart the dorm. But just before leaving, he left them a mental suggestion to continue their lesbian curiosity.
He watched Audrey comply; moving to Allison's bunk and assuming a 69-horizontal entanglement. Allison awoke with a face full of spunk-laden cunt and a tongue massaging her own sperm-tainted pussy.
Lastly, he left them with a mindset to heartily welcome his weekly return.
He would be the only man that they would allow to boost and facilitate their bi-sexual lifestyle, keeping him alone as their sole male fuck companion.
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Declan's accident settlement had achieved a windfall, if such could be stated as such, but his back was never quite right after the accident despite many rounds of physical therapy and chiropractic manipulations. So, the insurance payout was more recompence than a jackpot. His achy back reminded him each day that money couldn't buy happiness even as his mental powers and wealth afforded him ample opportunities to try.
He was always looking for ways to manage and grow his wealth; real estate was a beneficial vehicle. As he casually cruised the city's suburban neighborhoods, he came upon a Realtor 'Sale by Owner' yard sign. It was a modest abode but something about the address piqued his interest. A little internet research revealed its owner; he was surprised to find it was the truck driver who had been at fault in his accident. A pretty young lady wearing around-the-house work duds was weeding the front yard flower garden. Leaned over, her cutoff jeans made her partly-cover ass a delightful sight.
He recalled her from the settlement conference, the young wife of the DUI truck driver. She had been a fact witness at her husband's DUI court case and had naively botched her testimony. The jury had condemned her hooligan husband to five years for his third DUI offense.
Declan pulled his car into the driveway; she looked his way and dropped her weeding gloves to fix her loose red hair and smooth her tee-shirt over her medium breasts, hastening to make a more presentable self, before approaching her potential home sale visitor.
Declan reached out and mentally clouded her mind regarding his true past identity.
"Hi, there. I saw your sign. Is the house still 'For Sale'?"
"Yes, sir. I'm Heather Smith, the owner. Would you like to take a look at it?"
Declan more liked looking at the young woman whose early adult life's hopes and dreams had been dashed by her no-good spouse. He saw the low tension in her face and heard her wavering voice, fearful of another fleeting prospect of a sale.
"Sure. I'll follow you. I'm Declan, by the way."
"Pleased to meet you, sir. Follow me; let's start inside."
The strawberry redhead walked ahead, her cute ass rocking in the old jean cutoffs, short enough to show the skin crease between high thigh and low ass cheek. He felt a tingle in his balls at the sexy view. She climbed the front porch steps and opened the front door, ushering him inside. He continued to view her lithe physique as she led him through the downstairs, indicating the rooms, fixtures and features of her humble home.
She walked ahead, turning to point to something, a chance for Declan to get a sense of her tight bodied physique beneath the shorts and tee. His balls tingled a little more as the half-hour passed during the home tour.
They ended in the upstairs, the master bedroom, where he asked about the furniture.
"Yes, everything stays with the house."
Her funds had dwindled precipitously after her man had been jailed. She needed to downsize and stabilize her lifestyle. Any incentive for the sale was beneficial to her goal.
Declan didn't care about the real estate's contents or cost. He was just ready to fuck the vulnerable housewife and he projected that impulse into her mind.
Heather's eyes blinked and she took on a cute half smile. She felt a strong urge to make this potential buyer get a positive view of the property and ultimately execute a sale.
Her mind swam with bawdy scenes from the late-night TV shows her spouse had made her watch with him before bedtime. She felt a glow emanating from her pussy, spreading out across her body. And it had been a long 6-month 'dry spell' without a regular dose of fat cock in her cunt.
She smoothed a hand over the sheeted king size mattress while the other fiddled with the tee's collar near her bodice.
"Would you like to test it out; make sure it meets your expectations?"
Declan wasn't sure if she meant the bed, her body or both. It didn't matter. He saw her coyly smile and he nodded back. It was her time to do her best to convince him to buy the house. He gave her the go-ahead instruction.
'Entice me.'
She felt a sense of mischief and slowly swayed her hips in time with a remembered internal music. She kicked off her sandals and turned sideways; her hands clasped the hem of her tee-shirt and peeled it over her head. Her straight red hair fluffed and settled almost down to her waist, laying equally over her face, back and bra.
As her body continued its smooth swaying, her fingers unclipped the bra front catch and she slid it off her shoulders and down her arms, arching her spine to show her modest boobs in side view. Her pink nipples were hard conical points on her soft nubile tits. Righting again, she looked sideways, turning her head to peek at him across one shoulder, hair falls obscuring parts of her face, her eyes fixed on him, seeking affirmation. He was smiling at her initiative and gave another nod of approval for her to continue.
She looked down as her shorts and her fingers popped the waist button, pushing the zipper lower. She wiggled her hips as she peeled the ripped faded denims over her ass and let them fall down her legs. Pivoting front again, she reached for the white panties waistband but he stepped closer and halted her pussy reveal.
'Undress me first.'
She didn't hurry but didn't hesitate. He watched her unbutton his shirt; he assisted by removing that himself. She went for his belt and unclipped it, working the closure and zipper. Even before his pants slid down, she palmed the bulge in his boxers, cupping his cock and balls. Her curiosity was rewarded with the realization of a substantial package of man meat in her hand.
She felt the tingle in her moistening pussy. Her 'dry spell' might almost be over if she could seduce this strange man. She knelt and worked a little faster now to get him stripped down and induced to fuck her.
Declan sensed her haste but chose to draw things out with some oral stimulation.
'Suck me.'
Already kneeling, her lips kissed his tip as her hand held the long thick shaft. A tongue tickle on the tip and a little suction brought his knob inside. Another tongue tip tickle of the corona vee got a muscle jerk in her grip. She tried it again and was rewarded with the same reaction and Declan's low moan. She hoped she had learned enough from those late-night videos about giving a man this preferred pleasure.
He placed a hand on her scalp and pressed. She knew what that meant. She opened her throat and took him all the way down, past her tonsils and swallowed against his knob base. Her tongue swiped jitters on the part of his cock in her mouth. The moan from Declan was loud and clear. He must like what she was doing; the video examples must be right.
She felt a tug on her hair and the force pulled her mouth off his wet erection; it bobbed in front of her eyes.
'Get on the bed and spread your legs.'
Heather rose and backpedaled to the mattress edge, boosting her tight little ass aboard. A little heel-and-elbow crab-walk got her centered as he stood next to the bed. His hands gripped her panties and peeled them down and over her feet. Her reddish shaved pussy gash was glossy with feminine moisture. He leaned in and swiped his tongue from bottom to top, savoring the musky tang of cunt juice.
She jerked her hips and he used his hands to grip and elevate her ass cheeks for better access. He licked a few more times but needn't work too hard at the cunnilingus; she was clearly ready for sex. He left off the pre-coital preparations and climbed up her body. Hovering about her, he saw her impetuous expression as her body wiggled beneath him, anxious to be fucked by him. He leaned in and pressed her lips for a vaginal flavored kiss.
'Place me.'
Her hands brought his knob to her orifice and, with jiggles and wiggles, they cooperated in getting his fat cock embedded deep in her narrow channel. The strokes and thrusts were mutually facilitated until Heather's long endured dry spell concluded with a smashing orgasm and a flood of masculine seminal fluids in her womb. They stayed in bed for the remainder of the evening and night.
She got fucked twice more overnight: a doggy on the edge of the mattress and a cowgirl gallop while his aching back floated on comforting pillows.
By Saturday noon, Declan was bored with acquiescent sex. He tested the boundaries of his control by giving her the mandate to 'resist, struggle, but do not leave the house'. It was a raucous afternoon spent in 'chase me, chase me' scenarios while testing all the furniture in the house as pseudo-rape props and enablers. The rough and physical sex kept Declan primed and even he was amazed at the number of times he spewed in and on her.
Once in the md-afternoon, he captured her in a behind waist hold, pressing her naked butt against his tumescent erection. Her limbs flailed in his irresistible grasp. He bent her over the dining room table, a laminate topped piece from the typical showroom set favored by low budget young newlyweds.
But first some play discipline; he spanked her bottom: three hard slaps on each round cheek. Then some tapped kicks on her inner ankles. She understood and spread her legs, exposing her pink pussy, at just the right height to match his stance and facilitate the embedment of his erect cock. He took advantage of the pose.
He was leisurely stroking in and out of her cunt, one hand clasped on her side waist, the other pressing her neck down against the top.
There was a surprise interruption; the doorbell chimed its eight tone 'Big Ben' tune.
Declan froze deep inside Heather. He felt her body tense at the sound of imminent discovery; her cunt reflected the tension, clamping down on his embedded cock. He held her firmly as the doorbell chimed twice more. Entering her mind, he gave her calm thoughts as his hand passed across her head of fine hair like a trainer soothing a fidgety pet.
There was muffled conversation from outside the front door.
"I don't think anyone's home."
"But there's a car in the driveway; someone must be home."
"Maybe. I'll look through a window. I want to see what's inside."
Declan remembered that an upholstered chair was tipped over in the living room. And the rear window blinds of the house were open; the dining room where they were fucking was fully visible from outside.
He threw a quick thought to the man at the door, hoped and waited.
It worked.
"Now, dear. Don't do that. It's rude. And the neighbors might call the police. We'll come back another time."
"Okay, if you say so."
Footsteps faded from the front porch, car doors slammed, the motor of the earlier undetected vehicle started and the car tires crunched an exit from the driveway. Declan let out a held breath and felt Heather also détente her tension, her snug cunt losing its extra tightness on his prick.
He focused again on the interrupted sexual mission and reengaged his thrusts. As he pumped and bumped her body, Heather's plumped labia and clitoris chafed the edge of the wobbly tabletop. The mixture of the preceding fear factor and the rasping on her feminine sensitive areas brought her excited nerves to a roaring finish. She gripped the far side of the table and wailed out her joy at yet another Declan induced orgasm. The vibration of her body and the rhythmic clamping of her vaginal core set him off as well. He spewed himself again in mutual delight.
That evening, he mentally eased her fervent resistance and led the reluctant lass to the small backyard swimming pool for splashy foreplay and a wild return jaunt to the master bedroom ensuite for a bubbly bathtub fuck.
Sunday morning, while Declan was still sleeping, the redhead awoke before him, her pussy tingling with a newly reawakened and incessant need. She cuddled closer to his naked form. Listening to his soft snores, she carefully reached for his lax cock, fingering it gently.
She was feeling a growing degree of contentment; this mysterious man in her bed had thrilled and excited her over the last few days and nights. A man's care and concern for her pleasure was previously unknown to her. Her sex life before with her now incarcerated husband had been all about him... wham, bam, without even a 'thank you, ma'am'.
She hadn't known that she could achieve so many orgasms in such a few short days.
Her fingering was proving fruitful; his penis was gaining volume and his snores fading as he rose slowly from his deep slumber.
Declan's mind was losing connection with its REM dreams where it was mentally reliving the satisfaction of this weekend's multitude of ejaculations and whole-body orgasms. He was emerging into reality with a morning woody. One that seemed to be facilitated by someone else.
He opened his eyes to find the avid redhead's face staring back at him. She got closer to his ear and whispered a half-whimpered plea as her fingers became more active on his stiffening cock.
"More..."
Declan considered his condition. He had been engaged in almost continuous copulation with this young, vivacious housewife all weekend. Could he go another round now; had he refracted fast enough? He decided the only true answer would come from testing it out.
"Yes..." he vocalized, avoiding his typical mental interface.
He felt her body shiver with delight and then her arms and legs unfolded his body; her thighs opening to accommodate the sought after penetration of her body.
He poked and stroked her pussy, first with his fingers and then with his erection, eventually accomplishing her craving for 'more'.
The remaining Sunday day and night was a leisurely time of lounging, slow soft sex and rather passionate love making.
On Monday morning, having thereby consummated his revenge, and with an aching back and, surprisingly, a hard heart that had softened by her gentile manners and her ill-fated situation, he left her half naked in her invaded home after a final standing fuck near the front door.
He stepped to the door to make his exit, turning to take a final look at her. She had a gloomy look on her face, fingers intertwined in front of her unpantied pussy, her pokey nipples' prominent points tenting the silky translucent chemise. He sensed her thoughts.
'More...' she implored.
He conveyed to her the response he knew she wanted.
'Yes.... more... and soon...'
He closed the door behind him and faced it again from outside. He projected to her two final mental commands before turning away, entering his car and driving away.
First, she should look up McReady & Associates for a divorce consultation. He saw her as young and vivacious, a ripe man-pleasing woman too good to fritter away her prime years, pining for the return of her jailed deadbeat husband.
Second, he greedily instilled in her a yearning to indulge him, and only him, as the recurrent male visitor who spontaneously arrived on infrequent Friday nights. And left her days later feeling contented by the unwitting sexual extravaganza she had acted out all weekend.
And soon after this first sexually satisfying weekend, he anonymously paid off Heather's mortgage and funded a 6-figure trust in her name, staving off the foreclosure sale and keeping her in place and available to him, and only him, through the next year until she could get her wayward life back in order.
-----
It was Monday morning. Heather stood looking at the inside of her front door. She felt funny, an eerie half mindlessness, like waking from a daydream. She looked down; she was barefoot and dressed only in a filmy chemise. She felt a sticky glaze on her upper thighs and realized that she wasn't wearing any panties. White viscous secretions oozed from her pussy. She felt her body fatigued and whiffed the odors and dregs reminiscent of sweaty exercise. Her fingers discovered white crusty flakes: speckled clumps in her disheveled red hair.
Her last lucid memory before this moment was standing in this same spot in her foyer on Friday afternoon, looking at the door, waiting for... something. Other faint images were foggy at best. They seemed to be fleeting memories of the porn videos she had been made to watch by her husband before his incarceration; but it was her image there in place of the onscreen bawdy actresses.
And there was a dominating man, and snippets of lewd sexual acts: oral, vaginal, manual. In the recollections, she was delightfully squealing and moaning as his cum spewed into her cunt, on her tongue, on her face, in her hair and on her tits.
It was a strange feeling of déjà vu, as it had been for several Monday mornings over the past few months. Feeling tarnished and tawdry, she headed for her bedroom and bath, intent on cleaning and preening away the stickiness and smells of whatever she apparently had been up to all weekend.
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Cruising the neighborhoods of his several residences, Declan came across housewives that perked his interest. It was easy pickings in the suburban settings where the soccer moms and coffee klatch outings were bored with their daily homebody lives. He got many one-time quickies, those mentally controlled trysts with adventure-seeking MILFs, and sometimes found one or two with situations he could telepathically exploit for longer-term advantages.
One such prospect was Ellen, a divorced MILF he now occasionally fucked, who had a teen-aged daughter, Emily, that dropped by on weekends while attending a local college. Having met the daughter, and feeling intrigued, he invited them to join him at his secluded beach house.
It was no secret that Declan and Ellen were intimate and the beach house had separate master and guest bedrooms. Daughter Emily was awakened during the night in her guest bedroom to repeated moans and cries of ecstasy emanating from the adult's master bedroom. After breakfast one Saturday morning, the trio headed to the sandy strand at the rear of the house.
The stretch of beach was secluded. They propped the umbrella and lounge chair in its shade. A blanket afforded open sunning next to it. As Emily lay on the blanket, Declan and Ellen got frisky and she soon had his swim trucks around his thighs and was licking and suckling his cock to erection. Emily tried to ignore the spectacle next to her but the adults were noisy in their passions. She took on a look of disgust as the fellatio played out.
But scheming Ellen held back from his culmination. She sidled up to his ear and whispered little conspiratorial phrases while surreptitiously glancing at the bikini-clad busty girl on the blanket. Declan turned his head to spy the healthy youngster, well displayed in her minimal bikini, her eyes UV-protected by bug-shield sunglasses. He gave the mother, Ellen, a wink, smiled, and nodded. He rolled away from under the umbrella and knelt on hands and knees at Emily's side.
The girl sensed the shadow cross her face and felt him tugging at her bikini top. She opened her eyes and suddenly struggled to resist but was overpowered by Declan. She added protests to her body wrenching.
"Stop it! What are you doing?"
In the midst of the loud melee, her mother came to her side to assist... Declan. She held her naked daughter's shoulders prone on the beach blanket, helping restrain her offspring's resistance.
He got the top undone and tossed away the string-connected cups, watching her abridged writhing shudder her big boobs on her chest. Then he grabbed two big handfuls and, leaning in, sucked her nipples. Her hands tried, but failed, to stop his attack on her tits.
Declan moved to kneel between the girl's legs. He pulled the side ties and ripped off the cunt cover. She was shaved and his finger slid along the pink gash, testing its warmth and moisture. Both were evident.
"No, Mom, I don't want this."
Declan edged forward and leaned in, posed on his knees above the naked young female. He held her hips firmly, her legs parted by his presence between them. Her mother held her shoulders harder against the ground. With her lips close to her daughter's ear, the matron's voice tried to be soothing.
"Shhh... shhh, my darling. It had to be done sometime. Declan will be your first and it will be wonderful for you."
"No... please. Not here. Not now. Not like this."
Declan impatiently watched and listened to the exchange. The girl was wiggling her hips and shoulders but was pinned by mother and man.
He took the mother's tone and bearing to be his invitation to continue. He lowered his hips and Emily's hands pushed against his chest. His cock tip bounced around her saddle as she violently wiggled to escape the unavoidable. He sighed at his inability to get contact with her vaginal lips.
"Ellen, get me placed in position."
The woman let go of the virgin's shoulders and Declan leaned more forward, moving his hands to press the girl's shoulders in lieu of her mother's hold. Ellen shifted down to employ both hands to his demand. One set of her fingers spread the labial lips while the other held his shaft just below the corona and moved the tip to touch the budding pussy.
"Mom, he's poking at my pussy. Please, no..."
"Shh... darling. Let it happen. His cock is big and beautiful; it will only hurt a bit at first, then it will feel so wonderful."
Declan couldn't hold back any longer. He pressed against the fleshy gash and her cunt orifice widened at his advance. Another push got his first inch inside. He throttled back and pressed again. Another inch and he anticipated her hymen blockage soon. A deep breath and a powerful push slid him home.
He was surprised at the lack of resistance. He looked at the mother with a curious expression; she also looked perplexed. They had expected a pained reaction from Emily at the breakthrough sting. Ellen asked the obvious question.
"Emily, you're not a virgin, are you?"
She sobbed once and whimpered "No".
"Who was it?"
She sniffled again and whispered.
"I didn't hear that. Please tell me."
Another soft whisper but loud enough to be faintly heard.
"Daddy."
"What?! Him? That scoundrel! When?"
Emily responded through her sniffles.
"Just before your divorce was final. He came to my dorm room, a little tipsy, and said he would take what was rightfully his before the patrimonial privilege lapsed. I tried to get away, jumping and climbing on the furniture, and even struggled after he tackled me to the floor. But he pinned me down and raped me."
Mother leaned up and stewed with anger. Declan, acceding to the fact, waited only a moment before slithering his buried cock back and continuing his intercourse with the not-so-virgin virgin.
Emily no longer pressed her hands to his chest but languidly circled her arms around his neck. Declan released his brace on her shoulders and let her pull him down to lay his weight on her soft tits. They rolled pliantly against his chest as he upped the tempo, plunging, sliding, shuffling, poking, and pistoning.
The sexual pair wriggled and rocked in unison now. Emily succumbed to this embarrassing interlude and emitted little moans at each plunge of the big cock in her barely used cunt. They cycled through a variety of moves, circling higher towards the apex of ecstasy. Declan's breath puffed in staccato gusts.
He watched Emily's eyes widen and her face began a grimace. He looked askance where her mother calmly watched the premeditated sexual assault. He contemplated her thoughts as she saw her lover fucking her daughter. He steered her mind towards stating her permission to complete the conquest. She leaned in to whisper her consent.
"Yes, darling, go ahead. Cum in her cunt."
Declan was loathe to do otherwise. His balls swelled, his prostate collapsed and his reserves of semen shot forth into the busty little maid's grotto. Emily felt the internal discharge, her second ever, and soared off into a spine-stiffening ecstasy.
It may not have been Emily's first coital union, but it was the first one that generated her orgasm. And thereby ended her orgasmic virginity, a maidenly milestone akin to but distinct from the hymen bust, thanks to this manly man's erection still fucking her tight little pussy.
As calm returned, Declan pulled out and kneeled up. Emily slung an arm over her eyes and sobbed softly as her mother soothed hand rubs over her belly and chest.
"Now, now... that wasn't so bad, was it?"
The snuffled reply was "No... I guess not."
"Good. Because there's more to come."
Declan stood back as Ellen helped her naked daughter to stand. They gathered up the beach blanket and other paraphernalia and strode together back to the beach house.
That night, Declan lay in bed between the mother and daughter. As the mood took him, he rolled towards his older bedmate and fucked her.
Later, after a suitable refraction, he rolled toward the younger bedmate. He induced her to stroke his cock to an erection and he kissed her lips and pawed her tits and pussy. Ready as he would ever be, he rolled her prone, hovered above her, and penetrated her cunt. As he rocked and thrust into her body, he gave her verbal instructions on maximizing his pleasure.
"Roll your hips up so I can get deeper."
She did and he plunged hard down her wet warm channel.
"Now roll down and squeeze as I pull back"
He slid back and she tried her best to do his will. He gripped her ass cheeks and rolled her up again as he pushed back in. He relaxed his boost on her ass and she squeezed him harder this time as her hips dropped. He moaned a bit at the rub of corona nook on moist membranes. The pattern was set and she complied with his demand, finding the efforts sustainable and her own verve growing.
The sex play shook the mattress and Declan felt the presence of Ellen watching him fuck her daughter again. She moved closer, her lips near her grown child's ear.
"Doesn't that feel good; a good man's big stiff cock in your pussy? And his is a fine example of what a big cock should be."
Just then, he performed a mighty plunge and paused; Emily gasped at the ferocity of the thrust and babbled her assent.
"Ahh! Yes... yes... more... please, keep going..."
Declan heard her plea and resumed long mighty strokes. Emily rocked and rolled her hips and squeezed her cunt as hard as she could. Her breathing became shorter and shorter gusts as she felt a nervous buzz build in her body, but especially in her groin.
Declan saw the inevitable orgasm approaching in his bedtime playmate. Her mother saw it too and expressed her encouragement.
"Soon, my dear. Let it happen naturally. Let go of any control."
Emily couldn't have controlled it now if she tried. Her pussy clamped down on the slippery meat cycling inside her. She tilted her head back, pressing it hard into the pillow, closed her eyes, opened her mouth wide, and screamed as the electric jolts arched her spine and vibrated every muscle in her young body.
The tremors went on and on; she had to force herself to take another breath and brace as the ecstasy held its peak and then slowly ebbed away to shivers.
He watched the sexual gratification play out with his embedded cock massaged by her inherent response to sexual stimulation. He was also near his culmination as she unwound from her exertions. He rounded his arms around her back, folded his legs into a lotus pose, and pulled her up on his lap, hugging her languid body with its sweaty tits to his chest.
"Fuck me... more..." he whispered.
In her mind, he told her how, while she moved wearily to accede to his wishes.
'Slowly... lazily... wiggle your hips and chest... move your soft body against me... nuzzle my neck and ears...let me know how fond you are of my attentions...'
She nudged her hips up and down, twisting tiny figure eights to stir his hard cock in her vaginal tube, stroking her cunt along his fat shaft. He assisted with hip pops of his own and enjoyed the feeling of her wet slippery tightness on his penile nerves.
They went on and on, taking time to kiss and canoodle. He liked that she was persistent in her passion and intensity, bringing him joy for her efforts at the stimulation of his flesh and ego. She worked hard for as long as it took; listening to his mental demands and his outward physical signs as his ardor rose. At length, he called out his pleasure and his sperm spewed forth. She whimpered her own pride and pleasure when she felt his warm discharge flood her inner grotto; it sent a mini-orgasm buzzing through her central core.
As the fuck-mates slumped together, the mother assisted in disconnecting them, arranging the slick-skinned bodies in a spooning pose on the mattress. She cuddled up to Declan's back, her soft breasts pressing against him. He had Emily wrapped in his arms, one set of fingers diddling her sticky, cum-stained labia, the others twiddling an accessible nipple.
They awoke in that bundle of naked flesh at dawn's early light. It was the beginning of another day, a weekend day promising to be filled with more sexual explorations and satisfactions.
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Amos knocked on his boss's office door. He heard a muffled reply, turned the latch and walked in. The boss was seated in a chair in the middle of his office. His hands were tangled in the straight blonde hair of the bobbing head, obscuring Amos's view of the chief's crotch. It did not obscure Amos' view of the boss's bare knees and hairy calves, his pants and shorts pooled at his ankles above his shoes.
The hair owner's ass rested on her high heels; the round flesh still covered tightly by the powder blue skirt of her businesswoman suit. The jacket hung from her shoulders, the front panels wavering beneath her arms with her motions, obviously unbuttoned. Her hands were braced out of sight, probably on his naked thighs.
She faltered at her perception of the intrusion on the office tryst. The boss forced himself deeper in her mouth and admonished her hesitation.
"Come now, Lindsey, I didn't tell you to stop. And the 'come now' wasn't my permission for you to 'cum now'. Just a turn of phrase. Your time will come soon."
Lindsey continued her fellatio without further prompting. The boss took her talents in stride as he multitasked: business and pleasure.
"So, Amos, what's up?"
"Not much, Roger. Just wanted to check on the Smith case. So, this is the new intern, heh? How is she?"
Roger looked down on the girl sucking his cock. He lightened his hold on her head and let her perform her task at will.
He could see her look of concentration in the crystal blue eyes, a little teary with the efforts to push the boss's large genital muscle past her tonsils. Her open jacket framed her jiggling nubile tits, an added attraction to his growing arousal.
"A little rusty on blowjob skills; needs to use more tongue. But she'll learn with lots of practice."
Amos saw his presence might be a distraction, so he turned to leave.
"Come by later, Amos. We'll discuss that case."
Roger watched his associate exit and returned his full attention to his new intern's on-boarding orientation.
His hands left her head and dropped lower to fluff her right-sized boobs. She stuttered one stroke in her oral caresses, but didn't fully stop.
'She's a keeper' he thought.
His fingers gripped her nipples, pinching to take hold. He pulled upward on her tits, gently but firmly to assert his control.
"Up, up, little girl. I promised you a cum. I intend to keep my word.
She lifted her face off his cock. The thick wet appendage sagged in front of her. She tightened her abs and levered her legs to lift her ass off her heels, following his nipple-captured command to rise. He kept drawing upward, only as fast as she could move into his intended new position. But first, a little inspection was in order.
She was standing attentively in her heels in front of his seated body. The open jacket draped the outside of her boobs, level with his seated gaze. The medium sized nipples, beaded from his pinching, were naturally two-toned pink. The lighter shades complimented her pale skin and platinum hair, legacies of her Nordic heritage.
He was pleased that she had arrived on her first day without a bra. It had been her choice, of course.
Lindsey recalled that the nice lady in HR who coordinated her internship had nonchalantly stated the voluntary condition. She hadn't noticed that braless requirement in the stack of paperwork she had hurriedly scanned and signed: tax forms, non-competes, NDAs and corporate policies, including dress codes. Compliant decorum was a must for this lucrative posting at the high caliber consulting firm.
"Shimmy for me, Lindsey."
She waggled her shoulders, setting her firm mammary masses slightly jiggling. He felt a throb in his erection, still substantial after the oral foreplay. Time to move things along.
He raised the hem of her snug skirt, revealing her bare thighs. They were fleshy in a nice way, a promise of comfortable softness when a man's hips were wedged between them.
But when he lifted her skirt higher, he was miffed at the sight of white nylon panties covering her cunt. One hand released the hem and hauled back to put a solid smack on her ass cheek. His voice evoked consternation at the discovery.
"What's this?! Panties?"
He looked up at her face which now had a look of alarm.
"I was told about the no-bra rule but nobody said there was a 'no panties' rule."
Roger leaned back, fumbling behind him to feel around his desktop until he found what he wanted. A pair of scissors appeared in his hand and he pulled aside the hip strap of her bottom undergarment. A snip here and a snip there freed the fabric. He yanked away the offending cloth and tossed it away.
He could smell her vaginal scent, the carnal perfume of arousal. She was acceding to the unfolding situation, even enjoying the physical attention she was receiving from a top manager at her desired employment. Roger had seen this before and knew how to proceed.
He fingered her pussy, flicking her clit. Her body trembled at that intense stimulation. He left off the more intense foreplay and resumed a gentle rubbing of her pink inner labia folds. The tremble eased and a moan escaped her lips. She was ripe and ready and so was he.
The height was perfect; his seated groin was level with hers. He gripped her hips and drew her closer, touching his knees together, forming a shelf with his thighs. She straddled them and rested her ass there. Her heels were planted either side and that would give her brace and stability during their looming seated cowgirl fuck.
She wasn't inexperienced with this pose. Campus teachers had assumed it during 'office hours'. She tilted his erection up against his belly and tented it with her wet nether lips. The slithering motions ran from next to his balls to the tip of his dick, adding an extra wiggle on the corona vee. Each time she worked there, a guttural throat growl emerged from the company executive. She must be doing it right, something he liked. Maybe he would like the next step more.
She used her braced heels and thighs to lift her ass and captured his tip with her pussy. A few small wiggles had him positioned at her warm wet lower opening. She carefully pushed and took him in an inch at a time. She felt the stretch in her cunt as he moved deeper. She tilted her body forward to ease the entry and her nipples eventually contacted his chest.
He was very deep inside, and she circled his neck with her forearms as she pushed down on the last bit of cock to plant him completely. Her clit was pressed hard on his pubic mound.
She became a cacophony of motions: up and down on his rigid cock, squashing and rolling her boobs against his body, her hand fingering the short hairs at the base of his scalp. Roger reveled in the eagerness that Lindsey exhibited, using her body to stimulate his many erogenous spots. The physical incitement was wonderful but his ego soared as he perceived that she was so enthusiastic about effecting his pleasure.
Lindsey did want her boss to find his pleasure with her body. But it wasn't only one way. The foreplay, the touching, his masterful manhandling and her clitoral compressions during the deepest thrusts all combined to ignite her desires as well. She was feeling the warm tingles in her groin and the heady blush of whole-body arousal. She didn't want to peak before her sex mate but it was becoming harder and harder to hold back.
Just when she thought her control would fail, she heard his gusty breaths quicken. It was her cue to go all in. She ramped up her strokes, twerking her ass, planting her boobs firmly against him, fingering his neck and moving her lips to his ear. She bit his earlobe and then poked her tongue into his ear canal.
His body convulsed and cried out; she felt the warm flood fill her deepest vaginal recesses. He was bucking his hips, urging his balls to expel the mighty volume of sperm that had been bottled up since his last intern orientation a day ago.
She let herself go when he did and Roger felt her cunt muscle compressions rhythmically fly up and down his embedded shaft. Her lips at his ear unleashed her call of delight as she vibrated in his arms.
They jittered together for a long moment, slowly revving down to an electric post-coital buzz. The lusty smell of sex and perspiration flitted in their nostrils. Roger was collapsed back in his chair; Lindsey was collapsed atop his semi-reclining body, pegged for the moment by his slowly shrinking erection. Roger found enough clarity to nuzzle her neck as he recovered. He found the words she longed to hear.
"Welcome to the company, Lindsey. You have passed your orientation exam."
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On Friday, Amos needed another conference with the boss before leaving for the weekend. He found his door closed, knocked and heard the muffled 'Come in.'
The door opened on a familiar scene. Roger was seated with a red-haired intern's head in his lap, bobbing steadily as she sucked on his cock. She didn't pause a beat at the intrusion.
" Well, I see you've found another candidate to interview", Amos mused.
The boss gave a guttural affirmative as he felt his imminent ejaculation, and did, down the redhead's tight throat. She moaned at the discharge and took him deep, swallowing his contribution to her corporate acclimation. He held her head impaled on his deflating erection.
"Yes, Rinna is hoping to join our marketing department. I'm testing her client retention skills. She just passed her first oral exam."
He chuckled at his own joke.
Roger leaned back and relaxed his body in the chair in post-ejaculatory serenity, lightly massaging Rinna's scalp as she suckled his slackening genital appendage.
"I think I'll continue her interview at my house this weekend. Unfortunately, I can't multitask. I promised Lindsey a similar outing. Why don't you fill in for me with her this time? I'm sure you'll find something interesting to do together."
Roger winked at the offer and Amos gave a leisurely nod of concurrence. He closed the office door behind him as he heard Roger give Rinna her instructions.
"Go freshen up and come back. We'll leave as soon as you're ready."
Amos walked across the office floor and found Lindsey's cubicle.
"Gather your things. Roger is tied up. He apologizes for his last-minute swap but I'll be filling in for him."
Amos lived in the suburbs but rather than the expressways, he liked to journey the feeder roads. The pace was slower and less stressful. It also, in this instance, gave him more time to be close with Lindsey.
She wore an office style pencil shirt that molded her ass and showed some of her lovely legs as she sat in the passenger seat. The shoulder belt split her blouse covered breasts. Amos was not one to waste time or attention. He placed a hand behind the blonde's neck and leaned her towards the middle. The shoulder belt retracted as she understood his silent command and wiggled beneath it.
He was a gentleman about assisting with her task. He unzipped himself and extracted his semi-tumescent cock. She leaned over his lap, obscuring the oral contact but he felt the sweet touch of her wet lips on his knob. But always, it was safety first; he returned both hands to the steering wheel and attended to his driving in traffic.
At stop lights, he saw the curious glances of the other drivers who saw the blonde head of curls bouncing in his lap. To a few he gave a smiling wave of acknowledgement when the light turned green and he pulled away.
As he approached his neighborhood, he told Lindsy she had three minutes left to complete her blowjob. He felt increased suction and a slight upbeat in the lip stroke rhythms. As he entered his driveway, his hands gripped hard on the steering wheel as his groin tensed and he spurted cum into Lindsey's mouth. She hummed with joy, feeling the satisfaction of her accomplishment.
She drew herself off his cock and righted herself in her seat. A finger wiped a loose spot of the white goo from her chin and sucked it into her mouth. Performance over, for now, it was her opportunity to look around at her weekend working residence.
It was a larger house, two stories with gabled windows; someplace, anyplace in an upscale American neighborhood. Pale yellow siding with brick column highlights and a front porch sheltering a red front door.
Amos tucked himself in and opened his driver side door. Still playing the gentleman, he rounded the car to open her passenger door. He helped her out, let her grab her purse and sweater, and escorted her to the red front portal.
Inside, he gave her a quick tour: downstairs living room, kitchen and dining room, upstairs bedrooms and baths.
She asked which bedroom would be hers and he gave her a no-nonsense reply.
"You'll be with me here in the master bedroom. This is where we will fuck."
'So much for romance' she thought. Well, it was a summer internship. What did she expect?
"Can you cook? There's stuff in the kitchen. Get busy."
After Amos showered and changed, he found the table set with pasta, sauce, and salad. That was one of his favorites; the weekend was proceeding very well.
They watched some TV, lazing on the sofa, percolating their arousals. His hands were inside her open blouse, cupping and kneading her tits. Her hand rubbed his crotch, feeling his manhood filling up all the available space.
The silly network serials were boring. Amos surfed the on-demand listings for some porn. He found an interesting screening of some harsh BSDM that worked for him. It apparently worked for her as well. Her caresses increased on his cock as the naked on-screen maiden was dog switched on her nipples until she orgasmed from the tit torture.
Amos noticed her obsession and filed that away for later on.
Meanwhile, their mutual caressing was evolving. Amos shrugged off her blouse for more open access to her boobs and nipples. Lindsey unzipped his fly and caressed the stiff penile skin. The TV was finally turned off as the pair were finally fully turned on. Amos carried his half naked weekend guest to the bedroom, his cock waggling freely as he walked.
The remaining clothes hit the floor and the handsy couple hustled into bed. He kissed her all over: lips, neck, nipples, bellybutton, inner thighs, and ending at her labia. His tongue swept multiple lashes on her inner pink and clitoris. Her hands held his head to maintain the vaginal caresses. He ignored her pleas for more as he rose and hovered his body above hers. But she was ready to be fucked but Amos wasn't yet; he wiggled her around to suck his cock into her mouth. He kneed up as she bobbed on his erection.
He was fully aroused by the long wait: the drive, meal, TV, and oral foreplay. He took handfuls of her hair and drew her off, pushing her down to lay in missionary pose. His hands and hers cooperated in alignment and he pushed in with one long stroke to the bottom. She whined out her moan of surprise at the sudden stretch by the full penetration. He lay his weight on her as she curled her thighs and arms around his body.
He drew back and plugged his cock in again. Another whimper, less sharp this time. He hugged her tits to his chest and cycled his hips, thrusting long hard plunges. Countless cycles, matched with tongue lashed kisses, culminated in his roar of orgasm and a powerful spew of spunk deep inside his fuck mate.
He rolled aside and they cuddled. She was still aroused and he accommodated her needs with another fantastic fuck later in the night.
The following days and nights were a cacophony of sex: every room in the house, most of the furniture, and much of the Kama sutra poses were employed in satisfying Amos' arousals and pleasures.
On Monday morning, he drove her back to work, wearing the outfit from Friday, though even with preening and makeup, she looked used and disheveled. Everyone noticed and, inwardly and outwardly, smiled, keeping their council, but knowing the story.
Over the next few weeks, Roger and Amos rotated weekends of taking Lindsey home for several days of sucking and fucking.
It was again Friday evening. Amos had stayed late in the office for an international conference call. Lindsey had left earlier and he decided to surprise her at home. He pulled into the corporate furnished intern's townhouse parking lot. It hadn't been a long drive but long enough for him to percolate his zeal with thoughts and plans for Lindsey's submission to his sexual inclinations.
The townhouse porchlight was on and he rang the doorbell. As her summer intern gig progressed, he intended to use the duplicate key that would allow him access whenever he chose. Sometimes he got aroused late into the night and later he might make his way to her door and then her bedroom without disturbing her sleep. Well, not at first. She would certainly enliven when he suddenly thrust his hard cock into her soft slumbering body, bringing her wide awake with a jolt. It was those kinds of thoughts that had pervaded his mind during the drive.
But tonight, Lindsey answered the door. She was wearing a white tank top and a short tennis skirt, complemented with subtle, pale makeup, further enhancing her Nordic tones. She stretched up to kiss his lips in welcome, pressing her loose boobs to his chest.
He had told her at the office that he would be coming tonight and anticipated he would soon be cumming tonight, undoubtedly inside her. She had dressed in easily shucked off clothes; she was so ready to accommodate this manly man's deepest desires, and her own.
Her instincts were right. His hands were already pawing at her ass, moving underneath the skirt to discover there were no panties. His fingers brushed her labia lips and found moisture in the pink folds between. She moaned in his mouth at the touch. He decided he needn't delay with any extended foreplay.
He scooped her up and carried her the few steps to the living room off the entrance foyer. He plopped her knees on the sofa cushions. She braced her hands on the back, torso level, head up, facing straight forward. He moved up behind her kneeling body. His hands came to her chest and pulled the top toward her neck, freeing her hanging breasts. He cupped and bounced the feminine globes, adding a little pinch to her nipples, gaining a pucker of the nubs and a yip that melded into a moan.
He unbuckled and dropped his pants. Her ass was at a perfect height to his groin. He slapped her inner highs; she dutifully spread her kneeling stance wider to ease his entry. Flipping the skirt across her back, he aligned himself at the fleshy cleft below her lovely exposed ass cheeks, found her slippery slit with his tip, and pressed in an inch.
His knob was captured in her warm entrance and he jogged his hips, slipping and sliding forward, penetrating her wet cunt. She mewed at the long-awaited invasion, feeling his bulk stretch her juicy channel. He grabbed her hair into a bunch and pulled, holding her head high, using the clutch to keep her steady against his power thrusts. She closed her eyes, concentrating her thoughts on the sweet conjunction.
Amos was enjoying this first quickie. It would relieve his pent-up urges and allow him to lead a more leisurely sexual shindig for the remainder of the weekend. He was well into his rise when he caught a movement at the foyer out of the corner of his eye. He glanced there and the image induced him to stop his strokes, halting deep inside Lindsey's pussy. She sensed his pause and thought he might be cumming but she didn't hear his peaking grunts or feel the familiar hot gush of his spunk.
She opened her eyes and saw what Amos had seen that caused the coital disruption.
A redhead was standing there in a see thru chemise, shadowing pert areolae disks on her chest. She had loosely interlinked fingers across her groin, the hem too short to cover and hide her red trimmed landing strip. There was a startled look on her freckled face, framed by the auburn tresses.
Amos was mesmerized by the sight. Lindsey felt his stationary cock swell larger, embedded deep in her cunt. She wasn't sure how she felt about his impulsive reaction to the first glimpse of her fellow intern housemate.
"That's my roommate, Rinna. We share the corporate condo. She's here this weekend because the boss is out of town with his wife. Poor thing was left all alone."
Amos now recognized her as Roger's office fellatrix and continued sexual side hustle. She was staring at the other two pair of eyes locked on her semi-exposed body.
Amos regained his intent and, as he stared intently back at the scantily clad Rinna, she intently watched him. He continued his stare as he recommenced long, slow, ass-bumping strokes inside Lindsey's inverted cunt. His fuck-mate responded with renewed mews of contentment. Amos, super-aroused by Rinna's attendance, quickly rose past the peak of his exhilaration. He closed his eyes, keeping the image of sexy Rinna still burning in his brain, and cried out loudly as his cock injected his sperm into Lindsey's womb, his orgasm heightened by the wild fantasies of possibly fucking Rinna during this weekend.
As his mind and body recovered its sanity, he opened his teary eyes and backed out of the doggy fucked blonde. His dick dangled in full view of the redhead. She unconsciously lifted a hand and bit a finger knuckle as she saw his semi-tumescent cock and wondered if she could convince him to offer her a taste or impaling before he departed Monday morning. If she could have read Amos's mischievous thoughts, she wouldn't have worried. She shyly apologized for the interruption.
"I'm sorry, Lindsey. I heard a noise and your muffled voice. I was checking to see if you were okay."
Lindsey was stepping down and righting herself from her over-the-couch pose.
"I'm okay. Everything's fine. Amos is here for the weekend."
"Okay, Lindsey. That sounds good."
With a last lingering look, Rinna slowly turned and walked out of sight. Amos watched her give a quick over-the-shoulder glance as she disappeared away from the doorway. Lindsey observed his contemplative expression and knew right then that this weekend would be a shared affair. Any discontent she may have felt was masked by the fascinations for combined roommate efforts to fully satisfy their weekend guest.
She led Amos by the hand to her bedroom ensuite bath and cleaned him up for the probable coming threesome events.
It was skimpily clad playfulness in the living room for the remainder of the evening. The girls were chatterboxes to the point where Amos wearied of the banter and simply threw Lindsey over his shoulder, ignored the giggling mock protests, and carried her off to her bedroom. The ensuing energetic fuck left Amos satisfied for now as he lay tranquil with his cuddly bedmate lolled against him. Her voice was soothingly soft as she guided the pillow talk.
"So, do you like redheads?"
Amos tiredly grunted in the affirmative.
"Do you like Rinna?"
Another grunt of affirmation. Lindsey's hand stole to his semi-tumescent cock. A finger-tap on the corona vee got a jerk of reaction.
"Do you think you're ready to go fuck her?"
Amos had already surmised that both women were now available to him. His thoughts of the freckled roommate were pleasant and desirable but his double fuck of Lindsey was close to his limit for this one short evening. He would need to pace himself.
"Too soon..." he mumbled.
Lindsey was not to be put off.
"Well, you could stay here and I'll continue this foreplay or..."
He waited for the other shoe to drop.
"You could go to Rinna and let her try hard to get you hard..."
There was no response. Lindsey upped her persuasive reasoning.
"What's the harm in trying? Go on. Go fuck her. I'll bet she's waiting for you."
Amos had no particular argument for anymore hold out. He roused himself to crawl out of bed, looking around for his discarded boxers. She laughed at his unmindful modesty.
"You don't need them. She's seen your cock and it will only delay things after you enter her room. No one but us girls are here to see what we've already seen."
Amos stood up naked and leaned in, placing a quick kiss on his enabling bedmate's lips, then strode confidently out the door, down the hallway and through the open door into his next bedmate's bedroom. He expected her to be awake. But he could see by the faint moonlight that her eyes were closed and she was emitting quiet little snores with her calm breathing.
He didn't wait. The contemplations during his inter-bedroom journey had a mild re-arousal started and he felt confident that he was again in the mood for another coital round.
Rinna slowly awoke at the sense of her bed occupied by another person. Her bare skin felt the warm contact of another person beside her. She mumbled her drowsy concern.
"Lindsey? I thought you were with Amos. I already masturbated. I don't think I can do another one with you tonight."
A male voice responded, intrigued by the notion of the cunnilingual companionship.
"Can you do another one with me?"
Rinna came more awake. It was Amos huddled next to her in her bed. That was a different situation and she rose to the heterogenetic invitation. The bisexual gal twisted to face the masculine alternative.
Her hands came to cup his face and she planted a deep smooch of accord on his lips. His hands found her boobs and he pinched the stiff little nipples. She squeaked in alarm but continued to kiss his lips and cheeks in welcome.
Shifting back from his face, her hands tunneled elsewhere between them, finding his semi-hard erection.
As Lindsey had predicted, Rinna took up the foreplay role, eager to get this man ready to fuck her. He was responding weakly and she knew increased efforts were called for. Her head moved downward until her lips replaced her hands at the focus of her attention. She sucked on the tip and smoothly drew in his manhood, making tongue tickles at the finest places. He responded to her sexy work and her mouth sensed the increased growth and stiffness. She had him ready.
She posed herself beside him again, maneuvering her legs to straddle his hips in sidesaddle. His tip found her pussy. She wiggled to assist his entry and then moaned in his ear as he plugged her pussy with his erection. A few shuffles ensued, mild thrusts to affect the wet tissue and hard muscle genital union. Amos moved with mundane strokes but he found it wasn't enough; he needed something to increase his masculine vigor.
His eyes focused on her nightstand where he spied a sex toy. It could have been something she and Lindsey employed during sophomeric encounters but he saw the possibilities for the here-and-now while this redheaded sex kitten was entertaining his cock.
It was a ribbed conical butt plug, metallic chrome with a flared base. He leaned over her cuddling body and retrieved it. As he rolled back into sidesaddle position, she looked up to see what had caught his attention. He held it in front of her face, rotating the fat probe in his fingers as it glinted in the moonlight. Her expression turned to recognition. She had left it out, intending to use it as a dildo again before sleeping but fell into slumber before the second act could be consummated.
Amos turned the point towards her lips and she suckled the silver probe, tasting her own residue. He moved it behind her and she startled a jog as she felt the metal tip touch her annal ring. He hugged her tighter, suspecting he would have to control her, force her if necessary, when he inserted the toy.
He pushed the first of the sequentially larger thicknesses into her anus; she held her breath and breathed out as he paused at the first valley to allow her orifice to acclimate before pressing the next larger ridge in.
"Ready? Here comes the next one."
He didn't wait for affirmation, just carried on. Through the thin membrane of her perineum, his cock felt each successive increment of the cylindrical sex toy passing deeper into her butt, while announcing each successive shove with the warning, generating his own groans of stimulation.
At the full six-inch depth, after the six bigger rings were placed, he tapped the base to test its retention. She jogged a jolt at the vibration in her core. Satisfied, he adjusted his hands to her ass and neck, holding tight and re-commencing the sweet conjunctional strokes. His coronal nook rippled along the spaced ridges, a sensation unlike anything he had experienced before, even when fucking such a tight little cunt like Rinna's.



They rocked and rolled in sideway clutches, murmuring in growing arousal as the three-part genital actors: cock, cunt, and probe built them both towards the inevitable first-time finale. He felt himself peaking and hugged her modest tits to his chest, gripping Rinna's toned ass as he plunged deep and expelled pulses of his masculine emissions into her womb space.
His joy was joined by her joy, evidenced by her arched spine body shudders, hugging his neck, prancing her thighs along his, blubbering out her ecstatic bliss as she received his physical accolade to her sexual desirability.
Amos felt himself shrinking quickly inside her. His soft rod fell out followed by his modest volume of discharge. The shiny metal plug stayed put. They rearranged their pose and slept cuddled together for the remainder of the night.
Saturday morning was spent in relaxed lounging, snacking on a light brunch. The girls moved around the house in skimpy see thru lingerie, doing the weekend house cleaning chores, mindfully titillating the visiting boss while he picked at a little work or watched TV.
Eventually, the sexy show was too much for Amos to ignore and he beckoned Rinna to perform a 'nooner', demonstrating more of her oral expertise.
By late afternoon, the randy trio was ready for some excitement to break the monotony of spontaneous sex. It was party time. Amos ordered them to get ready for a night out.
The exclusive dinner club was filled with male society's finest. Their female escorts seemed to be competing with bawdy fashions, expensive night and club wear that challenged the strength of clasps and closures, exposing sinful amounts of bare skin, just barely legal in public.
Amos's two companions fit right in, proudly wearing their sexy cock-baiting dresses. The food and drinks were delicious and plentiful.
The girls danced, sometimes including Amos. When not, he watched from his booth while they bebopped to the spirited tunes; the short-skirted, backless, and loose paneled fronts flashed peek-a-boo nip and panty slips.
When the girls clung close together during slow melodies, he noted the stealthy body rubbing, hand dallying, and tit bumping, signs of their impulsive infatuation and lesbos arousal. Their faces grew blushed with sexual need.
They returned to Amos and in the dark corner, gave him their full attention. His fly was unzipped and their hands contested for access to his cock. A passing waitress appeared, coincidentally doing her rounds, stating her perfunctory question.
"Is there anything you need?"
That was before she suddenly realized the circumstances evolving behind the table.
Lindsey scanned the skimpy uniformed hostess, who noted her look of curiosity and coyly winked. The blonde intern left off her quest for Amos's cock and decided this bodacious young waitress might be easier to seduce and possibly, for the moment, more to her liking. She crawled out of the booth and whispered in her ear. The waitress nodded and took Lindsey's hand, leading her away to a little used space she knew would offer temporary privacy for this hasty intimacy.
Meanwhile, Rinna jumped at the chance for sole conjunction with Amos. Her pussy was wet and throbbing with tension. She ripped open his pants and swung a leg over his lap, mounting his hand-hardened erection.
Amos was at first surprised by her aggression but was soon settled into a sweet vibe by the rhythm of her thrusts. Her short hem covered her ass and any furtive public view of their connection. His hands held her bouncing ass as he buried his face in her dress-boosted cleavage. Rinna peaked first with Amos soon behind, set off by her cunt ripples skipping along his throbbing shaft.
They arrived back home around midnight. Wordlessly, the weary clubbers headed to bed. As it were, they all found themselves in Lindsey's room and, stripping naked, crawled into bed. Each was satiated by the day and evening events and sleep came quickly.
During the late night, Amos awoke to Lindsey's fingers diddling his cock. He succumbed to her summons and rolled atop her for a missionary fuck. In the morning light, Rinna took her turn at his penile plaything and got her own sideways spooning doggy sex.
Sunday was a repeat of Saturday's daytime snacking and lounging. Amos forwent any sex, pacing himself after a long two-day run of sexual satisfaction. He might think he wouldn't be feeling his middle-age, but Mother Nature knew better and he surrendered to her wisdom.
Sunday night found them in Rinna's room this time. After adequate foreplay, Amos lay prone as Rinna executed a magnificent cowgirl, while he flicked her hard nubs with the back of a fingernail. All the while, Lindsey assisted with kisses for both partners: lips, nipples, and belly buttons. Rinna galloped and pranced on his buried prick until he dribbled out the near last of his seminal reserves. Rinna and Lindsey took care of their own business until all three were sexually satiated.
On Monday morning, the weary trio showered, preened, and dressed in office attire before returning to their professional duties at the corporate headquarters.
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It was a Friday afternoon; Amos was in the middle of an overseas tele-conference call when there was a knock on the office door. He muted the microphone and spoke a vexed 'come in'.
The door cracked opened and Lindsey's blonde head peeked in. He gave her a 'come in' gesture as he endured the soul deadening corporate policy discussion with a dozen talking head view ports on the big screen.
Lindsey swung the door wider and led a brunette young lady behind her into his office. He remembered his last appointment of the day was an intern interview. Upon sighting the girl in Lindsey's tow, he decided he had more important and interesting duties to attend to than corporate rules minutia.
The interviewee wore a black A-line cotton dress with a broad flared skirt below her tight torso. The demure sleeveless top had a high closed neckline that covered her cleavage but couldn't disguise the generous volume of chest meat underneath. There were no closures in front, suggesting a back zipper. Her toned athletic legs stretched from the high thigh hem all the way down to mid-height black heels.
She looked familiar; then he recognized her as the daughter of one of their struggling vendors. That man was actually on the call. Roger must have made a deal to trade the disadvantaged supplier's offspring for business continuance.
And Amos was more than ready to interview the young lady in true corporate style.
"Sir, this is Nikki, a Summer Intern candidate. Roger was tied up in conference with Rinna and asked if you could conduct the interview."
"Of course."
Nikki said nothing. Her head was tilted forward, her face obscured somewhat by the long straight cut bangs that fell well below her eyebrows. He thought he perceived her eyes as blue through the splits in the bangs but he couldn't be sure. He figured he would soon discover whether he was correct.
Amos returned to his video call to find the attendees had gone silent. He saw in his self-camera window that the two stunningly pretty young girls in his office had come into the background view. He made his excuses and reached to end his participation. In one of the view ports, he saw Nikki's daddy give a startled look which then melted into a forlorn expression of dejection. He was aware of the rumor mill spinning yarns about the reputed summer interns' treatment at his client's facility. Then the screen went blank.
Amos wheeled his desk chair around to face his two visitors. Nikki stood slightly ahead of Lindsey, her hands clasped over her lower body, unconsciously covering her groin area. Her biceps pressed the outside of her dress covered breasts, giving them an even bustier bulge.
Her fire engine red lips were slightly split, neither a smile nor a frown, just neutral with a hint of white teeth showing. Amos wondered if she realized that image typically signaled to a man her invitation for intimate penetration: his tongue or his cock. Whether she knew it or not, he took it as such and it revved his arousal.
"Nikki... I like that name. Come closer, please."
Lindsey pressed Nikki's lower back and the new girl took a hesitant step, shyly looking at the carpeted space between her and her interviewer. She had also heard the rumors and was hesitant to enter this intern program. Her father insisted that it would be good to get some business experience during her college years to enhance her resume.
He hadn't told her it was imperative to save his company. In her introductory conversation with Lindsey, the rumors were confirmed and she succumbed to the inevitable role she must play to satisfy everyone else's wishes.
She was close enough now for Amos to reach out. She stood still while he examined her body. He stared at the full boobs in his face, noting their bounty under her dress. He smoothed a hand on her bare arm, waited out her involuntary flinch at the uninvited touch, then swept it passed her waist and around to her back, over her bottom and down her bare thigh.
His hand moved higher under the skirt and cupped an ass cheek. It was toned and firm, just like her exposed legs and arms. She hadn't moved any more after the first contact all during the rest of the delicate exploration.
She steeled herself for the next obvious probe by Amos. Earlier, Lindsey had been adamant about her presentation aspect. In Lindsey's office, the removal of Nikki's dress, bra and panties had preceded the re-donning of the dress alone.
She felt his hand moved upward; his long middle finger edged her bare labia. A fingertip wriggle along the puffy fold found the tender tissues and probed the moist underlying pink flesh. She couldn't suppress a groin muscle flinch; a reaction to the unease that had her nerves on edge.
Amos sensed her anxiety and left off his probe. He pulled his hand out and sniffed the vaginal aroma. His smile squinted his eyes, still staring at the covered breasts in front of his face.
"Lindsey, a little help, please."
She saw his gaze on the cloistered chest meat and knew what he wanted; her hands fiddled with the back dress zipper. Slowly, ever so slowly, she drew it downward. Nikki's clasped fingers and side pressing arms held the blooming open panels against her tits. When the zipper was fully open down to her upper ass crack, Lindsey rounded her hands to clutch at Nikki's. She gently pulled the fingers apart and drew them behind the interviewee's back.
The dress top fell off her shoulder's and down her arms. Nikki's beautiful bare boobs came into view. Amos let a small smile emerge but had other uses for his lips. He leaned forward and kissed one broad brown nipple with firm suction.
A tongue lap, then a second one around the edges of her areola, achieved results. The little center nubbin swelled, giving Amos a purchase for a toothy clasp of the cylinder. He gently clenched until he felt a jerk and heard her whimper of fear at this first level of pain tolerance. He didn't intend to hurt her; he just wanted to know how far he could go in future nipple play.
He looked up and saw under the hanging bangs, her blue, yes, now confirmed as blue, eyes watching his oral handling of her breasts. He leaned back into his chair and placed his arms on its arms. Before him, standing stoic, was the obedient topless girl with her black dress pooled around her waist, its skirt covering her hips and upper thighs.
"Kneel, take out my cock and suck me to ejaculation in your mouth and hold it until I tell you to swallow."
Nikki was stunned by the casual command for intimate sexual services. She didn't move until Lindsey's hands on her shoulders pressed her to her knees. Lindsey's followed her down and her lips whispered in her ears.
"Don't pretend you don't know what to do. I know you have been sucking and fucking professors for better grades. This is just another opportunity to gain favors. Do your best."
Amos heard the coaching play out. Nikki's hands moved up to find his pants zipper and fumbled to open the portal to her objective. Her hand tunneled in to find Amos was commando, no shorts or boxers to impede her access to his cock. She levered out his semi-tumescence.
The head was bulky, the shaft starting to swell, enough to fill her small hand. She pumped its length. She held it momentarily to survey the corona and nook, the impending foci of her lips and tongue. Her pursed lips kissed the tip, followed by a slide into her mouth, her red lips descending along the thickening shaft.
She tickled the nook as it passed her tongue tip and enjoyed the sound of a moan from her potential future boss. She drew back, and continued the series of dives, each taking just a fraction of an inch more each time. After a dozen strokes, she found his knob touching her tonsils. The moment of truth was upon them.
With a deep breath, she thrust forward, burying his knob in her gullet. That move alone drove Amos to an open mouth growl. But she wasn't done; not by a long shot. A swallow around his corona forced an upward jolt of his hips. Knowing the next move was coming, she braced her body in place, swallowed again and let Amos drive his whole cock deep in her throat. Her nose was swarmed by the tuff of his pubic hairs as it pressed his belly.
The move was accompanied by a louder howl of delight. She backed off and engaged in long head bobs, sweeping her lips fully along the shaft, slowly at first and smoothly accelerating. Every so often, she paused at the tip to tongue tickle the nook, other times a deep plunge and swallow reminded him of her oral talents.
Amos was finding his verve and his breaths became shorter and gustier. He avoided the temptation to grab a handful of hair and direct the pace. His knuckles were white as he clasped the office chair's arms instead, letting his fellatrix do her best.
And she did. He could hold out no longer and cried out as his first jet entered her mouth. She halted, held his knob in her mid-mouth and accepted one, two, three, four pulses of gooey white semen that pooled in her warm welcoming mouth. Her only aid during the cavalcade was a few rolled back tongue tip touches to his nook as he grunted his sounds of ecstasy. She took those semi-vocalized expressions as his praise for her job well done.
She slid off his shrinking erection, keeping her lips closed to retain her mouthful of spunk. She leaned up but kept her gaze downward at the carpet between them.
Amos laid back; his sticky cock exposed out of his pant fly.
"Nikki... look at me and show me."
She tilted her face up level, gazed her bang shrouded blue eyes at his face, and carefully opened her mouth. His load of milky ejaculate was caught on her tongue but mostly collected in the side spaces between tongue and gums. Amos was impressed at the volume of his emission and further impressed that Nikki was the driving force in its creation.
"You may swallow now."
She hesitated just a second, savoring its taste and feel. Then Amos watched as she tilted her face up, opened her throat and let the goo slide back and down into her stomach. He saw the movement of her neck as she swallowed his genital discharge.
He tucked himself in and zipped up.
"So, is anybody as hungry as me? Let's go get some dinner."
They dined at a local upscale hotel, Nikki still wearing only her short-skirted dress and heels. She was careful about her seated posture, suspicious that the waiters might know of her panty-less condition and stage ruses to get a glimpse of her femininities. After dessert, Amos dismissed Lindsey and led Nikki by the hand to the elevators and ascended to the booked penthouse suite.
Inside, Amos stripped her in the main room. Her dress formed a small pile at the center of the main room. He led her naked but for heels and jewelry to the bedroom. He left the lights off as he removed his own clothes. There was enough outside glow filtering into the room to reveal the rest of his body to her; she was already well acquainted with his cock. She was possessed of a mild attraction to the fit middle-aged man standing tall next to her.
Lifting her in an arm carry cradle, he lay her gently on the bed and crawled in to join her, lying sideways beside her. His hands swept her beauty: toned calves, knee hollows, inner thighs, avoiding her vulva for now, smooth belly, pliant tits and sensitive neck. She turned her head and he leaned in, capturing her red lips in a light kiss as his hand returned to her feminine core.
A finger slid between the folds again, finding even more moisture; she closed her eyes, responding to his touch. A little poke through the orifice sensed her tightness. She moaned as he softly worked her clitoral tissues. His hand retreated but pressed her inner thighs, opening a saddle of limbs to accommodate his access.
He rolled over top of her body and kneeled up between her legs. One hand continued the vaginal caress, the other massaged her mammary mounds: squeezes of the softness, thumb rubs on the swelling areolas, finger rolls of nipple nubs. He leaned down and kissed her blushing nipples, then leaned higher to kiss her lips once more. All the time, his finger slicked her pussy folds, nurturing her growing desire to be fucked.
So, he did.
He shuffled to place his cock tip at the wet penile accommodating portal. Braced on knees and elbows, he pressed to gain entry. Her slippery channel took him in, inch by inch. When he was half embedded, he laid his weight upon her and took the bearing that always afforded a connected couple the best way to achieve hammering power-thrusts. Her arms wound his body, accepting his dominance.
In and almost out, long strokes, burnishing his coronal ridge on her juicy textured channel, a hard bump at the bottom. And repeat... again and again. She hugged him tighter, her hips wavering to aid the friction. She had orally drained his initial verve earlier in the office and this second sexual session went on for a long time, consistent with his older age.
But not forever. He worked a little faster, then faster still. Her body was rocked by the fury of his forceful vitality. And then he succumbed to Nature's call for the male eruption, pulsing out jets of milky ejaculate. He puffed a breath with each volley, expressing his exhilaration from the seminal act. She rubbed his body as he filled her core with the female's needed outpouring from the male.
They lay together after he recovered enough energy to lay aside. After a time, he wordlessly arose and toddled into the main room, closing the door.
In the dimness, she lay wondering about his assessment of her interview. Would he require additional tests of her fitness? She hoped so; she wanted to join his bliss with some of her own once she acclimated to his style.
The door reopened and he came back to the bed, slipping in against her nakedness, lying prone close to her side. She was happy her silent prayers may have been answered. But she sensed a difference: different scent, different size, and, then a different whisper.
"Nikki, my dear, be a doll and stroke my cock."
She looked on her bedmate with surprise. It wasn't Amos; it was Roger, the executive whom she had briefly met on her office tour with Lindsey prior to her blowjob of Amos.
Disturbed by the masculine substitution, she didn't move. He sighed and found her hand, moving it to his exposed semi-hard penis.
"Nikki, this part of the interview won't go well if you can't follow simple directions."
She recovered her continence and complied. Her fingers curled lightly around the warm appendage and moved along its length. She felt his cock's acceptance of her touch and upped the motions, a series of smooth strokes that gained increased length and girth. He rolled slightly towards her, giving her a better angle to increase her success.
He decided she had achieved her initial goal; he was hard enough to fuck her. Like Amos before him, he posed above her and pierced her pussy. Unlike Amos, his bubbling ardor had not been stemmed by an earlier spend. He drove fast, powerful strokes in her cunt, a wild man intent on maximum gratification. She was hard pressed to resist his rocking physique and simply gave in to his will.
He called out loudly and jettisoned volumes of spunk into her core. It joined the previous collection and when he withdrew his softened erection, the mixed sperm dribbled out. He was satisfied but not worn out.
He alighted the bed and strode for the door. Before it closed behind him, another naked man passed through. In the quick light from the outer room, she recognized Willard, the corporate president. He was a grey haired, a partially bald patrician with an older wrinkled body to match. She braced her arms behind into sitting upright, her lovely round boobs hanging high on her chest.
He shuffled to the bed, dropped his briefs, not boxers, as he stared at the pair of fun-bags awaiting his attention. He moved closer, reaching out to fluff the near side one. She looked down, stoic, watching silently as he played with the mammary mass.
She continued to watch him as he climbed into bed, laying prone next to her uptilted body. His cock was still completely limp, even as he knew that Nikki was there just for him. She sighed and succumbed to the inevitable act, reaching out and touching his soft prick.
It wasn't going to prick anything in its slumped state. She leaned over, her tits dangling against his arm and body, and sucked his conical knob between her lips. Her tongue tickled the underside nook, a place she hoped would gain quicker results for this task. She sucked and sucked, slicked a few strokes as his weakness found a little strength, and worked him into a semi-rigidness. The shaft was hard enough now to bob her lips along its length.
She heard little vocalizations, unintelligible words, but the tone sounded positive, an encouragement for her to continue. She sucked hard when he was fully in her mouth; her tongue rasped his sensitive skin. His low sounds grew a little louder. Then she heard his quick intake of breath, and then a long sigh as his erection shivered in her mouth and dribbled out a wee bit of warm ejaculate. It tasted salty sweet.
She knew how to end the scene with some drama, enough to please the ego of the old man she would probably have to call 'boss' sometime soon.
She leaned up, twisted her boobs close to his face, tilted her head back, and noisily swallowed.
"Oh, sir, that tastes so good!"
She saw his expression turn from an orgasmic stage grimace to a small smile.
"Of course it does, my dear, and there will be more just like it over the next year."
That sounded positive; she felt that the interviews so far had proceeded well. She waited, expecting him to get out of bed and exchange places with another executive. But his eyes closed, his face softened and he lay still.
Nikki had a sense of concern; had she gone too far? She used two fingers on the side of his neck to check his pulse. Yes, he had a heartbeat. She lay on her side, watching over him as he slept until she fell asleep herself.
She awoke in an empty bed. She preened in the ensuite bath but then couldn't find her clothes except for a new pair of satin panties and her heels. She wrapped her torso in a towel before wandering to the penthouse main room to find the C-suite execs lounging in their underwear.
Amos came to her and kissed her cheek.
"Oh, this false modesty won't due."
His hands grasped the tucked towel and pulled it off.
"There, that's better. You look good enough to eat, but maybe someday later. For now, you can cook us up something from the kitchen."
To the background of general laughter, Nikki clicked her heels to the open kitchen area, her exposed boobs jostling to the pace. A small spread of fruit, cheese, reheated quiche, croissants and coffee soon appeared for the famished executives. Their middle-aged masculine appetites, previously assuaged by Nikki's sexual skills, were now sated by her culinary skills. She made the rounds, the topless waitress distributing tidbits and nibbles while providing closeup views, touches, tickles and tweaks of tits and nipples.
Satiated by the services of their agreed upon newest summer intern, the men dressed and before departing, each claimed the customary farewell and welcome aboard ritual: a kiss of her cherry red lips and a crushing hug of her big boobs.
Only Amos stayed behind. He had the suite booked for another day and night. He leisurely spent the time until the next morning in deep interview mode; his cock deeply embedded down her throat and in her cunt.
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Nikki was employed by the firm and assigned space within the company offices and, with her sister summer interns, in the corporate condominium apartment.
During the work weekdays, she performed her assignments, was called upon for administrative tasks, and closed office trysts. She was taught to fulfill the demands of business duties and executive perks. Both varied widely in form and function. She really appreciated the opportunities to absorb the tutelage of these successful businessmen. She could already feel how proud her Daddy would be when she recounted all the business experience she had gained.
And the business week wasn't her only involvement in corporate amenities. The bosses invited her to accompany them on weekend events. She found her schedule, as well as Lindsey and Rinna's, busy at golf outings, professional society dinners, and offshore day cruises. They were regularly fucked by her hosting boss but often were the subject of a companion swap with a favored client.
Nikki was dressed in a golfing dress, the collar low cut, the skirt hem high. Her sexy presence reminded the three men in the quartet why they were furiously competing for the best low score. Nikki's femininity would be the winner's 19th hole at the end of the regulation 18th. There were friendly, but serious, arguments over every uncertain play.
Whenever Nikki teed her ball, she flashed white pantie crotch shots. When she swung her club, her unfettered boobs wobbled and settled beneath the loose top. The last putt put the client executive in the lead by one stroke and he smiled leeringly at the little intern that would soon find his cock stroking one, if not all, of her holes.
There was one round of drinks at the country club bar. Then the two other men wished the old man, and his young intern prize, adieu. Hard-pressed to wait any longer, the middle-aged gentleman took Nikki's hand and towed her to the elevator and the waiting suite upstairs.
On entering the room, Nikki stood in little girl pose, hands behind, chest pressed high, one knee bent forward below the exposed shapely thigh, eyes bright above a conspiratorial smile. His hands grabbed the dress hem and peeled it up and over her head. She lifted her arms during the removal and her tits wavered as she shifted her stance to aid her de-nuding. Her smiling face reemerged and her hair settled in a disordered mass over her shoulders. He tossed the white cotton outfit aside and palmed her breasts. Kneading them, he tested their resiliency and found them to be exceptional fun bags.
Her hands worked his trousers and managed to open and drop them. He pranced them off his ankles as she unbuttoned his shirt. He left off his boob play only long enough to toss it away. Nikki took the initiative and handled the waistband of his boxers, pulling them forward and over his growing penile tumescence. The knob bounced at the end of the shaft. She knelt to push his shorts down and, presented with his semi-erection at her face, did the natural act, kissing and suckling the knob.
He let her play briefly before lifting her to stand and backing her towards the bed. She plopped down on her back and he gripped her panties, fairly ripping them off her butt and past her ankles. His face dove in and she felt his tongue sweeping the inner folds of her labia. He may have been elderly but he hadn't forgotten how to lap cunt. She held his balding head to her groin as he fired her arousal into flame.
She moaned loud enough that he accepted the end of his cunnilingual obligation and mounted the bed. He plunged in and stroked almost endlessly until his old balls released their sperm in her warm, wet grotto.
That was the first of the night's pleasures. She caressed and massaged his body, discovering his penchants and sexual picadilloes. She knew he would be less energetic than other younger men so she made it her special mission to implement her sensual talents to his benefit.
Those talents led to multiple orgasms and ejaculations, each subsequent eruption challenging his reserves of energy and spunk. A cowgirl and then a later handjob garnered less and less genetic fluid. The morning blowjob barely received a dribble. Nikki had drained the old fella of all his manly emissions.
She promenaded her worn-out guest downstairs to the dining room, wearing only her golf dress. Her panties had become his rightful souvenir. Setting him free after a parting kiss, she handed him off to Roger. The negotiations were one-sided, the beneficiary of Nikki's charms had little left for serious demands. The men signed some contracts and the older gentleman toddled off to find rest and recovery elsewhere.
Roger took Nikki to his own room for a shower, supervised her douching, then fucked her cleansed cunt himself under the warm spray. She found a spare pair of panties to wear while he drove her back to her shared apartment. She completed his car-borne blowjob just as they entered the condo parking lot.
Much of the remaining summer was a repetition of office duties and corporate outings, just like her sister interns. Roger alone, or maybe accompanied by his cronies, or even them without Roger as their chaperone, might arrive at the apartment unannounced. Brunette Nikki, blonde Lindsey or redhead Rinna, when in residence and not out 'working', would be selected by guest gentlemen for sexual satisfaction. There was never a complaint or reluctance; the girls fulfilled their sexual hostess roles and got filled full in return by their macho guests.
It was the end of August and Summer was bleeding away in Autumn. The three coed summer interns were scheduling their classes and collecting their last stipends from the corporation. As a parting performance bonus, since the apartment was within walking distance of the college campus, Lindsey, Rinna and Nikki would keep the apartment for their senior year. They would not be obliged to host or be available for office or corporate duties and functions. After graduation next spring, they could apply for permanent employment at the company. All the executives agreed they would be most welcome to return.
Meanwhile, there was the matter of Fall Interns. The business leaders were gathered in the conference room. There was a stack of applications and each was passed around for consideration. The coeds' resumes included a glamour headshot on the cover page with germane academic and vocational accomplishments. Some were labeled 'curriculum vitae' which indicated a foreign bent, intriguing to a few of the more traveled associates recalling 'foreign affairs' during overseas jaunts.
But the packets' front page got short notice as the men eagerly leaped to the following pages.
These held the more important details. Now the glamour shots were full-body bikini photos, mandatory full frontal and backside, the skimpier the thong and the bigger the boobs, the better they were received. And accompanied, of course, by the 'hourglass' measurements: height-weight-bust-waist-hips-cupsize which were gleaned through AI analysis of the pictures. And a few action pictures showing the coed's favorite sporty activities to maintain a tight and toned body.
The men made bawdy annotations on the files, circling the best features with Sharpies: great boobs... nice butt... I like the straight-cut bangs on this Chinese bitch... thick camel toe on the blonde... beady pokies on the redhead...
In the end, they voted for an Oriental gal that showed promise of a tight cunt, a blonde with toned legs and bikini-busting fun bags, and a preppy, innocent-looking brunette sweetheart that they could train to satisfy the ways of men.
The coming Fall season showed great promise for a lot of fun and depravity around the corporate C-Suite and well beyond.
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Soiree
The small ballroom was aquiver as the half-dozen Total Woman Academy seniors, all made up and flaunting sexy sequins and glittery party dresses, exchanged bawdy gossip about lessons they had practiced with the staff and guest coach tutors over the previous years of this exclusive educational institution. They were assembled in gala style for the Father-Daughter Weekend kickoff dance, the last requisite hostess event of their long matriculation at the elite college.
Their attention was diverted to the main portal where six men, dressed in tuxedos, mostly their fathers, but a few Pledge Contributor substitutes, entered for the weekend's initial meet and greet
The ladies broke off their chatter and moved into a closely dispersed sextet of sexiness. Each assumed a model deportment: a bright smile on a cosmetically perfect face, standing tall on fashionable high heels, and a body forward stance displaying boosted cleavage and long legs in short hems or waist-high split skirt gowns. Most of the party dresses were either bandeau tight across their tits or spaghetti straps with low cuts, showing inner boob swells. Each wanted to make a stunning first impression, to be attractive to the newly arrived men, one of whom would join her as this Friday night's bedmate.
The men didn't hesitate but moved among the collection of loveliness, choosing their first lady for conversation. For some, this was not their first meet-up, thus not truly their first impression. As Pledge Contributors all, they had attended previous events: freshmen, sophomore, and junior hookups as guest coach tutors.
But a reunion with a previous sexual playmate did not dampen their enthusiasm now. The coeds would have continued to prime their talents, and promising new adventures could lie ahead.
Casey saw her father nod her way but veer off to ponder his interest in another gentleman attendee's daughter. Lars was a tall blonde Danish man and looked quite different from his daughter. Casey reflected a mélange of ethnicities, her darker complexion reminiscent of her Afro-Viet mother, a war-baby refugee. Casey had assimilated her mother's curly brown hair, high cheekbones, and slender stature.
But the European gene for breast size had broken through, and she mounted a firm, buxom C cup on her chest. It was now on display in her drooping dress top, showing the inner swells of her rounded boobs. A long leg peeked forward through the gown's waist high skirt slit.
Her presentation attracted the attention of an older gentleman. Casey was chatted up and then led to the floor for her first dance. Her heels gave her a head-to-head height. He pulled her into the classic ballroom stance, hand in hand, her hand on his shoulder and his hand on her low back. His hand was warm against her bare skin, exposed by the risqué backless cocktail dress.
He hummed with the music as he gracefully moved her across the floor, sliding into free spaces, passing other couples stepping about in similar modes.
The song ended, and he gallantly kissed her hand, guiding her to the outer edge of the dance floor, mouthing a silent 'hope to see you later' with a conspiratorial wink. He moved away, engaging another coed in brief conversation until the next song began, and he led his second dance partner to the floor.
Casey spied her father also leading one of her sister coeds to the floor, his second engagement of the evening. She knew the other girl well; a real outgoing firecracker, especially in bed. Coed Riley stepped confidently beside her man. Her dress was a strapless bandeau style, short-skirted to show off her muscular legs, a useful feature of her body for vigorous cowgirl bounces or hip-clutching bedroom rollicks. Lars seemed smitten by the young lass and commenced a rather spirited dance with her.
Just then, a man approached Casey, and she turned her thoughts and attention to her second guest of the evening. He was middle-aged, appropriate to the time needed for his probably first-born daughter to enter and complete the four-year TWA curriculum.
"Good evening, darling. Shall we dance?"
"Of course, sir. It would be my pleasure."
She took his hand as he walked her to the floor. He pushed her into a twirl before drawing her in, bouncing her loose boobs against his chest. She expressed a faux familiarity with this stranger, circling her arms around his shoulders and neck, her cheek against his ear, looking past him at the other couples. He stepped slowly, moving enough so that she felt his bundle of manhood rubbing against her groin.
One of his arms crossed her upper back, hugging her boobs to his chest. The other descended to hold a dress-covered ass cheek, pressing her groin against his erection. He slid his hips side to side, apparently using the slow dance sway as foreplay. The rules of the evening did not assure she would be mated to him overnight, but he probably didn't care. He simply enjoyed percolating his arousal.
The music died, and she was returned to the lineup area. Three more men took their turns with her. She got the same treatment as a sex object to plump their verve and egos.
As one was holding her in close embrace, his hand pressed on her ass, with his cock rubbing against her middle, he asked her a question meant mostly for shaping his current fantasy of later that evening.
"Do you suck cock?"
She was a bit taken aback. After four years of poise conditioning, two of the latter filled with fellatio training, it was a foregone conclusion.
"Of course, sir. It would be my pleasure to demonstrate to you the many ways I know, that is, if we are together tonight."
But the men's weren't the only libidos gaining excitement. With each successive man that rubbed her body to his, she was gaining a higher inner warmth. Her nipples were firming up, giving and getting added stimulus. She sensed the stickiness forming on her pussy lips; her brimming lubricating oils were oozing, teeming to escape out her vaginal orifice. She could smell her own musk as must her perceptive alpha male dancer.
Lottery
The prelude auditions were over; it was time to reveal who she would host in her campus dorm suite this first night. It wouldn't be her father. That incestuous event was reserved for tomorrow: Saturday afternoon through Monday morning.
She found her assignment envelope on the side table and opened it. Inside was a satin choker with a ring suspending an onyx medallion. It had the calligraphy number 3 engraved on the disk. She donned her neckband just as her other coed companions did. Checking each other's numbers, they shuffled into a loose lineup of nubile flesh, standing one through six, prepared to accept the decisions of fate.
Fate transpired in the form of the Housemother, who had reviewed the survey requests submitted by the invited gentlemen. She reviewed their written preferences for this first night's overture activity: hair color, skin tone, tit size, and level of willing disposition.
The willing disposition was a 'no-brainer'. After four years of the Poise training that set TWA apart as an exceptional female scholastic institution, every graduate or pending graduate had been thoroughly attuned to discovering the male's sexual peccadillos and meeting or exceeding those expectations to maximize her partner's gratification every time.
The fathers and Pledge Contributor fill-ins pulled the numbered tags from their coat pockets and, showing restrained anticipation, scanned the young women to seek his number dangling from his impending night lady's pretty throat.
As with all men, especially fathers of daughters, the innate bonds of family were strong. The alpha males eyed each other surreptitiously, trying to decipher disk numbers, confirming which of the other men was to be accorded with his daughter's charms tonight.
They suspected that some of these men may have already enjoyed her heightened sexual charisma in earlier training trysts during her years of the intensive TWA curriculum. But those rendezvous had been out of sight and anonymous; this night was so blatantly in their face.
Their protective instincts had to be held in check. It was a part of the process and, besides, they were about to fuck one of the other men's female offspring.
After all, fair is fair and sharing is caring.
They had acknowledged upon her freshman matriculation that she would be carnally shared with a cornucopia of cock. Lars himself had dabbled with dozens of coeds over the past few years, but he didn't recognize, or at least recall, dalliances with any of Casey's coed colleagues attending here tonight.
So, he suppressed his primal parental urges. With that machismo tension behind them, he took up the remaining evening's primary task with gusto.
Casey watched the hustled movement as each man shuffled and bumped against each other to beeline towards his matching number. The younger handsome man drew to her front, fingered the tag on her neck, compared it to his own, and smiled brightly.
She saw his eager expression and assumed he was one of the Pledge Contributors who had sponsored the scholarship of one of her classmates. She flipped through her memory and settled on Tina, who was shy but honest in confessing that she was an orphan who lucked into this TWA educational opportunity.
Tonight, she would fuck another man, not her sponsor. But tomorrow night, her sponsor would certainly garner the carnal bounty of his long-term investment when Tina showed him the fullness of her learning. The training and coaching she had endured, discovering the best ways to achieve her mate's complete ecstatic satisfaction, would be put to the test, on each of the many times her scholarship sponsor might be able to manage over those available 24 hours.
But tonight, it was Casey's calling to take the edge off his overwrought arousal through her own execution of all she had learned.
"Good evening, sir. Are you enjoying your evening?"
He looked her up and down, absorbing the fullness of her sexy presentation, from her coiffed hairdo to her bejeweled high heels and all the exposed tawny skin in between.
"Yes, very much so. And looking forward to enjoying a lot more of you as well."
She gave him her best TWA coed welcoming smile. She fingered the medallion hanging at her throat. Her other hand lifted his hand, revealing his numbered disk.
"It looks like we have a match. Would you please follow me now? I'll take you to my suite for the next phase of our preordained rendezvous."
Strangely, he made no move to acknowledge her invitation. She clasped his hand lightly in hers and stepped one small stride away. He finally moved when his arm was extended out long, taking a small step to stand at her side. She waited, but he didn't lead off. She looked him in the face, saw the same boyish expression of wonder, and presumed he wasn't the assertive type.
As she was sizing him up, she saw across the room that her father, Lars, had been matched with Riley. She hoped that the sexual hellion wouldn't completely drain her father. She wanted him delighted, not depleted, when she was called upon to accomplish the patronal sexual liaison.
She continued small, slow steps, leading her man, working her way across the room, exiting onto the covered walkway that connected to the one-story senior coed residence a short distance away. Down its interior hallway, she turned and stopped at her suite's doorway.
During the short journey to their campus destination, her thoughts churned, trying to come up with reasons for her unacquainted guest's docile manners. Maybe he was not the primary backer of Tina's scholarship after all. His weekend attendance may be a gift from the real scholarship sponsor. She had heard of such things; over her Academy years, some of her guest coach trainers had been beneficiaries of similar gratuities.
She warmed inside at the challenge and pride of enchanting this possible first timer. She would lead him through the activities any other knowledgeable alpha male guest at TWA would already expect. This was going to be fun.
He stood there, holding her hand, staring at her chest, her face, her legs. She opened the door and led him inward, where she would enact her plan for the next thrilling hours.
She turned to face him as the door closed and auto-locked them inside for the night. Taking both his hands, she leaned up on the toes of her heels, her loosely covered tits touching his tuxedo chest, and pressed his lips in a smooch. It was gentle. He shook her hands away and wrapped his arms around her body. He turned the gentle kiss into a passionate, tongue-lashed, hard kiss. Maybe he was finding his inner assertive nature. She hoped so.
Maybe he wasn't a first-timer. Maybe he was just accustomed to slow build-ups. She would gauge his temperament by his actions from here on in.
She used her hands to press back, gaining enough space to finger his pants zipper. He took the cue and began unbuttoning his coat and shirt, shrugging them off as Casey unclipped his belt. His pants dropped and pooled around his shoes. She knelt and untied his Oxfords, helping him remove everything below his ankles. She knew her squatting pose gave him a view down her billowed open dress, letting him coyly peek at her nubile tits. She figured he could enjoy the overture sight; he would soon see them full frontal naked.
Standing again, she saw her naked man still stoic and hesitant to push his will on the situation. No matter what, she would lead him through the unfolding show. Keeping him eye locked, both watching each other's smirking faces, she fiddled with the dress spaghetti shoulder straps, slipping them aside to fall on her biceps. The front floated forward, a flutter of her arms released it, and the dress fell away to the floor.
Casey had dressed for success; that is, the dress was her only body cover, save for her heels. She was exposed to his gaze, all of her from her neck, down to her breasts, her tight tummy, her shaved pussy, her plush thighs and long toned legs propped on the strappy dancer heels. She opened her arms in an invitation for him to draw near.
He stepped to her and pressed his lips to hers as his arms circled her back and crushed her firm boobs to his chest. She returned the smooch with some vigor, hopeful that this was the beginning of his taking up some initiative to fuck her. It seemed to be, as his cock stiffened and rose against her groin.
Her hand descended to finger his cock. She rubbed it into even greater stiffness. He kept the lip-lock going as he held her close and backed her to the bed. They fell in together and wiggled and jiggled into a position where his cock was poking at her pussy.
She opened her legs wider; her signal to continue, and he took the clue. He pushed and pulled, easing in until his erection was snuggly embedded in her cunt. They rocked and rolled, emitting moans and groans and whimpers of lust. That culminated in an outpouring of orgasmic cries and organic sperm. They caressed each other's bodies and pecked each other's faces.
That was only the beginning; they fucked twice more during the night: a doggie and a cowgirl.
The man was more aggressive during the doggie. He alighted from the bed, hauled her from her lying pose, and plopped her forcefully face down over the mattress edge. Slaps between her thighs and on her ass signaled unspoken commands for her to spread her legs for his coital access. He plowed her cunt as he pressed her body hard into the sheets and pulled her hair. He cried out his orgasm after pounding away, unheeding of her feelings during the act.
Later in the night, he ordered her to mount up. Her naked body was deeply penetrated by his solid erection. She moved her seated hips and ass in a random series of cycles: up and down, leaned over twerks, side to sides, and revolving circles, stirring his cockhead against her warm and wet innermost tissues.
He found his own ways of increasing his stimulus: tit slaps, nipple pinches, boob bites when she bent all the way forward in twerk mode.
He took longer this time. She was accustomed to extended sessions with the coach tutors who taught her stamina and control. But she was approaching her normal limit. At last, his breathing quickened and shallowed. She chose to join him this time. The pair reached the apex of passions together, and she vibrated on his manly muscle as it delivered its bounty of nature's seed.
In the morning, easing further strain on her feminine core, Casey delivered a gentle, soothing blowjob to temporarily exhaust his last bit of ball juice.
A joint shower felt heavenly on their weary bodies. Sudsy play, though fun to do, could not bring about any more sexual connections.
The morning brunch locale was the outside pool deck. The girls were topless; only colorful camel toe thongs and the obligatory heels were allowed. The men wore swim trunks, but no one was getting in the water. Most loafed under umbrella-shaded tables and chaises.
The inevitable re-arrangement of partners began about noon. It was no secret that the time had come for the traditional senior year finale: the pairing of fathers and daughters for the incestuous manifestations of TWA's incomparable tutoring.
Casey's father stayed in his chaise lounge, watched over by his topless mate from the preceding night.
Raucous Riley was loath to end their hours of fun together, but all things ran their course this weekend. When she spied her own daddy across the way, she rose and kissed Lars a weary farewell, whispering thanks for the intensive fucking he had provided her, and ambled away towards her parent.
Similarly, Casey arose from her lounge beside her overnight gentleman, and leaning over to give him a last look at her dangling tits, kissed his cheek in fond farewell.
"It was very nice getting to know you. Maybe we will meet again sometime. Bye for now."
She moved away, lightly dragging her fingers over his Speedo covered cock. It was a final tender touch to seal his remembrance of her.
She walked to her Daddy's lounge, performing high heeled model strides that jiggled her naked boobs, a proud display of her treasures for the benefit of any of the gathered men that might be watching, and her peripheral vision saw that many were.
Her shadow crossed over her Daddy's face when she arrived. He tilted his sunglasses onto his forehead and gave her a longing look. She was smiling down at him, and in that moment, his daughter had never looked so lovely.
"Casey, my darling, you are a vision of perfect beauty. And I am so proud of you for enduring these many years in the TWA program. Your dear departed mother must be smiling with joy from Heaven above. It was her insistence that you attend here and achieve this extraordinary chance for a very bright future."
Casey smiled more brightly at her adoring Daddy.
"Yes, I'm sure she is. And I know you miss her so much. Tonight, I hope I can make you feel again her loving ways. Shall we?"
She extended a hand and helped him to stand. His joints creaked as he folded to sit and then unfolded to stand. He rubbed his lower back and stretched.
"I hope I didn't overdo it last night. That Riley is exactly what they say: a 'firecracker' in bed."
Casey wondered if he had overdone it; she worried he might be too weary to perform as her incestuous entry into intimate family relations. She was ready to perform her final poise obligation: a sexual bond with her dear Daddy. She stretched her head up to his, pressed her bare tits against his arm and coyly pecked his cheek.
Then, she led him away from the gathered parental pack for some privacy. Hand-in-hand, they strolled away to her waiting dormitory suite; the site of their impending 24 hours of the TWA requisite incest and the beginning of an optimistically intimate relationship together for the many years to come.
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Discovery
Lars had danced with five of the six attending TWA senior coeds in turn; all save his own daughter. It had been an enlightening affair; each young lady was different but all were absolutely stunning examples of feminine perfection.
He had been a complete gentleman on the first dance, but as his ardor grew with each close encounter, he escalated into his naturally bold alpha male persona. The sexy dresses, the stylish hairdos and makeup, the perfumed air, the warm swaying closeness of pliant female flesh brought out his macho. He rubbed the increasingly ardent dance partners against his body, pressing against their tits and pussies, building his lust in the musical foreplay.
The final dance ended. Lars' balls were heavy with caged-up spunk, provoked into being by the Last Dances with the senior coeds. He had wondered each time their dress covered boobs and groins had rubbed his chest and crotch if those nipples and pussies would be the ones rubbing him again later, horizontal and naked in bed.
The troop of young ladies were each donning their satin neck ribbon with its numbered disk dangling from the embedded ring. Lars pulled his own numbered disk from his pocket, the one previously handed to him upon arrival at campus. He hoped his request for a buxom, energetic young lass had been honored by the Housemother that reviewed the questionnaires and had done her best to make a suitable pairing.
He was overjoyed when he spied the matching number to his number five. Its counterpart dangled from his assigned overnight hostess' throat. It was none other than the reputed 'firecracker in bed': redhaired Riley.
She was unknown to him, not a previous paramour from his random visits to TWA campuses. Fresh pussy was always a welcome gift and he was excited by this opportunity for new discovery. He could barely suppress his giddiness as he scurried towards her.
She saw his rapid approach and brightened her face with a smile at his eagerness. At the last moment, she put her hands out to soften his hasty on-rush. He slowed but still ran into her hard, making her take a step back to avoid falling.
"Whoa, big fella. What's the rush? We have all night."
Lars took the cue and sagged a little with embarrassment. She saw his momentary awkwardness and fell into her obligatory coed hostess role, her duty to ease his discomfiture.
She took both his hands in hers, the ones that had mitigated his momentum, and stretched up on the toes of her heels, kissing his lips. She cleverly pressed her boobs against him to subtly show her genuine interest in him.
Stepping back, she stood in presentation mode, mounded boobs on display, holding his hands, letting him gather himself together so that they could amicably move things along.
He let go of one hand and head bobbed towards the door, his silent indication that he was ready to move things along. She took the initiative and stepped off towards the ballroom exit doorway,
She led her overnight guest to her dormitory suite. Her ass, tightly covered by the sequined bodycon party dress, rocked in front of him as her hand in his trailed behind. He could have walked beside her but this rear view was magnificent and only added percolation to his thoughts of what was to come, or cum, as it might be.
It was a short walk to her boudoir, or her lair, if the rumors were true. She led him inside and turned to face her latest quarry. The door automatically locked and they were alone, together, for the rest of the night. She stood at ease, her mood steady, ready for whatever he chose to do to her, for her or for himself. He doffed his tuxedo coat and threw it on a side chair.
Staring at her, he recovered his presence of mind and finally took charge, stating his first dominant command.
"Strip!"
A little bothered at his rude tone, she nonetheless held her gaze level at his face and moved to comply with his sudden change in temperament. Her hands drew out of sight behind her, plucking at the back fasteners of her tight bodycon gown. She looked askance as she fiddled and struggled, but the closures fought back.
She gave an air of agitation and shrugged her shoulders. Turning her body, she posed her back to him, holding the zipper tab up for his assistance.
"A little help, please?"
He half-stepped forward and took fist-holds on the top of her back, a normal move to pull the fabrics inward and loosen the clasp for unclipping. With a powerful yank outward, he tore the clasps apart, continuing to pull further, rupturing the zipper until the fissure stopped at the top of her ass.
She gave a hasty hop and yip at the sudden dress shredding, her hands instinctively coming up to cup and cover her abruptly exposed breasts. She peeked her freckled face back over her shoulder to gauge his temper. He saw the glance, hauled downward and dragged the dress to fold over her hips.
"Hands down, bitch!"
She bolted her look forward, head level, letting her hands drop to her sides. His hands came around to replace hers, cupping her tits, fluffing the masses, fingers circling her nipples, a quick pinch of the beaded nubs. She had been trained well to let the man fondle her chest orbs at will. And that was what she did now, standing still as he took his masculine privilege with her female body.
He grasped handfuls of the soft flesh, pulling her back against him, pressing his lips to her neck, smelling her perfumed hair. He crushed her tits in warning as he muttered in her ear his next instructions.
"Now me. Undress me. And be considerate; no show of insolence."
He released his holds on her fun bags and let her turn his way. It was his first real sight of her bare breasts. He liked what he saw; he had seen many sets of tits but these were among the best he'd encountered.
She reached up and calmly pulled his knotted bow tie, sliding it out of his collar. She started with the top buttons on his shirt. His hairy muscled chest was slowly revealed. She pulled the cummerbund around and unclasped the snaps before it joined the other tux parts on the side chair.
Riley loosened his belt, button and zipper in order to untuck the shirt tails. He assisted in doffing his shirt and dropped his pants to his shoes. She squatted, untying his shoes and helping take them off, followed by sliding his pants off his feet. Leaning back to rest her ass on her heels, she looked up at him. He was staring down at her, apparently enjoying the top-down view of her marvelous breasts. He nodded and she knew what that signaled.
She took hold of his boxer's waist band, pulling out and over his cock and balls, easing the underwear down his legs. As she worked, his tumescent erection tapped her face. She felt the intimate touch of tip on cheek but stayed focused on the immediate task. He pawed again as she slipped the undies over his feet. He shifted his stance wider, offering better access for her next step.
Her hand rose to wrap his shaft, lifting it horizontal. She pursed her lips and kissed the swollen head. It tasted of pre-cum, a salty gooey flavor. She closed her eyes and lapped a tongue tickle on the under-vee. It gained his soft mummer of admiration. That encouraged her to up her efforts. She dropped her hands and sucked in the bulbous knob: a long inch, her lips moving past the corona.
Hands fell on her head. She should have been better prepared for the abrupt hip thrust that drove his cock into her mouth, bouncing the head against her tonsils. She was skilled at deep throat but was caught off guard. The gag reflex fluttered her tongue and pulsed in her stomach. She struggled for control and managed to restrain her reactions.
Thinking calm thoughts as quickly as possible, she opened her throat further and pressed forward, burying his tip down her gullet and pressing her nose into his tuff of pubic hair. She even jittered a few bumps to massage his corona in her deep recesses. That gained a very vocal 'ahh' from her aroused male. His hold on her head loosened and she backed off for a needed breath, but didn't release his appendage completely from her mouth. She suckled a few cycles on the half-embedded shaft.
Having performed the oral overture, she wondered if he wanted her to continue the fellatio until he came in her mouth. But it seemed too soon, even in his hyper-aroused state. His hands moved to grip her arms, pulling her biceps upward. She rose on her heels to stand before him.
His hands fiddled with the dress still draped inside-out over her hips and ass. She understood his aim, wiggling her hips and ass as both pressed the dress lower until it hit the floor. She pranced it off her heels and kicked it aside.
Suitably naked and prepared, he pushed and she backstepped to the sheeted mattress. He continued to push and she boosted her ass aboard the bed, scooting back to its center. He climbed in after her, moving into the space between her spread thighs. His elbows plopped next to her shoulders, his lips found hers and her arms wrapped his back. As they kissed, she felt the tap-tap of his bobbing hardness against her labia. She tilted up her hips, wrapping her thighs around his waist, holding him there, pressed against her pussy.
He wasted no time and, just as he had with her mouth, drove abruptly deep into her cunt. She wheezed in a breath of surprise but, again, recovered her wits quickly and wiggled her ass to foster his deeper penetration. With her aiding action, he plunged all the way home, emitting his own groan of glee when his tip pressed hard on her cervix.
She felt the inner poke and smiled at her own fortune in winning a man tonight who could fill her entire vaginal channel. Or maybe, it was the caring TWA Housemother who had sent him her way as a parting gift from the Academy. Either way, the big cock made her feel so good inside.
Fully encased in her feminine opening, he repositioned his arms to hug her body to his. Her tits were trapped between them. He didn't pause for long, pulling and pushing his cock through her warm tight core, both sex mates enjoying his large muscle cycling against her wet inner tissues. A cacophony of grunts, groans, moans and whimpers accompanied the pistoning genital action.
Sweat broke out on their bodies, smearing their abdomens and chests, causing squeaky noises as their slippery skin rubbed against each other. Her nipples were aflame from the friction, adding to her elation. His breathing became quicker and shallower, signs he was rushing towards the apex of pleasure.
His body froze in a spinal counter-arch, his groin locked hard against her clitoris. His face rose up, his mouth opened and he called out a howl of delight. She felt the simultaneous pulses of manly essence bounce off her vaginal walls, great shots of spunk delivered straight to her cunt from his compressed prostate.
He hadn't said yes or no to her freedom to join his ecstasy, so she took her chances, letting the pressure on her clitoris trigger her orgasm. She vibrated along with him, captured in his arms, whimpering unintelligible noises, enjoying the thrill that came from the mystifying pleasure of their first mutual gratification.
Laying aside, recovering his respiration and energy, Lars felt the afterglow tingle around his genitals. Riley was lying on her side, head on his bicep as he fingered her available nipple. Her leg was crooked over his hips and her lower boob pressed his side chest. She probed him for critiques, seeking clues to what she might do next to make this night better for him.
"Did you enjoy that enough? Was I adequate to your needs?"
He upped the action on her nipple, rolling and pinching the beaded nub, thinking of a relevant response.
"That was a great start; you're a fantastic fuck. But as we continue, it may take more to keep me aroused. I may need to escalate into rough foreplay."
He pinched hard on her nipple nub. She squeaked at the pain. He didn't need her concurrence but it was fun to ask, even if her reply was extraneous to his wishes.
"Are you good with that?"
She knew her place and any refusals would be impertinent.
"Sure... I'll do my part."
She wiggled and cuddled closer to him in a physical augmentation to her verbal answer. They lay quiescent thereafter. Lars rambled potential scenarios through his mind: bondage, spanking, tit torture, calling her filthy names like cum dump, bitch, whore, slave and more. His thoughts rattled around, merging into one big idea after another, until he couldn't focus on any one act. Then sleep overtook them both.
Rough Sex
Lars awoke. A strange sensation had disturbed his sleep. He moved to rub his eyes but his hands stopped short. He looked up with blurry vision; his cuffed wrists were connected to the headboard with leather straps. He looked down across his lolling cock. His legs were spread apart and his ankles had similar restraints attached to the footboard. From somewhere in the dull red glow coming from low lights in the room, Riley's voice caught his attention.
"Oh, good, you're awake. Now we can do that rough foreplay you wanted."
He saw Riley standing beside the bed, a black velvet corset with red piping compressed her tummy. Her bare boobs and pussy were exposed above and below. She wore black stockings and heels. Her red hair was coiffed in a bunch above her head. Her eyes were deeply shadowed with dark cosmetics; her lips and nipples were painted the reddest of fire engine reds.
In her black velvet elbow length gloves, she held a red lacquered dog switch by the handle; the thin rod angled across her front to the other hand. A quick swish of the implement on her palm cracked in the air. She flinched and waved the struck hand; a grimace crossed her face.
"Ouch! Wow, that really hurt! I'll have to control myself as we play."
Lars tugged at his bindings; they were solidly set. He was trapped. He shouted with anger.
"Hey, this wasn't the plan I had in mind! Let me go!"
Riley leaned in close to his face.
"Shush, my darling. I'll decide what the plan is."
She stood up and scanned his naked body up and down. She watched his face as she flickered the switch's leather end flap on his nipple. It was a gentle touch, moving languidly over the useless evolutionary leftover. A quick flick on the man-nipple was more of a surprise than a hurt but Lars shook his attached limbs in panic. A look of fear crossed his face.
Message given and received, Riley trailed the leather flap down his chest, across his belly and rested it at his pubic hairs. She waited without moving and got the reaction she expected. Every man she had previously manipulated like this had been the same.
His cock started to engorge and the lolling meat assumed a straighter, bulkier shape. The fear factor was causing his erection. She smiled at the habitual reaction.
Lars felt his stiffness forming and he was repulsed by his body's betrayal of his macho control. He demanded again to be released. Riley found the thing she needed and admonished his demands.
"You're too noisy. I'll need to fix that."
She moved the perforated ball gag to his mouth.
"Open wide, please."
He resisted, clenching his jaw in defiance. She smacked a switch twitch on his nipple. He hollered his protest at the sudden move. She used that known reaction to insert the plastic ball into his open maw. Another move fastened the elastic strap around his head.
She returned the leather end to his pubis. He tilted his head up, watching the tool at his groin. She moved it gently along his shaft, over the tip, circling his balls. He was becoming about as big and hard as he had ever experienced.
In the room's dark glow, she picked up a device from the night stand, a box with two tips, about the size of her palm. She held it between them and thumbed the side button. Miniature electric bolts bridged the tips with a crackling sound. He saw the dancing arc of sparks mirrored in her moist pupils. The air smelled of ozone, a familiar byproduct of lightning.
She stopped the demonstration; her face held an evil smirk. She looked at his cock and then at his face.
"This may be too excruciating for you to watch. The sensation will be nothing like you've ever felt before."
She took up another piece of her tool kit. She placed the sleep mask over his eyes. He wrenched and weaved, trying to break his bonds, wanting to escape. It didn't work.
Unseen by her sexual subject, she held the Taser away from him at arm's length. Her other hand held the real stimulant. She thumbed the trigger, letting the loud sizzling sound break the silence as she laid a small bag of slushy ice on his scrotum and the base of his cock.
Lars screamed in his gag and rocked his body; Riley held the cold compress against his balls as the freeze/burn sensation brought out his deepest fears of emasculation.
"No, for the love of God... NO!"
And then...
Great geysers of cum erupted from his urethra. The first rope hit his chin, the next one hit his sternum, two more peppered his stomach and finally, the last one pooled in his belly button. All the while his cock head bobbed up and down as the pumping played out.
She stopped the electric device and removed the ice; Lars collapsed on his back, breathing deeply. Each intake was followed by an outtake accompanied by a muted "Oh, God... Oh, my fucking God... Oh, god, what was that..."
She waited until his respiration was nearly calm before removing the eye mask. As his vision cleared, he saw her dangling the small ice bag a few inches above his crotch. He watched as she touched it briefly to his scrotum and quickly removed it.
Still holding the Taser at arm's length away from him, she triggered a short burst. Her smirk of 'Got cha' was priceless. She set the box aside and took off his ball gag.
"So, how was it? Did you like my 'sort of' rough foreplay?"
Relieved at the ruse that hadn't burned his balls, he copped a smirk of understanding and lay his head back on the mattress. He spoke to the ceiling.
"I've never cum that hard in my life. It never happens like that."
"Oh, I've seen it happen many times. It's my specialty. But yours was certainly one of the biggest. Let me taste it."
Riley slowly and lovingly licked and lapped the scattered ejaculate from his body. Having sought and captured it all, she leaned up and noisily swallowed the white elixir.
She unfastened his wrist and ankle cuffs, found a warm wet washcloth and finished the cleanup task. She laid the residual warmth on his chilled deflated cock, lolling again in post ejaculatory repose.
Lars was still enjoying the cock tingles. He looked upon his sexy Dominatrix standing in the room's dim red glow. She watched him watch her. Then she climbed into the bed, cuddling against his body, laying on his near arm. Her lips whispered in his ear.
"I am a TWA coed and you are my guest. Your pleasure is my pleasure. I would never hurt you or cause you pain."
She kissed his ear lobe.
"Well, at least, not unless you begged me to."
He rolled her closer, pressing her exposed boobs to his side, a hand fiddling with one tit. Her hand found his cock beneath the washcloth and held it gently. They dozed off.
Recovery
Lars awoke again; Riley was sitting on his hips. Her wet labia were almost touching his scrotum. Her hands rubbed his already tumescent cock. She cooed her query.
"Ready for another?"
She made a few long strokes, watching and feeling him grow in her grasp. She spoke a husky whisper.
"I think you are."
She levered him up and settled herself down on him. The sex was gentle, giving him a different perspective on her many talents. He eventually spewed, releasing a last reserve of his alpha male verve.
They showered together, engaged in squeaky body caresses, lathering and rinsing wet hair and skin. He fingered her pussy, kneaded her soapy boobs as she returned the tender fondling with rubs of his genitals.



But nothing more; he was drained for the night and only time would refract and rejuvenate his alpha male strength.
He finally helped her with a vaginal douche to clean his spunk out of her cunt, getting her fresh and ready for her coming meeting with her Father. He wondered if daughter Casey's partner was equally considerate for their coming Father Daughter first time.
They dressed for the scheduled brunch being served on the pool deck. Riley primmed her red hair, pulled on a bright green nylon thong and strapped on her bejeweled heels. Lars got into a ready pair of swim trucks and floppy sandals.
They departed for food and the soon to be couples' exchange.
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Overture
The Daddy-daughter pair strolled away from the brunch-time pool deck. Casey's heels clacked on the concrete walkway; her naked tits bobbled to her stride.
Lars' sandals flip-flopped to a similar slapping rhythm. Each wanted to appear calm and collected, but inside, despite a vigorous night of sexual shenanigans, the butterflies of eager lust urged them to hurry along. Waiting was a mild torture, but the journey was nearing its end as they approached her dorm room door.
She led him inside. The bed was the prominent feature, but other pieces filled the space: side tables, upholstered and wooden chairs, wall mirrors, and the usual accoutrements of a setup designed to be the place where sexual experimentation was expected.
Undressing was almost superfluous. It began with tentative kisses. Casey pressed her nipple pointed boobs against her Daddy's chest. Lars was tall, but her heels gave her added height, so she needed only to stretch a little to reach his lips. They smooched before she stood down to stare into his eyes.
His hands rubbed her back, sliding down to cup the exposed ass cheeks. He squeezed the toned globes. They would be good supports when he would soon be lying atop her, his cock stuck deep up her cunt.
But first, the unwrapping. He pulled the thong's side waist bowties. The center stayed in place, held there by the moisture tacking it to her pussy. She had anticipated these coming moments ever since she had been informed of the final acts of graduation at the first freshman orientation. Her cunt had been weeping genital oils ever since finding her Daddy at the pool.
Lars gripped the rear panel and dragged it backwards, pulling it through the crack of her pussy and ass. The friction on the sensitized membranes made her emit a guttural moan. He dropped the pastel panties on the floor.
He ran his middle finger through her crevasse, hooking upward and pressing his digit inside her hole. He fiddled an inch or two until she took a quick intake of breath: he had found her G-spot.
Casey had not been idle. Even as she continued to eye-lock her daddy, she had pulled the drawstring on his trunks and loosed the waist band, exposing his cock to her handling. She didn't look down, letting her fingers do the discovery. A couple of short strokes gained meaty substance, and her fingers rubbed the corona and the connected nook.
He withdrew his finger from her warm, juicy channel and brought it to her face. She kept one hand holding his cock and used the other to take his hand and turn it away from her lips and towards his mouth.
He opened and sucked off her vaginal dew. He took it out and leaned toward her, sharing the feminine flavor with a kiss.
The preludes are over; time to move from the overture to the main sexual concerto. She stepped back, posing in her best willing woman stance. She waited patiently, allowing him the prerogative of how he would choose to penetrate her body.
Daddy decided he would fuck his daughter in missionary.
But first, he held her torso, fingers curled around her ribcage, thumbs under her boobs, pressing them higher. He leaned in, kissing a tender, loving smooch on each nipple. Pushing further, he laid his little girl on the mattress. She scooted backwards, opening her legs, inviting him in.
He accepted. His cock was heated beyond retreat. As he sidled into her lower space, his bobbing cock tip took its leave, giving its own kiss to her pussy lips.
He laid his weight on hers. She placed her face so that their cheeks touched. He smelled her perfumed hair and the faint whiff of vaginal musk.
"Are you ready to receive your Daddy?"
She wiggled her hips, feeling his cock at her entrance,
"Yes... I am so ready... please, Daddy, please fuck your little daughter."
He reared up and plunged. His cock slipped to her innermost core, lubricated by the elongated foreplay. The room was filled with the sound of their mutual groans of pleasure.
But it was only the start. He pulled back slowly until he reached the discovered place. He jittered his corona on her G-spot. Her body erupted in riotous gyrations, rocking, rolling, and twisting. Lars couldn't decide if she was trying to aid the inner caresses or escape their electrifying sensations.
He really didn't care which was which; all he knew was that her motions were sending fine massages on his own hyper-actuated genital nerves.
He pulled almost out, and she wound down her writhing. Now it was his turn to use his body's energy to continue the sexual union.
He plunged in again, with a very short pause and a slow withdrawal, passing by the previous erogenous button and pushing deep again. That set the tempo and he power fucked his daughter at will.
It felt great and he fell into a mindless rhythm, feeling his cock swell and tingle throughout the act.
At last, he reached his limit. He plunged deep and erupted in his own ecstasy, having a full-body orgasm as his spunk flooded the latest womb to accept his treasure. That the womb was his own progeny made it all the better.
He clung tightly to her vibrating body, feeling each pump of spunk sluice up his urethra as it made its escape from the confines of his prostate. The liquid loaded with little swimmers coated her insides, seeking their evolutionary target.
But modern chemistry blunted the little gene pod's goal; Casey practiced contraceptives and would not get pregnant. She would control her destiny, postponing that eventuality for 'The One', her chosen lifetime partner. For now, and the near term, it was simply the sharing of the primordial pleasure of parental privilege. She felt proud and fortunate that it had come her way.
Lars collapsed atop his bodacious daughter. It was a good start and had been very gratifying. But the night was young. Casey's body was young and he had more plans to use her for his selfish pleasure.
He canoodled her ear, whispering bawdy promises of how he would use her next. But first, a little refraction. He rolled aside and closed his eyes, hoping for a quick recovery. He didn't want to squander excessive time in the short span of their night together.
Casey lay in a daze of post coital glow. Her daddy had finally fucked her. And it had been glorious. She knew she would be thrilled by completing the long-anticipated act but to be totally gratified by the incestuous sex was beyond belief. Now she was more than Daddy's Little Girl, now that she was his little fuck-toy, what great joys would the future hold?
She wiggled against him and cuddled her soft body to his strong muscular form.
Domination
Casey awoke from her exhaustive sleep. Her first sense was a tingle in her groin. Then the weight of a body above her, pressing down. A husky breath filled her ears. She made a slight struggle shake but quickly found her bearings; she was a TWA trained coed and acclimated through extensive exercises to be willing in all kinds of bedroom naughtiness.
More awake, she found herself being fucked in missionary. She sort-of liked this pseudo-rape way of waking up, much nicer than an alarm clock claxon but something less violent would have been okay too.
Lars had awakened with a morning woody, even though it was still late in the night. He still saw fragments of his dreams, lingering images of his times before this incestuous affair.
He saw himself from a third-party angle, doggy fucking his secretary over his office desk. He had had to disciple her again, some minor work error, or not, any excuse would do. He found the need several times a week, whether it was her need for disciple or his need for sexual relief, or both.
Rachel, a young newlywed, may have been there willingly, or unwillingly, handcuffed at work; that is, captured by golden handcuffs. He paid her much more than any other firm would provide for her minimal office skills and duties. He simply liked to have her around for eye candy and cock pampering.
In his memory induced dream, he was pounding away in her cunt when she looked back over her shoulder at him, hair strands draggling over her face, a half angst half gleeful look on her face. But it wasn't his secretary Rachel's face, it was his daughter Casey peeking back at him.
That image bolted Lars awake to find the warm body of his daughter curled up against his nakedness. With or without her sexy presence, he was aware of a very prodigious morning woody. And his daughter's newly available pussy was just the cure for his situation. He felt her soft breathing next to him, and it roused him into a selfish craving for forced sex.
He gently lifted her arm off his chest and rolled her on her back. He quietly arose enough to shift himself to hover above her, bracing on hands and knees, his ready erection hanging down above her pussy. He leaned over; his cock tip touched her moisture tainted labia. He paused, seeing if the contact disturbed her light sleep. She didn't seem to be aware of his presence above her.
He took a bracing breath, held it, and...
His cock punched between her pink tissues and plunged hard and fast into her cunt. At the same time, he dropped his body onto her, pinning her nubile youthfulness beneath him.
He sensed her body moving in half-conscious awakening. His excited mood didn't let his dominance waiver. He thrust long strokes into her. He felt her body wiggling awake and moved his arms to wrap beneath her torso, compressing her tits between them. The soft bags rolled in pliant sweaty bulges as his body moved up and back on her body, his thick cock hammering long thrusts inside her dew saturated cunt.
He was grunting curses, words one would use on a low-class prostitute, not a loving daughter.
"You fucking cunt... you dirty whore... move your goddammit hips, dammit, do I have to do all the work... what the hell am I paying you for... "
Casey got the message; her daddy was fantasizing about other times. It was her innate duty to play into the scenario.
"Please, sir, not so hard. You're hurting my poor little pussy."
She felt him pound harder, contrary to her faux pleas. In fact, the harder he hit her clitoris, the better for her. She had awakened slowly into this sexual union, but quickly caught up. Her pussy tingled with excitement and it was radiating outward, buzzing across her whole body. She might not be able to hold out until her Daddy achieved his own ecstasy.
And she wasn't stoic about her approaching crisis. Her breath was huffing, her face a grimace, and her body tense with her growing arousal. She heard the dreaded words.
"Don't you fucking dare cum before me!"
She was well trained in such a demand, taught restraint at the hands, tongues, and cocks of staff and guest coach tutors. But she was too overwrought to hold out. It slammed into her like never before. Her whole body convulsed into violent quivers of ecstasy.
Lars paused until her vibrations ebbed. His voice was harsh with anger.
"I didn't give you permission for that!"
She whimpered through the powerful post-orgasmic tremors.
"I'm sorry, Daddy... sorry... sorry..."
"Okay... well... oh, hell, if you're just a needy little cunt, then let yourself go..."
He recommenced the large strokes, ignoring any more control over his bedmate's emotions.
She experienced an almost continuous series of mini-gasms: a buzz - a build - a sudden shock - an ebbing off, over and over. It was approaching painful, a pleasant pain nonetheless. She needed to finish off the sweet agony.
Casey ratcheted her ass, massaging his cock head and corona as it slipped and slid against her vaginal channel. Those contacts also activated her G-spot, hurrying her down the path towards a final hard orgasm. It was a race now; who would cum first.
Casey heard her father's breathing get husky, shorter and deeper. She held out just a moment more.
He finally reared up and plowed deep, bellowing out his joy, jetting bursts of sperm in her womb. She cried out her bliss along with him, her hips jerking on his embedded muscle. Their bodies shook in explosive gyrations, further aiding their mutual jaunt to sexual paradise.
They ebbed off the peak of pleasure, collapsing from violent clutches to smooth caresses, giving their gratitude with soft touches. As they calmed from the sexual frenzy, they found faces and lips and smooched thankful soft kisses.
Reflections and Plans
They were too excited for sleep, instead cuddling again in repose, exploring each other's thoughts and plans.
"Daddy, what brought on that rough sex?"
"You probably don't know Rachel, my secretary. I fuck her at work several times a week. She looks a lot like you and isn't much older. I guess I mixed my dreams with reality and used you to vent my lust."
Casey caressed a hand over her Daddy's body, sliding lower to touch his soft penis.
"That's okay, Daddy. I don't mind. I am your little girl; do what you have to, do what you want to, I want to make you happy. I love you so much."
Lars brushed a hand over his daughter's magnificent nubile tits and lower down to finger her post-coital puffy pussy, sticky with the drying man cum weeping from her slit.
"You may have been my little girl before tonight but TWA has morphed you into a bodacious young woman. I am so thrilled that we will be continuing onward from this moment, with me as your Daddy with Benefits."
They both giggled at the modified turn of phrase. Fingers were getting more active as they talked and it was leading to naughty thoughts.
"What are your plans after graduation?"
"A job in business, some start up or small entrepreneurship. Ground floor stuff with competitor buyout or public offering potential. A quick way to build a nest egg."
"Well, you could come work for me and after a time, I'll bankroll your ideas."
He inserted his finger up to the second knuckle, a wiggle to remind her of his desire for her.
"And you would be close by, where I could fuck you whenever the mood struck me."
She smiled and rubbed his slowly stiffening appendage.
"I'd like that. But what about Rachel?"
"She'll learn to share. She isn't going anywhere with the salary I pay her. She already shares her sweet pussy between me and her oblivious husband."
Casey carefully considered the idea. It would be a safe place to find her other prime goal: a lifelong alpha male mate who she could marry and then introduce him to TWA as a guest coach tutor, assuaging his excess lust in younger coed bodies, learning the benefits of a TWA education for their eventual daughters. And participate in the Father-Daughter tradition with each of them, just as she had this night with her own father.
And not to forget that Granddaddy, after a time when they were grown, might be matched by the whims of fate with his own granddaughters during guest coach tutor random roster visits for their undergraduate poise lessons.
Stamina
Lars was percolating similar thoughts, though less specific. He noticed his cock stiffening under the Casey's finger manipulations. He considered his weariness, unused to so much wild sex in one night.
"That feels good, Casey. But I may be too worn out to go again."
She got more active on his penile nerves.
"Nonsense. I have seen men older and less in shape than you go on endlessly. It all depends on the woman and her skills. Let me show you who you really are."
She threw a leg across and sat up on his hips. His semi-tumescent prick was wedged in her cunt crack. She shuttled a slow back and forth, slicking his rod with her weeping vaginal dew. She watched his face as it turned from tired to turned on. Her efforts were finding effects.
Lars put his hands under his head as he felt her work. He had become quite hard with her ministrations.
She sensed it too. It was time.
She lifted her ass, levered up his lubricated erection and let the tip touch her pussy. She watched his eyes all during the slow decent; first opened wide at the contact, then a squint as he slid deeper, then squeezed shut when he bottomed out and pressed against her cervix. His vocals harmonized with the depth, light moans at first, translating to a final heavy groan at the final press.
She started slow, little shuttles, as if seating his cock fully in her cunt. The moves increased in length and tempo. She made Zumba-like forward hip pops on his embedded erection, timed to a quick disco beat.
Lars opened his eyes to see his cock-dancing daughter gyrating on his groin. He was mesmerized by her tits shaking to the rhythm. He pulled his hands from under his head and flexed his fingers, mimicking boob clutches in the empty air.
Casey saw the hand motions and let the next stage of this session play out. She leaned over, arching her back, pushing her chest orbs forward. The new pose tilted her torso such that it changed the angle of her pussy rubs on his cock. He felt the altered wet warm friction, an added boost to his ego and arousal.
"Go ahead, Daddy. Do it. You know you want to."
He accepted her invitation. His arm hauled back and smacked a mighty slap to her jiggling boob. She saw it coming but it hurt all the same.
"Ohh... ouch!"
That only seemed to augment his evil intent. The other arm swung an equal smack on the other tit and her "umph" of displeasure was music to his ears. Both hands grabbed a fist full of soft, pliant flesh and clamped down hard.
That wasn't the only clamping that occurred.
Casey felt the crush on her chest meat and her cunt responded in kind, compressing on the meaty shaft inside her pussy. It was a competition to see who was the better at sexual pain tolerance. It turned out to be a tie.
Casey wound up to the summit of her sexual intensity, leaning back but not escaping the dual boob capture that braced her from falling completely backward. She tilted her face upward and heard her Daddy's mating cry and felt the spout of spunk that accompanied his body stiffening orgasm.
"Yes, Daddy, yes... squeeze my tits...cum in your little girl... make me cum..."
And she did; a spine stiffening orgasm that made her cry out in the confines of her dorm room suite. It was wonderful.
When they came out of the mind-bending semi-comas, she collapsed forward on his chest, trapping his less firmly clutching hands. Her reassuring words were low, almost a whisper in his ear.
"See Daddy. I knew you had it in you. It just took my talents, acquired through extensive exercises to draw it out."
Lars nuzzled her cheek, making little squeezes on her tits. He had to admit, silently to himself, that Casey's womanly talents were even better than he hoped. It was going to be wonderful years ahead for him when she drew out the last dregs of manly essence from her Daddy with Benefits.
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Breakout
Luke looked out upon the mountainous South Asian landscape from the monastery terrace. He sat in Lotus pose, his hands resting on his thighs, his thoughts at peace. It had been a soul-saving sojourn--his six-month residence at the Buddhist monastery. The hospitable monks and nuns had empathized with the troubled young man who had arrived in desperate need of the curative powers of Zen.
Luke had fled the Wall Street corporate greed of 80-hour work weeks, filled with endless cycles of workday worry, alcohol-fueled nights, rebooted caffeine mornings, and weekend quickies and one-night stands. His life was a living purgatory headed towards hell. Scurrying back from a hurried lunch, he passed a travel agency's window display: a poster advertising a trip to an idyllic Shangri La, a remote, quiet place to meditate away life's social afflictions. It piqued his curiosity.
'Who uses storefront travel agencies these days with all the internet availability?'
No one. To Luke, it was a revelation; a sign from above, whoever you choose to believe was that entity looking out for your well-being.
He had taken a chance. It had been a long journey: planes, trains, and automobiles, ending at a Himalayan cliffside citadel after a last long walk along a stone-and-dirt paved path few chose to trod.
And now, 6 months in, he had completed his revival. He wasn't anywhere near the level of a monk, but a faithful adherent nonetheless. Based on ancient wisdom, the charitable monks advised him to return to his home and enrich his rejuvenation in familiar surroundings. He was sitting on the terrace, meditating on this last moment of tranquility before his journey home.
He was ready. Arriving at the monastery gates, he had been pudgy, breathing heavily on the last few miles of uphill trail. He had transformed himself: exercise, meditation, and a vegetarian diet had molded him into a lean, muscled physique with a serenity that he hadn't known existed in the world.
There was an intrusion on that serenity. Light footsteps approached. He opened his eyes to see the head monk escorting a female adherent from the nearby associated convent. The monastery and convent were of the same order, and the residents' interplay allowed both genders additional spiritual development.
Latka was also coming to the end of her enlightenment. After her father's untimely death, she had been sent to the city to live with her father's brother. The 18-year-old was not seen fit for a family-arranged dynastic marriage, so she had been assigned lowly kitchen duties. She was up early every day, preparing the morning chai. Her uncle had twice come to her before the others were awake and a struggle had ensued as he tried to rape her with his morning woody.
She had barely escaped both times, so her infuriated uncle had made the arrangements for her journey to the high mountain convent, a time and place for her to learn the ways that a well-mannered female attended to a man's sexual needs. And over the last months, the many nightly visits to the neighboring monastery or the visits by those gentle, patient monks to her convent chambers had taught her well.
It had started with her ceremonial deflowering. The nuns, the bhikkhuni, sat in a circle in the temple sanctuary around a dais lit by many candles. Latka lay on her back as a younger monk, summoned from the monastery, was virile, quick, and efficient in taking her maidenhood while the assembled nuns chanted the ritual prayers.
Thereafter, she entered a rotation of conjunctival encounters. She favored the enduring older monks who favored her youthful eagerness as well. They delayed their ejaculations, giving her extended time for carnal experiments, experiencing multiple orgasms in one setting.
Luke stayed seated, naked, in the lotus pose. Latka stood calm and attentive, a willing accomplice in a departing adherent's exit ritual. The old monk slipped the knot of Latka's translucent frock, which fluttered down to the stone-paved deck. The background scenery held no match to the revealed beauty of her face and form that had been hinted at through the thin body veil. Her long, braided hair hung in its single, intertwined strand down her back. She had also become a lithe, toned female, well-built for mating.
The old bald monk placed his hands in pressed palms mode before his chest, bowed to each, and back-shuffled away. Luke and Latka were left alone to consummate the farewell act.
Luke remained seated; Latka knelt and came before him on hands and knees. Her catwalk jiggled her nubile breasts beneath her, viewed between her walking arms. Her small round ass wobbled above her back in stride. He watched her approach serenely in his peripheral vision, knowing where this sendoff was headed. He maintained his composure by admiring the panorama of mountains beyond the veranda.
She kneeled up before him, eyes down, checking his cock. It was bigger, an Occidental size, unlike the lesser size of the Orientals she was used to. She saw this as an ultimate challenge, another lesson, in female servitude.
Without request or permission, she proceeded to play her role. Her hands reached in to fondle his soft manhood. The man staff was soft, warm and the knob prominent. Her fingers rubbed the skin of the shaft and the circumcised paler area below the corona. His body stayed in still pose, only his cock reacted, stiffening and elevating to a standing pole.
She rose on her knees and took a step either side of his hips, settling her ass in the cradle of his thighs and torso. His erection pressed against her labia. She wrapped her legs behind his back, locked angles, and clasped her hands behind his neck. He stared past her head, waiting for her to make the intimate connection.
Latka used her holds on his body to anchor hers for the forthcoming alignment. Her ass rose, wiggled to find his cock tip and pressed it into her nether orifice. She controlled the slow, steady penetration, feeling her core expand with the size of the manly intruder. Her voice whispered a moan of pleasure as she settled him all the way in, again and louder as his knob pressed hard against the backstop flesh of her diminutive channel.
She moved, sliding up and down on the stiff captured meat. Luke felt the warmth and wetness of his lap-borne mate. He left off his dreamy view of the horizon and focused his concentration on the human flesh surrounding his penetrating manhood. Her pace was slow and sensual, working his penile nerves with the proficiency she had acquired from the Kama Sutra practices taught by the monks.
And it was working. Much as he wanted to hold out, her skills were such that he rose quickly, more quickly than he wanted, and, hugging her softness to his toned body, erupted with geysers of cum in his little South Asian mate.
She hugged him back, running her hands over the little short hairs on his neck, down his back and rubbing a sweet palm over his exposed ass cheeks. She felt his body relax in her arms and held him tight as he loosened his hug. His cock was still rigid inside her as he made a move to uncouple, but she stopped him.
"No, no, my big man... we are not through. You have much more to give, and I want it all."
He halted his movements to let go. She hugged him close again and activated her vaginal muscles, holding him deep, working rhythms up and down his cock. He felt the vaginal massage and held fast. Her cunt compressions maintained his erection and in short order he spewed again, adding to his previous deposit. Again, he moved to decouple, but she wasn't having it.
"Once more... you have the capacity... I can feel it in your karma... please, once more..."
He acceded to her wishes, doubtful of the outcome. He had been trained during the past months to control his ejaculations, holding back to extend the sexual pleasure, even as the female partner had lost control with multiple orgasms during the fucks. He even had discovered he could make back-to-back ejaculations, but three times at once? It would be a final proof of his improved self.
Remarkably, his erection stood tall and steady, up to the challenge. Latka felt the undiminished cock in her cunt. She combined more techniques now: up-and-down, side-to-side, hip rolls that buffed the under-nook of his knob. She heard his breathing lose its serenity and knew she would succeed at this triple crowning achievement. She took her pleasure this time and joined him in his third ecstasy.
The conjoined students of the Kama Sutra teachings had melded their souls together in sexual nirvana on the terrace of the monastery in the mountains of paradise, as close to heaven on earth as humanly possible. Luke and Latka would forever remember this moment of bliss. It was the start of their new life journeys.
Luke's life would never go back to the old ways, even as he inverted his quest and returned to his home in America, embarking on a fresh start in life.
Latka would return to her uncle's house, properly indoctrinated in the carnal duties she owed to her deceased father's brother.
Home
Houston: home to the petroleum industry. It was built from the profits generated by the extractors, the refiners, the marketers, and ultimately the consumers of the legendary 'black gold'. It was far from the Wall Street hustle of Luke's former days, but rich enough for a vigorous young man to pursue his revised dream of a balanced life, finding a profession that garnered an income and provided time for life's pleasures.
The old warehouse in the urban setting was too small for an at-scale storage facility, but it was perfect for renovation into a cluster of individual rooms and spaces for the different activity studios Luke had in mind. The gutting and rebuilding process went smoothly, and the grand opening launched Luke into a new phase of client recruitment.
He had bumped into Margaret, she preferred Madge, during one of his supply runs. They chatted, and she was intrigued by his plans. She was a trust fund baby, living off her oil baron father's largesse.
Would he consider a financial partner? And Luke needed a front desk manager anyway, so why not? It wasn't until later that he became aware of her bi-sexual tendencies. And that turned out to be a boon, not a bust.
Luke and Madge had agreed that the clients would be exclusively female. They trolled the neighborhoods for the initial vivacious clients: gyms, malls, churches, and restaurants. They developed a list of invitees, a healthy nucleus of a dozen susceptible women. They were mostly affluent, young, and bored, trophy wives whose industrious husbands were less than devoted to their passionate needs. A few were newlyweds whose roughneck husbands were away for weeks, out on the gulf rigs or in foreign countries for extended tours. Each was offered a free month's trial. Thereafter, the classes and activities began in earnest.
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Naked Yoga
Luke looked across his sextet of sexy yoga girls. The view was certainly better now than when they had commenced these classes six weeks ago. He had admired the earlier classes with the varied neon and pastel colors of their stretchy booty shorts, leotards, thongs, and sports bras.
As with all groups of women, they dressed for each other. It wasn't sexual between them; it was the natural impulse to be eye-catching to the male of the species. Their fashions progressed from street clothes to more fashionable yoga pieces: sports bras, leggings, stretch pants, leotards, and thongs over leotards. Even then, the sports bras got smaller and thinner, showing more prominent nipple pokies during the sweaty workouts. Luke progressed from gym shorts and a T-shirt to Speedo and bare-chested.
It was his suggestion at week five, and all accepted his advice, that they should tone their Kegels to enhance their cunt squeeze muscles. They would ultimately benefit in their attempts to lure disinterested husbands back to better bedtime adventures. That brought on the Ben Wa balls.
The studio supplied an array of models, and ever mindful Madge was assigned to fit each girl with the correct size. She carefully examined each plush pussy to determine the optimum size and placement. Her fingers were busy throughout the process, poking, prodding, pushing in the chrome spheres and taking them out, trying a different, usually larger size, until her hands were soaked with vaginal dew. At the end of the fittings, she excused herself and, licking off the genital slime, masturbated away her intense arousal from playing with so many pretty pussies.
The focus now became the cunt insets and the yoga duds mostly disappeared, naked bodies but for a snug thong, necessary to keep the Ben Wa gadgets from falling out.
Luke sat in lotus pose, calling the cadence of movements, while controlling the remote-controlled Ben Was. The near naked yoga babes were facing him in downward dog, asses high and boobs hanging low. He tested their stamina with short bursts, intermittent and unannounced zaps of vibrations. The girls seemed to be holding up, taking the sudden stimulations in stride.
After an hour of perspiring exercise, he gave the final instruction to take the resting pose: savasana. They lay on their backs, hands at sides, boobs mounded on chests and eyes closed.
He doffed his Speedo and began the final routine of the class. He approached the first one at the end. Dipping his index finger into a small bowl of balm, he touched the camphor to brunette Angie's nipple. The reaction to the freeze/burn sensation was immediate. She tilted her head back, elevating her hips, shifting the Ben Was deeper into her cunt, and opening her mouth to express her 'ahh' at the tingle that shot from her balm tainted nipple straight to her clitoral nerves.
Luke lowered his cock knob to her open lips and she kissed the end of his appendage. The second dose of balm on the other nipple got a further spine arch and her open mouth received the whole of his knob. She tickled the nook with her tongue tip, and he held there until the nipple burns abated and she relaxed again on her mat.
"Namaste," he whispered.
"Namaste," she whispered back.
He moved to the next one, blonde Connie, and repeated the procedure. And then down the line: dark-skinned Diedre, another blonde Francie, black haired Ginnie, ending with redhead Kimmy, until all six had received their class closing stimulation and had given their oral thanks to their yogi guru.
Summoned to rise into lotus pose, they faced Luke, where he had returned to his place in front. Hands in prayer pose, they bowed and intoned "Namaste" to end the class.
Kama Sutra Yoga
"Class dismissed, except for you, Kimmy. It's your turn for the extra lesson."
The other five sighed in resignation. Luke was always fair with allotting the special offer, but they still felt dismayed at their postponed chance at the coveted exercise. It was when he imparted special skills and tested their growth in sexual performance.
The others departed for the locker room to remove and clean their chrome Kegel toys and preen for the public areas outside the studios.
Kimmy came forward. Luke admired her strawberry-red hair, a face and bodice of light freckles, down to her C-cup breasts. She had started weeks ago as a bit chubby due to her affluent lifestyle, but the yoga classes and the encouragement of the overall program had helped her trim down to a lithe, toned body.
She walked, skimming off her thong to stand before him, groin pushed forward. He always assisted the student with the Ben Wa extraction. He could have pulled it out by the convenient looped leader protruding from her labial folds. However, he preferred the manual method. She opened her stance to give him easier access.
Inserting his thumb and forefinger up her oily channel, he found the largest smooth orb resting an inch inside. He pinched the slippery chromed surface at the widest part, pulled, but it slipped from his finger grasp. He tried again, tunnelling deeper, getting his sticky fingers past the bulge, and made a slight hook around the top. With a better grip, he dragged the chain of toys out, one connected ball at a time. Kimmy whined her loss of the stuffed cunt feeling. The aroma of pussy juice exuded from the feminine scented flesh and mechanisms.
Luke set them aside and gave Kimmy a hand as she sat at his level. He returned to full lotus pose and nodded to her, a sign for her to proceed. She climbed on, straddling his hips, her ass on his thighs. Her hands came to his cock, already erect, a sign of his mastery over his masculine powers. She thumbed the nook and felt the jerk of response. She settled in the saddle between his legs and torso. It was something he had taught her before, a reminiscence for him of a time and place long ago.
Her legs wrapped his waist, and her ankles locked behind his back. With one hand around his neck, her other softly fingering his erection, she shuffled up and hovered over the tip. She paused, waiting for his permission to continue. It strained her thigh and abdominal muscles, but showed her success at the power and toning drills.
"Go ahead, Kimmy. Show me how much you have improved your vaginal muscles."
She barely inserted him and held the head at her entrance. She took a cleansing breath and jammed her hips forward, trying to bury him in one thrust. She only got about half in. She waited for the inevitable rebuke. His voice held a disappointing tone despite the encouraging words.
"Let's try that again."
She pulled back until his tip was again just notched at her opening, took another bracing breath, and jammed her lower body forward more fiercely, gaining maybe two-thirds. She almost sobbed in disappointment. His voice rose a timber as he wanted her to get it right. He slapped her ass, hard, to emphasize his warning.
"Kimmy, that won't do. Ram me in all the way, one mighty stroke, no hesitation."
He saw the look of worry cross her face, fearful of failure.
Once more, she retreated to a shallow pose, took a deep breath, a stern expression of mighty effort, and suddenly rammed forward succeeding in filling her cunt completely with his cock as her clitoris banged onto his tuff garlanded pubic bone. Luke puffed an outbreath at the force of the insertion, a low wordy moan of admiration.
"Yes, Kimmy... that's more like it... that's the way to please a man."
Kimmy took the words of encouragement in stride as she continued with a steady series of thrusts. Each one took him deep while she hit his pubic with her clit. As she worked her pussy, she leaned in and her camphor-tinged nipples patted his, transferring some of the tingly balm. He felt the burn and it added to his excitement; his cock thickened. She felt it, a physical sign of approval.
She was pounding away; the efforts were producing a sheen of sweat, encompassing her whole body. He was enthralled by his nipple prickle, his slippery hold on the energetic redhead, and the memory of all the recent foreplay with the class members. He felt his groin readying itself with the buzz preceding the impending burst of ejaculate. He closed his eyes, hugged the sweaty gyrating woman in his arms, pressed her breasts against his chest, and ejected his sperm into the womb of his yoga adherent.
"Oh, yes, guru... fill me, fill me up... oh, it's so good..."
His pulses were spectacular for him and seemed to enlighten his spiritual follower as well.
A weary Luke, losing the tight hug only a little, leaned on happy Kimmy. They felt the urge to vocalize their thoughts in a low, weary tone, their exchange almost a whisper.
"You're going to make your husband so happy next time you see him."
"That will be tomorrow night when he comes home from a business trip."
Kimmy dismounted and, leaning over to collect her thong and Ben Wa balls, left through the side door directly into the changing room.
Luke donned a pair of loose jogging shorts and went out the room's main door. He hung out at the counter in the lobby for Kimmy's appearance. She came from the back, dressed in a street-legal braless crop top tee, booty shorts, and heeled sandals. Her moist hair was pulled back in a scalp-tight ponytail. She was slinging a small satchel of her used exercise clothes and, presumably, the Kegel strengthening round chrome inserts. She stretched up to whisper in his ear.
"Thank you for the extra session. Until next time?"
Her hand rubbed a quick pat on her sexy Yoga guru's soft genitals before she turned away, took a quick smiling look over her shoulder, gave an air pucker kiss, and sashayed her pretty ass outside through the studio entrance door.
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Piano Piece
Luke's reputation for refining women via various physical activities caught the attention of a local Gentleman's Club Owner. He needed to evolve his cadre of aging performers who were losing their younger athletic abilities and exceeding their shelf life as pole dancing strippers. He didn't want to kick them out after years of loyal service. He thought their usefulness might be revived with shows that would be appreciated by his more sedate, distinguished clientele, a side gig of special gentleman club stage presentations.
Luke took up the challenge, interviewing and test fucking a few until he discovered one with a special skill that he thought could be exploited to her career benefit. After a few weeks, he decided she was ready for an initial public recital and made the arrangements with the club owner for a preview performance. He joined the owner and a few selected gentlemen regulars as the audience and judges of the tryout.
The curtains opened to an unoccupied stage, the only props being a grand piano and its bench. The spot light focused on the back curtain, which split apart for the entertainer's entrance.
She appeared through the gap and sauntered onto the stage. Her initial image combined a glittery green bodycon gown, her blond hair coiffed in a French bun, and gold hoop earrings that dappled the spot light. Her face was cosmetically prim but half hidden by a masquerade-style eye covering, obscuring her identity.
She turned sideways; the profile view hinted at the backless style of the dress, open down to the top curve of her ass. The dress was held up by the front panels' shoulder strap, clasped behind her neck.
She leaned over to adjust the player's bench; her ass round and inviting. She righted herself after adjusting the seat and sidled around to sit. Her hands extended to the keyboard, and her fingers began a classical piano piece.
The overhead big screen displayed the 3-panel closeups of her head and body, two from the sides and a full frontal. She swayed to the music, her hands moving gracefully over the ivory keys, her loose breasts leaning side to side beneath the gown. Her musical adeptness was surprisingly superb, developed by a youth-time regimen of piano lessons.
From the side stage left, a tuxedoed bouncer, generously volunteering his time for the performance, entered and moved behind her, his hands resting on her bare shoulders. She played on, ignoring his presence. His fingers rose to brush her exposed neck below the bun top hairdo. He took leave to play a moment with her gold hoop earrings, all the while recorded by the cameras on the big screens.
He moved to the dress strap and worked to release the catches. He gently pushed the bodice panels off her shoulders and peeled them down to expose her breasts with the makeup color-enhanced nipple disks. The crowd made a collective groan of approval, viewing them in profile from their audience seats and from her front on the big screen. Despite her middle age, the round womanly orbs were still youthfully resilient, effectively resisting years of gravity. They swayed gently on her chest as her fingers ranged up and down the keyboard. She hadn't paused her musical recital during any of the undressing.
The bouncer stepped back and released his cock. It was long, evident even from a distance. She was approaching the concerto's final crescendo, a quick tempo flourish of notes that shook her body and tits. With a final pound of fingers on the keyboard, the piece was over. She lowered her hands to her lap as the men applauded the unique musical striping routine.
Perceiving the whistles as calls for more of the sexy accomplishment, she turned to the audience and rose, bending forward in a bow of thanks for their accolades. Her tits hung down and swayed as she made three separate bows while the clapping continued unabated.
Returning to her piano seat, she faced away from the keyboard, her hands resting in her lap. He levered up his cock to her face level. She leaned in, kissing the next instrument of her many-faceted performances tonight. Opening wide, she swallowed his long meat tube in one long slide.
The cameras repositioned, moving now to capture the next act of the performance, still displaying three different views: one showed an overall view, one showed a sideview of her tits and the third a closeup of her lips sliding up and down on the erection.
She pivoted her body at her waist, her hands remaining in her lap. Her tits trembled with each waver. On the inward thrust, she gave a few extra beats on his deepthroated tip.
The action went on and on, but did not culminate. She backed off, and he helped her to stand. He didn't hesitate to push down the dress to completely expose her naked body. He twisted the piano bench a quarter turn and placed her ass on the edge, laying her back, her legs spread apart on either side of the pedestal. She braced her high heels against the floor, her bare back filling the length of the bench, letting her head hang over the far edge. Her boobs were mounds of delight on her chest. The cameras caught every move and displayed the details for the audience.
The lucky bouncer volunteer elevated her knees to his shoulders; his cock waggled between her thighs as he shuffled forward. Anticipating his next move, her hands gripped the bench at her sides and held on when he slid his cock between her nether lips and pushed in deep. She wiggled her ass and head during the run in. He began cycling the strokes, wavering her body, shivering her boobs, despite her hand grips and legs ankle-locked behind his head.
It went on for a while but didn't find its completion. He withdrew and lowered her legs. Moving forward, he straddled the naked female's body on the bench. His erection draped its slipperiness between her tits. She felt the wet skin plop in place, and she assisted by using her hands to press the sides. He slithered back and forth in the mammary tunnel.
Needing more arousal, he reached down and grabbed a handful of her hair bun, wrenching her head up so she can see the cock tip pop out and retreat through the skin crevasse. She was stoic at the rough treatment until at last he halted full forward. The cock tip erupted and ropes of spunk peppered her face, all of it captured by the hidden cameras and displayed for the audience. Six spurts later, he finished his spew, shaking the last bits of sperm off his cock tip onto her tits.
But, always the gentleman, he lent her a hand to rise, the goo dripping off her face into her cleavage. It was another series of bows to the appreciative viewers, her spunk tainted tits again swaying to her bending poses of gratitude. Hand in hand, the artistic couple left the stage, and the lights dimmed.
The ceiling speakers announced that the edited record of tonight's performance would be on sale next week after the next VIP show.
The owner took Luke to his office and signed for additional pieces of training for his older strippers. Luke assured him that he would do his best to create more artistic possibilities. Meanwhile, the owner offered Luke a complimentary room upstairs. Therein, he found the piano-playing lady eager to thank Luke for boosting her endangered career. She stripped off the re-donned dress and recreated the downstairs performance in the privacy of the suite. Luke left the next day, fully appreciative of her sexual performing arts and the others he was contracted to replicate with the beautiful bevy of the club owner's employees.
Tango
Luke cooled his heels in the dance room of the Studios. He was dressed in men's dancer clothes, awaiting his dance student. She had insisted on practicing the tango, and Luke, a quick learner, had studied the steps and mastered the basics.
This was his fourth session with Fanny Bowles, the second trophy wife of old man Bowles, a scion in the oil refinery business. She had been his secretary, a follow-up to his previous secretary who had become his first wife. He had fucked Fanny in his office during his first marriage, much as he had fucked his first wife/secretary before Fanny. A divorce and another marriage had given her his name, if not his deep affections. She suspected he was dallying with his new, younger, very personal assistant. The old dog hadn't learned any new tricks.
But what could she say, or do?
You reap what you sow. Let him be him. Her refuge would be a boy toy of her own. And she had found her match.
Carlos was an exotic dancer at the local women's watering hole. His ass never stopped shaking when he danced for the ladies in his package-packed Speedo. It was reputed he liked tango dancers, and she meant to gain that skill to entice that celebrated cock to her.
Madge popped her head through the open door.
"She's ready. More than a little resistant to her dance apparel, but I told her you insisted. So, she's here for her advanced lesson."
Luke stood tall, in his black slacks and muscle shirt, the preferred costume of a true tango gentleman. The previous three lessons had been hand positions, basic steps, and other tango techniques. The dance outfits had been staid at first, barely more than casual street clothes. But Madge and Luke had encouraged her into flirtier styles. She wanted Carlos's attention, right?
Today was the full-blown dress rehearsal, and Luke had selected the perfect dress for this culminating run-through.
Fanny tramped through the open door, her expression something between an angry scowl and a frightened debutant. Her dark hair was coiffed in a bun, her face was tinted with dark stage-worthy makeup, accompanied by glittering diamond earrings.
But it was the dress that was the cause of her ire. The black silk dress was scandalous: a tight bandeau boosting her prodigious buxom, a double split leg skirt with the slits ending at the waist band. Her thighs flashed with each step on her dancer heels.
Luke stood at mid-room, taking in the sexy view. Fanny stomped one high-heeled foot in protest.
"Why can't I wear panties? I feel almost naked."
'That's pretty much the idea,' thought Luke. But he gave her a bright smile and held his hands out, the pose of someone presenting their masterpiece.
"Mrs. Bowles, you asked me to create the image of a woman who would capture Carlos's heart. This is perfect. The shortest way to man's heart is through his cock and you look fabulous in that regard."
Her scowl softened at the thought of Carlos's cock. She could already feel the moisture in her pussy at the mental image.
"Well, I guess I can try. Okay, let's practice."
Luke held his hands in a dance pose, and she stepped to him, pressing her body to his in a typical tango hold.
He pulled her in, a tight hug and hold, and, as the music started, propelling her across the room, her legs barely touching the floor. They turned and tilted; her boobs pressed to his chest. When he bent her back, her bare thighs slipped through the dress slots and slid up his pants. It flashed her whole leg, the scene captured by the hidden cameras filming the episode.
This was a quixotic moment for her, controlled by a powerful and graceful man. She felt her fretfulness at the sexy display allay, her mood lightening. She also felt her bandeau sliding down. Her tits were exposed; her nipples uncovered. Not only had Madge disallowed panties, but she had painted her nipples with rouge, enhancing their diameter and color. Fanny remembered the excessive care Madge had shown to the task, appearing very proud of arousing the nubs of the other woman's mammary globes.
She wanted to step back from Luke and adjust her top, but he continued to dance, and she didn't care to stop. She would fix things up when the music ended.
The dress skirt panels were slipping aside as they pranced. She felt something between her thighs; it dawned on her that it was his erection, bumping up against her vulva. He hadn't handled his groin; he must be commando, sans boxers, and his fly had been unzipped all during their dance.
He had left the center of the floor and approached the edge, still stepping to the tango beat. The song was concluding, and as the last notes reverberated, he slammed her back against the wall.
His hands grasped her shoulders, pressing them firmly. His lips descended to suckle her nipples, one and then the other. He rose from that task, held her in an eye lock, and pressed her hips with his. She was shocked at his boldness and protested his actions.
"Luke, what are you doing?"
"Call me Carlos. Think about Carlos. This is what you want from Carlos. It is a dress rehearsal after all."
He sawed his exposed hard cock against her pussy lips. She struggled to release his grip on her body. The movements only aided his intent and she felt his knob poke against her labia lips. A small jiggle had his tip penetrating her nether orifice.
"Please, no... not like this..."
"It's what Carlos would want. Let yourself go. Say his name."
Defeated by her base desires, she babbled in acquiescence. Luke's shaft slid further up into her cunt.
"Carlos... Carlos... Carlos..."
Luke drove his cock upward, spearing the wanton woman. He drew back and began the deep individual thrusts accompanied by his verbal abuse, lighting up her rape fantasy.
"Take that, you whore... you fucking cunt... you cock hole..." and more.
He sensed she was building towards her release, and he monitored her breathing and moans. She was hanging on his neck and shoulders, and he felt her tension transmitted through her fidgeting fingers. As she broke over the crest, he forced his ejaculation.
"Yeah, take it... take it all, you cum dump..."
She shrieked out her ecstasy, and her body shook in his arms as his balls pulsed out their juice.
He held her as she collapsed, letting his sticky cock withdraw as she gently slid to the floor, her tits out, her legs splayed, and her dress askew. Madge appeared and shooed Luke away, kneeling by the whimpering woman.
"Are you okay, dear?"
She spoke broken phrases through the sobs.
"Yes... yes... that was so good..."
"Now you know what Carlos will want. And you're ready to give it to him."
"Yes..."
"Let's get you cleaned up and on your way."
Fanny made to rise, but Madge backed her gently down. She flipped aside the dress panels and pushed her face to Fanny's bare and soiled cunt. Her tongue licked up the sperm dribbles, weeping from the pink crevasse. She suctioned her lips there, trying to extract any lingering dregs inside. She gave a few extra tongue laps and then pursed her lips, sucking hard on Fanny's clitoris. The worn-out dance student shrieked again, shaking her hips as Madge drew out another orgasm.
Fanny was almost delirious with ecstasy. She slumped in a half-seated, half-reclined bundle of lethargy. Madge rose, chin damp with pussy juice and male sperm, and helped the fucked-out student to her feet.
Mrs. Fanny Bowles, second wife of Mr. Bowles and seeker of furtive adventures outside the marriage, stumbled from the dance studio, supported by Madge. She was a very satisfied patron of Luke's alternative tango classes.
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Wendy stood in Mike's bathroom, applying her makeup after her shower. She was still naked, dried off, and now preening for her real date night with Mike after their all-afternoon fuck-fest. She had met him only four weeks ago at her friend's house party, but had fallen hard for him.
It was the typical post-graduation blowout, held at the most elite sorority on campus. Chloe, the popular cheer squad leader, had invited her pedestrian acquaintance to the upscale affair, with most attendees far above Wendy's social status.
She was standing shyly aside, watching the popular groupings. She spied Chloe pointing her way and whispering into the ear of a tall, well-built young man. He favored the rodeo riders' physique: broad shoulders, narrow waist, and firm butt in skin-tight blue jeans with his package bulging the fly. He harked back to the bronco riders she and her girlfriends ogled on TV, giggling away the dateless weekend evenings, before retiring to their bedrooms and masturbating themselves to sleep thereafter.
The cowboy look-alike wove towards her through the crowd. She was star-struck by the curly-headed stud, his blue eyes boring into her like a hungry wolf on the prowl.
"Chloe said I should say 'hello'."
Wendy was mesmerized and squeaked out a furtive 'hello.'
"I'm Mike, and you are...?"
"Wendy."
He was easy and showed patience as he chatted her up until she was more relaxed in his presence. Finally, he bent in and whispered in her ear.
"Come home with me... now... tonight. I want to fuck you."
Wendy melted to the bold offer, and it had been a whirlwind affair ever since.
That first night, she had orgasmed three times during their time in bed at his house. Each successive ecstasy had been harder until the third one nearly put her in a sexual coma.
She was hooked, craving his cock with every part of her soul. She hadn't moved in; that would be unseemly after only a month of romance, but she was considering the change. He was stoic about the issue and hadn't asked, even as she often inferred her hope. She continued her entry-level IT job on weekdays and devoted her whole weekends to him.
She watched her reflection in the sink counter mirror, dabbing mascara on her eyelids. Satisfied with the dusky raccoon eyes, she added eyeliner and moved to lipstick. A bright red would look good in the low light of a restaurant or disco.
She puckered her full lips for the colored gloss. The fashion magazines called that feature 'bee-stung' lips, but Mike referred to them as 'cum-stung' lips after he had taught her better cock sucking. No swallowing or deep throat yet; he was patient with her novice nature.
Her dark wavy hair brushed her shoulders, framing a cosmetically enhanced face set with green eyes. She stood back, admiring her reflection.
She was moderately tall and slender, having practiced leisure athletics in college before her recent graduation. Her toned legs, tight ass, and firm belly resulted from regular exercise. Yoga added flexibility.
Thin didn't apply to her ample, pear-shaped boobs, youthfully defying the effects of gravity. The orbs were capped with eye-catching pink nipples, at least for those lucky enough to eye the bare man magnets. She thought to add some rouge to her nipples, a notion from her giggly girlfriend huddles, and a surprise for Mike later when they returned here for another riotous bout of sex. She found a reddish rouge and applied the tincture over the disks.
The 'nooner' and long nap this afternoon had squelched her immediate hunger, but evening was upon them, and she wanted to have a romantic interlude before more bedtime antics.
The mid-day sex had been just as it had often been before, completely fulfilling for her and, she hoped, also for him. He had seemed to like it. As she lay beneath him, he ran his cock slowly back and forth, scouring her inner membranes with his thick shaft and its large head. She felt her channel swell and shrink with each smooth stroke, her nerves lit up by the passing corona ring. Her G-spot was especially sensitive, and her spine shivered at each buffing pass across the nerve cluster.
He lay atop her, bracing most of his weight, just enough heaviness to press down on her body and squashing her boobs, confirming his masculine dominance as he fucked her. She felt a sense of capture and reveled in the way he made her feel so wanted. She had dreamed of such during her college days masturbations. The reality was even more than she could have imagined.
The thought of more sex tonight warmed her groin. She had been intermittently active in college, taking a few professors' quickies for better grades, and even had a brief period with a steady boyfriend. But nothing serious. And none of them came close to Mike's cock mastery.
The bathroom door opened, and an equally naked Mike entered. She turned toward him, ready to take a hug, but he turned her to face the counter, pressing her belly to the top edge, spooning his flaccid cock against her ass crack. He rested his chin on her shoulder, his blue eyes peering into her green ones, staring back at him from the mirror.
His hands came to her marvelous tits, cupping and playing with them. He noted the cosmetics and saw where she had daubed her nipples with added color. He pinched and rolled her popped-up nubs.
She squinted at how he made her feel so desired when he caressed her: anywhere, anytime, with or without clothes, in private or furtively in public.
"I have a friend who wants to fuck you."
Wendy's eyes popped open. Had she heard him correctly? His fingers still fiddled with her nipples, gaining greater puffy stiffness.
"I don't understand."
"I have a friend who wants to fuck you. Tonight. At his house."
The foreboding sent a shiver down her spine. Even still, a wetness grew in her pussy. She felt one of his hands drop to her cunt, a finger sawing gently through the moistening inner tissues.
Mike knew from experience that this would be a hit-or-miss proposition. His hands massaged her nipples and cunt, generating her heat, conflating her emotions of excitement and dread, knowing the suddenness of the idea was beyond her comfort zone.
Wendy's comfort zone had always been safe and sure of who she allowed access to her womb. This ominous situation would challenge that supposition.
Yet, she was intrigued. Mike was a great cock wielder in bed. Was his friend equally talented, or even better?
Mike saw her eyes flicker with misgiving, but she hadn't protested; he pushed his plan forward.
"Let's get you ready. He's waiting for your arrival."
He backed off, took her hand, and led her to the adjacent bedroom. She saw a sheer dress laid out on the bed, a pair of strappy high heels next to it. He helped her into the shoes. They elevated her to his taller height.
He picked up the outfit and held it up. It wasn't a real dress, but rather a thin pullover of dark diaphanous silk. He lifted it above her head, while she raised her arms to slip into the sleeveless outfit. It flittered down her body, his hands and hers straightening the folds over her ass.
The hem stopped mid-thigh, but that didn't matter. It was barely a body cover, translucent, displaying the vague shadows of her nipples and shaved nether cleft.
He smiled and nodded, turning her towards the wall mirror, and, along with her, examined the sexy, coy view of her daring display. His hands cupped and played with her sheer-covered boobs.
"What a first impression you're going to make. He's going to be so eager to fuck your sexy body. Okay, then, time to go."
He gave her a whack on the ass as she turned to leave the bedroom and head for the front door.
Wendy realized that she hadn't given verbal consent, but she had been willing to let him prepare her for this unexpected turn of events. And she wasn't inclined to back out now. It was still date night, just a different date.



        

  
    Friends Ch. 02
  
  Friends Ch. 02

        Swap.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/friends-ch-02-5

Title: Friends Ch. 02

Author: bhuff

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: Swap.

Tags: blowjob, shared, delivered, nipples, orgasm, spoon, cosmetics, boobs, champagne

Series: Friends


Mike led Wendy to the front door. He found a red coat to drape over her translucent slip, a capitulation to public decorum, for the short drive to his friend's house. He left it unbuttoned so that it was more of a cloak, open in front to hint at her thinly veiled body inside. The ride was quick, a few blocks in the suburban neighborhood. They stopped before a tract-style house. The porch light was on.
Wendy stared out the passenger side window while Mike alighted from the vehicle and opened her car door. He gave her a hand stepping out onto the paved driveway and led her towards the house's front door, her heels clicking on the concrete walkway.
They mounted the dual steps and stood in the full light of the entry. Mike reached over and rang the doorbell. Sweeping off her cloak, he turned and left her standing in her see-through cover. He wasn't staying for his friend's welcome.
She started to protest his abandonment of her to an unknown fate, but just then the door opened and a man stood in the open portal. Wendy got her first impression of her intended coital connection as he got his first impression of her.
It wasn't truly his first impression; he had seen her at the mall, sitting with her college friends at the food court. She had worn sleeveless tops and booty shorts, her legs and side boobs hinting at her raw sexuality, of which she was seemingly unaware. He would have wooed her to bed then, but his friend Mike got to her first before he deigned to act.
After Mike had snatched her to his bed and sampled her charms, he had seen her accompany her new boyfriend at various venues: restaurants, nightclubs, and such. To appeal to Mike, she had worn sexier dresses and flirty clothes. He had been even more fascinated by her displayed shapely body; more than enough to coerce Mike into surrendering her for a fuck date.
Now he got his first view of her near-nude body, barely covered by the pseudo-dress. His musings had been almost right, though her more revealed form was even better than he had imagined.
Wendy was self-conscious about being presented in such a lewd state for her first meeting with a stranger. She was blushing, the red glow appearing on her face. But it was counter-balanced by her elation at viewing the Adonis figure that was looking her up and down.
Mike's friend was muscular, barefoot, and bare-chested, with a bit of chest hair, wearing satin boxers that bulged over his groin. He watched her for a short time before extending his hand, not in greeting but giving a cupping gesture, inviting her forward.
"You ARE a real beauty. Come in. Let's get better acquainted."
She unconsciously raised her hand, and he grabbed it firmly, pulling her inside, pushing on her ass to send her deeper into the foyer. She turned her head to watch him close and lock the door. She couldn't escape now. He gestured her onward, into his lair.
Her heels clacked now on the tiled floors as she emerged into an open floor plan with kitchen and living spaces unseparated by walls. A faux gas fireplace gave a warm glow to the living room, with its leather sofa and divan.
She stood where he stopped her, unsure of the next move. He left her standing there, entered the kitchen, and opened the refrigerator to remove a bottle.
"Champagne?"
She nodded, choked up at the realization that she was at his mercy; anything he wanted, for her or himself, was at his whim. He poured two flutes of the yellowish bubbly and moved back to her. Handing her one glass, he tapped the rim.
"To great sex."
She took a sip. It was cold and delicious. She tilted it back and swallowed the rest in one gulp, feeling the nice glow spread from her tongue and tummy across her body. This was some great champagne. She didn't notice that he had set his glass aside, untasted.
He took her empty glass away and led her to the living room. She suppressed a giggle when she saw his cockhead poking through the fly fold of his boxers, a penile peeping tom. She felt more relaxed, more ready to play his game, presuming it a consequence of the alcohol.
He sat while she remained standing in front, arms hanging loose, her knees close enough to touch his. His hand reached under the translucent dress' hem, a finger touching her labia, wiggling along the crease, and poking an inch inside. She moaned.
He pulled away, satisfied that her aphrodisia-drugged drink was working.
He was tall enough, even sitting on the couch cushions, to reach her shoulders. He gripped the lapels of her flirtatious chemise and ripped it apart, shredding it, destroying any future function as a body cover.
She jumped a small hop in her heels at the sudden aggression. But her mind was slow to react, and it was over before she could respond. He dragged the remnants down her arms and tossed them aside.
He looked straight ahead at her freed boobs. They were wonders of youthful fullness, perfect teardrop shapes, with coyly colored nipples.
He cupped her tits.
His hands were intermittently gentle and harsh: smooth caresses, nipple pinches, fluffy bounces, crushing grips. He played and plied her feminine chest meat, using them as his fun bags. She stood stoic and let him have his way, her mind a whirl of passions and qualms.
Releasing his lush toys, he sat back.
"Kneel. Take it out. Suck it."
She heard his reference to 'it'; not me, my cock, or something personal, just 'it', an object to be indulged. She bent her knees to the carpet. Her fingertips split the fly slit, tunneling into the silken slot, extracting his package, both cock and hairy ball sack.
Before Mike, she hadn't been prone to fellatio. She had accommodated her professors a couple of times. She was living on minimum wage jobs, student loans, and scholarships. She needed to maintain her academic standing to finish her degree. The old geezers had cum quickly, spurting on the face of the coerced, grade-vulnerable young coed.
Mike had been more sedate during fellatio, maintaining his erection longer, letting her experiment and learn some oral techniques. But he had withheld any deepthroat penetrations, knowing those would come in time. He had briefed his friend, who had agreed to follow his wishes.
His friend let her play with tongue and cum-stung lips on his tumescence, enjoying her independent oral cock massage. But he wasn't about to cum in her mouth. He gripped her black hair waves and drew her off.
Pressing her shoulders, he rolled her on her back. Her knees stayed spread, and he dropped his hips into the cradle of her thighs. Her arms rested on the carpet beside her body, her palms downward, ready to steady her body when the fucking started.
He saw her slightly slumped tits, still shaped as prominent mounds on her prone chest. He braced his hands just near her shoulders and took an eye-lock on hers.
He wiggled and waggled, tapping his knob tip at her crotch. He was amused and pleased that she made countermoves with her hips, seeking the same penis-to-pussy placement that he sought.
His cock head felt the moist aperture of her cunt and pressed forward, covering half the conical head. Then, with a mighty breath, he reared up and rammed in. He slid to the bottom of her vaginal tube, bashing her cervix. Her eye-pop and 'umph' of surprise were met with his grunt of accomplishment.
He laid his weight atop her, crushing her tits with his chest. He moved a hand beneath her bottom and held her by her ass and shoulders, pounding strokes long and deep inside her slick channel.
She wrapped her arms around his back and held on as best she could, but he was in charge and freely took her body. His loud cry of pleasure accompanied the spurts of cum juice flooding her warm, wet core.
Dismounting, he picked her up in a two-arm cradle and carried her upstairs to bed. The rest of the night was filled with more delicious sex as her mouth and cunt were stuffed with his hard cock and milky spunk. She came twice, a gentlemanly reward for her role in this lending of her body to him.
They lay in bed, side by side, fingers gently playing on each other's erogenous areas. She heard his murmured question.
"What's your name?"
"Wendy."
"Kyle"
"Pleased to meet you, Kyle."
"Pleased to fuck you, Wendy."
She cuddled closer, taking his coarse compliment in stride. She would take whatever he chose to give, as long as he continued to bestow on her the recent plethora of ecstasy.
And that continued plethora happened sooner rather than later. He rolled atop her, inserted himself in her cunt, and pounded out another orgasm for both.
When he rolled off of her again, she lay there, his cum oozing from her sticky cunt. She turned away from him. He moved into spoon pose; his loose cock wedged in her ass crack. One hand descended to palm her pussy, the other tunneled underneath her body to emerge with a handful of boob. She held both his hands in her hands as she dozed off.
Kyle was sleeping off his weariness, finally drained of cum and energy, needing a lengthy refraction. Wendy had awakened, her tingling pussy still aroused, enflamed by the multitude of orgasmic sex over the last few hours.
Dusk had fallen, the moon low, and she stood naked in the bedroom window, surveying the backyard and pool. There was a short, gated fence between Kyle's pool and the neighbor's backyard pool. The lights from that other house reflected dancing twinkles on the small ripples in both pools.
There was a movement in the parallel upstairs window across the way. She spied the neighbor looking out his back window. He watched for a while and then moved away.
She felt sullied with dried sweat and especially the cum splotches on her pussy, face, and hair. She tiptoed to the ensuite for a shower and re-preening. The water was refreshing, giving her an alluring feeling, hoping to entice Kyle into more soul-breaching sex.
She found an array of cosmetics in a drawer. It wasn't her brand, but would do in a pinch. She refreshed the smeared makeup on her face and nipples. The fan noise drowned out the sound of the cell phone in the adjacent bedroom.
Kyle slowly awoke from the vibration and buzzing on the bedside table. He groggily opened it.
"Hello...yes... you saw her in the window... okay..."
Wendy was almost finished with her makeup. The bathroom door opened, and an equally naked Kyle entered. She turned to him, ready to take a hug, but he turned her towards the counter, pressing her belly to the top edge, spooning his flaccid cock against her ass crack. He rested his chin on her shoulder, peering at her green eyes staring back at him from the mirror. His hands came to her marvelous tits, cupping and playing with them. She squinted at how he made her feel desired when he caressed her.
"I have a friend who wants to fuck you."
What? Another swap?
She felt one of his hands drop to her cunt, sawing gently through the moistening inner tissues. His fingers massaged her nipples and clitoris.
Her shoulders dropped in resignation; in for a penny, in for a dollar.
"Let's get you ready. He's waiting for your arrival."
He backed off, took her hand, and led her back into the adjacent bedroom. She saw a white French-cut thong on the bed. She stood stoic as he helped her lift one foot and then the other to get into the thin cotton bottoms. He drew them up her legs, pulling them tight above her hips, spanning her waist. Her puffy labia camel-toed the thong across her plush feminine ridges.
She glanced around but saw no top. She looked at Kyle with a half-curious expression. He caught the look while he put on some shorts.
"You have great tits and look marvelous just as you are. Let's go. It isn't far."
He led her by the hand downstairs and out the rear sliding doors. They crossed around the pool, through the gate, and around the neighboring pool deck, lit by the destination's interior lights.
At the neighbor's rear portico, a middle-aged man stood in the open sliding doorway. Wendy's topless figure was fully illuminated; her face preened to perfection. She caught the hint of a smirk and a nod of appreciation on the man's face.
"Great tits," he muttered.
He reached out his hand. She mindlessly lifted her own to take the offered guidance. She stepped up as he pulled her inside. Just as she crossed the threshold, she felt and heard a hard smack on her barely covered ass cheek. She jerked and looked back over her shoulder, but Kyle was already walking back to his house. The sliding door closed behind her.
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Kyle led Wendy by the hand, out of the bedroom, downstairs and out the rear sliding doors of his suburban home. They crossed around the pool, through the gate, and around the neighboring pool deck, lit by the destination's interior lights.
At the neighbor's rear portico, a middle-aged man stood in the open sliding doorway. Wendy's topless figure was fully illuminated; her face preened to perfection. She caught the hint of a smirk and a nod of appreciation on the man's face.
"Great tits," he muttered.
He reached out his hand. She mindlessly lifted her own to take the offered guidance. She stepped up as he pulled her inside. Just as she crossed the threshold, she felt and heard a hard smack on her barely covered ass cheek. She jerked and looked back over her shoulder, but Kyle was already walking back to his house. The sliding door closed behind her. Wendy stopped where she stood when her newest friend didn't release her hand. He slid the sliding door shut behind her, and she heard the latch click.
"Well, that should keep us from any pesky neighbors."
He came to her front and looked her up and down. She watched his face as his eyes took her in from top to bottom.
"I have a gift for you, my dear."
He let her hand go and picked up a black leather neck collar from a side table. She stayed still as he wrapped the band around the sides of her throat, pulling the strap through the buckle. He tested the fit, pulling it tighter until her expression balked at the constriction. He backed off one notch and secured it.
"I want you to be reminded of my control, but still be able to function. I have some energetic plans for you, and you'll need to breathe."
She took her first initiative, reaching for the neck restraint, feeling the tight collar and its chrome attachment ring embedded at the front. He watched her explore the neck bondage and decided to augment it.
"Let's add something."
He clipped a pendant to the ring. It had a large letter 'W' engraved in the ivory disk. She looked aside and saw her reflection in the wall mirror: her teardrop tits in profile below the black submission collar with its added label. Her perfectly made-up face, black wavy hair, and green eyes peered back at her.
The man leaned in to be side by side with her, almost cheek to cheek, like a couple's glamour photo looking back from the mirror.
"You look lovely, my dear. What's your name?"
"Wendy."
"What a coincidence; I let the 'W' stand for other names like wench or whore, but we'll make it Wendy this time."
He hooked a finger in the collar ring to draw her face to his. He pressed her lips, sliding his tongue deep inside. She reacted naturally to the raspy probe, sucking on it.
His hand came to cup one breast, kneading it gently. He knew to start slow and sweetly with soft foreplay, escalating the stimulation as their time progressed. It would build his arousal, but also keep her perpetually on edge as the intensity increased. Her heated passions would work to boost his orgasmic culminations at each successive copulation, whether oral or vaginal. He wouldn't deny her a share in the ecstasies if they were to happen for her.
He released her lips and turned, stepping away; his ring-hooked finger pulled her along. She stepped lively to keep up, her tits bobbing to her stride.
He took her to the central open space on the first floor. She saw it was much like Kyle's house, just different furniture and decorations. Various dining and coffee tables, tall and low, sofas, chairs, a big screen TV, and a fireplace. The faux gas fire gave the living room a reddish glow. He gave a thoughtful muse, mumbling to himself rather than her.
"Where shall we start?"
He decided quickly. He pushed her towards the living room sofa. Lying her gently on her back, he saw that her ass depressed the cushions. It was an ungainly angle for him to fully penetrate her pussy. He grabbed some throw pillows.
"Lift your ass, please."
Again, the gentlemanly manners early to still her uncertainties.
She planted her feet and elevated her hips. He took the opportunity to pull off her thong, sliding it down her legs. She lay her ass down again to flutter her legs, shinnying off the bikini bottoms; then ass up again so he could insert the pillows.
She rested her butt on the boosters, but now in an elevated arch that put her cunt in a more freely accessible pose.
He dropped his shorts, acting calm and cool but percolating a lust inside that he needed to initially squelch to have control over his body, and hers, during their coming time together.
But first, he needed to captivate her passions just as he would capture her body.
He knelt up on the couch between her legs and lifted her calves over his shoulders. He leaned over and planted his face in her snatch. He whipped his tongue up the crevasse, one side and then the other. He felt her torso torque and buck under his cunnilingual ministrations. His hands cupped her ass cheeks and held her twisting hips enough to continue the oral assault on her labia.
His nose was filled with her vaginal scent, a musky sweetness matching her flavor. His cheeks were smeared with the dew. She was panting with exertion, rubbing her pussy on his face, seeking the culmination of the stimulations.
All at once, her hips rose, her spine arched, and she careened out a cry of joy. He smiled into his face full of sticky pussy at the success of his operation. He leaned back, disengaging, as she wound down, resting her ass back down on the cushion bolsters.
Without pause, he shuffled closer and notched his oversized cock at her drenched cunt. He plunged in, full depth, one stroke.
Wendy felt the sudden stretch of her cunt as his large cock slid home. He heard her 'woof' at the sensation of his entry. At first, she recoiled at the massive invasion, but when the first throb passed, she wrapped her arms around his neck and shoulders, her thighs and ankles around his waist.
He was pent up with lust and proceeded to fuck his newly arrived friend with vigor. He felt the power and pleasure at the warm, wet cunt of this latest young woman's acceptance of his manly privileges. He heard her gaining another sexual ignition, and the thought of her cumming on his cock set his ultimate rise in motion.
With a cry of delight and satisfaction, he held deep, pressed his pubic hard on her clitoris, raised his chest and chin, and poured his ball juices into her womb. Through the cloud of his orgasm, he perceived another equal cry of joy from Wendy. He stayed embedded as his cock wilted, and they shared a pussy tainted kiss of gratitude for the mutual pleasure.
Rising after the couch fuck and settling down for some refraction time, he decided to add wrist cuffs to her accoutrements. She cooperated with this new addition to her bondage adornments.
After a bite to eat to recharge their energies, he sat on the couch, receiving her blowjob as he watched a similar scenario play out on the living room TV screen. It showed a previous house guest, like Wendy, whom he had recorded. And now, just as then, his kneeling fellatrix was being secretly filmed for his viewing amusement with her probable successor sexual visitor. He would watch this session's video when he was entertained by the next offering from the Share-a-Friend network.
He was controlling the action; his hands palmed her ears as he twisted and bobbed her head at his whim, sometimes poking against the inside of her cheek. He ordered her, with her arms clipped behind by the cuffs, to look at his face as his cock sluiced her mouth, occasionally thrusting a deep throat, holding as she swallowed on the knob wedged in her tonsils. The 'no deepthroat' instructions had failed to be forwarded by her preceding sex swap. Wendy managed the new experience with inescapable acquiescence.
"Use your tongue, wench."
He held her still, half shaft embedded as she swirled around his erection.
On screen, he watched his previous fuck-mate endure similar torment. It revved his ego, and the thought of a continuous stream of newfound babes brought on the familiar sweet feeling. His growl of pleasure was accompanied by his jets of sperm shooting into Wendy's mouth.
Having spurted his spunk twice into Wendy, he decided they were acquainted enough to share his name. He unclipped the cuffs, drew her up into a side cuddle on his lap, and palmed her tits.
"I'm Scott, by the way."
She let her hand fall to his groin between her thighs as he continued his clutch on her boob.
"Pleased to meet you, Scott."
He gripped her captured mammary more tightly, amplifying his show of dominance.
"Pleased to fuck you, Wendy."
The rude manhandling and words triggered her passions anew, and she leaned her head on his shoulder, turning her face in to add a peck of affection on his neck. Her body warmed to his manly control over her, and her hand continued to finger his groin.
They played for a while, cock and tits, until he moved to disengage.
"Time for some more fixings."
He stood up and she remained seated as he reached aside the couch and took up the black leather ankle cuffs. He pulled one leg aloft, spreading her groin, briefly looking at her pink blossoming pussy. He clipped one band to her ankle and, lifting the other leg, clipped on the second restraint.
He led her naked upstairs to the master bedroom.
She saw the straps at the bed corners and was non-resistant as he laid her out spread-eagled, fastening her limbs to the head and foot boards.
He mounted her in missionary, a hard pounding fuck. Wendy closed her eyes and reveled in the bondage rape fantasy, reaching her peak three times on his large, thrusting cock before he unloaded his sperm in her womb.
Sometime later, Scott was naked in bed, snoring contentedly. He had released her bed attachments before dozing off after their rousing, rough bondage fuck. She lay in post-orgasm glow, wondering what he intended for her next sexual quest. Her slumber was fitful; scenes of sex, bondage, and submission filled her dreams.
It was just pre-dawn. Wendy stood in the upstairs window, looking across at Kyle's house, wondering what he was doing in her absence. Scott had been a wonderful experience, and she was grateful for the fabulous sex. But Kyle had been her first swap in this incredible passed-around sexual escapade, and she longed to return to his intimate embrace.
In the dim light, there was a silhouette of two people in his upstairs bedroom window. One was standing and one was kneeling. The kneeling one had her mouth stuffed with cock. Wendy saw it was a woman, and she was shocked to recognize her friend Chloe giving a vigorous but sensual blowjob to Kyle.
And then, not so surprised, when she considered the way Chloe had pawned her off to Mike at the graduation party, and in turn, he had passed her off to Kyle. And now, Scott.
But the result had been beneficial; her sex life was evolving into a world of carnal pleasure and happiness.
Wendy was preening herself in the master bathroom. A quick shower, with the use of a conveniently provided douche kit, had her feeling clean and fresh for her jaunt back to Kyle's house over the backyards. Another convenience found was an array of stocked cosmetics.
Scott came in to stand behind her, pressing his nude body against her back, his hanging cock and balls in her ass crack. He reached around to lift and squeeze her tits in his palms. He peered at her face, looking back at himself in the mirror reflection.
"I have some friends who want to fuck you."
She was stoic about the news. Not what she had hoped, returning to Kyle, but not unpredictable considering recent events.
"Let's get you ready."
He led her to the bedroom. She expected to be dressed sexily for another trip to another site. But he laid her cuffed body on the bed and quickly strapped her down again. With a final flourish, he tied a blindfold around her head.
"Oh, Wendy, you look marvelous, so easily fuckable."
Just then, the doorbell rang, and she heard Scott open the front door and greet his friends. She heard their steps approach as they entered the bedroom.
No words were spoken. She felt hands examining her body, caresses all over her smooth skin, pinches to nipples, a finger probing shallowly at her pussy, sensing the ready wetness.
"Nice one, Scott. Is she yours?"
"Just visiting; Kyle brought her over."
"Can we fuck her?"
"Sure. Why not?"
Wendy heard the rustling of clothing as they stripped. She braced her body and set her mind to more of the sexual friendship exploitation.
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Wendy lay cuffed, blindfolded, and strapped to the mattress in Scott's master bedroom. Three men, Scott and two unknown friends, uninhibitedly caressed, pinched, and probed her legs, arms, belly, boobs, and pussy. They discussed her situation.
"Nice one, Scott. Is she yours?"
"Just visiting; Kyle brought her over."
"Can we fuck her?"
"Sure. Why not?"
She heard the cryptic conversation in which Scott granted permission for the impending orgy. What had she expected? Of course, he had.
The continuing foreplay grew more intense: tongue tickles, fingers, and lips assaulted her bare skin. It was a full body exploration, especially her erogenous zones: legs, feet, face, belly button, nipples, and cunt.
She heard a buzzing noise, and her clitoris felt the cold metallic touch of a vibrator. It played all over her crotch, tingling every genital nerve. A warm breath wisped her chest before lips suckled her nipples.
The genital probe moved lower, touching her rear opening. It played on the anal ring; this was something new. She wiggled her ass at the off-putting stimulus. There was pressure, and the tip invaded through the tightness. It moved an inch inside, then another, all the while buzzing, until it was embedded deep in her anus.
The mattress tilted and a soft bump was followed by a stiff cockhead that poked her vaginal orifice, pushed deep, and held there. A hand squeezed itself between their bellies. Rubbing fingers massaged circles on her clit, manually continuing the mechanical stimulations that had built her sexual arousal. She was on fire with sexual need; fiddling fingers in front, a stiff cock in her cunt, and the buzzing probe in back.
The inserted cock commenced its movement, in and out, slow thrusts that stretched her core with its girth and length. The finger clitoral massage never stopped. Prick and probe had her packed full. In her sightless arousal, she gave way to the inevitable peak of pleasure.
Her hips elevated and her back arched in orgasmic spasms; the cock in her cunt stroked rapid cycles to join her in ecstasy. She swooned but still felt the volumes of manly spunk flood her deepest cavity.
As she calmed and the jitters ebbed, the anal probe decreased its frequency to a low hum. A second man made a different use of her body. She became the receptacle of his manly lust: a tit-fuck with face splatter. And another fucked her cunt, enjoying the anal probe buzz on his cock whenever he paused to recover energy for more thrusting. He finally withdrew after she experienced two mini-orgasms, and then dumped his seminal offering in her suckling mouth. The first man returned, ready and eager for more bondage sex.
After each man had sampled her charms twice, they kindly removed her ass probe, bindings, and blindfold.
As her vision cleared, she recognized her visiting fuck-mates as two former college classmates, Tony and Danny. They grinned mischievously at her look of recognition and despair.
Scott led her to the bathroom, her former classmates trailing along. Each young man took his turn joining her in the shower for wet, soapy swipes over her body as she repaid their handiwork by cleaning them.
At last, she emerged from the foggy cabinet after the finale shower with Scott. He shooed his gawking friends into the adjoining bedroom, closing the door as he followed them and leaving Wendy alone to preen and prepare for more manhandling.
She came out to find them dressed in casual clothes, fit for a night on the town. The three men stared at her lovely nakedness. One of her classmates addressed the others.
"Thanks for the invite, bro. But the night's not over. Let's go clubbing."
On the bed, she saw a shimmering short dress with matching silver sequined heels on the floor. There was no sign of undergarments. They dressed her in bandeau-style bodycon clubwear: short, strapless, with large cutouts exposing expanses of her creamy skin. Adding the heels and dangly jewelry for panache, they led her outside for the ride to the disco ballroom in the next town.
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Wendy was ensconced in the back seat of a chauffeur-driven rented town car. She was being escorted to a disco club by her three male hosts of the evening. They were dressed in black slacks and shirts, typical of men's disco wear.
She was dressed in enhanced night-on-the-prowl sexy display. Her silvery bandeau club dress would have been showy enough, low-cut and high-hemmed, but it was further perfected by cutouts at tummy and chest, and cut to boost her tits into bold cleavage. She wore matching heels, and her hairdo and jewelry spoke volumes of voluptuousness. She wore no panties.
The hour-long ride to the club allowed them to fan the flames of their heated passions. The three men took turns cooling their lust, each taking her in a seated cowgirl pose on the bench seats. They spewed inside her but made her hold off any peaks of her pleasure. The last minutes were spent in a joint cleaning of the varied sperm leaking from her pussy.
The foursome entered the disco club, their names already called ahead and listed on the bouncer's clipboard. The room was dark, lit only by the spray of laser beams, ricocheting off the rotating mirror ball. A thong bikini-clad hostess led them to a reserved booth. Wendy scooched in, and the men took up the outside spaces.
After an initial drink, the men took turns dancing with their new friend. Wendy was at first reserved, but as her mood loosened, she bee-bopped to the beat, shaking and twerking her ass and shimmying her tits. Other men in the club gave notice of her flamboyant performance, even as their dates followed suit with similar seductive moves to thwart the annoying competition.
The fervor in the crowd was quickly growing. It would soon be uncontrollable. Luckily, the hour was getting late, and exits to suitable venues for the sexual relief of the couples would quickly follow.
After midnight, the bartenders gave 'last call.' Scott secured Wendy one last special drink. She downed it in one thirsty gulp; the dancing-induced lassitude and the alcohol combined to effervesce her nerves.
Anxious couples scurried to the door for their impending sexual shenanigans. Scott and his cronies, along with a few other couples, lingered behind.
The laser lights died, and a single spotlight penetrated the darkness. Earlier, she had spied Mike, her first Share-a-Friend encounter, with her friend Chloe in the crowd. Chloe was similarly dressed, like Wendy, in a scanty, scandalous dress. Now the spot light illuminated the pair.
Mike helped Chloe to step onto a chair and then step again to stand on the café table. The music took on a more sedate and mellow vibe. Chloe, a frequent club guest and experienced with this onfolding event, felt the rhythm of the melody and wavered her hips, making sinuous motions of her body. All eyes of the watching audience were on her.
In a smooth move, she exposed her left teardrop breast, capped with a brown nipple disk. Popping a shoulder shake, she teased a single tit shimmy and earned a cheer from the crowd. She gave a smile of appreciation for their admiration before the spotlight left her in the dark and moved to another couple.
That newly selected girl was lifted onto her nearby table by her man, and she mimicked Chloe's striptease dance. Her exposed boob was bigger, and the cheer was louder.
The light moved again and now lit up Wendy. Her three escorts boosted her up, handling her by her arms and ass, to stand on the café table. Understanding her role, she gave her body a sexy shake, danced in place, revolving to scan the darkened room, seeing hazy images of people looking her way. At the last moment before the song faded, she doffed her left boob cover, gave her tit a shake, and received her vocal accolade from the admiring men.
The spotlight shifted to another couple, and all witnessed another striptease. And then two more until six single boobs were on display. The lonely lefts needed matching rights.
The spotlight returned to Chloe.
She continued her dance and popped out her right boob, now allowing a full shimmy of her chest meat pair. The sequence continued until all six women were topless. The cycle went on, with dresses dropped in turn to reveal six fully nude females.
Wendy looked down at her three attending men, wondering what was next. They gave her a small hand wave goodbye and moved away. From the dimness, two men emerged, coming from another table. Just as her dance hall hosts had abandoned her, they as well had abandoned their dancing date for fresh friendship.
The two men gave her a hand to help her down. She squatted to alight the table, the gap between her thighs spreading open her pink labial lips. But they held her back from stepping onto the floor.
Gripping her wrists and ankles, they stretched her airborne prone and lowered her back onto the tabletop, her head tilted back over one edge, her ass resting at the far edge.
The men quickly exposed their erections and, somewhat in synchronization, she was spit-roasted, plugged by cocks in cunt and mouth. Her hands gripped the trembling table edges as they plunged to their separate tempos: sometimes shallow, sometimes deep, sometimes together, and other times in competing cycles. Their cocks were thick and long, slippery with saliva and pussy juice.
But they didn't finish. Pausing deeply, they addressed each other without regard for her presence.
"Ready to swap?"
She heard the words as the penile probes retreated. They shuffled around and switched ends. The saliva-slicked manly appendage punched quickly into her pussy. She tasted her vaginal juices on the cock thrust into her mouth. He pushed deep, and her eyes and nose were draped with his hairy ball sack.
Another round of asynchronous thrusts jostled her body on the unsteady table. Hands squeezed her tits, one from each man, helping keep her steady atop the wobbly café-sized table.
Her mind descended into an orgasmic coma, fueling repeated sexual convulsions, barely aware of her sex mate's cock spewing into her mouth. A pause preceded the cunt stroking cock's removal and reinsertion between her lips. It too spewed its load of spunk on her inverted tongue.
She came out of her daze with the houselights fully on. Her two sated gentlemen pulled her off the table and set her on her heels, gathering the discarded dress and haphazardly slipping it on her. In disarray, it barely covered her sweaty body. She glanced around and saw the other girls in a similarly exhausted and disheveled state.
Scott and her former classmates, Tony and Danny, had returned and were standing with another man, his fly open and his sticky, wilted cock head peeking out of his open pants.
"This is our friend Taylor; he watched your striptease and wants to fuck you. Go home with him."
Lethargic Wendy watched solemnly while Scott and his entourage walked away. She felt Taylor grip her bicep in a controlling hold. He marched her quick step in her high heels across the dance floor, her tits, in the loose dress top, bobbing to the hard strut. He planted her in the passenger seat of his red two-seater sports car for the ride to his house.



        

  
    Friends Ch. 06
  
  Friends Ch. 06

        Taylor's House.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/friends-ch-06-1

Title: Friends Ch. 06

Author: bhuff

Category: Group Sex

Description: Taylor's House.

Tags: camgirl, dungeon, shared, mfff, carhood fuck, nipples, handjob

Series: Friends


Wendy sat in the passenger seat of the small two-seater sports car. Before he pulled away from the club parking lot, Taylor pulled her bandeau top off her tits and exposed his cock. After turning into traffic for the drive to his house, he placed her left hand on his groin.
At first, she just let it lie there. His complaint was dismissive in tone
"Well, come on, bitch. It won't stroke itself."
She fingered the soft male appendage and felt it grow thicker. She surrounded it with her loose fist and played with it, rubbing slowly along its growing length as he drove. He kept his attention on the road and eschewed conversation. His cock communicated its contentment, an occasional jolt of delight when a bump in the road jogged her exposed tits, noticed in Taylor's peripheral vision.
At a stoplight, a delivery truck pulled up next to her side of the car. The driver tooted and waved, celebrating his view of the topless handjob.
A few twists down side streets brought them to a neighborhood house and its driveway. As a true gentleman, he came to her side of the car, opened the door, and aided her alighting from the low-slung vehicle. It was mostly dark in the neighborhood, with a few distant street lamps causing a dim nighttime glow in the driveway. She moved to adjust her top to cover her tits, but he slapped her hands away, leaving her boobs visible to any nosy neighbors.
He led her to the sloped car front, rucked up the bandeau dress to her waist, and pushed her bare ass onto the engine-warmed hood. It wasn't the most comfortable pose she had ever assumed, probably not in the Kama Sutra compendium, but at least the enameled metal wasn't chilly.
His cock was still hard from her languid handjob, waggling out in front of the open fly. He dropped his pants and placed his cock as she gripped the spikes of her heels, bracing her knees wide for his ease of penetration.
He fucked her there, in the open, regardless of any serendipitous audience, slapping her wavering tits with each long, deep thrust. She didn't cum when he unloaded his pent-up sperm in her cunt.
When he withdrew, he pulled up his pants before hauling her off the cum glistened engine bonnet. Her boobs jiggled enticingly as she quick-marched, towed by Taylor, to his front door. It opened as they reached it.
A pair of naked young girls, one blonde, the other a strawberry redhead, were just inside, with broad smiles as they saw Taylor and his newest friend. He pushed Wendy inside, and she was besieged by the two lively ladies, with quick questions that Taylor didn't bother to answer.
"Who is she? Is she staying? Have you fucked her yet?"
"This is Lilly and Shannon, my housemates. This is Wendy. Take care of her, and I'll see you all tomorrow morning."
They took Wendy to their bedroom, intent on giving her a bath and preening. Her pussy was still exposed below the rucked-up dress. They saw Taylor's sperm oozing from her pink slit.
"Oh, goody, he HAS fucked you, hasn't he?"
With delighted giggles, they took turns licking up the seminal leakage. Wendy stood stunned. She had been licked down there by male tongues, but the two girls gave a different sensation. They understood from self-examination where the tissue nerves gave the most stimulation. She almost danced when the tongue tips tickled her clitoris, followed by a hard suction on her 'little man'. The cunnilingual artistes quit before she reached her peak and left her pussy swollen with arousal. They exchanged kisses that shared the gathered milky discharge.
Her crumpled dress was removed. When Shannon opened the closet to place the new girl's shimmery club dress in the laundry hamper, Wendy saw that the clothes racks held other fashionable duds, as well as some fetish items and cosplay costumes.
The bubble bath was luxurious, and after a thorough shampoo and skin cleansing, it included a douche and an enema in her nether orifices.
Wendy had heard Taylor say he wouldn't see them until morning, and she looked forward to some rest and slumber. But the girls had other plans.
They pulled her into bed and spent the remaining night caressing her body with fingers, toys, and mouths, introducing her to the joys of lesbian orgasms.
After the club orgy and the car hood fuck, she was ready to burst and rode out a series of orgasms at the hands and mouths of her twin bedmates. They taught her how to reciprocate the acts on them.
The next day, she joined them in topless maid chores, a pair of panties and heels her only allotted uniform.
When the house was suitably spic and span, Taylor allowed Wendy access to the internet. She scanned through her emails; there were several from her first post-graduate employer.
Her IT Help Desk position was terminated; she had failed to call in her absences, distracted by her friend-swapping adventures. The warnings and final termination email made clear their 'no show, no job' policy.
Taylor was watching over her shoulder as she absorbed the news. Wendy almost cried, forlorn at her disrupted finances and career path. He reached across and keyed the computer. A website appeared that advertised topless online IT support as well as side hustles for naked camgirls.
"This should ease your worries. I'll get you signed up; some friends of mine operate the website."
Wendy held back her sniffles as she learned of this new avenue of income.
"You can stay here and join Lilly and Shannon as my housemates. They are members of the website and enjoy teasing the geeks online."
With all the prior days' sexual escapades and these new inventive financial prospects, Wendy chose, then and there, to stay with Taylor and become his third girlfriend for a while.
Her days were spent topless at the computer, helping lonely nerds alleviate both their computer woes and prostate pressures. She had groupies, repeat customers with trivial computer issues, calling her for shimmied boob shows that helped them masturbate away their fascinations and frustrations.
Her nights were spent in sexual bliss. Taylor rotated his trio of beauties through his master bedroom, allowing them two nights a week each to revel in his penile mastery. Meanwhile, the other two girls played lesbian games in their joint guest room, using mouths, fingers, and toys to exhaust each other to sleep. The seventh night was Taylor's 'me time', usually spent seeking out new pussy or bringing home a new catch, or a Share-a-Friend swap, for a one-night stand.
One evening, Wendy's sister-girlfriends brought out some fetish gear from the closet. They dressed Wendy in a breast-shelving black corset, laced tight to constrict her belly and to more prominently display her plump, shaved cunt. Cuffs and locking high-heels were added. She spent extra time on her cosmetics, aided by her two housemates; the face tinctures were very dark, nearly Goth-like. Her nipple caps got a red color, and the disks were enhanced in diameter. An updo style coiffed her black hair into a top bun, flaunting the large gold hoop fuck-me earrings. Lastly, she donned an eye mask, not a blindfold, that covered her forehead and temples, leaving her nose and mouth free.
The girls led her to a door that was usually locked. This time it opened onto a stairway to the basement. There, the interior finishes were rough, dark brown wood; a couple of decorative wall sconces flickered a dim, fake torchlight. It was a pseudo-dungeon for rough-sex playtimes.
And Wendy's time had come.
She was allowed a short time to inspect the room, touching and holding the whip and switch implements hung on the walls. She brushed her hands over the roughhewn wooden furniture with its many leather strap attachments.
Explorations complete, the two attendant girls lay her on a low bench and secured her wrist and ankle cuffs to its legs. Her headrest was tilted up so she could scan down her torso. Footsteps descended the stairs, and Taylor came into her view. His muscled naked body was oiled, and he wore a single leather loincloth.
The girls stood near the walls, attentive, ready to hand him whatever implement he chose.
"Not tonight, ladies. Let's break in Wendy gently. There will be plenty of other times for pain play."
He summoned Shannon with a hand wave. He pushed her to kneel aside Wendy on all fours and pressed her cheek against the bondage girl's lower belly. He swept his waist flap aside and leaned in to poke his swollen knob to Shannon's lips.
She slurped him in, tonguing and sucking half the offered man meat. Taylor then waved the blonde to straddle Wendy's face. Lilly dipped her pussy to Wendy's acceding lips.
Positions assumed, Taylor pulled back, and Shannon used her fingertips to dip his wet cockhead to the newbie's labia. He punched in, gaining a pussy muffled 'umph' from the restrained orgy apprentice.
He set a random cycle, alternately fucking her cunt and retreating to let Shannon fellate him. She fingered Wendy's clitoris when he repenetrated her cunt; the stimulation caused vaginal ripples that played up and down Taylor's embedded cock, adding to his elation.
A cacophony of verbal and fleshy sounds filled the room. It culminated in a spew of spunk in Wendy's womb, a dribble of the last shots in Shannon's mouth, and Lilly careening out her ecstasy, generated by the cunnilingus talents of the bound down babe.
The redhead was miffed as the only one without an orgasmic release. Taylor nodded his ascent to her cocked eyebrow query.
She mounted the weary, restrained dungeon novice in a 69 pose. Wendy was again confronted with a juicy pussy, just as she felt her top mate's lips suckling her clitoris and a raspy tongue splitting and lapping at her labia. She reciprocated, and the pair worked each other into a tremendous outpouring of passion, coating their faces with vaginal dew.
The days and weeks passed in lusty routine. Taylor reserved Saturday nights for bringing home quickie hookups, forwarded by his friends in the Share-a-Friend network.
Sometimes he sent Shannon, Lilly, or Wendy as his contribution to those weekend exchanges. Everyone was happy with the pan-sexual arrangements.
One weekday evening, he dressed Wendy in a cosplay schoolgirl uniform, with a translucent blouse that displayed the shadow of her cosmetically enhanced nipples. The skirt was barely long enough for legal street wear. She thought he wanted to play with her at home, hopefully in the basement dungeon, but was surprised when he drove her to a hotel.
Checking her into a suite, he left her there to await her hookup. She answered the knock on the door, expecting to be visited by one of her recently acquainted boyfriends from the Share-a-Friend network.
She was shocked to find one of her regular IT/camgirl clients standing in the doorway, grinning broadly, delighted at his booking with Wendy. He was a frequent caller to her helpline, and she presumed that Taylor, recognizing him as a high-revenue client, had rewarded the young man's virtual sex patronage with a night of real flesh fantasy rather than his hand.
Wendy backed away from the pimply rotund nerd, and it devolved into a game of 'catch me, catch me' to the young geek's giddy delight. He climbed over the furniture and scrambled around tables, clawing at the fleeing female until he managed to remove her Velcro-fastened costume, bit by bit. Acting cowed after the rambunctious foreplay, she watched him hastily shed his clothes and was happy to see he sported an impressive erection. The night might not be too bad after all.
Still, she suspected he wasn't sexually experienced, so she guided him through their first coupling, drawing him atop her bed-borne naked body for a vanilla missionary sex session. He lay atop her wiggling his hips, his knob bouncing around her groin, seeking the magic spot. After several of his failed attempts, reached down and her fingered found his erection. She marveled again at the size of his manhood. Taking a light hold of the shaft, she guided it to her nether orifice and jogged her hips to get it settled at the entrance.
He pressed forward, rocking and rolling his sweaty body, filling her pussy with the substantial erection. He stroked and thrust until, to her weary relief, he finally grunted out his ejaculation. She led him through three more copulations during the night, rocking the young man's world with her mouth, cunt, and cleavage. It was a chance for her to practise a cum-swallowing deep-throat beyond any of her previous depths. During the tit fuck, he peppered her face with a huge load of cum which she fingered into her mouth as he watched with amused glee. She finished him off in cowgirl and joined his ecstacy.
She exited the room in the morning, leaving the ball-drained geek to sleep off his binge in lust-abated nirvana. Taylor answered her call for pickup and drove her home to his place.
And so it went, for years to come. Wendy had found her happy place in life, a devoted member of the Share-a-Friend network.
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Bob and his wife Zoey had a wonderful dinner on their monthly Date Night. He was in a good mood, knowing sexual friskiness was on the après dinner menu when they returned home. He was almost giddy as they pulled into their suburban tract home driveway.
The living room lights were on, showing the babysitter was still awake. It wasn't that late, and she would have put the toddler to bed long ago. The college coed was lounging on the living room couch, studying from her nursing school Anatomy textbook. They saw her swivel her head their way as the front door opened and the couple came home.
They all had a brief conversation about what a good little girl two-year-old Betsy had been; she ate her supper, drank all her milk, and went right to bed at 8 PM after Bunny had read her two stories from her favorite book.
Bunny rose from the couch; her outfit consisted of cut-off shorts and a sleeveless crop top tee. She was tall, and the abundance of bare skin showed her to be athletically lithe. Her long, dark hair was tied into a sleek ponytail, its tight pullback leaving her face, neck, and ears exposed.
Zoey pecked her husband on the cheek, said she would check on Betsy upstairs, and then go off to bed.
"Come along when you're done tipping Bunny," she said with a wink.
Bob and Bunny watched her climb the stairs. At the top, she switched off the living room lights, leaving behind the pair in a glow of outside streetlights streaming through the windows. They heard the noises of her cooing over sleeping toddler Betsy in the nursery before moving across the upstairs hallway, closing the master bedroom door behind her.
Bunny turned her slinky body towards Bob.
"Are you ready for your Daddy Sitting?"
He smiled and said, "Yes."
She rounded the couch and took a couple of steps toward her evening patron. Bob stood still as she came close, her bare feet whispering across the carpet. She untied the ponytail and fluffed her tresses, curling a finger around a loose tendril as she arrived at his face. She pressed her modest young breasts to his body and leaned up to speak softly to his face.
"Daddy Bob, before I give in to your naughty wishes, it would be nice if you at least kissed me first."
His arms wrapped her low back, and they canoodled for a minute before she leaned back, trusting that his hold would brace her stance.
"Have you been thinking about me, Daddy Bob? Cause, I've been thinking about you."
He felt her hands working his zipper, tunneling in to extract his semi-swollen masculine appendage. She held the thick shaft in her cupped hand.
"Oh, what do we have here?"
She looked down at her tee-shirt-covered chest and copped a smile, inviting his indulgence.
"You want a peek?"
He loosened his hold, and she righted herself on her feet, raising her arms. He lifted the cotton top over her head, revealing her loose hair. She waggled her head to smooth down the disheveled waves. He saw the move wiggle her tits, the brown caps with the stiff points shifting at the innocent shimmy.
His lips dipped to her nipples, kissing first one and then the other. He kissed the spot between them, on her breastbone, looking lower. Her hand smoothed the bristly hairs on the back of his head and neck, and a sly tingle lit his groin.
He saw the belly button piercing twinkle in the hollow of her toned tummy. The girlish six-pack abs muscles under her light brown skin descended to the top of her shorts, low riders that crossed her hip bones below where the side strings of her panties crossed a little higher. The shorts dipped low in front to barely cover the top of her thong's upper hem.
Her hands held his erection. A finger pad pressed the tip slit.
"Is this my 'tip'?"
His answer was muffled as he continued the chest kisses.
"Oh, yes, sweet girl. That and more, much more..."
She meowed at the thought of the 'much more'. Her hands worked his belt, and his open pants fell to the floor. He stopped his kissing long enough to doff his shirt. Now he needed her completely naked to get things further along.
Bob knelt to her front and pulled down her shorts; peeling off her thong, he placed a tongue swipe on the pink inner flesh. His nose and tongue sensed her vaginal musk. He guessed she had been thinking of him.
His long middle finger probed her cunt to test for tightness, texture, and wetness. All were satisfactory.
He gripped her ass cheeks and, with a small lift and a press backwards, he rolled her gently on her back. She cooperated by spreading her knees wide, and he positioned his hips between her thighs. His knob found her nether opening.
"Here comes your tip and much more."
He rammed himself halfway inside, accompanied by her quiet 'umph' of surprise at the one solid penetration. He diddled half his shaft in her grotto. She encouraged his further penetration.
"Oh, Daddy Bob... please... deeper... go deeper..."
He pushed as far as possible, pressing her clitoris. She rocked her hips, getting him settled at her deepest recess.
"Yes, like that... "
She flexed her vaginal muscles, toned and strong, like the rest of her athletically lithe body.
"Can you feel my squeeze?"
He grunted in reply and stroked, going faster and harder, bumping her clit. He was approaching his rise, and his breathy gusts told her he was close. She clamped down hard and held tight. He paused deep, bellowed, and flooded her core. He felt her hugging his body, her face on his neck, her boobs crushed to his chest.
He awoke on his back on the carpeted living room floor. Time had passed, and he felt somewhat rested. A weight on his thighs has awakened him. Bunny was astride him, her hands stroking his cock into another erection.
"Do you want more, Daddy Bob? Can you handle more?"
He popped his hips upward, signaling his desire.
She scooched up his thighs until her pink pussy folds were against his swollen manhood. She nudged a few gallops, rubbing her wet tissues along the underside of his cock. Then she lifted her hips, positioned the alignment, and slid down on him, burying him inside her.
Her legs were folded back along his legs; he brought his hands to her knees, resting them there as she took the lead in setting the thrusting rhythms. He watched her boobs dance quicker and quicker as she built the speed of the strokes.
When he rose to the summit and spewed, she joined him in orgasmic contractions of pleasure, crying her own chorus of satisfaction.
He was near exhaustion but not completely drained. The floor was not a true place to rest and gather his strength. He rose, picked up his Daddy Sitter into a two-arm cradle, and carried her upstairs to the guest bedroom. They spent the night intermittently sleeping and fucking.
The smell of bacon from the downstairs kitchen and the sun's dim glow in the bedroom alerted them to morning's dawn. She borrowed a dress shirt and went with him to breakfast. Wife Zoey was there, cooking in the kitchen. Bunny left the shirt unbuttoned and flashed her tits and pussy as she moved about helping set the table. Toddler Betsy was in her highchair; Bunny played with her, making kissy faces and cooing baby talk words, which got her rewarded with baby giggles.
The adults dined, and then it was time to call it a night, or rather, a morning.
In the living room, Daddy Bob gave Bunny her tip, reeling off a dozen hundred-dollar bills, enough to compensate 7 PM to 7 AM at the standard fee for an evening of babysitting and an overnight Daddy Sitting by a skilled Daddy Sitter.
She tucked the stack of cash in her textbook like a bookmark. After she redressed in her thong, shorts, and crop top, he ordered her an Uber to take her back to her campus dorm, kissed her farewell, gripped and smacked her ass, and watched her skip happily to her rented ride.
That night, he crawled into bed next to his wife. He rubbed his semi-swollen cock against her rump. She stirred and rolled against him, laying an arm across his chest. She murmured a drowsy question about his tumescence.
"Are you thinking of her or me?"
"I'm always thinking of you, my dear."
She gave a single laugh at his disingenuous compliment. But it was all alright; she was the facilitator of his occasional rambles.
"How was she?"
"A little better than last month's girl. Maybe you could try a redhead with freckles next time?"
"Okay, darling. I'll check the booking website and see what's available. Whatever makes you happy and keeps you satisfied."
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Date Night was going well for Bob and his wife Zoey. He had worked later than usual, so they met in the city for dinner at a skyscraper's rooftop restaurant. The food and drinks were delicious, and the scene of the twinkling lights across the cityscape helped set the romantic mood. Zoey, rubbing her high-heeled foot along Bob's calves, added intimate suggestions to his excitement. The drive back to the suburbs was filled with more tongue-in-cheek salaciousness for when they got home.
Bob noticed the older, beat-up Volvo parked in the driveway, apparently the babysitter's ride. She would have arrived earlier and been advised by Zoey of the nightly schedule for toddler Betsy.
The happy adults practically fell through the front door in gaiety. It didn't go unnoticed by the babysitter lounging on the living room sofa. She was seated on the couch, facing away from the door, her shoulders and blonde head visible. She turned at the commotion and smiled at her evening's employers.
Svetlana rose and turned towards the adults. Now Bob got his first view of the coed standing in his living room. She was a full hourglass bombshell: big round chest meat, a narrow waist, and trim hips. She was dressed casually: cutoff jean shorts and a tank top that barely covered her braless tits. Her light complexion and straight yellow hair, falling to mid-back, affirmed her Swedish homeland origins.
His wife noted her husband's dumbfounded stare, happy to see he was happy with her selection, and proceeded with the introductions.
"Oh, Swetlana, this is Bob. Bob, meet Svetlana."
"Pleased to meet you, sir. My friends call me Lani."
"Well, Lani, I do want to be friendly. But tonight, you will call me Daddy Bob."
She humbly tilted her head forward, lowered her blue eyes, and clasped her hands in front, below her waist, the stance causing her arms to indent the sides of her boobs into fuller mounds. Her voice was soft as she peeked up through the slits in her bangs.
"Yes, of course, I will call you Daddy Bob."
Lani got her first impression of the man she would be, Daddy Sitting for the rest of the night. He was similar to others she had sat for in the preceding year. She was a foreign student in a mechanical engineering school, concentrating on Manufacturing Systems. She had lots of expenses, studying and working without family or scholarship support, and barely maintaining her student visa status.
She had entered the Daddy Sitter circuit to pay the bills. She was a year away from graduation and would then be returning to Sweden.
But more to the point, she joined the Daddy Sitting circuit because she simply loved to fuck. Especially the experienced men who appreciated her enormous tits, the ones who, after the first quickie, were slower, longer lasting, allowing her to gain her own pleasure from the couplings.
Bob was captivated by this buxom blonde maiden, his pants crowded by his swelling groin, impatiently waiting for his wife to wrap up her mothering ways. Zoey and Lani conversed, getting the babysitter's report on how well-behaved toddler Betsy had been, finishing her fish sticks, mac and cheese, and milk before three bedtime stories and an 8 PM laydown.
Satisfied that the babysitter had done her child care duties, Zoey kissed her husband's cheek in a playful smack and wished him a good night. She went upstairs to check on Betsy before going to the master bedroom and closing the door. She was leaving Bob to enjoy the Daddy Sitter she had booked for his monthly Date Night 'hall pass'.
Bob walked to Lani, who attentively watched him approach. He stood silently two steps from her. He loosened his tie, unbuttoned his shirt, and dropped his pants. She let him undress and then took a small act of initiative, kneeling to help him remove his shoes and socks. He looked down from above, admiring the view of her cleavage somewhat compressed by the tank top. Her pokie-tipped breasts stirred as she worked at his feet. It boded well for his anticipated tit and nipple play later.
For herself, she looked straight forward at his briefs and noted the bulge of his substantial package of man meat. She knew she could make good use of that to gain her own gratification.
She stood, awaiting his decision: where and how he wanted to fuck her. She was ready for anyplace and anyway; that is, anyplace on the property and anyway with her body.
He chose the backyard. He took her hand and led her through the kitchen and out the sliding doors. She looked around at the intended play space. The neighborhood tracts were double large, giving lots of room for backyard pools and decks. The two-story houses were set apart, separated by boundary hedges and tree rows.
She felt his arms come from behind, circling her body, pulling her back to his chest. His hands lifted to her round jugs and hefted and squeezed the pliant man toys, still captured in the tank top. She lay her head against his shoulders and covered his hands with hers as he toyed with her tits. His semi-hard cock rubbed her denim-covered ass. She wiggled her hips, helping galvanize his machismo. They both felt his cock grow even harder.
Bob looked at the nearby houses, seeking the telltale motion of upstairs curtains. Even with the hedges and trees, the upper stories gave a view of the adjacent backyards. From his own upstairs windows, he had watched his neighbors enjoy their own occasional sexual games. He wondered if they were with a booked Daddy Sitter or just incest with a grown daughter or stepdaughter, or one of the girl's visiting friends. Not everyone was as affluent as he, and exploiting an offspring or her friend would be a budget-saving substitute.
Suddenly, Lani pulled away. She skipped to the pool, her silhouetted form tinted by the blue submerged pool lights, her boobs hopping in cadence. She paused at the steps by the shallow end of the pool, looking back to see if he was following. She waited, popping an impatient ass wiggle, until he got the idea and headed her way.
She pranced down the steps, staying ahead of him, her ass rocking sexily in the jean shorts. When she was submerged to her tummy, she turned about and squatted quickly, soaking the tank top. Rising again, the fabric was semi-transparent, the wet cotton molding her boobs. The nipples were evident with the central nub and a ring of lesser bumps on the dark disk's circumference.
He waded to her front, gripped the hem of her shirt, and drew it upward, skimming it over her mounds and to her neck. She raised her arms as he pulled it over her head. He tossed it aside, and it floated away on the water.
His hands plucked at her jeans button and zipper. She helped him slide them over her ass and down her legs. Leaning down for the last slide over her ankles, her boobs dangled, dipping half the masses into the water. He cupped the fleshy orbs, bouncing and clutching her fun bags. She waited to stand up, letting him play, extending his manual amusement. He saw that she had gone commando, just the cutoff denims.
Now her hands found his boxers, and again she leaned over to slide his cock covering off his legs. Her bent pose offered him a chance for another session of wet tit play. She rose, and they stood facing each other naked in the waist-deep water.
She suddenly turned and dove away, leading him in a waterborne game of 'catch-me, catch-me'. He was getting aroused by her superficial act of adolescent innocence.
'This girl is really into being hard to get, but I'm hard and I'm surely going to get her.'
They splashed about for a time, his hands swiping across her boobs, ass, and legs as she escaped him time and time again, lingering for him to draw close before leaping away for another chase.
Finally, she decided he was ready for the real deal. She pranced away, up the steps, heading out of the water. She looked back to judge the distance, and stumbled on a step, whether accidental or slyly on purpose, as he finally caught up. His arm wrapped around her waist and lifted her off her feet. She wailed and flailed, but he overpowered her faux struggle; her dissent seemed more about giggles than gripes.
Carrying her one-armed on his hip, he hauled her to the deck. He grabbed a lounge cushion and threw it on the pavers. Lying her wiggling body on it, he gripped her ankles and spread her legs. Her rosy gash bloomed open like a morning flower, inviting pollination. That would come soon, but first a taste of the floral dew.
Bob knelt on the edge of the pad, smoothing his hands up her inner thighs, dropping his face to her vulva. His tongue swiped up and down the pink inner tissues, sucking quick nips on her 'little man'.
Lani lay a hand on his head, holding his face close to her groin, willing her mind and soul to a composure that would avoid an orgasm. Her duty was to Daddy Bob, and she wanted him to find his satisfaction first. Hers would follow on any subsequent, less hurried sessions.
He made to pull back, and she let him quit the slathering of her nether lips. She wanted to keep things going, so baited him to continue. Her voice gave off a girlish pretense of innocence.
"Daddy Bob, are you going to fuck me? What will your wife and neighbors say?"
Bob was ripe and ready, and in this moment of heat, couldn't care less about right or wrong, spouse or neighbors. His response was to shinny up her body, dragging his chest and stomach over her clitoris, until his groin was on top of hers. He pushed his lips to hers, his dew-tainted chin and cheeks transferring her musky, feminine fragrance to her face, sharing the redolent flavor. Contrary to her questions, she kissed him back with fervor, wrapping her arms around his back.
His hands slid down and cupped her damp ass cheeks, securing her hips for his imminent penetration. He took a deep breath to gather energy.
With a mighty shove, he pierced her pussy, pushing halfway in, slicing forcefully into her tight, warm channel.
She gave a surprise 'umph' at the stretch caused by his fat erection. Even though she had plenty of opportunities to judge its size, it was still a substantial male organ that was inside her cunt. He held there, letting her vaginal muscles distend around his bulky muscle. But his verve was not long for patience. He diddled a few jogs at half shaft and then completed the plunge, bumping her innermost anatomy.
She grunted again at the battering of her cervix but signaled her willingness to keep going by squashing her boobs firmer to his chest. Braced at the top, she squirmed her hips, a fake evasion move that only added stimulation to both their genitals. It seemed to work.
He stroked faster, his thrusts long and deep, quickening the pace as his ardor rose. All of the foreplay came to bear, and his cock cycles rocked their bodies.
He could not hold back any longer. His mind fogged, and with a mighty cry, which could have awakened the neighbors, he boiled his hot spunk into her womb. She held on, embracing his vibrating body, feeling the jiggles on her tits, and welcoming the warm sensation of his discharge deep inside. The body trembles ebbed off, and they lay together after that initial furor, their skins moist from latent pool water and fresh perspiration.
As Bob recovered his senses, he pressed himself up on his elbows, looking in Lani's eyes. He saw her dreamy expression; it was a major boost to his ego. Despite her acts of aversion, she had eagerly taken part in the copulation and apparently enjoyed her fucking.
Depleted Daddy Bob struggled to stand, and she quickly rose to assist, helping him wobble wearily to a chaise lounge. He lay on his back, and Lani fussed over him, using a towel to wipe the wetness from his body and hers. She laid the towel over him to avert any hasty cooling. The young, vivacious coed was totally attentive to Daddy Bob's comfort; that was her duty and obligation as his Daddy Sitter.
She retired to an adjacent lounge and lay on her side, her knees bent and her boobs lying one atop the other. She watched Daddy Bob rest, taking a little nap as he refracted his vitality. He stirred a while later, fidgeting in a dream, and she crawled to his reclined body. She reached beneath the towel, felt his tumescent manhood, lightly circled the handful of tube meat, and offered continued copulations.
"Daddy Bob? Are you ready for more?"
He opened his eyes at her genital touch and gentle voice. He saw the buxom girl kneeling next to his side. Her tits were a magnificent waking sight; how could he refuse such a delightful proposition?
"I think so. Might have to go a little slow. I'm not as young and vibrant as you, my dear."
"That's okay, Daddy Bob. You lie still and I'll take care of everything."
She made sure his prone body was situated properly on the nearly flat chaise lounge. Satisfied with his position, she whispered in his ear.
"Daddy Bob, I am very good at cowgirl style. I hope you'll let me show you how good."
Daddy Bob had no objections.
She carefully stretched a leg over him and, facing his feet, settled her bare bottom on his hips. Bob was at first a little disappointed to lose sight of her boobs. But he felt her fingers run along his cock, and the effect got him quickly hard. She lifted her ass and he saw, between the gap of her thighs, her fingers lift his cock vertically. She placed his tip to her slit and gently pressed down. She jiggled a few reverse jigs to lubricate and smooth the slow full entry. At the bottom, she wiggled a sexy ass circle, feeling him well seated.
Connection achieved, she leaned away, over his legs, folding into an almost horizontal torso pose. Pausing for effect, she twerked her ass, sliding up and down on his erection. With his cock poised toward his lower extremities, the downward tilt of her torso rubbed his corona hard on her inner flesh. It was unusual and, at first, it was uncomfortable. But several strokes into the cycle, he came around and accepted the unique sensations.
Lani had more ideas in mind. She paused and sat up while keeping him pegged in her pussy. Starting again, his full shaft was stroked by long vertical plunges. She sneaked a quick look over her shoulder as her pussy did its job. He was watching her with wide eyes, a sign he was fully engaged with the act.
She added more. Her hands lifted her blonde hair in a bunch above her head. While cycling the rhythm, she gave a chest shimmy that torqued her torso and hips. He saw the furtive side-winder views of her wobbling breasts. The body twitches also gave a twist to her vaginal canal, and it was another unusual flex on his cock. He felt like his hardon was getting harder, if that was even possible. He lay still, an electric tingle glowing throughout his body.
She changed tactics again. For the last stage of the reverse cowgirl act, she leaned back and placed herself atop his bare chest. His hands had been holding tight to the side rails of the lounge, but not anymore. He grabbed her mounded mammaries with both hands as she rocked her body on his, shallowly stroking the end portion of his erection, working to maximize the caresses on his knob.
And then she stopped.
She slid off his manhood and rolled aside off his body. His face wore an expression of distress. Surely, she couldn't leave him this way. His balls were bloated with newly pent-up sperm.
She moved her lips to his ear.
"Don't worry, Daddy Bob. That was just the overture. I've got more to show you. Will you be okay if I continue?"
His throat was so constricted he could only nod. She patted his cheek in fondness.
"I think I know how Daddy Bob feels right now; probably just like the other Daddys felt. It's going to feel even better soon."
Lani stood and this time, straddled his hips, facing forward. She gave him a saucy eyeful of shimmied boobs before raising her ass and sticking his erection full depth into her cunt. Now she leaned back again, lying face up on his legs, his down-tilted cock sliding out to only half bury.
Her hips cycled like she had before in reverse cowgirl, rubbing his knob, fully in his sight. He saw and felt the sensations on his knob, corona, and the under tucked vee. This wasn't his best view of her body, and she knew it. She worked the pose only enough to demonstrate the technique.
Using hands, legs, and especially her gym-toned abs, she righted her stance to sit atop him, returning his half shaft to full depth again. He expected her to stroke him up and down, but she had other means to build his ardor. While perched on his groin, she tensed her vaginal ring muscles, a sequential series of compressions. He felt the tremors run up and down his erection.
'Damn,' he mused, 'she's really good!'
While the tremors rolled on, Lani shimmied again. The string of core contractions had a different twist, literally, as her warm, cock-cuddling tube now performed the compression waves with added little whorls.
She heard his breathing change and knew he was close to the limit of any restraint he could hope to garner. But she had one more final act. She flopped forward, holding on to his cock with all the strength her Kegel muscles could muster. She planted her tits on his chest, moved her mouth to his ear, and nipped his earlobe before poking her stiffened tongue in his ear canal.
Moving her hips as best she could, she continued the cock strokes and heard the sound she had worked so long to earn. He moaned, then growled, and ended with a howl of satisfaction as his balls emptied and he filled her grotto with rocket shots of pearly genetic bounty. The ivory-colored ropes churned out, on and on, as he shuddered with orgasmic delight in her arms.
She lay atop him thereafter, even as his spine softened and he lay lethargic on the lounge. His hardon ebbed and she felt his flesh retreat and fall out of her cum dripping cunt. Daddy Bob had experienced a fantastic fuck, twice, but she understood they had been energy exhausting for the older man.
She waited until his breathing truly returned to a normal pace. She moved to alight his body. He reached his arms around to keep her with him. She gave her excuses in a girlish tone, replacing her squashed boobs on his chest.
"Oh, Daddy Bob. I'm sorry, but I can't spend the night. I have to rest and study my homework. And still work a shift at the Cat and Mouse Club tomorrow night. All those gentlemen are waiting to see my big tits bounce on stage while I strip. But even more, they're waiting to see them up close, just like you have, when I give them topless lap dances in the rooms backstage."
She sensed his disenchantment and kissed his forehead, cooing 'Sorry', again and again to soothe his angst. She helped him up and supported him on his shaky knees as they walked inside. In the living room, she waited and watched as he peeled off eight bills for her 7 PM to 3 AM session.
She held the wad of cash in her hand, remembering that her arrival duds were floating in the pool.
"Thank you, Daddy Bob. My clothes are outside and too wet to wear home anyway. Can I borrow a shirt?"
He found a leftover novelty shirt in the closet, some token swag from a street festival. She pulled it over her head and fluffed her blonde hair out of the collar to fall down her back. The XL T-shirt's hem was just long enough to drop below her naked ass and vulva.
The logo on the front said 'Treasure Chest', and he recalled it was a booby prize from a carnival game vendor. All in all, it seemed appropriate, straining across Lani's ample chest treasures.
After a lingering passionate kiss of farewell and thanks, Bob watched Lani's outstanding ass stride to her car in the driveway. She backed into the street and drove away.
Bob watched the old car rumble out of sight. He mused that Swetlana wouldn't be driving the old buggy for much longer. She was certain to succeed in the auto industry back in Sweden.



She would learn to dress in business-like attire but with a woman's touch: a clinched waist, with lots of exposed long legs and cleavage that would befuddle the male managers and sow distraction among the ranks. She would 'date' one or two of their lesser, but more intelligent, subordinates, adding jealousy to the mix.
And she would exploit those shrewd brainiacs, pilfering the pillow talk tip-offs which would propel her to the top floors at headquarters, admired for her insightful recommendations for car production efficiencies. Then, sooner or later, the most elite of the executives would admire her true worth in cum production efficiencies on the couches in their locked-door C-suite offices. They would want her sensual propensities close at hand for spontaneous consultations. And reward her dedication with salary, perks, and bonuses to match.
Bob found the energy to climb the stairs and crawl into bed with his wife. She awoke drowsily as the mattress tilted and his naked body settled next to her.
"Done so soon? How was she?"
"Drained my balls in only two ejaculations. But they were strong ones, and mind-blowing both times."
"Oh, I just love to hear you say that. It's money well spent. So, we can continue the Date Night Daddy Sitter 'hall passes' as a regular thing now? I was worried you might find the routine monotonous."
"Well, not yet. But you can re-book any one of the past dozens. I wouldn't mind a repeat."
"Oh, no, you don't! One and done. I can't have you getting infatuated with a little darling and running off with her. You're still mine and Betsy's for keeps, 'Daddy Bob'!"
"Okay, but maybe you could try finding a redhead with freckles next time?"
"Oh, darling. I'll check the booking website and see what's available. Redheads seem scarce on the roster and are often booked far in advance. But I'll try. Whatever makes you happy and keeps you satisfied."
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Erin was watching porn videos on her tablet, plugged into the home's wi-fi. The petite redhead heard a car pull into the driveway. The doors opened and slammed shut, and giggles of cheery adult laughter approached the front door. The key latch clicked, and the door swung open. Bob and his wife Zoey had arrived back from their Date Night dinner outing, and Bob was in a jolly mood to continue his monthly routine.
Erin shut down her video feeds and stood to greet her sitter customers. The baby sitting had gone well; the friendly little toddler Betsy had been a perfect little angel, and Erin relayed the flattering account to her mother.
Zoey knew Erin's particulars from her online profile. No one lets a stranger near their child without some vetting, and she trusted the Daddy Sitter circuit to be factious about their college-level delegates. Erin was a coed in a local veterinarian school; she had some scholarships, but it was not enough.
She tried stripping at the Cat and Mouse Club, but it wasn't as lucrative as she had imagined. Maybe it was the fact that she favored animal acts. Her costumes bore the traits of bunny rabbits, chipmunks, cats, and mice, all in good humor, but probably not titillating enough for the stuffy male audience.
A friend referred her to the outsourced Daddy Sitter gig, and it had made all the difference. Weekly trysts in the suburbs surrounding the city provided lots of opportunities for an augmented revenue stream.
Besides, she loved to be fucked, especially by experienced men. They had strength and stamina, and cash.
Bob was in a giddy mood. He had met Erin earlier when she arrived for the babysitting. His wife had found him a redhead and he had percolated all evening. His wife cooperated in amplifying his lust. She had subtly plied him for his thoughts and plans for his Daddy Sitter session later that evening. He was somewhat reserved, but each time he thought about it, he developed more notions about ways of using her body.
Now the time had arrived. But not quite yet. She stopped him when he simply started unbuttoning her blouse to expose her braless tits. Rather, she implored him to take her back to her campus residence. She had special plans for his gratification.
This was different for him; he usually got his Daddy Sitting in the safety and familiarity of his home. But he was intrigued by the promised thrills of the daring adventure and gave in.
He kissed his wife goodnight; she wished him an awesome evening. He drove freckled redhead Erin back to her dorm. She was dressed in a short plaid skirt and the rebuttoned thin white blouse.
She was obviously braless; her pebbled points forming two pokies and the hint of dark disks. The road wasn't particularly rutted, but occasionally, when they did hit a bump, the pokies hopped in Bob's peripheral vision.
At the campus dormitory, he was a proper gentleman who opened her door and gave her a hand alighting from his SUV. She led him inside, hand in hand, giving a shared wink to the front desk night resident, a sign that this was another of her favored guests.
The attendant was a little jealous. What did they have that she didn't? She thought her tits and ass were alluring, and she certainly knew how to suck and fuck. She hadn't had a Daddy Sitter booking in a couple of weeks. She needed to update her profile.
The elevator dropped them on the third floor. Down the hallway, she brought him to her apartment door. Inside, Bob discovered his redhead mate's roommate, Misty, patiently waiting in the oversized room. Daddy Bob immediately pictured a threesome orgy, the promised special plans for his gratification. At least, he hoped so.
"Daddy Bob, this is my roommate, Misty. Daddy Bob is here to spend the night with us."
Misty was an Afro-Asian mélange of dark complexion and straight black hair with cut bangs dipping to her eyebrows. She had plush lips, just the kind men craved for blowjobs. She wore a cropped tee that hung on her little pokie breasts. Her ass was trim, covered by white booty shorts that molded tight to her ass and pussy clefts. She exuded a spirit of lively fun and joy as she smiled straight into his eyes.
"Oh, goody, Daddy Bob. I love to share."
Bob was now sure it was going to be a long threesome night. And it began right away.
The girls combined to undress him. They pushed him to where he could sit naked on the edge of the only bed in the room. This campus dormitory was designated for couples, and the girls slept together in that one king-sized bed.
Without permission requested or expecting permission denied, Misty knelt to his front, prepared to provide a blowjob to get him ready. She started with tongue tip tickles on his corona, then kisses and shallow mouth suctions. Her fist followed her pouty lips as she moved back and forth along his shaft, getting deeper and deeper until he felt his knob at her tonsils. She stroked his under vee across her tongue, tickling those sensitive nerves.
Meanwhile, Erin was enacting one of her strip club routines in the confines of her room. She was swaying and turning as she fiddled with her shirt closures, opening the top down the front, one button at a time. He watched her modest cleavage revealed as the sides moved apart. She pirouetted her back to him as she played with the shirt, her hands holding it wide like a sail, slowly slipping down her back. She glanced back over her shoulder; her red hair was bundled together in an unclamped ponytail on the other side. She smiled as she continued the drawn out pose, building his anticipation for the sight of her uncovered breasts. The shirt fluttered to the floor as she turned back to give him his first eyeful of her bare boobs and nipples. A shoulder shimmy danced the chest puppies as she giggled at his eye pop.
Misty felt Daddy Bob's erection, buried in her mouth, give a quick throb of appreciation, and knew Erin had displayed the goods. But the little Asian maiden didn't stop there. Forceful head bobs got him past her tonsils and into her gullet. She swallowed, massaging his corona and getting an audible moan from her fellatio fella.
Erin's hands moved to her waist, and the skirt fell to her ankles. He hadn't been aware that she had been pantiless all evening. He realized then, even though he was bound to have eventually discovered her naked pussy and fucked it later, that she was a very daring young lady.
He gripped the black hair sprawled about his lap and, despite her resistance, dragged Misty's mouth off his cock.
Standing, he grabbed Erin's arm, swiveled her about and pressed her onto the mattress. He was primed and raring to go. He mounted her in missionary, and slid straight in, lubricated by Misty's spit and Erin's natural musk. He stroked a medium tempo, long, sluicing thrusts that raked his fat, swollen shaft against her wet, spongy vaginal tissues.
She drew his head to hers and turned his neck so she could nip his earlobe and bury her tongue tip in his ear canal.
Thus, looking sideways, he spied Misty, seated on the floor, using a chrome bullet vibrator on her pussy. She was tilting and rotating it around her full vulva, catching all the places a girl likes to have buzzed, either by dildo or tongue or both.
That compelled Daddy Bob into his macho rush. He rolled Erin on top, hugging her girlish breasts against his chest, as she twerked her ass from above, cunt stroking his upright rod. He heard Misty approach the bed, and Erin gave a flinch. She stopped stroking, and he was unaware of any reason for her faltering.
Then, he felt a tingle on his cock inside Erin's cunt and knew what was happening. Misty was wiggling the point of the bullet vibrator into Erin's ass. As she pushed the probe deeper, he felt the vibrations travel along his shaft through her perineum.
It all came together: the joy of finally booking a redhead, the tit bouncing ride, the unexpected roommate, the blowjob, the strip tease, the free use fucking, and now the added sensation of artificial vibrations from inside his fuck mate.
Every nerve in his body sparkled as he exploded inside her, shooting volumes of pent-up sperm, flooding her womb with a torrent of ball sap. His squeezed-shut eyes saw shooting stars, colorful rainbows, and all sorts of celestial wonders as he cried out his joy for life in the arms and cunt of the bodacious beauty rocking his world.
His mind coasted down from its heavenly soar, to find he was still clutched in her arms, her body shaking with sobs of joy, and tears weeping from her eyes, telling of equally enjoyed ecstasy.
Misty had removed the bullet shaft and was washing it in the ensuite bathroom sink. Daddy Bob stayed in bed, resting and refracting before the expected next sexy sensations. He closed his eyes and dreamed of what might be next. His previous plans never imagined scenarios and schemes like this and he surrendered his will to the coeds' expertise.
A while later, he felt and heard Misty beside him in the big bed; Erin was using the vibrator on the little roommate's pussy. That made him feel re-energized, and he rolled to her, pushing Erin out of the way and intertwining with the aroused minx's limbs. He gave a warning scowl at Erin, a sign that he didn't want that chrome probe jammed up his ass during their sexual romp. Turning his attention back to the girl in his arms, he pressed his real cock's knob to her wet pussy and pushed, but she was too small for a quick, smooth entry. Erin came to assist.
Her soft whispered words encouraged them to go slow, to make small moves that would facilitate the looming conjunction. She used body caresses on their bare skin, fingered their nipples to send little jolts to their groins. The third-party assistance kept Daddy Bob hard and generated wetness in Misty's nether cleft. The trio collaborated to ease his giant cock's entry into Misty's tiny pussy.
A series of small strokes in her compressed channel slowly stretched her enough to allow longer strokes. Misty felt almost painfully full. She grunted at each deep thrust and whimpered a plea to stop and rest.
But he was too far along to ease up now. Disregarding her angst, Daddy Bob ramped up the cycles. She moaned and groaned at the stiff meat thrusting again and again in her packed pussy. He neared his summit and crossed over the peak, shooting his sperm inside her. Misty gusted out a cry of elation, happy the ordeal was past.
That night, the three sex mates slept together in the one big bed; slept, that was, between multiple romps of orgy sex. Misty and Erin were not shy about deep suction kissing on the lips: Daddy Bob's and each other's faces and labia. He observed and timed his turn, watched them at their lesbian amusements, and joined at his whim to probe his cock in an opportune orifice, spurting diminishing volumes of spunk into any unused mouth or cunt.
As dawn's early light peeked through the dorm room window, Erin and Misty sat naked on the bed as Daddy Bob got dressed in his briefs, slacks, and shirt. He pulled out a roll of bills and peeled off 12 bills for Erin, covering her services from 7 PM to 7 AM. Misty looked a bit uneasy, concerned about lesser compensation for less time spent. But he was even-handed, giving her the same amount even though her time had been shorter. Her unusual tricks were something to be properly acknowledged and rewarded. She smiled happily at his largesse. The fucked-out maidens held the wads of cash in both hands, close to their laps.
Bob leaned in and gave each a sweet kiss, tasting the lingering taint of vaginal musk on their lips. The girls glanced at each other, wondering the same thing simultaneously. They spoke in unison, giving a little butt bounce where they sat and a last eyeful of jiggling titties for Daddy Bob.
"Will we see you again, Daddy Bob?"
He had one hand on the dorm room doorknob, ready to exit.
"I don't know; my wife makes the bookings. Maybe, maybe not."
"Oh, we hope so!"
He left, but before the door completely closed, he heard them giggling with joyous little quips about Daddy Bob's pussy pleasing cock poundings. At the front desk, he passed by the attendant.
"Did you have a good time?"
Daddy Bob assured her he was satisfied.
"Yeah, they're a great pair of Daddy Sitters."
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Zoey was the perfect partner to her husband Bob. It was Date Night, and she had arranged his customary special indulgence for the evening. They had met the babysitter when she arrived, and little Betsy had taken right to the college freshman. Angela was very attentive as Zoey explained Betsy's bedtime routine: a fish stick and mac and cheese dinner, a glass of milk, and a story or two read to her as she drifted off to sleep.
Angela had babysat for her neighbors back home, but this was her first gig as a Daddy Sitter in the big city college town. She had expected some direction for the follow-up events, but the parents had left without providing any further instructions for her later behavior.
Over a gourmet dinner at a new local bistro, Zoey kept up a regular chatter about Bob's thoughts for the later evening. He was cagey at best, not quite sure how to handle the angelic blonde waiting for him in his living room. She was petite, yet buxom, and her rosy cheeks crinkled when she smiled. His cock was already tingling with anticipation, and he wasn't being reticent with his wife. He really didn't know how the night would pan out.
All he could think about was the shipping cartons with the cautionary labels: 'Handle With Care'. He resolved to make Angela's first Daddy Sitting something good for her, even though it was meant to be mostly good for him.
They drove home, still in restive silence. Date Night was for him, complete with a 'hall pass'. Zoey decided to let him percolate his thoughts quietly.
Angela was seated on the couch, facing away from the entrance. She turned as they entered, knowing that her second phase of the evening was nigh upon her. Zoey made quick work of her goodnight to her man. She buzzed his cheek with a kiss and winked at Angela as she ascended the stairs to the upstairs master bedroom.
Bob watched her go and then turned his attention to Angela. She stood from the couch and faced him. He surveyed her again, confirming the facts that he had registered on their first meeting and that filled his thoughts from then until now. She was barefoot, her shoes left at the entrance door upon her earlier arrival. Her slim legs rose to disappear in a pink skirt that hugged her slim hips, a small waist belt, and a white buttoned blouse that hung loose on her chest.
"Angela, I'm so happy you're here. Do you need anything to eat or drink before we start?"
"No, sir. I ate with Betsy, and I had a soda while I waited."
"Good. And, my dear, please call me Daddy Bob tonight."
"Yes, sir... er, Daddy Bob."
"Fine, you seem to be a fast learner. I understand this is your first time as a Daddy Sitter?"
She nodded her head, waving her blonde hair across her shoulders.
"Okay, well, let's sit and talk a little."
He took her hand and settled her next to him on the couch.
"First, are you a virgin?"
She thought it was an intimate question, but then, she was here to entertain physically Daddy Bob, so it wasn't that far out of place. She bashfully answered his curiosity.
"No, I had a boyfriend back home. We did it a few times, but he broke up with me. He said I didn't know how to really please him."
Daddy Bob nodded reflectively. It had probably been a vanilla missionary position routine, with little foreplay or kink. She would have insisted on darkness and been herself rigged out in full underwear and body coverings. Even tonight, for a known sex assignment, she seemed overdressed.
"A man wants his companion to be outgoing, a little flirty, implying that she wants him to like her enough to get intimate."
He plucked the top button of her blouse, pulled the next button forward, and looked down at her cleavage. She was wearing a normal bra, not even a push-up style. He suspected she was wearing a full cut panty, not even a thong. Well, it was her first Daddy Sitting; he would coach her along with suggestions for her next dozen or so bookings.
"You're wearing too many clothes. Let's remove the blouse and keep going from there."
He continued the unbuttoning, opening it down to her waist. The fronts moved aside, and he got a better view of her harnessed tits. She kept her hands braced beside her thighs on the cushions, watching him do the deed.
He pulled the tails from her waist and slid the sleeves down her arms. She lifted her hands to help him slide them off. He deposited the top behind the couch, out of reach. She sat with her breasts covered by the lacy brassiere, her hands now in her lap.
Bob cupped her left boob over the lace and kneaded the flesh. She looked at his handling of her breast without reaction. He wanted a sexier setup.
He gently leaned her forward and unclasped the back strap. The uncovering was smooth, another assist with the arms, and it joined the blouse behind the couch. His thumb circled one pale pink nipple and then the other. The nubs were already pebbled, a sign of her nervousness under the handling by this older man. Bob judged her modest tits might allow a boob fuck, but just barely.
"Angela, you have very nice tits. I am going to enjoy showing you how to use them to make me happy. But first, let's get you familiar with me."
He unbuckled his belt, zipped down, arched his back, and swept his pants and briefs off his ankles; they joined the gathering pile of discarded clothes. His semi-erect cock sprang up and bobbed a few times while he settled his butt back on the cushion.
"Go ahead, Angela, touch it."
Her hand moved tentatively. Impatient with her hesitancy, he held her wrist and brought it closer. Her index finger touched the knob. He used his other hand to show her how to curl her fingers around the shaft. Her little hand barely made the full circle. His heartbeat throbbed the veins in her hand. He moved her palm up and down the shaft. It became fatter and longer.
"Take off your skirt, please."
She let go and stood, skimming down her bottom. It exposed her undies, and as Bob had suspected, they were standard issue, no sexiness intended.
He threw an accent pillow on the floor between his feet.
"Kneel here in front of me."
She complied and looked up at him with her angelic face. Her hand returned with an afterthought to hold the meat rod before her face.
"Touch is one thing, taste is another. Hold the shaft and kiss the knob."
This was one of the things that had led Angela's boyfriend to break up with her: her reluctance to give him oral sex. She had noted it with her handlers on her Daddy Sitter circuit induction. She was told her only right of refusal was anal. Her other two orifices were fair game, along with any other manual stimulations requested.
She leaned forward, pursed her lips, placed a smooch on the tip of the knob, and quickly backed away an inch or two. She knew what was coming next.
"That was pretty quick, honey. Hold the kiss a little longer."
She did, letting her lips dwell on half the knob's conical bulb.
"A little more, my dear."
She descended until her lips encircled the circumcised skin beyond the corona. Her jaws were propped open, her teeth held away.
"Nice. Now lick it like an ice cream cone."
Angela withdrew his cock from her mouth. She held the shaft near its base and extended her tongue. The raspy surface swiped along the upper half. When she lapped at his under vee, the stiff meat jumped in her hand when those nerves were lit up. She heard his low, short moan of excitement; she had discovered that sensitive area.
Bob knew she was new at this, and continuing would be delightful, but there was more to explore.
"Sometimes, daddies like their Daddy Sitters to cuddle their daddy's cock with their boobs. Let's try that."
He cupped her chin and drew her up until her tits were level with his cock. His hands pressed their sides, forming a tight valley between the round, fleshy masses. She understood the implication and leaned in. He relaxed the press and let her pose her middling boobs around his upright erection. Then he pressed them together again. His cock was cuddled to her nubile chest.
It was a bit awkward, but she managed to slide her skin up and down his erection. Bob set the pace, slow and middle length. It wasn't the best he'd experienced, but she tried, and that was enough for now.
"Come, sit here beside me again."
He twisted her sideways after she was seated, leaned her back, aligning her body along the couch, her feet towards him. His hands skimmed her panties off her legs. Those also went over the back of the couch to the floor.
He spread her thighs slightly apart. He needed to test her tightness, and his middle finger slipped past her labia and entered her cunt up to two knuckles deep. Her head was tilted forward on an accent pillow, and she watched down her body as Daddy Bob fingered her cunt.
She took that easily, and he pulled it back. He added his index finger and probed again. It was snugger with the second digit, but she only frowned at the insertion. It was about the amount of her previous boyfriend. He saw her first indication of limits.
Then he used three digits, adding the ring finger. She frowned harder and squirmed her hips. That seemed to be her comfort limit. Too bad, Daddy Bob was at least three fingers thick and probably more.
He turned to pose above her and moved his hips between her thighs, forcing them wider. He braced on forearms and elbows, holding his weight aloft of her fragile form.
She acquiesced to her entrapment beneath his looming bulk. He placed his knob at her tested opening. Her little girl's voice fretted about his size.
"Please be gentle, Daddy Bob. I'm not a virgin, but you are very big."
He remembered his mental image of the box label, 'Handle With Care', but he was hyper-eager, dying to get into the adorable little girl's pussy. But he resolved to do his best to be a gentleman daddy.
He went slow and gentle, inserting the knob and pausing. He saw her frown of discomfort.
"Angela... little angel... is that too much?"
She found her voice and squeaked out an obligatory positive.
"No, Daddy Bob, it's okay."
He pressed again, gaining half shaft, and paused again.
"Okay?"
This time, he saw that her jaw was clenched and her eyes were squeezed shut. She could only nod. He decided to make a swift plunge and get her past any temporary angst.
He reared back and rammed himself into her, hearing her cry of distress as he stretched her to the fullest extent. He felt her warm snugness and basked a while in the soft snuggle. Thereafter, he was kindhearted but vigorous, feeling her wet channel slicking his knob and corona. He watched her hips ricocheting against his bumps on her groin, and her tits vibrating to her body shakes. The runup to this fucking had his ego racing, and he was ready to find its finish.
Hugging her tightly, he pressed deep and felt his spunk surge from his balls to the tip of his cock as his whole body convulsed in a massive orgasm.
Angela felt the flood of sperm in her vaginal cavity and was amazed at the volume. It was much more than she had ever received from her former boyfriend. She held on with arms and locked ankles while Daddy Bob's body ebbed out of his orgasmic tremors.
He wearily lifted off of her and sat near her feet, surveying the little blonde lass that had just given him so much pleasure. And he knew he wanted more.
"Did I do okay? Did I please you the way a Daddy Sitter should?"
"You did very well, my dear. Let's keep going. I want to fuck you some more. Let's go upstairs where we can use a bed."
He stood and leaned over, cradling her in a two-armed carry. He ascended the stairs, no trouble at all with the light load. She hugged his neck, her cheek against his shoulder.
In the guest bedroom, he lay her on the bed. She was limp and docile, letting him pose her sideways on the mattress. He gripped her ankles and rolled her on her stomach, pulling her legs to hang over the edge. She looked back over her shoulder as he spread her thighs and posed his tip at her pussy. Gripping her hips, he pushed and entered her slippery channel, finding her cervical barrier with his knob. She looked forward and braced her arms up, gripping handfuls of the sheets.
He rocked back and forth, thrusting in and out, the force of his strokes rocking her body and swaying her chest and its suspended boobs. Her nipples brushed the sheet and sent tipples to her clitoris.
His cock nerves were gaining their maximum stimulation, and his scrotum tightened, prepared to burst forth another jet of spunk in the welcoming receptacle of her cunt. He wanted to hold out, extend the feelings, but his resistance fell away, and he howled his delight as the ivory pearls fired from the tip of his knob. He continued his strokes through the ejaculations, ramming her little pussy to his selfish pleasure.
She collapsed in exhaustion.
He hovered over her body, then slumped and leaned forward, bracing his arms on the mattress, still pegged in her pussy. He nuzzled her neck as his hardon deflated after its manly duty.
He cuddled her in his arms as she slept beside him through the night. In the morning, he towed her to the bathroom for a refreshing shower. He recognized that she had not climaxed during any of their fucking. Always the gentleman with his Daddy Sitters, he fingered her cunt as she leaned back under the warm spray. She closed her eyes as he worked her clitoris and rewarded her with a finger bang orgasm. It wasn't the best he had ever done, but she seemed satisfied to be given the intimate attention.
Her delicate body still aroused him. With a final burst of ego and energy, he pinned her to the tile wall and fucked her standing up. I was the last one he would be able to manage, and drained his lust for the petite blonde darling.
Again, as a caring gentleman, he set up the douche bag and probed her vaginal grotto with the blunted end of the hose to flush away the dregs of his spunk.
Downstairs, she retrieved her clothes and dressed, excepting only her panties. He claimed those as his souvenir. A call to Uber, a wad of cash, and a kiss in farewell were his final interactions with his latest Daddy Sitter.
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Bob sat on the living room couch, little toddler Betsy on his lap. He was reading to her before her bedtime. It was one of a dozen books she regularly asked for: The Little Red Hen. He would read a page and turn to the next, and wait. If he didn't start reading right away, Betsy would prompt him from memory. She knew the story by heart: lazy animal characters that wouldn't help the Mother Hen make food but were eager to eat it after the fact.
She was getting drowsy now and Bob carried the sleepy child to her bedroom upstairs. He loved his little one so much and couldn't imagine a life without his family.
But Bob was also a middle-aged man with manly desires. Back down stairs, he returned to his spot on the sofa. His was a funky mood at the moment, ruing his broken schedule. It was supposed to be Date Night but the babysitter had canceled. So there went his evening out with his wife Zoey, and, more disappointingly, his follow-on encounter with the same young lass as his Daddy Sitter.
He heard Zoey rummaging in the kitchen. Then silence, except for whispered footsteps approaching on the carpet. He paid no attention, thinking Zoey had returned to invite him to join her for a dine-in supper.
He felt her hands on his shoulders and turned his neck. Her face came to his as she leaned in and kissed him tenderly and hard, all at the same time.
He turned more and caught a glimpse of super boosted cleavage. Now that had his attention. He twisted in his seat to find his wife decked out in flirtatious glamour.
Her brown, wavy hair was coiffed in a sexy, jumbled bun on top of her head. The gathered tendrils stuck out here and there, implying a hasty setting that unveiled her neck and the gold hoop earrings. Her face was made up with stage-worthy dark eye cosmetics, her cheeks rosy, and her red-painted lips framed her open-mouth 'come hither' smile that showed brilliantly white teeth.
She stood on tall heels, with legs exposed to mid-thigh by her clinched-waist, bodycon dress. The top portions of her large, round breasts were boosted high on her chest by the bandeau-style dress. She was standing with her bare arms stretched behind, her fingers intertwined to ease the stance.
"So, Daddy Bob, can I be your Daddy Sitter tonight?"
Bob just stared at the vision of his wife as a glamour model. They were always so busy, and the coed Daddy Sitters had been her way of keeping his love fires burning through the weeks and months of their laborious daily lives. Until their work lives allowed a long vacation, tonight would serve as a refresher on marital bliss.
She led him to the kitchen, where the dinette was elegantly set with crystal, ceramic plates, and tall lit candles. He noted that the food was already served, his plate piled with the familiar family fare that Daddy Bob loved so well: fish sticks, mac and cheese, and complemented with a fine white wine.
They sat and ate sedately, Bob engrossed in the beauty displayed on the other side of the table. It reminded him of their earliest dates, low-budget events as they scrounged out a living while growing their nascent careers. He also remembered the hot nights of robust sex that had drawn him to marry the vibrant young coed he had met on campus.
Finished with the main course, he leaned back in his chair. She offered a suggestion.
"How about a special dessert?"
"Sure."
She smoothly reached behind and unfastened the clasp at the top of the zipper. There was a notable easing of the tension across her chest. A quick, short zip loosened the bodice further. Her hands returned to roll down the top and expose her generous breasts with their wide, brown areolae. Her coltish smile added to her invitation.
"How about feasting on these?"
Bob needed no other prompting. She watched as he rose and came around the table. His hand cupped the left boob, and he took a long, tongue-playing kiss from his glamorous wife.
Then he took her hand and led her to the living room, to the end of the couch. She shucked off her dress, leaving her body bare from head to heels.
Seated on the arm, she pulled him close by his belt and undid the buckle. The button and zip exposed his briefs, packed with a growing erection. She slid his pants down, returned, and slid down his briefs. She handled the tumescent shaft; it grew in her hand. He looked down at her bare breasts, jostling gently between her arms as she stroked his cock. He was hard, and before he could react with his own moves, she leaned back, planting her torso on the cushions, with her cunt propped high on the couch arm. She pulled him to her saddle and encouraged him.
"Come on, Daddy Bob. Fuck me!"
She maneuvered his tip to her labia. Any further invitation was unnecessary; he plowed into her juicy cunt. She wrapped her legs around his waist and tightened his entrapment. He took the cue and stroked and thrust inside his wife. She rocked and twisted her hips, her tits rolling across her back tilted chest. He saw the look of delight on her face, and his ego swelled with the thought that he was pleasing the most important woman in his life.
It was enough, after a few days of her strange avoidance of intimacy with him, to feed his verve and bring on his rapid rise to orgasm. He spewed inside her cunt, the sperm pooling deep in her womb as shot after shot exited his knob.
She whimpered a small sound of satisfaction. He withdrew his dwindled manhood where he stood. She rotated her ass off the couch arm and onto the cushions. He moved around to sit next to her. She leaned her head on his shoulder and placed her hand on his sticky appendage. He put an arm over her shoulder and cupped the available far tit. They cuddled in the afterglow.
She was ready for more.
"Shall we do it again? Please?"
How could he decline such an amicable offer? He accepted with a kiss on her lips.
She rose and took his hand, leading him behind the couch. She faced the sofa, her back to him. He came behind her, his hands circling to cup her tits. She leaned back and twisted her neck, catching his mouth with hers, a gentle but passionate kiss. Her hands held his against her boobs as he kneaded the soft orbs. He felt his cock grow between her legs and judged the time had come.
She leaned over the sofa back, boosting her ass high and presenting her underlying pussy for penetration. Looking back over her shoulder, she saw him shuffle into position and drive his cock home. She squirmed a small rotation, aiding the slick entry.
He hammered her cunt, long, rapid thrusts that worked their magic. Too soon, he peaked and spewed. She moaned with happiness, feeling his discharge join with its prior share in her deep receptacle.
Lying calm and happy, she waited out his withdrawal. But the night was still young, and she had more to give. Taking his hand, she led him upstairs to their master bedroom.
She undressed him completely and pushed him into bed. Crawling in beside him, she cuddled to his side. She knew he wasn't ready yet, but caressed his body in foreplay. He returned the touches, and they lovingly saw to the other marital partner's arousal.
Eventually, he stiffened, and she increased her efforts to gain another measure of his genital largess. Neither was energetic enough to be on top, so they shuffled together in side saddle. Wiggles and giggles worked to match the interlocking parts, and the slow, gentle fucking took a long time but eventually brought about the culmination of their desires. She joined him this time in ecstasy, clinging to his vibrating body as her pussy tingled with the electric sparkles.
----------
Zoey lay in high spirits next to her lightly snoring husband, a finger tracing down his cheek to his strong chin.
She could feel his pool of sperm in her innermost cavity and snuggled closer to her man. A sly smile of satisfaction crossed her face, and she lay contented.
----------
And the race was on. The swarm of bobble-headed XY-chromosome packets flagellated their long, threadlike tails, competing against all others to be the first and only one that plowed through the distant ova's outer membrane and fertilized it into becoming the next human being. Hundreds of Daddy Bob's 'little swimmers' were fully engrossed in the rivalry. It was Mother Nature's astute plan that only the strongest one survived the day and triumphed to continue the reproduction cycle into the next generation. And the winner was... we can never be sure, but its DNA would be preserved by the next generations of his bloodline.
----------
Zoey had promoted this evening's special race with two cancellations. The coed Daddy Sitter hadn't really cancelled; she simply had not booked her.
The second cancellation had been planned a little longer; she had stopped taking her contraceptives over the past several months.
If all went well, by this time next year, Betsy would celebrate her third birthday as a big sister. And Daddy Bob would become an even happier husband and daddy with a bigger family.
In the intervening time, as the little person grew inside her womb, Zoey decided that Daddy Bob would require increased attention. She would double up his Date Night Daddy Sittings to a bi-weekly schedule to compensate for her other duties as a blossoming mother.



        

  
    Daddy Sitter Ch. 06
  
  Daddy Sitter Ch. 06

        Daddy Bob with sitter Celia.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/daddy-sitter-ch-06

Title: Daddy Sitter Ch. 06

Author: bhuff

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: Daddy Bob with sitter Celia.

Tags: sidesaddle, cubana, bsiness trip, boobs, missionary, lock down, hurricane, blowjob, pussy, doggie

Series: Daddy Sitter


Bob was almost done with his business trip to South Florida. The corporate sales meetings had gone an extra day; the client was harder to convince, but the extra efforts proved worthwhile when the orders were double the anticipated amounts.
He was anxious to get home. He hadn't seen his pregnant wife for a week, and, even better, it was nearing his bi-weekly Date Night 'hall-pass'. But now fickle Mother Nature had her weather messing with his Zen. An offshore hurricane was barreling towards the coast and threatening Tampa; the airport was shut down, and all flights were cancelled.
A highway curfew prevented him from being able to drive out of the danger zone to catch a flight elsewhere. Besides, he checked the other airports, and all the other southeastern regional flights were booked out with long lists of standbys. Everybody seemed to have thought like him, but sooner.
There was a very small mitigation in his favor; his company had sprung for a three-room suite, and at least he had some extra indoor space and freedom to roam around while waiting out the storm. The room service supper dregs were on the platters piled haphazardly atop the service cart pushed next to the door. He looked over the TV channel selections and found a couple of porn channel offerings. It looked like he was in for a Date Night with his hand, facilitated by the complimentary bathroom body lotion.
And that was how he was ready to occupy the evening. He was propped up naked on bed pillows and had his accessories gathered on the sheets next to him: lotion, spare cleanup towel, TV channel changer, and his left hand ready to provide some relief.
The wind and rain were howling against the hurricane-resistant glass windows when there was a knock on the door. Over the outside noise, he thought he heard a muffled call, probably 'room service', but indistinct.
Grabbing the cleanup towel, he wrapped his waist and shuffled to the door. He peeked through the spy hole to see a brunette forehead in the hallway. He turned the safety bolt and pried the door open a crack to investigate his caller, asking her intention at this hour.
"Hi. Do you want the food cart back?"
Without a word, she pushed forcefully on the door, moving it inward and Bob along with it. She grabbed the service table handle and hauled the mobile counter into the hallway, twisting it to lie the short width along the wall. Her hand never left the doorknob, and she recrossed the threshold, closing the door and resetting the deadbolt and chain.
Bob had one hand clasping the tuck on his towel and the other in a defensive pose in front of him. His mind was somewhere between consternation and concern.
"Hello? What's this all about?"
The girl did look a bit familiar. He slowly recalled her as the front desk receptionist when he had returned late this afternoon.
She had been friendly and apologetic, explaining that the hotel would stay open through the hurricane emergency and he could extend his stay as necessary, but local restaurants were mostly closed due to short staff who were attending to their own homes during the emergency.
The hotel's kitchen would be available for room service, but no dining room seating, again, a lack of adequate staff.
He took a longer look at his intruder. She was young, maybe 20-ish. The commercial blue skirt and blazer uniform was narrow at the waist and bloomed outward to lay enticingly over her chest and hips. She was a half foot shorter than his barefoot height, even with her medium high heels. Her brown hair and almond eyes were set off by her high-cheek-bone face.
Considering the locale, he presumed a Cuban heritage.
"I'm sorry, sir. I can see you're surprised at my bold intrusion, so let me explain."
He lowered his guard a little, curious about her behavior and the impending explanation.
"Okay, go ahead."
She took a deep breath to ease her own tensions at the abrupt entry.
"I'm a coed at the university nearby. I work at the hotel part-time for pocket money. My shift was almost over tonight when my other side hustle handlers called. It seems your wife is concerned for your health and well-being, stuck here all alone in the hurricane."
"Well, I just spoke to her an hour ago and told her I'd be fine."
"Yes, that was about when I got the call. She booked me for you."
Bob started to understand the situation, but he let the young lady continue her spiel.
"Daddy Bob, my name's Celia, and I'll be your Daddy Sitter for the night, or longer, as conditions warrant. Is that okay with you?"
His dick twitched at the revelation. His little man was wholly in agreement, and so was the rest of Daddy Bob. But a little friskiness to set the scene would be good to establish roles. He stepped closer to her and plucked at the blazer button. It loosened the stretch across her boobs.
"Well, I don't know. What do you have to offer?"
Celia was no slouch. She took the initiative to respond actively to his query. She shrugged off the jacket and unbuttoned the white blouse from top to bottom. He was intrigued that no bra cup connecting band appeared between the inner slopes of her boobs.
She shrugged again, and the blouse fell over her shoulders and down her arms.
Her exposed breasts were full, round, and had a bronze hue like the rest of her upper body. Apparently, she wasn't shy about nude beach sunbathing; there were no tan lines evident. It must be part of her handlers' counsel for a Daddy Sitter. There was no noticeable boob sag, but she cupped them in both hands anyway, not that anything further was needed to seal the deal. Her broad brown nipples were elevated and proudly presented for inspection.
"For starters, how about these? They're your fun bags to play with all night. You can squeeze, pinch, knead, kiss, lap, or bite. And if we think of more things, you can do that, too. Please, Daddy Bob, can I stay?"
Bob was inclined to agree. Actually, his cock had hardened quite a bit, and the head was peeking out of the incomplete overfold of his towel. Celia saw the little Peeping Tom below his waist. Her hand pushed into the gap and gently grasped the hidden shaft. His dark curly bush above the muscular tube came into view.
"Is this mine to play with tonight? I hope so. It sure looks yummy; can I have a taste?"
Daddy Bob didn't need to respond; the question was rhetorical and she wasn't waiting for permission. Squatting on her heels, her lips kissed the tip, and her tongue tip tickled the nook as his pubic hairs tickled her nose. That was the moment when both adults in the room knew, unspoken, that their mutually consensual night had begun.
Daddy Bob dropped his grip on the towel, and it melted off his naked body. His view of Celia's chest from above was awe-inspiring, even as her head blocked his view of it when she swallowed his whole erection. But on the retreats, he saw that when her body moved, her tits danced a delightful mammary salsa for his arousal benefit.
She backed off after demonstrating a sample of her oral skills.
"Let's get you comfy and back to what you were doing when I interrupted."
Topless Celia led him to the bed. She moved the lotion to the bedside stand and lay him slightly askew, propped again on his pillows for easy viewing of the dual fellatio. Crawling over his left leg, she looked back at the paused TV porn show and hit 'resume' on the remote. 'BJ Babes' continued their oral pixelations as she took up the real thing.
Bob watched the horny babes suck some actor's cock on the screen, and Celia sucking his real cock in his bed. Her head bobbed. Her loose tits were saddled over his thigh, while a palm cupped his ball sack. Her lips slurped. His erection got harder.
It had been a long day of tense negotiations, and he had been away from his wife for too long. His rise happened quickly, and, for whatever reason, he voiced a warning to his half-naked room guest.
"Daddy's gonna' cum!"
She quickly looked at his scrunched-up face and then plunged his knob down her throat. He joined the TV stud in spewing pent-up spunk in the willing mouth as both babes, here and onscreen, moaned during the multiple shots.
Celia stayed on his cock, swallowing the bits of sperm that had escaped their direct route to her tummy. She watched his face again, judging his détente from the orgasm. She leaned up, posing in a way that gave him a proud view of her bare boobs.
"Daddy Bob, was that a good start? Did you like that?"
Bob found his voice and told her she had done well. With a smile, she alighted from the bed and slipped off her skirt, revealing a sexy satin thong. She climbed back into bed beside him and pulled the sheets over their bodies.
Celia laid naked next to Daddy Bob after that initial blowjob had cooled his urgency. He seemed in a more controlled mood. She wanted their time together to be enjoyable for him, but would take advantage of this sturdy man to gain some pleasure for herself if possible. Real telepathy may be a myth, but sex mates close together sometimes had the same thoughts percolate simultaneously.
Bob needed little refraction before his next use of Celia's body. But he wanted it to last longer. He slid down the bed and posed between her legs. The thong must go, and he pulled it off her hips and over her ankles. He found that she kept her pussy shaved smooth, like a good girl should. It was an invitation for a manly taste. His face moved to the space between her upper thighs. He gingerly tongue tickled the tempting wedge of genital flesh. She responded with a whimpered coo of acceptance.
He dove closer and roughly lapped at the inner pink issues. She cooed louder, an encouragement for him to continue. So, he did. His tongue rasped the sides of her pussy lips. Her hands fell softly on his head, not a forceful hold, just a loving touch.
But Bob moved on, lifting his head to slide up her body. He paused at her belly button, dipping his tongue tip there. The act made her curl her torso as the tingle shot to her already excited clitoris.
Her nipples awaited his oral caresses, but not for long. His mouth caught each in turn, a kiss, a suckle, and a toothy nip. Her fun bags, or maybe it was his fun bags, as she had called them. He couldn't remember which. It didn't matter. He continued.
He could see her face now and moved his face to hers: a bijou cheek rub, a smooch, and a tongue-lashed deep kiss. In this position, his cock had found the space between her thighs, and the knob touched her pussy. But he wasn't finished exploring her body.
He leaned up and knee walked forward, bringing his hips to her chest. His engorged cock lay in the valley of her tits, a perfect place for a boob cuddle. He used his hands to press the soft flesh around his shaft. Celia took the hint and replaced his hands with hers.
He held the headboard as he sawed his erection through the warm tunnel. When the knob touched her chin, she leaned her mouth down and, on the following cycles, kissed the available tip. After a few strokes, he moved higher, leaving the cleavage massage. She opened her mouth, and he drove forward.
This time, he controlled the strokes and ran his cock in random deep thrusts, half penetrations, and shallow pauses for her to suckle the knob and corona.
It was time, and he moved his hips back to her hip cradle. His cock was wet, and she was totally stimulated by all the body caresses. He took a breath and punched in to the sound of her 'umph' of surprise and pleasure.
The foreplay had him raring to rumble. He made long, rapid strokes, deep penetrations that scrubbed his knob inside her and banged her clitoris at the bottom of the thrusts. She was twisting and wrenching her body beneath him, hugging onto her Daddy Bob with arms and legs. It built his ego to the point of bursting.
He leaned up, thrust deep, and felt the ejaculate rush up his cock and pour out into her cozy womb. She rocked in her own orgasmic tremors, glad to meld his satisfaction with her own. They slumped together, a passionate kiss of gratitude for a mutual job well done. Time passed as they first decoupled and then lay cuddling in the afterglow.
The sweat-soaked pair dozed and awoke hours later. They tumbled from the bed and toddled together to the bathroom. Daddy Bob started the shower and drew his Daddy Sitter into the steaming cabana. They soaped and rinsed each other, broad skin swipes that cleaned their skin and lit anew a passionate verve. Celia's handled his cock as he diddled her cunt lips. It was a shared message that more fucking was imminent. He grasped both boobs and pressed her back to the shower wall. The warm spray drenched their bodies. She lifted a leg, pressing her thigh to his waist. Her hand moved his knob to her spread open pussy.
He drove in, pushing her body hard against the tiles. His hammering hips lifted her off the one braced foot every time he punched in. She clung to his neck and let him run the course until he called out and spewed. They slumped to their knees, a passionate kiss before a final cleansing.
The towels felt warm and fluffy as they dried and returned to the main room, plopping naked onto the upholstered sofa to regain a sense of calm. They watched TV, local channels that kept interrupting their regular broadcasts for storm updates. It appeared that the path of the hurricane had shifted course, and the eye would not be a direct hit.
With all the broadcast disruptions, they turned their attention back to porn channels. A video caught their mood and they dwelled on that sex sequence. Celia moved to sit on Daddy Bob's lap, her back leaning against his chest so he could handle her fun bags to his delight.
He watched the show and, with his Daddy Sitter cuddled in his lap, his cock swelled. She noted the growth and repositioned her ass to allow him entry into her pussy.
Celia rotated her butt in a flat circle, using his erection like a spoon to stir her vaginal juices. The motions rubbed his corona on her sides, and she felt his cock swell larger inside. Paying notice to the actors on screen, she paused and resumed, drawing out the stimulations to match the actors' ardor.
As they rose to the culmination, she squeezed and rotated quicker, hearing Daddy Bob's breathing build to his peak.
She was a very talented Daddy Sitter and succeeded in bringing forth his shots of spunk just in time for the money shot of the actor's cum peppering the face of his actress. Daddy Bob's cum dribbled from her cunt as she sat up and pulled off. It would stain the couch cushions and be noted later by the housemaids. They would take cell phone pictures and gossip later during their breaks, comparing and competing for bragging rights about the sizes of the habitual residues.
But for now, the pair returned to the comfort of the sheeted bed. They cuddled and lightly played with each other's naked skin.
The wind grew fiercer, battering rain and small bits of debris against the windows. A lightning strike flashed, highlighting low, angry clouds. Another flash hit close by, and the lights flickered and died. The quickly following thunder crash had the scared bedmates scrambling to the floor. They hugged in fear, but as the pseudo-danger passed, the closeness of their bodies changed their attitudes. They engaged in gentle petting, kissing faces, caressing the warm skin of arms, backs, asses, and boobs.
The swirling tempest moved off, becoming less menacing. Their ardor, on the other hand, was energized by the fright, and now reinforced itself in a coordinated intertwining of limbs. His cock knob prodded her cunt lips, and she spread her thighs in response. He slipped into her moist channel.
Daddy Bob fucked his Daddy Sitter. They no longer had thoughts of the rainy storm outside; all that mattered was the rousing sex inside. The darkness obscured their sight, but their other senses were heightened: smell, touch, and taste. Rocking her ass, she aided his rise and got her own passions kindled.
He slowed and steadied his rhythm, short half strokes that jittered his corona vee along her slick inner tissues. She felt his change, and rather than rocking, she rolled her hips down and held low, pressing her clitoris to his moving pubis. She gained her own stimulus as she let him use her body for his self-absorbed stimulation.
The close connection soothed their souls, easing some of the anxiety generated by the fury outside the hotel walls.
When they were both as ready as they would ever be, the mutual orgasmic tremors were a wonderful counterplay to the dire hurricane fury whipping about the outside of the hotel. His flow of seminal fluid filled Celia's cunt and heart with the pride of a duty well done. Daddy Bob's due pleasure was being satisfied by her cooperation.
In the darkness, they lay huddled together, clinging to each other through the fret of the absent electrical power. Then the lights reappeared, and in a happy humor, they climbed back on the bed, cuddling in the afterglow of the shared ecstasy.
Time moved on, and the pair engaged in many more bouts of copulation. Their sexual hunger waxed and waned, but their nutritional hunger grew. Throughout the next day and night, room service delivered food to fuel their passions. Knowing most of the staff, Celia was unabashed about answering the door nude. She inevitably met jealous expressions, both male and female, at her good fortune in finding creative entertainment to alleviate the boredom of the storm shutdown.
The wind only whispered now, and the sun was breaking through the early clouds, lighting the top-floor suite with its call back to the everyday world. Flight operations had resumed, and, sadly, it was time for Bob to return to his midwestern home.
Daddy Bob and Celia lounged in the bed, sprawled among the crumbled and cum stained sheets. Later this morning, he would transfer to the airport. They played at each other's genitals, but the days of sucking, fucking, and cumming had them drained of any lingering lust.
They showered together, a sudsy playtime without any sexually conclusive results. Daddy Bob's bags were packed and he was dressed for airline travel. Celia had only to redon her hotel uniform outfit. Her panties were forfeit, hidden away in his luggage as a souvenir. The last room service breakfast was consumed with gusto by the famished, fucked out pair, becoming nothing but scraps and crumbs.
Bob's limo transport was waiting at the front lobby. Celia informed her manager that she would see that Bob made it safely to his flight. Bob told the driver to stop at a branch of his bank. He went inside and returned with a fat envelope. He handed it to Celia, who found a large stack of 100s, the standard hourly fee of a Daddy Sitter.
In her gratitude, she told the driver to close the privacy screen and suckled Daddy Bob's worn-out cock all the way to the airport. He managed to cum one last time down her deep throat as they entered the departures drop off. She bid him farewell as he crawled out of the backseat. The limo driver dropped his luggage at the curb.
Daddy Bob saw his Daddy Sitter give a final wave of thank you as the door closed and the town car pulled away, returning her to her college campus dorm.
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Michelle stood quietly at the back of the elevator as it rose midway up the skyscraper tower. She was dressed in flirty business attire: high thigh pencil skirt, white blouse, and a charcoal wool blazer. Her three male co-passengers had furtively ogled her generous cleavage and fine ass the whole way up from the ground floor lobby, with back glances and mirror reflections.
The annunciator dinged, and Michelle, after a polite and unresponsive 'excuse me', pushed forward past them into the upper floor lobby. They feigned crowding, but the cabin was large enough for several more people. They simply wanted to feel the buxom brunette brush her body against them. Her soft, unfettered breasts were compressed against them at the tight passage. As the elevator doors slowly slid shut, she bent forward to adjust a high heel strap, wiggling her ass. The skirt rode up her ass cheeks, flashing her pussy-molding white satin thong as a final taunt to the pathetic voyeurs.
She arrived at her former office, Gulf Drilling Services, where she had tendered her resignation just a few weeks ago. She hadn't called ahead, wanting to surprise her previous supervisor with her good news. A pert young blonde occupied her former place of honor as his secretary; the newbie called to Arthur, the corporate VP, and announced Michelle's presence.
"Send her straight in," was the intercom reply.
Michelle knew the way and opened the double door portal to Arthur's corner office on the 20th floor. She always enjoyed viewing the Houston cityscape below with its hustle and bustle of traffic and daily duties. Far in the distance were the seashore beaches, off to the left, the Ship Channel port with its loading cranes and stacks of shipping containers.
He stood behind his desk. His sleeves were rolled up, showing his muscled forearms. A broad chest and a narrow waist and hips characterized the rest of his tall physique. She knew Arthur to be a powerful man, both in business and in bed.
He smiled broadly as he approached her across the spacious office. They exchanged bijou cheek kisses and held each other's hands. He scanned her up and down, dressed in her tailored blazer, blouse, and skirt. She was wearing daytime makeup, and her hair smelled of expensive perfume.
"So, what have I done to deserve a return visit from my most favorite ever secretary?"
"Nothing other than hearing my good news. I'm getting married!"
Arthur was taken aback. He had held out some hope of snagging this fine piece of ass for himself. If not as a wife, then maybe as a long-term girlfriend with benefits. Like the benefits he had indulged himself in when he drilled her genital gulf as his secretary, here at work during the day or later in the night at his or her apartment.
Her departure had doused his spirits, and he turned to his new secretary, the younger lass seated in the outer foyer, for respite. She wasn't as thrilling as Michelle, but satisfying, all the same.
"So, this is really goodbye?"
"Almost. You were very good to me, and I wouldn't forsake you without a proper farewell. How about you give me a final fuck for good luck?"
Arthur was quick to accept. He paged his little blonde secretary, telling her to hold his calls and visitors. He would be in deep consultations until further notice. His secretary quipped 'Okay', with a giggle of insight. She also had regular consultations with the boss; it was a key part of her new, highly paid job.
He returned to his past and waiting paramour. The blazer button was easily undone; she shrugged off the coat. He saw that her thin, white blouse was the only cover over her chest. His fingers fiddled with those buttons and uncovered the pink-capped boobs he knew so well. He handled them gently as Michelle stood stoic to his bold advance. She had offered herself for his pleasure, hadn't she?
But fair was fair, and she took the initiative to undress him as her blouse hung open over her tits. He cooperated, turning and bending as she removed his shirt, pants, and briefs. He was now more nude than she. Things needed to be rectified.
A quick zip loosened the skirt, and it fell away. They hugged while standing, her boobs squashed to his muscular chest. Her heels helped with her height disadvantage, but she still needed to stretch up to find his lips with hers. The deep kiss was a prelude to the impending deep consultation.
And it came on quickly. She knelt and suckled his semi-erect cock. He let her play, but not for long. He moved her to his desk, laying her back and standing between her spread thighs. He massaged her tits. She had come to know this position well over their time together.
He pulled off her panties, down and over her heels, her legs flippering in cooperation. He laid them on the desk, hoping to keep them as a memento of this moment. He dipped down and lashed a tongue swipe over her gash. The flavor was what he remembered it to be. His cock begged to be put to use. He leaned up, wrapped her legs around his waist, lined up, and punched in.
Michelle had always been readily available, lubricating her genitals on demand. He leaned forward, kissing her wavering nipples, thrusting long and deep, embarking on their farewell copulation.
She twisted her hips, rolled her butt, massaging his cock while scouring her vaginal channel with his bulbous knob. He was hammering her clitoris with each plunge, and the effect on both was to carry them over the pinnacle of this spontaneous ride to ecstasy. He called out her name as he shot wads of spunk in her cunt. She joined him in orgasmic delight.
They rested after that final fuck, but it turned out not to be final. They waddled to the couch and fell on it together in a weary temper. Post-conjugal petting ensued, which only continued their simmering lust. Arthur had one more in him, and she was happy to oblige a double header.
Michelle rose and leaned over the back of the sofa. Arthur took her hint, coming around to her presented rear. His swollen cock was ready, and he teasingly probed her moist aperture. She wiggled, trying to capture the tip and twerk him aboard. He relented and placed himself for entry.
Sinking in, he leaned over her back, cupped her dangling tits, kneading the handfuls of pliant flesh while sawing away inside her core. It wasn't a frantic fuck, rather a slow session that built his verve until he peaked out and spilled his reserve of sperm inside the pussy he had loved for months and now must set aside for another to enjoy.
He redressed in his office attire, as did she, sans the trophy panties.
She proffered an envelope, an invitation to her wedding, hoping he would bring along a 'plus one'. Arthur was a gentleman to the core. Of course, he would be there for her big day.
They cuddled briefly, with a final kiss for past passions. She brushed his cheek and teasingly said 'antio', Greek for goodbye, a subtle hint to her future life. They both had things to do and places to go.
She smiled and greeted the blonde on the way out. She lucked out as the sole passenger on the elevator ride to the lobby. Crossing the atrium, she went outside where the doorman, glad to help the pretty woman, hailed her a taxi to her next destination. As she swiveled her legs into the backseat of the cab, she cagily flashed her bare pussy to the doorman, a final tease of thanks for his past and present service.
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Michelle lay on a poolside lounge in her usual barely-there thong bikini. The waiter had dropped off her drink, leaving behind a small envelope. She knew who it was from. The Spa Manager had seen her entrance earlier this morning; there had been a brief nod of recognition, pretending that others were unaware of the affair they had been conducting for several months. He was always good for a quick orgasm.
She had snuck in on a weekday half a year ago, making use of the on-site gym. She had not been shy about her gym apparel: tight Spandex shorts and stretchy bandeau tops that showed off her bouncy butt and boobs when she rode the exercycles or treadmills. He had confronted her, checking on her membership status. In his office, she had shown him the benefits of ignoring her lack of access paperwork and pandering instead to his access to her pussy. He got reminders of the trade-off every time he strolled the pool area and, along with every other man, enjoyed the skimpy string bikinis she favored for sunbathing.
He found other ways to cement the relationship. He occasionally employed her as one of the topless banquet waitresses for private events and wrote off her spa chits for food and drink.
She opened the envelope and read his invitation to join him in the sauna after lunch. She thought about it and decided that a Wednesday nooner was agreeable. She watched the clock and at noon, arose from her chaise and padded to the girls' changing room. Her locker held her day clothes and was now joined by the tiny bits of her bikini. She strolled naked to the sauna.
It was empty. She was early. She adjusted the thermostat to a lower, more comfortable heat. Lying in the warmth, she stretched herself prone on a cedar bench. Footsteps approached outside. The door opened, and Clint, the spa manager, stepped in, in all his naked splendor. A former college jock, in middle age, he still had that raw athletic form, augmented by an oversized penis that dangled freely in front of her. He scanned her nude, reclining body; a smug smirk tilted on his face. He reopened the door, hung an 'Out of Order' sign outside, and locked it closed again. The wisp of cool air defused around the heated space. She flinched a shiver. It jostled her boobs, a delightful sight for Clint.
"I see you accepted my invitation. How nice to see you again: all of you."
She responded by rolling on her side, facing him, her boobs stacked on the bench in front of her chest. She propped her head on a bent elbow and hand brace, flexing her upper knee, opening a view to her plush pussy. Her nude body had a sheen of perspiration, giving her a sexy, wet skin look.
She looked him in the eye and cocked one of hers in query.
"Of course, I'm here. I would never forgo an appointment with my favorite stud. Come here, big fella, gimme a taste."
He was within reach, and her fingers cupped his shaft, a handful of beautiful man meat. She handled the precious appendage with gentle care, a finger pad touch on the undervee and tip slit. The muscles engorged, readying the genital probe for its desired use.
She drew him closer, holding the shaft level, just at her reclined mouth elevation. It was at a perfect place for her to demonstrate her talents as a fellatrix.
Her lips glided over the stubby conical glans, capturing the whole knob inside her mouth. She tongue-teased the swollen dick head. Her hand moved to his ass, and she pulled him closer, sliding more of the stiff cock inside. More raspy tongue play rubbed his penile skin.
With her hand no longer supporting his erection, she let the whole of his cock press itself deeper. The tip touched her tonsils, but she had expert control of her gag reflex.
That would wait. She bobbed her head, sucking hard on the fleshy tube. Her head swiveled to give it an all-around oral massage.
She let off the blowjob. Today, she wanted to be fucked. It was her way of saying goodbye to this man who had been kind and generous to her. She rolled on her back, spread her legs wide, and smiled.
"Clint, you can have me now."
He did not need a second prompting. He scrambled to hover over her moist body, his own body exuding wetness all over in the sauna heat.
As he posed above her, he was again impressed by the fitness and tone of her body. Her use of the club gym had kept her body tuned to its well-built form. Her breasts were youthfully round and resilient, full of bouncy goodness. Her torso was trim and tight, reflected in her pussy Kegel squeezes that his cock had enjoyed again and again.
Her hips and legs were likewise strong, well accustomed to pulling him in to bury his shaft in the sweet grotto of her groin. And now, she lay open to him, inviting him to drill her cunt with that noble probe.
He positioned himself and slid home. Between the perspiration, his saliva slickened cock, and the vaginal dew lubricating her channel, there was so much moisture that he hardly felt the slide. But he did feel his tip touch her cervix as his pubis crushed her clitoris.
He pulled back and rammed in again, and then again, and again. His pubis rubbed on her clitoral flesh, eliciting his grunts and her moans of delight. She was clinging to her slippery paramour with arms and legs. Their bodies jostled against each other, adding surficial sensations to accompany the deeper genital caresses.
Clint found her lips and they kissed deeply, poking his tongue as deep as he could. In his lust-clouded mind, he dreamt that his tongue tip was touching his cock tip inside her. In reality, it was her tonsils and cervix making contact with the tips of his penetrating probes.
The heat of their sex was approaching the heat of the sauna. They were a sweaty bundle of unbridled emotions. The end was upon them. He reared up, releasing her lips so he could breathe a full gulp of air. His throat constricted just as his balls tightened and she felt his body stiffen for ejaculation. She forced herself to détente from her clutching hug to let the orgasm wash freely throughout her body.
He called out her name as he spewed volumes of spunk. She cried in synch, and the spasms caromed about her body, vibrating her pussy, her legs, and her arms. A shock ran up her spine, rattling her mind.
They lay entwined as the burst of ecstasy slowly melted away. Happy faces canoodled in post-coital joy.
They relinquished the sauna for the showers, giggling as they tweaked cock and tits during the playful washdown. He sat wrapped in a towel as she redressed in her street clothes, all but the panties that she had arrived in. He rose as she finished, boldly fluffing her covered tits.
"There's a small private event this weekend, a birthday party for one of the older members. I'm arranging the topless waitress staff. Can I count on you? The old geezers would love seeing these puppies up close and naked."
She let him play with her boobs. It would be his last time. She held out an envelope, an invitation to her alternate special event, together with her panties as a goodbye memento.
"Clint, you have been a generous admirer, letting me use the gym, pool, and eat for free. But I have news. I'm getting married! Will you come and help me celebrate?"
Clint's face was a mixture of shock and sadness. He had come to see their arrangement as mutually beneficial, and now it seemed to be over. He slowly rallied to reality and fathomed that a buxom, dynamic beauty like Michelle was only a passing plaything that fate had loaned him for a short time.
He took the envelope and her souvenir undies, assuring her that he would be there to help her commemorate her big day.
She kissed a buzz on his cheek as a final sign that they had left the fucking zone and entered the friend zone, one without the closer benefits. He accepted his fate.
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Michelle peeked through the narrow gap between the right-side wing wall and the red velvet stage curtain drawn back during the performances. The Cat and Mouse Gentlemen's Club was closed to the regular public tonight, and the all-male audience was special guests, invited only, for Michelle's farewell performance.
She had found her way to the strip show a few years ago during her college days. The money was good, and the extra tips for private lap dances added to her earnings. Especially the bonuses tendered when she went beyond the no-touch rules: hand jobs, blowjobs, and vaginal coitus in the confines of the backstage rooms. Burt, the club owner, had overlooked her flaunting of the standards; her trysts with him in his office were the offsetting bargain.
Michelle saw Burt, the club owner, her employer and mentor, in the upholstered lounge chair at the place she had designated for his optimal enjoyment of her performance.
She was so grateful for his years of support for her naughty side hustle. It hadn't been easy. The corporate executives at her college internship had found her here, and despite their smirky, smug looks and comments at work, they had not impinged on her office etiquette. It was much easier to pay her for an extra special lap dance than risk a harassment lawsuit at work.
For tonight's exclusive performance, she and Burt had drawn up a select list for the special rendition. Their selections were based on the men's repeated club patronage. That included deserving gentlemen whom Michelle identified as her recurring VIP lap dance clients.
Several dancers had preceded her on stage, warm-ups for her featured masterpiece of the erotic arts. They would also help with her post-performance finale.
She felt a hand on her shoulder and turned her head to find Tori, the unofficial housemother, coming to keep an eye on her girls. Tori had been a stripper herself in her day, and now, as a sub-manager, she held a special affection for the vulnerable young women who passed through the club's employ.
"You look marvelous. The gents are going to miss you after this. But you deserve to partake of your good fortune. I hear your fiancé is quite the man."
Michelle demurred with a shy smile, acknowledging Tori's opinion.
"Well, it's almost time for your big show. Here, let me give you a little of this for good luck."
Tori spritzed a pump of expensive perfume on Michelle. It was a blend of citrus and floral with pheromones for a nice touch. The music was dying as the stripper on stage finished her routine to light applause.
Now it was her turn to enter the stage.
The house lights dimmed, and the spotlight moved to the edge where she stood behind the curtain on the dark stage. Her music selection started. Her heart fluttered as she readied for her entrance.
Much of her sexual dalliances and activities had been in private settings. The entire world, or at least this small microsome, would observe tonight's sexy exhibition. And any slip or faux pas would be their last memory of her. She set her heart and mind to perfection for the next half hour.
She strode on stage, high white heels clacking to the drumbeat rhythm. She wore a stripper version of a wedding dress, appropriate attire for her pre-wedding career finale. The costume was lacy and white, short-skirted, a boob-boosting corset, and constructed with plenty of Velcro fasteners for erotic removal. Her hair was set fashionably, and her stage makeup was dark, exotic eyeshadow. Her fire engine red lips stood out well in the spotlight's brilliance.
There was applause at her entrance. She took a bold stance at center stage, legs angled wide, hands on her hips, and head held high. Her first dance move was a bounce into feet together, then a full turn. Her hips moved in figure-8 cycles, showing the graceful gyrations of her ass in the white body-hugging short skirt. Her chest moved in counter-time, boobs held tight in the packed corset top. There was the slightest jiggle to the round masses forming the high set cleavage.
Michelle pulled the pins on her hairdo, finger-combing the set bun out into a wavy mass of tresses that dropped over her shoulders, front and back. She pulled the strands aside her face and smiled mischievously at her audience. Her hands strayed to the hook at the top of her cleavage, disengaging the corset closure. It popped ajar, unlocking a view of more of the bulbous tit flesh. She unclipped a lower catch, and more boob skin was revealed. A third unclipping showed that the top band of the corset was a separate piece. It fell away and uncovered her round masses completely.
Cheers went up in the admiring male gathering. The top of the remaining corset circled her torso just below her exposed breasts. She had applied stage makeup to her nipples, and the broad disks stood out on her well-shaped mammary masses. She cupped her chest treasures, a small lift and palm squeeze. Letting go, she shimmied as a double proof demonstration of their natural pliancy.
She stood in a bold stance again, establishing her presence on stage for the next scene. Her hands shifted to her waist. A fiddle at one side gave a visible looseness to the skirt's belt. She pirouetted on her heels, while fanning the white slit leg skirt into a matador-like cape.
She kept her back to the audience, peeking back over her shoulder, as she slowly lowered the cloth over her hips and ass cheeks, giving sight to the side ties of her thong panties. The open skirt traveled lower, down her toned thighs, reaching her knees before she dropped it completely.
She turned stage front again. The satin thong molded her camel-toed cunt. The song faded, signaling the end of phase one.
The thunderous applause left no doubt that her performance had been perfectly titillating. She smiled and gave a few bows of appreciation, where she shimmied her magnificent boobs in bent-over glory. Standing steady at stage center in the spotlight, she let the applause die away. The men anticipated an encore, and her plans included a very special encore.
She was now in the condition she wanted for her intended act of appreciation to the boss. With hands on her hips, a saucy bold stance, she walked forward, stepping in a hard model stride, toe to heel, that jiggled her tits. At the stage front, she continued, descending the short flight of stairs, making sure her tempo gave that extra wiggle to her ass and boobs.
At floor level, she moved through a pre-arranged open path with more heavy strides that bounced her boobs and wiggled her ass. When she arrived in front of Burt, the spotlight that had followed her short trek revealed that during her striptease, two of the other strippers had been prepping him for the special encore.
A brunette head bobbed in his lap while a blonde was kissing his lips, her fingers brushing his nipples. The bright light gave them pause in their oral and manual caresses, and they left off their foreplay, showing him openly naked and available for Michelle's farewell finale.
She stood in her side-tied thong panties. The girls moved to either side and pulled the strings, loosening and removing her cunt cover. They secreted it away to present to Burt later in private.
She let him peruse her body, hoping he was dwelling on thoughts of their impending fuck. Other gentleman rose from their seats and gathered for a closer look. The attending strippers were joined by a few others who formed a cordon around the aroused couple, keeping interlopers at bay.
Michelle spread her legs, settling on his knees and sliding her ass up his thighs to press his erection against her pink labia. He felt the warmth of her flesh on his flesh. Her breasts jostled, and the pheromone-laced perfume filled his nose, adding to her hyper-sensuality. He leaned in to nurse a broad brown nipple.
She made an up and down move, using her toned abs and legs to slide her pussy lips all along the underside of his cock. The knob flicked her clit on passage, giving her a boost of stimulation.
There were murmurs and moans from some of the assembled gentlemen. They recalled how she had used that move on them during the VIP private lap dances. It had been a classic trick as a prelude to her next moves.
With his cock slicked by oral preparations and the addition of her vaginal dew, he was ready for penetration. But first, some tenderness to increase their joint passions. She held his cheeks and planted her fire engine red lips on his for a long, tongue-tickling kiss. Their faces twisted together, working to maximize the effects of such a loving smooch. More perfume hit his senses.
She reached under and elevated his erection. Her pussy lips slicked the knob. No more foreplay; time to enact her act of gratitude.
She wiggled and waggled her ass, slowly drawing his manhood inside her feminine passage. He groaned at the slow teasing entry, leaning up and popping his hips impatiently. She would not allow that, touching her finger to his lips, leaning in to whisper in his ear, her boobs touching his chest.
"Shh..., my darling. Let me do it. You have done so much for me. My turn to do for you."
She wiggled a rotation, stirring his cock like a swizzle stick in her vaginal cocktail. He relaxed back in his seat and let her take the lead. She worked a cacophony of angles and motions, lighting up every nerve in his super-sensitized penile tool. Her hips waggled figure-8s, up and downs, side to sides, back and forth. Burt closed his eyes and groaned as his heat rose.
The squishy genital noises, together with his and her soft vocalizations, drew the watching men closer to get a better view, but the ring of strippers and waitresses gently urged them to keep a respectable distance, allowing Michelle to engage fully in her farewell finale.
Her tribute to her soon-to-be former boss was reaching a crescendo. He was growling in open-mouth gusts of breath. She took her cue and worked her body vigorously, now bumping her clit on his groin as often as she could while maintaining her vaginal cock massage. She was gaining her rise as she perceived he was approaching his limit.
With a final plunge down, she pressed her body forward, squashing her tits to his chest as she captured his mouth in a tongue-lashed oral connection. His muffled howl of delight echoed about the room, joined by her call of joy, as he jerked his hips and shot rope after rope of hot semen into her throbbing core. Her orgasm activated her vaginal ring muscles, and they rhythmically milked his cock for every last drop.
As she came down from her orgasmic high, she found herself settled in his lap with his cock dwindling and shrinking out of her cunt. His sperm spew dribbled out, following his softened meat, and she lay serene in his arms, propped on his sweaty body.
She climbed down and helped him to stand. She led him up on stage, his weary body trudging along her side. She turned one more time to her audience, intent on a final teasing boob shimmy, as a last sexy goodbye. They were not paying any attention to her or Burt. The ring of strippers and topless waitresses was now scattered through the crowd, dragged away to the seats of the lust-crazed men. They were on their knees performing blowjobs, seated in cowgirl, rampaging on stiff cocks, and bent over the furniture being cunt drilled from behind.
She sensed the stage shows were over for the night. She led Burt to his in-house apartment and spent the night in bed with her boss, lustfully draining his balls of any last reserves. She left him sleeping away his fatigue in the morning. She placed his wedding invitation for two on the nightstand.
She would miss him. In a way, his actions were responsible for the good fortune of her impending nuptials.
The strip club was situated close to the city's port. Few dock workers would front the entry fees; there were more economical pussy shows nearby. But the elite club was frequented by shipping executives and managers.
One night, she was solicited by a younger, well-dressed, darkly handsome man. Burt's relaxation of oversight on her intimate activities allowed her the opportunity to twerk the client's cock in reverse cowgirl until he spewed vociferously in her throbbing, galloping cunt.
As their fervor subsided after the coital storm, he asked if she would meet him for a coffee in the morning. She found him at the arranged boutique café and spent more time than she thought she would, learning about him and his family's shipping business. She liked him a lot and tried to hold back a narrative about her past. But he was an easy and non-judgmental listener, and she confessed many, but not all, of her many sexual adventures. She didn't want him to deem her a slut.
He invited her to dinner and then took her to bed. The sex was mutually mind-blowing. He proved to be more than the firm erection that she had twerked to ejaculation. He had fortitude and talent. She came twice that night: once from a vigorous lust fuck and a second time after a long bout of gentle lovemaking.
It became a whirlwind romance, and he proposed with a big diamond ring.
"You will be a perfect wife for me. As heir to my father's successful company, I can support you in a fashion beyond your imagination. And my family will be ecstatic to have you join us."
She didn't hesitate and willingly agreed. The date was set, and the wedding planner was hired to create a fabulous ceremony and reception.
Michelle was on her way to a life incomprehensible to the struggling coed graduate and aspiring young professional.
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The seamstress fussed over the finishing touches to 25-year-old Michelle's bridal gown. The busty brunette beauty was standing on a low platform during this second fitting. She watched in the three-panel mirror as her matrimonial outfit neared its final form. The dressmaker chuckled at the salacious fashion that her customer had chosen. She would be lucky to get away from the ceremony without the groom fucking her right there on the altar in front of the witnesses. Or, lucky if he did, if that was her plan. Michelle had gossiped that he was quite the stud and a fortunate catch for her.
Her white high heels showed beneath the long dress hem. The lacey built-in corset traveled up her torso from her clinched waist to just below her high-mounted breasts. Between the corset and her shoes, a single layer of gossamer draped over her toned ass and legs. In normal light, her lower body shape was discernible in semi-shadow.
Above the body-shaping corset were cleavage-boosting cups of thin silk, supporting her mounding swells of compressed boobs. The buxom display revealed her prominent pokies, pebbling the smooth tit covers which daringly stopped not quite above the areola disks, leaving a crescent hint of the rosy caps.
In addition to the boob display, the translucent skirt was fabricated with two waist-high leg splits. When she walked down the aisle, a luscious leg would be visible with each stride, from her stiletto heels to past her groin, her genital region screened only by her satin thong and a sheer front panel. And even at that, when she stood in backlit pose at the altar, the roundness of her ass and the folded contours of her vaginal gap between her thighs would be revealed in silhouette.
In short, she wanted every man in the audience to regret that he was not the groom on that day.
Today, for the fitting, she wasn't wearing the veil, nor had her hair been done up in a glamorous coiffure. That would be fixed during the morning of the wedding.
Michelle looked again in the tall three-paneled mirror and believed the lace and gossamer work of art was ready for her wedding day.
She could never have afforded such a luxury on her meager savings. It was the bride's family that usually footed the bill for the wedding and reception, but a grown orphan, without family backing, was not capable of paying for anything big.
At their first meeting, Alexander's father was equally smitten with the gorgeous young woman who had captured his son's heart. And he decided that this lovely lady, who was joining his family, deserved a fantastic blowout for her big day.
Besides, he couldn't bear the thought of a small chapel and a close family gathering. After all, he was Mikos Stavros, scion of the worldwide Stavros Shipping empire, for whom cost was a non-issue. When your second son is getting married, it's a big deal, requiring a gaudy exposition of his wealth and power. His many clients and business colleagues expected nothing less, and so, neither did he.
The Greek Orthodox church was dazzling with lights, color, and music. It seemed like hundreds of people filled the pews. Michelle's entourage of bridesmaids held court at one side of the high altar, and Alexander's chums stood opposite as the groom's best man and ushers.
Michelle, as a fully grown adult orphan, had chosen to walk herself down the aisle; a sign of her independent and self-assured spirit. She passed many people she didn't know; most in attendance were business associates of the Stavros enterprise. A few others were her invitees and their plus-1 dates.
She was resplendent in her translucent skirted wedding dress with its showy dropped-down neckline. Her hourglass body, encased in the dress that edged the limits of pubic propriety, was smirkingly admired by the attending men and contemptuously abhorred by their stuffy wives.
She walked serenely, but the butterflies flickered in her tummy. The magic hour was upon her. She arrived alive at the front of the altar and passed her hand flowers to her Maid of Honor. Alexander took her arm and steadied her in front of the priest.
The Greek Orthodox Betrothal ceremony proceeded smoothly. The priest blessed the rings, the Best Man swapped them between the bride and groom three times, and the betrothed couple put the rings on each other's fingers, completing the first ritual.
Then came the Crowning. The priest placed the Stefana crowns on their heads, and the Best Man swapped them three times. The couple drank wine from the common communal cup and walked three circles around the altar.
The priest pronounced them married and invited Alexander to kiss his wife. He lifted her veil, and they smooched lovingly to the applause of the multitude of witnesses.
The wedding party promenaded out of the church, rice was thrown, pictures taken, and the crowd crossed the street to gather in the reception hall.
There were prayers, toasts, dancing, and fine food and drink. As the celebration reached its peak, Michelle was carried aloft on a chair by the groom's friends and delivered to his spot. He made a big show of reaching under her translucent skirt to remove the garter from her lovely leg. Some cousin caught the tossed item and was roundly teased by his chums.
It had been a wonderful time, and as evening approached, every man in the room dwelt his thoughts on the coming night, wishing he could be in bed atop a naked Michelle, nibbling her nipples, kneading her boobs, and thrusting his cock into her bountiful body. Instead, they would have to be content with the departing gifts of the bonbons, the sugared almonds, and later, the familiar pussies of wives and girlfriends.
It was time for the happy couple to depart for their new life together. They cheek-buzzed a long line of guests and finally entered the extended limousine waiting outside, which would take them on their first journey together as a married couple. The central party of bridesmaids and special guests joined them in the back seats of the stretch town car.
The car traveled to a local hotel where a small conference hall, decked out with wedding decorations, awaited the reduced wedding party. Laughter and bawdy jests filled the air. Finger food and champagne, covertly laced with aphrodisiacs, were freely consumed until the sexual innuendos, tainted alcohol, and energy-rich carbohydrates spawned frisky feelings in the attendees. The party group activities were abandoned for more personal endeavors.
Arthur, Michelle's former boss, had brought his new blonde secretary as his wedding companion. He drew her to sit in his lap and had taken to kissing her with his hands roaming her party dress for the catches that could be undone to gain access for more intimate interaction. Her hands were not idle; she had his cock out and was stroking it to a fine erection. Then, to his success, her top came down, and he palmed her soft boobs.
His hand found its way under her dress, and a finger slid over her labia, feeling moisture at her slit. He turned her to straddle his lap, and she held his head to her chest, where he could suck her nipples. The tongue-lashed oral caress sent shivers down her spine to her pussy. She lifted her ass and placed his cock tip at her genital opening.
They cooperated to insert him inside her. Well settled, she used her high-heeled legs to brace against the floor and slide long smooth strokes of his cock in her cunt. He may have had a few drinks, but the dissolved drugs overcame the alcohol, which wasn't enough to dull the nerves in his penis.
He let her fuck him at her whim, and she was very good about being good to him, and for him. At the perfect time, she plunged her cunt down, captured his tongue in her mouth, and felt the flow of semen enter her womb. She muffled his cries with more kisses, giving the furtive audience a good demonstration of the kind of services a good secretary gives to her generous boss.
At the public reception, Michelle had introduced Clint, her friend with benefits spa manager, to her Maid of Honor, a fellow college coed who had recently graduated. He was very gentlemanly with the busty blonde, surveying her long legs, well-shaped ass, and boosted cleavage. Her lovely mascara-tinted face held a dimpled smile aside her plump red lips. He imagined them bobbing excitedly on his hardon.
They hit it off, discovering their mutual Houston habitat, conversing about life, careers, and hobbies. He offered to get her a complimentary pass to the spa. There might be other opportunities for banquet service duties.
She was thrilled with the proposition. Little did she know the complimentary part must be offset by her regularly satisfying his sexual needs. And the banquets were bawdy escapades.
Now, in the private reception, Clint whispered his desire for a blowjob. And under the champagne influence, she agreed to give him a test of her oral skills. She extracted his partially swollen cock and used her lips, tongue, and tonsils to affect his maximum erectile state.
She was a deepthroat maven. His knob and crown pierced her gullet over and over, interspersed with half shaft pauses for re-oxygenation. His cum flowed freely on a well-done plunge, shooting his gooey spunk straight to her tummy.
Burt, like Clint, had hooked up at the public reception. Michelle's former strip club manager had made the acquaintance of Tanya, one of Alexander's cousins. He had invited her to join him for this private event. Whether it was the drugs or whether she was just easy, Burt was treated to a full-on fuck. After playing with her uncovered boobs and pussy, he lay her over a table and thrust his cock doggie style until he flooded her womb. She bounced off and cleaned his cock with her mouth, savoring the act and saying so as she took time and patience to get every wayward drop of fugitive sperm.
Alexander and Michelle had watched the various sexual unions among their friends and family. The only ones who hadn't sucked or fucked were them. The crowd turned to them and, with chides and catcalls, demanded to see the marriage consummated in real time.
Alexander whispered in her ear, and Michelle nodded a grin of agreement. She stood up, facing their guests in her dress and heels, hands on her hips. Alexander came to her side and explored the dress. He found the waist closures and detached the translucent skirt. It had done its duty of veiling, but not hiding, her legs and pussy-packed panties all through the ceremony and public reception.
She was left with the boob boosting corset and her tight satin panties. She looked over her shoulder as he searched until he found the corset fasteners and, one by one, unclipped the hooks. The bodice eased its squeeze on her breasts, and she couldn't suppress her sigh of relief for the reduced pressure. She moved her hands to the half-moon cups, holding the lacy rig against her body as the last hook was released and the side panels unfolded aside.
She leaned her head back and twisted her neck around to receive Alexander's kiss. His hands covered hers and slowly pulled them down, easing the corset cups away from her breasts. The magnificent sight of the round masses with their rosy nipples produced an audible groan from the small male audience. The sexed ladies were also impressed, if not outright jealous.
Michelle stood in white heels and panties, letting the others gather an eyeful of her proud beauty. Now it was her turn to do her part. She shed Alexander of his tuxedo coat, pants, and his ruffled shirt. She squatted to undo his shoelaces, and he helped by kicking them off. He was reduced to boxer briefs, and she skinned them down his legs, revealing his substantial male appendage to the gasps of the female observers.
The Best Man, inebriated by the buzzed champagne, came forward and took up the role of the wedding master of ceremonies. He turned the naked couple towards each other and put on a pantomime of the sacred rites, taking Michelle's hands and placing them to hold Alexander's cock.
"Michelle, do you take this cock to have and to hold, stoking it to healthy fullness, caressing it with hands, lips, and body, until he can't produce another load of cum without dying of dehydration?"
Michelle was amused by the parody and agreed.
"I do!"
The master of ceremonies took Alexander's hands and placed one to clutch a boob and the other to clutch an ass cheek.
"And you, Alexander, do you take these tits and ass to have and to hold, caressing them, kissing them, slapping and spanking them, when necessary, until you have fucked yourself to exhaustion?"
He chuckled at the satire, looking deeply into her brown eyes, lifted to accept his agreement.
"Yes, I do."
"Well, then, okay. You may now fuck the bride!"
He reluctantly released the tit and moved that hand to her other ass cheek. She wrapped her arms around his neck and shoulders. With a spontaneous effort, he lifted her off the floor, her legs wrapped around his waist. He spun her around to lay her ass on a nearby banquet table. She fell back as he leaned forward, hovering his stiff cock near her pussy lips.
His hands braced on the table, either side of her body. With her thighs raised to give him better access to her cunt, she tried but was unable to reach his cock to aid alignment.
Ever helpful to a friend in need, the guests, in various stages of undress, gathered round the coital impending couple to assist. The Maid of Honor did the honors, using her hand to lever Alexander's knob toward Michelle's labia, rubbing a few strokes along the shaft for good measure. With his hands occupied in hovering his body above her, a man took up the task of nipple manipulation. Thumb rubs, fingernail flicks, pinches, and two-finger twisties gained them nub pebbles and guttural moans from the woman about to get fucked.
The stage was set and the players were ready to act out their practiced roles. The assisting friends stepped back to let the show go on and to get a better view of the performance from a short distance. Alexander took a deep breath; Michelle did the same.
He pushed against her genital slit. His knob head was tented by her pink folds. He drilled some more, past his corona, and tears formed in her eyes. He had done this before, but she was always amazed at his size. Still, she was able to accept the packed fit.
She wrapped her hands behind his head, pulling him down as he bent his elbows to bring his face to hers. Their lips were a mish-mash of writhing flesh.
Continuing the lip lock, he pressed some more, and half his shaft disappeared. Her kiss-muffled moans at the stretch were what always happened at this point. He paused briefly, tipping his tongue between her lips. Then, a mighty plunge as he buried his fat manhood deep in her narrow feminine abyss. They gave a mutual groan of satisfaction at the initiation of the marital consummation.
The start was tremendous, and the continuation was marvelous. He slid back, leaving a void where his erection had been. She felt the vaginal emptiness and rocked her hips, her wiggles begging him to fill her again. He accepted her physical plea and complied with her entreaty. Again and again, he cycled his rod in her hole, varying the depth but building speed and strength as they held each other's bodies in earnest embrace.
The random strokes were working her passions into a frenzy. She tossed her head side to side, whipping her loose, wavy locks across her face. She made synchronic sounds, not words, but an assortment of groans, moans, and utterances that coincided with the penile thrusts that pounded her core.
And it all came to its ultimate conclusion. She peaked and cried out her joy of life, rocking and rolling her ass on the edge of the table, working every last ounce of pleasure from the cock shuttling its bulk inside her cunt.
Alexander was not immune to the feelings swelling in his chest as he demonstrated his talents for pussy pleasing to his assembled entourage. In the middle of her convulsions, howling out his own bliss, as the pressure in his groin peaked, he pumped strings of sperm out the tip of his pulsating cock and into her warm, wet cavity.
They held their embrace as they came out of their coma-like mental fog. She kissed him hard, a sign of her gratitude for the carnal use of her body to their mutual pleasure. They heard noises elsewhere in the room. Looking aside, they saw the others engaged in a second round of sex, with swapped partners, the orgy triggered no doubt by the show of fine fucking on the banquet table.
Alexander and Michelle were satisfied that their specially guests had found fitting enjoyment in the private after-party of their nuptials.



        

  
    Bride Ch. 05
  
  Bride Ch. 05

        The Honeymoon.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/bride-ch-05

Title: Bride Ch. 05

Author: bhuff

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: The Honeymoon.

Tags: father-in-law, brother-in-law, blowjob, ycht, big cocks, missionary, family sex, boobs, orgasms, aegean islands




Alexander took Michelle home to the Aegean, where his father ran the family shipping business from a large yacht.
She arrived wearing a white dress and heels, reminiscent of her wedding dress. Her hair was tied back, exposing her face and neck. Her earrings were dangling pendants with sparkling diamonds, a wedding gift from her fiancé, now her husband.
On the journey, by jeep from the onshore helipad to the dock, and then a walk to the runabout service craft, the wind played its whimsical tricks.
The dress was belted and flowed loosely over her hips and unfettered breasts, a nod to the hot weather. The light sea breeze fluffed the short skirt and toyed with peeks at her thighs and lower ass cheek dimples. A stronger gust lifted the hem, exposing her cunt hugging string thong.
Alexander's father watched the approach through binoculars. His chest bloomed with pride, amazed again that such a beauty was now part of his family. He was a vivacious man, and his cock gave a jealous throb for his son's good fortune. He would be the father-in-law she deserved, in keeping with the Greek customs.
Mikos Stavros was a burly man with a black beard and brawny arms and chest. He was of medium height and sported a coarse-haired body. It looked exactly like the Hollywood version of a Greek shipping magnate, which he actually was.
Mikos was warm and effusive when welcoming his newest daughter-in-law aboard. He held her hands for the traditional bijou cheek kisses and continued holding them as he scanned her up and down.
Her father-in-law led her to a cushioned side bench where they could see the vista of blue seas and rocky islands.
"This is my home. My ex-wife lives in the upper mainland, but I prefer the Aegean. These island people are very friendly.
"And within our own small clutch of parents and children, you will find that we are generous, sharing our bounty of treasures."
Michelle felt the loving tone in his voice. She fingered her expensive diamond earrings and the gold wedding band.
"I hope to be a good wife to Alexander. He has already shown his generosity. I'll keep in mind the sharing tradition, but I doubt I have brought much of high value to the marriage."
Mikos looked again at the totality of his new bodacious daughter-in-law.
"I'm sure you will find there are many different kinds of treasures in this life. We'll think of a way that you can share."
He buzzed her cheek with another peck of their lips and left her to enjoy the view.
The stateroom, reserved for the newlyweds, was sumptuous and luxurious. A large viewing window in the ship hull, a double jacuzzi, cabinets and storage closets, and especially the giant king-sized bed.
For many days, the young couple spent time topside. There were lounges and open after-decks. The lighter took them ashore for shopping and elegant dining. Michelle thought she had fallen into paradise.
She took advantage of the sun deck to sun tan in the nude. It was screened from prying eyes. The crew knew better than to sneak a peek. It was an instant loss of a job, or worse, considering the yacht owner's stealthy depravity.
Mikos was another matter, and he enjoyed accidentally intruding or watching her on the CCTV.
Otherwise, the weeks passed in semi-tropical leisure. Her nights were filled with passion as her husband took her body at his whim, and she was delighted with his concern for her orgasmic pleasure as well. Some nights, the ship rocked gently at anchor, caused by a passing squall or swell, adding its rhythms to the rocking and rolling of the fucking bed-borne lovers.
Alexander was a key part of the shipping empire. He took some day trips to nearby countries, catching rides on the shipping company's small fleet of cargo aircraft. A helicopter was also at his disposal.
He took Michelle with him on some day trips, showing her the aerial views of the island-dotted ocean. He pointed out a vessel that they owned or a shore facility for transfer logistics. She liked that she belonged to such a wealthy family and its treasures.
When their time on the yacht became claustrophobic, Alexander commandeered the helicopter and took her to Athens. They explored the sights and enjoyed dinner from the Royal Olympic Hotel rooftop dining terrace overlooking the Acropolis. She was amazed by how much he showed her his love, with seemingly endless sex that nearly wore out her throat and cunt.
Then his father sent him to Canada for some contract negotiations. He would be gone for a week or more, a seeming eternity for the sex craving brunette. That night, as she fitfully slept alone in the big bed, the stateroom door was pushed ajar momentarily, adding a brief hallway safety-light glow to the ambient starlight streaming through the window from the outside sky.
The bed tilted and recovered as she came awake to a hairy chest touching her back. An arm crossed her body, palmed her silk nightie-covered boob, and drew her back into a hug. Her ass was pressed by something else. She fast suspected it was a man's groin since a fleshy cylinder lodged itself into her butt crack. She surmised that her father-in-law had arrived to do some family treasure-sharing. That was confirmed by the whisper in her ear.
"Michelle, my dear. We are a family that shares. Tonight, you will show your generosity by sharing with me the valuable treasure of your sensuality."
She was bewildered by the dynamic.
"But what about Alexander? We're married. Why would you do this to him?"
"Right now, Alexander is getting a lively portion of the family treasure. He is staying at his older brother Damian's home in Vancouver, where the winters are cold but tolerable when his sister-in-law warms his bed and sucks his cock."
"And her husband, his brother? What does he think of that?"
"He's in Houston, inspecting our tanker shuttle fleet that carries oil from the farthest deepwater drill rigs back to the refineries. And staying at cousin Tanya's house. You remember her from the wedding?"
Michelle did remember, and she was perplexed. Burt, her former strip club manager, had doggie fucked Tanya over a chair at the special post-reception orgy. Mikos interrupted her thoughts.
"By day, he manages the drill rig fleet; by night, he is drilling his own well of passion, deep in Tanya's plush little pussy."
What had she gotten herself into? Apparently, a family that shared family cock and pussy all around, the special family treasures.
Mikos's hand squeezed her tit. His cock rubbed her ass. She tried to ignore his aggression, but then he slipped his hand to her cunt. A middle finger probe found moisture, and both adults knew where the night was headed.
With the finger still embedded, he used it as a hook to roll her over onto her back. He knelt next to her and, with both hands, worked her nightie and panties off her body. He had arrived for this family treasure-sharing event completely naked. His cock protruded horizontally, needing only a little caress to get fully ready.
His middle finger wiggled in again, and she took his rod in hand. He curled his digit and scraped her G-spot. Her hips came off the bed in a spinal counter arch. He wiggled quicker, and her cry of carnality filled the room.
He let her run through the sensations until she lay back serenely on the bed. She still held his dick. He used his hand over hers to show her what she could do to stroke him into ultimate readiness. She cooperated in her sex-soaked mental haze.
He crawled atop her; her thighs lay open, languidly awaiting his settlement into the leggy saddle. He stared at her mounded boobs, the areolae disks dark and inviting. 'Maybe later,' he thought. He was too keyed up to further delay his penetration of her pussy treasures.
Michelle was still in a post orgasmic daze when she saw his shadow above her. She raised her arms to press his chest, thrashing her hips to unmount her paternal assailant.
He laughed at her feeble defensive tactics. In his younger days, he had worked on the docks and cargo holds and still retained much of the muscle and strength built through those long stretches of physical effort.
She needed disciplining to learn her role. With anyone else, he would have slapped her in the face. But she was family, and that would be an insult to his son.
So, he slapped her wobbling boob instead. It was not a gentle pat; he wanted to send a message. He pulled his arm far back and swung hard, catching the side of her plump breast with the flat of his hand. The resounding crack was only overridden by her delayed howl of surprise, a moment later, when her nerves reacted to the attack.
She still struggled, hoping to escape his clutches. But it was not to be. His other hand delivered a similar mighty blow to her other tit.
The shock of the tit spankings served their purpose. She lay cowed under her father-in-law, succumbing to the family initiation ritual.
He saw her surrender and lay his hairy body weight on her. One hand gripped an ass cheek, the other the back of her neck. A deep breath was taken before he pushed his knob inside her. She lay quiescent, letting the brute have his way.
Over her sexually active years, she had seduced and been seduced by a multitude of men. She rationalized that this was just another. But this was different. The others had been motivated by lust, passion, or mutual benefits. She felt none of that now, simply being used as a cum receptacle to fuel the older man's machismo.
Her musings were interrupted as he drew his hips back and slammed deeper. The movement rolled her tits between their chests. The slap marks weren't in direct contact, but still held the sting. An accidental rubbing by the bruised skin on his arm caused a spark to fizzle in her clitoris.
Sometimes her previous sex mates had been overly energetic, and she had thought of those times as rough sex. But she had never been beaten, even lightly, and this strange new experience with the transmitted tingle had her wondering about its advantages to her sexual gratification.
Mikos was grunting as he slipped and slid his cock in her vaginal channel. Michelle knew she was trapped and decided to make the best of it. She acceded to her situation with a cooperative mindset, rubbing his hairy back, nuzzling his neck, and rocking her hips in counter cycles to his thrusts.
She could feel the heat of her arousal diffusing from her cunt to her outer limbs. The tingles spread to her brain, and in a rush of fever, her spine went rigid, her arms hugged his body, and her legs flailed. The orgasmic convulsions shook her, him, and the bed. It was a riotous cacophony of motions, matched only by his clutch of her quaking body as his spunk cannonaded out of his cock and into her womb.
When the tremors ceased, the silence was deafening in sound's absence. Her eyes were wet with tears of joy at the ecstatic afterglow that permeated her soul. If this were sharing the family treasures, she was all in.
He rolled off her and lay on his side. He played with her nipples, avoiding any touch to the slapped bruises on her tits. They would fade in the coming days. He didn't care if Alexander noticed; the young man would learn the benefits of force, in business and in bed: getting what he wanted, when he wanted it, and wherever he wanted it. And Michelle would learn the counter lesson of non-resistance to her husband's demands.
Mikos pulled a sheet over their nakedness. Later in the night, he woke from a rousing dream. He pulled the sheet away, ignored her protests for more sleep, and found her pussy with his erection. Stroke after stroke brought on his sexual relief, and he spewed while chewing on her nipples. It was another lesson about her role, granting increased pleasure for her fuck-mate through her pain.
She awoke to an empty bed. Light was streaming through the outside window. Her shower was refreshing, even as she examined the slap and bite marks on her boobs. They were superficial, with no permanent damage.
She heard motors outside. Through her stateroom window, she watched the shuttle boat carry Mikos ashore. On the dock, he was met by another man. They shook hands and hugged in a manly way. The second man boarded the lighter, and it headed back to the yacht.
He climbed aboard the yacht from the tied-off shuttle. The crew were deferential on his arrival but managed to avoid any unnecessary interactions with the eldest son. The captain greeted his new passenger.
"Welcome aboard, Damian. Your new sister-in-law is here; inside the lounge, I believe."
The eldest son was a taller copy of his father, dark and muscular, his body honed from sports rather than physical work. And a disposition that demanded unquestioned compliance wherever he was.
He went directly to the main lounge, where he found Michelle had finished her leisurely brunch before her daily sun-deck excursion.
She was dressed in a thin translucent beach robe over her small thong bikini with its triangular cups that covered her nipples but flaunted the round bulk of her breasts. She was a half foot shorter than he, even in her mid-heeled sandals.
Damian was stoic at best, if not actually rude, unemotionally gripping the hands of his smiling sister-in-law. He used his grip as handles to twist her sideways, both ways around, so he could view her body from all angles.
He saw that she had great tits and a nice-sized ass. Her plush cunt lips were well displayed by her camel-toed thong. Having surveyed her fundamental features, his attention moved to her face.
The wavy hair was clipped back in a one-gather tail. Her high-boned cheeks had a sun-kissed blush. A hint of eyeliner framed her deep brown eyes.
She stood under his gaze, smiling, wanting his first impression of her to be a good one. She was family now and wanted his acceptance.
"Hello, Damian. I am so glad to finally meet you."
He didn't verbally respond as she stepped in for the bijou cheek buzz greeting. His response was to wrap his arms about her body, one hand against her back to squash her boobs to his chest while the other pressed on her ass, planting her pussy on his groin.
He let her do the cheek buzzes but held her close as he whispered a reply to her greeting.
"My little brother chose well when he married you. I think you are going to be an enjoyable addition to the family."
Michelle took his words as the hoped-for good first impression she intended. She pushed lightly on his shoulders, and he released his strong hug.
"Well, I'm going to the sundeck now. Maybe I'll see you later and we can get to know each other better."
"Definitely. Yes... better..."
She noted a strange dismissive tone in his reply, but she didn't know him well enough yet to judge. She took her usual path to her daily station. He watched her ass sashay away, and it perked his thoughts. Yes... better... and soon.
Michelle lay prone on the towel-covered deck pad. Her eyes were covered with real eye blocks, a prevention against UV damage to her vision. Her tits were out, bared to the natural tanning sunrays. Her earphones played a disco house mix. She was in her own little world of comfort without outside sight or sound. Even the deck pad dampened any vibrations she might feel.
She didn't sense Damian's entry into her secluded space until she felt his hand cup and knead her breast. She bolted to sit up, but the hand pressed her back down. She whipped off her eye covers, but the bright light blinded her vision. The hand continued its play on one tit, and another hand closed on the other. It continued, and she realized that her skin was being slicked with sunblock.
In her faltering sight, she saw a shadow cross above her and felt him straddle her body; his butt seated on her belly. A warm object landed between her oiled boobs. The intruder's hands pressed inwards as the rod of flesh sluiced cycles in her crevasse of chest meat.
Her daylight sight was slowly clearing, and she made out that a man's body was hovering over hers and giving himself a boob job.
She relaxed back and let it happen. It was obviously Damian; any crew member would have been immediately fired for such an act of disrespect to the family.
But he slowed the rapid thrusts and released her fun bags. He rose upright on his knees, still straddling her torso.
She could see him more clearly now; his brawny body was naked. And more so, she got her first impression of his cock, and she was very impressed. It was thick and long and throbbing with power, greased with her boob-transferred sun balm. And she knew she wasn't going to leave this spot until Damian took her body to his pleasure.
He reached out and grabbed a handful of her hair, wrenching her face to his waist level. She was awkwardly positioned and braced on bent elbows to maintain the pose.
He leaned forward and poked her lips with his sunscreen-slicked cock head. She opened, licked the bulb, tasting the not unpleasant lotion. He pulled and pressed her head toward him, watching her hesitantly suck in another inch. He helped her comply by pulling harder on her hair. She opened wider and took more in, suckling and making short bobbing motions to massage his cock.
He shuffled his stance to straddle her thighs and, using the hair hold, drew her to a sitting pose, a better alignment for his strokes. He shuttled another series of plunges that touched her tonsils. Then he paused.
"Swallow me now. I want to fuck your throat."
She took a deep breath and did as she was told; the obedient sister-in-law slid him home, pressing her nose into his pubic tuff. It tickled and she coughed, though the sound was muffled by her blocked airway. That vibration added stimulation to his sensitive penile nerves, and his cock jolted at the feeling.
He drew back to half shaft. She caught a couple of deep breaths and then voluntarily plunged forward, swallowing his knob again.
That was the eager move that brought him to a culmination. He diddled a few bobs across her tonsils and then drew back.
His cry of fulfillment was accompanied by a gusher of sperm that filled her mouth. She felt its warmth on her tongue, as much of the pearly goo slipped over the edges and pooled in her cheek voids.
She felt him shrinking, but maintained a suction to elongate his pleasure. He slipped his deflated meat from her lips, which she held closed to restrain his gift from leaking onto her chin. She figured if he wanted to see cum on her face, he would have pulled out and sprayed it there.
Damian released her head, both from his hand and from his cock. Michelle tilted her face up to see him staring at her. She dramatically made a gulping expression, letting him see her swallow his spunk rather than spitting it out.
He had no other immediate use for her; he rose and left the sundeck. Michelle waited an appropriate interval before leaving as well, strolling to her stateroom as if it were just another day of sunbathing.
In the confines of her refuge, she bathed, preened, and dressed in casual day clothes. The lighter took her ashore, and she spent the afternoon shopping and strolling the village at her leisure, her mind awhirl with doubts and guilt. How was she to accept such treatment? Was all the luxury worth the price?
Dinner onboard was attended by her and Damian only. She was in the stateroom, recovering her mind from the sundeck assault. A knock at the door was the captain, the only crew member allowed to address or disturb her. He relayed that Damian wanted to see her at dinner. He handed her a package and said it was the clothes he required her to wear.
She walked into the dining room to find Damian seated at a candlelit café table set with expensive crystal and China. He was dressed in a formal coat and tie.
She, on the other hand, wore the clothes he had provided. It was a two-piece silk harem top and pajama bottoms, elastic at the ankles, cuffs, and waist. When he had said that he wanted to see her at dinner, he was being tongue-in-cheek. The transparent silks hid nothing. Her body, its boobs, nipples, and cunt were on full sexy display. She was humiliated by the presence of two crew members serving as waiters. Still, she couldn't avoid admiring the romantic tone.



The sunset gave colorful reflections off the water, and there was a calmness as evening descended into night. They conversed and shared life stories, but he controlled the flow of topics and learned more about her than she did about him. There was no mention of the earlier blowjob he had forced from her.
As the dinner ended, she took her leave, this time leaning down over his seated place to kiss his cheek rather than the traditional cheek buzz.
The night was warm, and even with the sea breeze through the open vents, she slept fitfully, wearing only the thin top of the harem suit. She expected company.
So, she was awake when he arrived in the night, unannounced and uninvited. She was lying on her side, facing the doorway.
He came in, locking the door behind him. She saw him drop his shirt and shorts on the floor, his penis hanging semi-tumescent in profile. She lay quiescent as he turned toward her and came to the bed.
Mounting the mattress, he lay beside her, on his side, facing her. His hand fluffed her silk-veiled tits. It moved down along her flanks until a finger sliced between her labia. She was wet, already fearfully excited, wondering if he would be rough and demanding like during the blowjob or gentle and caring as a brother-in-law should be when fucking his brother's wife. For she knew undoubtedly that she was going to get fucked.
He spent a little time fingering her cunt, but needn't bother with too much prep. He pushed her hips and rolled her away to lie on her back, then rolled his body to pose between her legs. He lifted and pushed her knees aside and wiggled into the saddle of her spread thighs.
Bracing above her, he surveyed the buxom beauty before him. Her tits and nipples were just perfect, a little large for her slim torso, but just right for attracting assertive male sex mates. Her face was movie-star beautiful. He dipped to it, taking a passionate kiss.
She responded in kind to his lips and tongue-filled smooch, resigned to the inevitable, and decided to go along peaceably. Her arms wrapped around his back, pulling him down to press his chest on her squashable boobs.
They relinquished the facial intercourse and moved on to the genital intercourse. Her arms were engaged in hugging. He maneuvered his erection to find the sweet, wet slit he had digitally explored. His tip felt the warm slot it sought, and the warm pink folds parted as he pressed his entry. A shuttle, a shuffle, and a push gained him his first inch.
Michelle had experienced many men penetrating her pussy, and this was one of the largest. She willed herself consciously not to resist. She focused her mind on letting it happen and hoped to find some pleasure, maybe an orgasm, from this assertive man's intent on finding his own gratification in her body.
She was calming her mind to that goal when she felt him withdraw until his tip was again just barely touching her pussy entrance. She heard him take a deep breath and punch forcefully into her cunt. She caught the scream of surprise and pain in her throat, sounding something between a cough and a gag.
He didn't pause for her to adjust but pulled back and rammed in again. This time, there was no attempt to hold back. She cried out in anguish.
But remarkably, she also felt an electric tingle in her groin. She knew the familiar feeling from previous sex romps. It was the spark that ignited her orgasms. And it did here again.
The fires of ecstasy flared outward to the extent of her limbs and doubled back to her brain. Her hips rocked to his pistoning cock cycles. Her spine and torso racked into a bow, jogging her cunt hard against his pubis with each stroke, sending follow-on flashes of nerve-burning jolts
His body stiffened in her embrace just as her orgasmic conflagration began to flicker away. Now he bellowed and held his cock deep in her core as the same source pearly fluid that had filled her mouth that afternoon surged into her womb space, painting her insides with a milky coating of sperm.
The rush of mind-bending sexual coitus slowly ebbed away, and they lay together in the sweaty afterglow. He dwindled out, and she clenched her Kegels to retain the intimate gift of his manly sap.
They cuddled, her spooning him, as he faced away, seeking rest and refraction now that he had satisfied his sexual desires. He woke her twice more to relieve his lust. The second time was a sidesaddle coupling where he could kiss and bite her nipples. She joined his ecstasy when he spewed. He rolled away, drawing her to rest next to him.
The third time required more foreplay. He lay prone, his soft cock lolling at his groin. Her brunette hair was splayed across his left shoulder, her head in the crook of his arm. His arm lay across her shoulder, his hand fluffing her big soft boob, his thumb rubbing her nipple. He lazily queried her.
"Did you like your orgasms? Do you want another?"
Her lovely face drew into a coy smile, and her cheek rubbed his chest. A soft coo emerged from her throat. Her hand slid to his soft cock, fingering the source of her multiple pleasures.
He took that as Yes.
"It's going to take more than a handjob to get me ready."
He pushed her head to his groin, and, clutching her hair, pressed her mouth to his cock knob. She took him in, suckling until he was hard enough for strokes and head bobs. It took a long time, and her jaw ached when he finally pulled her up, rolled atop her, and fucked her cunt.
She was hooked on family sharing.
She assumed her role as his cum receptacle, available to serve as such when he wanted more over the coming days and nights. Her cunt and mouth were his at his leisure.
It was a bittersweet feeling as she watched the lighter carry Damian ashore at the end of the week. Their greeting had been tender and exploratory, the farewell rather perfunctory, words rather than any hugs or touching. She felt invigorated by being fucked so strongly by her studly brother-in-law, yet also used and abandoned.
She was dressed in a light cover over her string bikini, leaning on the rail, watching as he went away. The company helicopter was landing behind a hill in the distance, and his jeep climbed the road over it and went out of sight. A while later, the whirlybird took off, banking away, carrying off the man and the cock she now craved to be with again.
The jeep traveled back to the dock. A passenger moved from it to the shuttle boat, which started its return run to the yacht. She watched with hope and pussy pulses. Had Damian changed his plans and was coming back for more bedroom playtimes?
But as the boat came closer, she could make out that the man it carried was thinner, shorter, and paler in complexion than Damian.
It came alongside, and the young man leaped aboard. The tall, slim, sandy-haired man saw her and waved. Her Alexander had returned after his excursion to Vancouver.
Michelle welcomed him with hugs and kisses, overloading her husband with affection. He laughed at her enthusiasm but was pleased with her upbeat mood, probably in light of her family manhandling during his absence. Dinner and an early bedtime led them to three rounds of sex before exhaustion found them lying cuddled in pillow talk.
She brushed his cheek with her lips, close to his ear, where she whispered her hesitant confession.
"Do you know what your father and brother did while you were away?"
He let the question steep for a while before responding. He fingered her expensive diamond earrings and the gold wedding band.
"Your father fucked me, slapped my tits, and acted like it was nothing, except his right and pleasure. Damian forced me to deepthroat his cock, then displayed me half naked to the crew, before he fucked me night and day for a week."
Alexander's response was matter-of-fact:
"Yeah, sounds about right, my darling. We are a family with many treasures that we share freely among the brood. I knew when we met at the strip club private dance that you would be a perfect addition to the family circle. Within our own small clutch of parents and heirs, you will find that we are generous, sharing our bounty of treasures.
"I'm sure you will find there are many different kinds of treasures in this life. And as my wife, you have found a way to share the treasure of your bodacious body with my family. You have met two of them, and there may be more. Enjoy your role of sharing in the family tradition."
He rubbed her cheek with his, moved her hand to handle his cock.
"Get me ready, my wife. I want to fuck you again."
Michelle rubbed her husband's cock and settled into her life of luxury and debauchery as a special family treasure.
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It was end of the week, Friday afternoon. Isabelle's bookbag was slung over her shoulder, lighter than her former high school burden, where she had carried around paper notes and textbooks. Here at community college, the references and materials were loaded on lighter electronic tablets or accessed on the internet. Classes were going well this freshman year. It was a bit harder than high school, but she enjoyed the freedom to pick and choose subjects she liked. She had also learned to stop each afternoon at the library, secluding herself in a study cubicle and finishing her homework.
That left the evenings and weekends free for entertainment: movies, games, and recreational reading. And, of course, weekend nights for part-time employment, an income boost to help with expenses.
Isabelle unlocked the front door to her new garden apartment. It was a modest place of a few rooms and a small walled patio in the back. It was still warm in early fall, and sometimes she snuck in a little outdoor nude sunbathing to maintain an even full body tan, a boon to her part time employment.
She was lucky to have found the place. The realtor had been pushy, strangely excited to show it to her, encouraging a quick decision. It was a bit more than she could afford, but her Daddy had insisted, calling it an expense his company would cover. And it was better to be safe and close to campus. One bedroom gave her the option to live alone, without the peskiness of a roommate. All in all, it was an ideal situation.
She stepped inside her place, hung her bookbag on the rack near the door, homework completed. She wouldn't need to grab it again until Monday morning.
Kicking off her shoes, she stepped past the entry into the space between the living room and kitchen. A scent caught her attention: a musky perfume, a man's cologne. She stopped, looked around, and saw the man seated on her living room La-Z-Boy. He was staring straight at her, relaxed in that self-confident slouch of an intruder who didn't care if he was noticed. He appeared sturdy and strong, someone who could easily take care of himself and anything or anyone around him. She couldn't control the sudden anger with a hint of fear in her voice.
"What are you doing in my house?!"
Vasili Romanov lifted a hand and pressed a cellphone button. It rang a few times until the audible connection click, and the speaker hummed. The man gave an almost dismissive tone.
"Go ahead, 'Daddy'. Tell your little girl what I'm doing in her house."
The tinny voice was one she recognized. It was indeed her Daddy.
"Isabelle, darling, can you hear me?"
Isabelle took a step closer to the man, but maintained a defensive distance, as he held the cell phone toward her, decreasing the space between her and the device.
"Yes, Daddy. I can hear you. What's going on?"
"Well, dear, it's like this. I have borrowed some money, not from a bank, but more like an investment consortium. Things haven't been as successful as I had hoped. And my loan payments haven't kept up with the payback schedule."
"Okay, I'm sorry to hear that. I thought things were going better. But why is this man in my house?"
"Mr. Romanov is there to collect on the back interest."
"Daddy, you know I don't have any money. I only work a couple part-time shifts, and it barely covers my food and clothes."
The man in her house gave a snicker of a laugh.
"Hah...clothes..."
Isabelle stared at his smirk. She hesitated before continuing, wondering at his remark. She had been careful about revealing her side gig, even to her friends, and especially her family.
"Baby, I know about your job. A colleague saw you stripping at the Cat and Mouse Club. He even told me you took a few patrons backstage for some lap dances. And a few... huh... happy endings."
Isabelle was stunned by the revelation that he knew of her bawdy side hustle. The stage tips were meager at best, so she had discovered that extra money could be earned in private VIP room sessions; it helped to pay the bills. She had discovered in due course that a handjob or blowjob added to that income stream.
Her silence spoke volumes of truth at that moment.
"So, it shouldn't be a stretch for you to do something for me this weekend. I need you to make Vasili happy. Can you do that for me? For your dear old Daddy?"
Isabelle didn't move, seeing the man beyond the cell phone that transmitted her father's request. She turned the circumstances over in her head. She didn't know the particular men she made cum in the back of the club, only that it led to money. And here was another stranger, ready to make good on Daddy's request for her to make the man happy for the good of the family.
She came to a fretful conclusion. Her tense shoulders sagged, and the consternation left her expression.
"Yes, Daddy. I'll help you out."
"Great. That's good news. Be good to Mr. Romanov, so he'll be good to us. I love you, sweetie."
Vasili pulled the phone back for a final conversation. He spoke into the phone, but his eyes were drilled onto Isabelle's stoic face.
"She had better be as fucking good as you say she is. It will be all the worse for you if she isn't."
Keeping his eyes on her, he clicked off the phone, ending the connection.
"So, are we clear? You're going to strip, suck, and fuck me all weekend. Understood?"
Isabelle placed her hands beside her head, finger-combing her tresses as she held her hands against her head. It was an unconscious move that lifted her arms and consequently elevated her breasts under her T-shirt. They rode a little higher on her chest.
She slowly nodded her consent. Vasili was not convinced.
"Say it."
Her words were low but clear in the quiet room.
"I'm going to strip, suck, and fuck you this weekend."
"No, say it all. Say: all weekend!"
"I'm going to strip, suck and fuck you... all... weekend."
"Good. Start now. Loose the duds, girly. Do it sexy."
Isabelle slowly let her hands drop away from her face. They settled on her waist, along the belt line of her culotte shorts, a blend of skirt and shorts, mid-thigh length, and semi-pleated. One hand plucked the side clasp and held it as the other lowered the zipper. It fell down her legs, exposing her toned lower tummy above the thin cotton thong panties. Her plump camel-toe was molded by the white fabric; its edges tucked in the fleshy furrow between thigh and groin. The string side bands ran atop her hipbones and out of sight behind her, across the rise above her not yet fully visible, sculpted ass cheeks.
This first reveal was not Vasili's first sight of Isabelle's body. He had been to the Cat and Mouse Club, his due diligence before accepting the assignment. He had avoided the temptation of a post-public VIP private dance from the lively lass. She would recognize him later when these events unfolded.
And what was the fun in that?
He liked his little wicked subterfuges towards his quarries, instigating their fearful worries of the strange things that a stranger might bring about.
He made a rotating finger motion, silently telling her to continue.
Isabelle reached for the hem of her T-shirt. She turned her back on him and pulled the cotton top over her head, sweeping it up along the gathered fall of her hair. He saw the finely sculpted ass, just previously coyly hidden behind her, and the sidewinder-jiggling of her breasts on either side of her torso when she wiggled to remove her top. She pulled it completely over her head, sliding it past the cluster of red tresses to fall out of her hand to the floor.
She peeked over her shoulder. He was watching her with almost stoic indifference. It was only the start of the weekend, and she figured he thought there was plenty of time for a multitude of activities.
With a sigh of resignation, she turned around. At first, her hands covered her tits. She just stood in place, waiting for the inevitable reveal. He didn't move, just stared. She decided to get it over with. It was only the first step in what promised to be some bawdy days ahead.
She let her hands slide down her belly, uncovering her boobs. She was a redhead but with darker-than-usual areolae. The roundness of her youthful masses defied gravity. She saw the first of her visitor's sentiments, a slight lopsided curl of his lips, a sign of approval. She thought he appreciated her body and wouldn't turn to abusiveness as the days and nights played out. At least, she hoped he wouldn't.
She stood in place now. He hardly moved except for another finger twirl, directing her to continue. Her fingers hooked the side strings of her thong. She pirouetted around, facing away, and rotated her ass as she pulled out and down, peeling her panties over her hips and onto her thighs. She was embarrassed by what she had discovered.
The trepidation for the unknown was generating a strange arousal. Her pussy was leaking juice, and the dampness was clinging her thong cunt cover to her wedge. She bent down, ass pressed toward him, and twerked her ass, a little tease of her stroking agility.
She faced him again, keeping her head tilted up and watching his eyes as they perceived her predicament. Her tits dangled and swayed as she drew the sticky panties over her ankles, one step at a time. As she righted herself, she heard his instruction.
"Gimme those."
His hand was held forward, and she padded closer to deposit her thong in his palm. He clutched his trophy and then pointed to the floor between his legs.
"Come closer. Kneel."
As she bent her knees to comply, he unzipped his fly. He rooted inside and withdrew his manly member. It had a dark tone, semi-solid, with a helmet-shaped knob half the size of her closed fist. He waggled it once before her face.
"Suck it."
A look of anxiety crossed her face. It was larger than any VIP room cock she had encountered at work. She might get half of it inside her mouth, but it would be a very challenging fit. She hadn't yet considered her vaginal opening's proportions.
Both sets of trembling fingers clutched the base portion. She needed both since one of her delicate hands wouldn't have wrapped the full shaft. Holding it steady, she leaned in and kissed the tip, always a good beginning as she learned from earlier practice. The taste was musty, but not unusual in her experience.
She tongue-tipped the urethral slit. That always got a reaction from her man, and this time was no exception. His penile muscle jerked with a sudden intake of breath. She never knew if it was because of a tickle, a prickle, or the pleasure. But they always acted willing to let her continue. So, she did.
Her lips puckered over the tip of his knob and slid wetly over the crown to the top of the shaft below the corona. Her tongue's raspy texture lay flat against the nook. She wiggled a little, but it was a snug fit, even with her jaw opened wide. She let him out and then reinserted, rolling her tongue back to present the softer underside.
The rolled tongue meant that when her mouth was filled with manly meat, it seemed bigger. She suckled softly, massaging the underside with her softer under-tongue. She heard Vasili's grunts of pleasure as she worked the shaft deeper. It was time for the ultimate plunge.
She tilted for perfect alignment and drove until her nose was tickled by his pubic tuff. His corona was beyond her tonsils, and she had to draw back a little for the next move.
She swallowed. That gained a loud moan from her man. She kept it going and sensed his big inhale of breath. He held the lungful as his body stiffened. She withdrew more to receive the inevitable flood. A constricted howl accompanied the gusher of cum that filled her mouth. She let her tongue roll down to make more space for the pearly cum dump; she was amazed at the volume. She held the knob inside and managed to keep a tight suction around his shaft. Not a single drop left her lips.
She peeked upward. His head was back, his eyes closed. But his hands moved to hold her head in place as he shrank. She waited out his post-ejaculation haze until he moved again, releasing her head as she drew off his dwindling cock.
He peered down his body to her face. She cocked an eyebrow. He nodded. She noisily swallowed.
"Not bad," he opined.
She sat back on her heels, her bare tits presented to his stare. He arose, took her hand, and stood her up. He led her to her single bedroom, his cock waggling through his open pants. He pushed her ahead and followed, closing the door. The games had only just started and he looked forward to fucking the debtor's daughter... all weekend.
----------
Isabelle lay naked in her own bed. Her weekend intruder lay naked next to her, a slight snore as he dozed. Her pussy still tingled from the stern fucking she had endured soon after they had entered the bedroom. She thought the living room blowjob would have slowed him down. It was not to be.
Other than heels, she was already naked. His own undressing was unhurried as he leered at her bare body standing in mid-room. He pushed her hard, her ass bouncing once on the mattress. He climbed between her legs; his intention obvious from the ready hardon already grown stiff soon after filling her mouth earlier with cum. She lay in a narrow spread-eagle position, arms askew and legs flat on the bed.
Vasili lifted and separated her knees, dragging her closer to his kneed-up stance. The knob bounced against her pink tissues exposed by her blooming labia. She felt the touch and shimmied to avoid the contact. He saw her boobs jostle, and it only made his ardor grow hotter.
He gripped her ass cheeks, elevating her cunt closer to his cock. With the tip poking her pussy, he leaned down, hovering briefly over her. He stared into her eyes, establishing his dominance and power.
Without pause, he drove in, somewhat surprised by the liberal wetness welcoming his penetration. Her eyes popped wide at the stretch to her cunt. She closed them quickly and moaned out, whether in pleasure or pain, he didn't know and didn't care.
Bracing his bulk atop her, just enough to maintain a contact but not a crush, he felt her stiff nipples prodding into his chest. He was ready, whether she was or not.
So, he got down to work.
His hips rose and fell, slowly cycling the entire length of his cock in her cunt. His one hand held her ass as he moved his other behind her neck. Gripping her tightly, he gradually increased the pace, building his rise as her captive body became just a useful tool for his lust.
'This isn't so bad', Isabelle mused. He was big and bulky but paid attention to their different sizes: his body big, hers smaller but with plump tits, his dark complexion, her lighter tone with the redhead complementing freckles, his fat cock, her narrow cunt. If it was to be all weekend, then she silently determined her best chance to survive was to cooperate and hopefully enjoy some pleasure for herself.
She subtly rolled her hips in time with his strokes, hoping to peak his arousal and get through this first fuck. It worked, sort of.
Vasili felt the rocking of her groin, a good sign of her capitulation. His ego swelled, she was acceding to his domination. With a mighty roar, he poured his second doze of cum into his weekend fuck mate. He managed to stay braced as his balls emptied and the orgasmic buzz flooded his entire nervous system, from head to toes.
He rolled aside when his body finally lost its spasmodic momentum. Isabelle lay in languid fatigue but with an unrequited arousal in her core. She would need to make more effort to keep him primed if she was to gain her own pleasure in their inevitable future sexual play. And that future arrived with two more fucks during the night. And finally, an overdue rapturous ecstasy for her during the last one, when he was slower to peak.
It was later the next day. Vasili had ignored her after breakfast; lounging elsewhere in the house. She had engaged him in a morning blowjob and a mid-morning handjob. Seeking more orgasmic pleasure for herself, she decided to take up some fantasy roles to get him primed. In her closet, she found her old high school uniform. It would do.
Wrapped in a bathrobe, Vasili was lounging in the living room when she peeked her head around the corner, her red hair in side pig tails. A moment later, when she saw she had his attention, she moved into the open, revealing the rest of her naughty outfit.
The getup would have gotten any normal schoolgirl sent to the principal's office for a suitable chastisement. And that was the scenario Isabelle hoped to play out. Her costume was minimal: a white sleeveless blouse, stretched tight across her nipple shadowed tits and a high-thigh red plaid skirt with inappropriate black high heels.
"Mr. Headmaster, my teacher sent me to see you about my uniform."
Vasili was at first stumped by her statement before he recognized the unfolding cosplay act. His cock twitched at the looming possibility and he decided to smugly go along.
"Yes, I can see the problem. You can't wear that in our school. Take it off immediately."
Isabelle was glad that he was going with her plan. Her hands rose to the few buttons above the tummy tied blouse tails and plucked then open. The tummy knot went next and she opened the front. Her lush boobs came into view. Vasili felt his cock twitch again, a little harder this time. He stayed silent, letting her continue.
She dropped the blouse and plucked at the skirt's waist. The plaid fabrics pooled at her feet. She stood naked in heels and pig tails. Without any hesitation, she strode forward, stopping when her knees touch his. She bent down, untied his terrycloth belt and flipped aside the bathrobe flaps. His bare tumescent cock was a sight for her eager eyes.
She handled the warm shaft, cupping the ball sack. He gained stiffness and was soon ready for action. So was she.
She straddled his legs with hers and scooted up to close the distance at their groins. Her wet pussy folds rubbed his solid muscle.
At the club private dances, she worked this same gimmick but rubbed the men's cocks through her silky see-thru panties. She kept spare pairs at her dressing table, available for the next stage set after the overwrought patrons spewed on the ones that she then gifted to them as souvenirs.
Now in her apartment, she used a hand-assist to place the ready cock and wormed her way downward, taking it inch by wiggling inch inside her cunt. She pushed until her shaved pubic thumped against his hairy tuff. All the while, Vasili had avoided moving. He let her use him as her sexual fantasy prop.
Isabelle braced her hands on his shoulders as she began the juicy thrusts and strokes. She slowly raised her hips high, then plunged down, drilling his shaft deep in her core. A wiggle at the bottom preceded another rise. Her pace slowly and steadily quickened. She was rubbing her clitoris on his pubic bone with each deep wiggle and it was working her into an undeniable yearning. His breaths were growing deeper, a sign of his similar indulgence.
Vasili was entranced by the bouncing mammary beauties near his face. He wanted to grab them, and kiss and nibble on the dancing nipples, but still held back. This time it was her show and he was just along for the ride.
She became a frenzy of bouncing hips and tits which finally culminated in her orgasmic delight. She plunged down, held deep, tilted her head back, opened her mouth and cried out her ecstasy. Her cunt rippled on his erection and he succumbed to her wiles, calling out his own ecstasy and pulsing jets of semen into her womb.
Her sweaty body vibrated and shuttered to a calm, and she collapsed onto his body, her tits pressed to his face. Her hands circled his neck and encouraged his delayed kisses and toothy nips on her nipples. Those post-coital oral stimulations held her body in a high state of nervous joy that slowed the inevitable ebbing of her rapture.


After a while, she extracted herself, gathered her discarded costume and retired to her bedroom to clean and preen for the next fantasy escapade. She lay on the bed, a short nap to reinvigorate for the next sexual session.
It happened sooner than later.
It may have been dark in the room, or maybe not. She wouldn't have known behind the blindfold. Vasili had put cuffs on her wrists and ankles and then spread her out on the sheeted mattress. He left her there to let her percolate her thoughts for a while before returning from his explorations elsewhere in her small apartment.
Vasili placed her cellphone on the nightstand. She felt the mattress dip and he was above her, leaning over her.
She was trapped beneath his bulk; however, he was again bracing his weight to avoid crushing her. His hips were wedged between her wide-set thighs, his knob tip just touching her spread pussy lips. He reached a hand out to the phone and pressed the 'Call' button. It rang a lilting tone until the crisp sound of connection.
"Isabelle? Are you okay?"
"Daddy?!"
Vasili punched his cock deep in one swift drive.
"Oh...GOD... DADDY!!"
"Isabelle, what's going on. Are you okay?"
Her voice was constricted by the rawness of the sudden stretch in her cunt.
"Daddy! He's fucking me! Oh.. IT'S SO BIG!"
"Right now?"
Vasili gruff voice jumped into the family conversation.
"That's right, Daddy. My cock is buried balls deep inside your daughter. Man, you were good for your word. She's a damn fine little piece of fuck meat... and really snug."
There was a pause as her father absorbed the news. It wasn't really news; he knew the mob's bag man was going to have sex with his daughter. He just didn't expect to be listening as it happened.
Daddy heard his daughter's rhythmic grunting, concerted with Vasili's growls, as he drilled his cock into his compulsory weekend playmate. The phone conveyed the background sounds of squeaking bed springs and the headboard knocking against the wall, signs of a very energetic cycle. Isabelle was becoming more vocal with each cock thrust as she felt the dazzling buzzing in her groin.
"oh... Oh... OH..."
She elevated her hips as she sensed the orgasmic rush was about to spread through her body. She closed her eyes as the contractions in her vaginal rings rippled along the pistoning meat. Her mouth opened to emit her call of ecstasy.
"oh... My... GOD!... DADDY!!!"
Vasili halted deep, relishing the kneading of her tight pussy on his sensitized cock. He loosely held her vibrating body as her vocalized orgasm played out. It seemed to go on and on, but not forever. With a gusty sigh of satisfaction, her body went limp in his arms.
"Darling, are you still there? Are you in pain?"
Her father heard his daughter's voice give a weary girlish giggle.
"No, Daddy. I'm fine. I'm more than fine."
Vasili's deep voice chimed in.
"She's fine, Daddy. Came like a wet dream. Now, it's my turn."
Vasili reared back and drove deep to Isabelle's answering 'oomph'. He engaged a rapid cycle of long deep thrusts. He was already near his peak and it wasn't long before he huffed his breath louder and louder, ensuring that Daddy heard him fucking his daughter to his own pleasure.
It wasn't his pleasure only. Each deep stroke gained another vocal grunt and groan from his bed-borne fuck mate.
"Hear that, Daddy? She's moaning like a well-used whore. And after my cock cums in her cunt, I'm going to stick it down her noisy throat."
He gave an especially hard thrust, making her give an especially loud grunt to emphasize his point. There was silence at the other end of the phone call.
Vasili peaked. A bellow accompanied his counter-arched spine's pose and the pulses of cum pumped into her wet warm pussy. Surprisingly, Isabelle's body arched to an accompanying second cry of orgasm. While the sensations calmed to manageable level, he maintained his brace above her, mindful of not crushing the fragile well-fucked redhead beneath him.
Isabelle feebly wretched in her bonds. She found her voice as the post orgasmic shudders faded to a whole-body glow. Her words were low, almost a whisper, but heard by her Daddy from afar.
"Oh... thank you... thank you... thank you..."
"God damn, girl! You made me gush like a fire hose..."
He found his presence as his cock began to dwindle in her cunt and had enough self-control to end the call with her Daddy.
"So, okay, see you for now, Daddy chump. Come by Sunday afternoon when I'm leaving. And bring that partial payment."
He pressed the cell button to end the connection.
Good for his promise, he crawled up her body to dangle his semi-hard, sticky cock at her face. He tore off the blindfold. Her teary eyes opened to find him staring stoically into hers and his cock twitching at her lips. A small smile formed at the corners of her mouth and she lifted her face to capture his knob in her mouth.
He slowly pressed forward, sinking his manhood in her mouth. She swirled her tongue to clean away the musky tasting combination of vaginal and seminal ooze. He pulled out and dismounted, standing off beside the bed. She puckered her lips for a kiss but he wouldn't comply. Instead, he untied her restraints and told her to clean up.
The weekend continued apace with Vasili and Isabelle engaging in lots more sex. He tried her out in all his favorite places and positions: sudsy bathtub cowgirl, kitchen-table-shaking power doggie, even sloppy-faced 69 oral on the living room carpet. By late Sunday afternoon, the pair had exhausted each other to a very welcome fulfillment. And now it was time for Vasili's departure.
In the front vestibule, Isabelle waited, seated on her spread folded thighs, black high heels behind, topless with a miniscule green thong, barely a cover for her snatch. Her hair was messy, strands dangling in her face and tickling over her nipples, where her eyes were looking down. There were rosy blotches on her hips and arms from tight grips and rough treatment during some of the fucks.
Vasili stood beside her in his street clothes when the door was keyed and opened for the expected arrival of Isabelle's daddy. The cowed parent entered gingerly, carrying a small envelope that Vasili pocketed without checking its contents. Nobody dared stiff the gangland loan enforcer.
As a final feat of intimidation to Daddy, he grabbed the near naked coed by her arms, easily lifting her to a stand and gathered the semi-cooperative daughter into bear hug. He leaned her back, putting her off balance in her heels, making her cling to him for stability. He kissed each nipple, a little bite one the left one that caught an 'eke' from her lips, before taking her in a hard kiss that provoked her willing response. Daddy saw her cheek ripple where Vasili's tongue swirled in her mouth, poking against the flexible side flesh. He left off the lip-lock and she gasped for breath.
He released her, upright on her heels, her face blushing from the forceful smooch.
"See you next month, little cunt. And the next one after that until Daddy here catches up his loan payments. But not too soon, I hope."
He turned to leave, but as he did, his swinging arm spanked a hard smack on her exposed ass cheek, gaining a heel hopped jog and a startled 'yip'.
The door shut behind him and the father-daughter pair were left alone in the quiet foyer.
Daddy surveyed his fucked-out daughter. She saw him leering at her and moved her hands to cover her breasts. His inner lust surged to his brain as he stepped closer to his risqué looking offspring. He lowered her arms to her sides.
"Ahh... none of that. You aren't as bashful or innocent as you pretend. My friends told me how you give them happy ending lap dances at the strip club. You agreed to help with my late loan payments and even called me so I could listen as you called my name while being pussy pounded to sexual nirvana."
"But, Daddy, you said I had to. You needed my help."
"Well, you didn't have to be so willing. So, now, there's something else you can do for me. I need some relief from all that verbal and now visual fantasy foreplay."
He pressed her shoulders, signaling her to squat on her heels. He unzipped his fly and extracted his semi-tumescent cock. She looked up at his stern face staring down at her face and tits.
"Suck it."
She looked level at the patronal meat dangling at her face. She rationalized this sudden departure from her normal fond feelings towards Daddy.
'It's just another cock: club patron, home intruder, daddy... they're all the same' she thought.
Her tongue protruded and tip tickled the under nook. His shaft jerked upward at the sensation. She captured the jiggling knob in her lips, suctioned with hollowed cheeks and drew him in. He tasted of sweat and musk but she didn't care; it wasn't something she hadn't tasted before.
She heard his moan as she slid him in deep, feeling the tip touch her tonsils, sounding her own muffled moan, vibrating his sensitized nerves. It was the usual response from both partners when she executed this added gratuity generating act at the club. She drew back and poked her cheek, now with Daddy's genital appendage instead of Vasili's oral one.
Daddy couldn't believe how quickly he got hard under her oral talents but wanted more than a quick blowjob. He pulled back, his palm pressing her away by her forehead even though she resisted, sucked harder, struggling to maintain his incursion in her mouth.
Hauling her to her feet, he grabbed her arm and pushed her into the living room. She stumbled on her heels and fell to the carpet. He rolled her over on her back and rumbled into position between her legs. The thong was a fragile annoyance which he quickly stripped away, snapping the narrow side strings.
His pants were open but he was generally clothed. Too impatient to bother, he brought his groin to hers, used a hand to align himself and drove in.
Her cries of incestuous protest went unheeded as he worked and wormed his solid muscle into her soft womb. She twisted and struggled, pushing against his chest, waggling her tits, and thrashing her wedged wide legs.
He had her captured beneath his bulk, in full control, and his hips cycled rapidly in his haste. It wasn't long before his panting breathes reached the crescendo and then a howl. A weekend's worth of bottled-up spunk pulsed out into his daughter's warm, wet pussy. He sagged atop her sweaty, now complacent, body.
His cock dwindled and fell out. He rose to his knees and pulled his pants over his sticky appendage, zipping up.
He left her there on the floor. As he opened the door to leave, he said his fateful farewell.
"See you next weekend. Be ready for me. I'll keep you tuned up so you're primed and prepared to satisfy Vasili on his monthly visits."
The door closed and Isabelle stared at the ceiling of her apartment's living room. She lay languid, resigned to the shock of the incestuous ravishment. She was sore, body and soul, feeling used and abused from the long weekend's rumbles, the latest pearly discharge leaking from her fucked out pussy.
How had this evolved? The club patrons were semi-voluntary sex, spouting their discharges into the open air. The loan collector was a family rescuing chore, planting his sperm into and onto her body. Daddy's fuck was a humiliation; she had been forced to take his parental seed deposit.
Although, she mused, she had experienced more orgasms in those days and nights than all her times before. She wondered: had her life taken a turn for the worse... or for the better? A sultry smile of hope and anticipation crossed her face.
She rolled over, went to her bedroom and slept through the night, dreaming of what the future could bring.
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The two jeeps stopped at the entrance to an ancient mountain citadel. Colonel Howard Burton, British Legate to the Borderland Emirates, stepped down from the dust-covered staff car. Why the roads had to be this bad, he wouldn't know.
Several armed soldiers surrounded him. One older man came to his front, stiffened to attention, and snapped a proper salute. His sleeve was covered from elbow to shoulder with chevrons.
Howard returned the salute to Sergeant Major Thomas Miller.
"Carry on, Sergeant Major. See that you and the men are billeted and cared for."
"Yes, sir. I assume we will receive the usual hospitality and comforts."
"No doubt."
The senior NCO broke out in a wide grin.
"Very good, sir. The three lads are new, but they've heard rumors. Should be a pleasant surprise."
A liveried man approached Howard from inside the palace.
"Welcome, honored one. My master invites you to join him for dinner this evening. Let me show you to your primary quarters until then, so that you can rest and refresh."
Howard looked over at his squad of escort soldiers. The doorkeeper clapped twice, and several house servants scurried to show the troopers to their secondary quarters inside the castle.
Colonel Burton would be attending the monthly banquet arranged for the British representative by the Emir. The monthly visit was mandatory by the British-imposed treaty, which bound the four emirates to peaceful coexistence.
For their guarantees of security for the vital pipelines, railroads and highways that delivered oil, ores and valuable trade goods through their lands, the Emirs received a portion of the taxes and tolls collected by the European power from the free-flowing commerce. It allowed the local potentates to grant largesse to their populations and enjoy a life of easily found
debauchery.
Howard followed his guide to his VIP rooms for the promised rest. Several hours later, he was led to the palace banquet hall and seated at the place of honor next to the corpulent Emir.
The food was opulent and the entertainment titillating. A succession of young maidens competed to display their most exotic and erotic belly dance routines to the important men.
Some were recent additions to the Emir's Harem, daughters of other emirs' concubines. The main wives' offspring were precious treasures of the royal family. In the past, they were the basis of political marriages, creating alliances and antagonisms for the constant internecine wars.
However, children of concubines were fodder for the Emir's amusement and largesse.
In these new times, when those daughters came of age, they were sent to the other Emirs' households, as gifts and signs of peace.
Tonight's lineup began with two such gifts. The first was in her early belly dance training. Her dance was a bit cumbersome, and she was lightly applauded and dismissed back to the Harem Mother for more practice.
The second was older and bolder. She was nubile and flexible. She wore a set of harem silks: transparent top and bottoms that failed, as was meant to be, a veil her young body.
Her long black hair, fresh face, and buxom boobs were a delight to observe as she made her belly dance moves. Her breasts shimmied, her hips gyrated and twerked, all in an effort to entice the attentions of her master. At the end of her performance, her success was signaled when the Emir made a sign for her to join him.
She ran to him and scrambled into his lap, ready to cuddle in further foreplay.
The entertainment continued with the third act, the main event. The room darkened, and the lilting music rose. The belly dancer stepped on her long, high-heeled legs to the center of the stage and the center of attention.
She wore a more concealing costume of a full-length silk wrap over a packed cleavage-boosting top and bangles hanging from the waist of her French cut bottom. Her eyes were darkly shadowed. Her lips, finger nails and toe nails were painted a bright fire engine red, points of color that would enhance her stage presence.
As an older, more experienced dancer, she delivered a subtly seductive performance. She turned and twisted, bent and swayed, proudly giving everyone a complete all-around view of her body's perfection. Her ass, hips, and tits were well proportioned to her mid-height stature.
Then she proceeded onward into a display of the strength, flexibility, and power of her muscular tone. She jettisoned the silky robe cover, displaying an abundance of perfect skin, proud of the condition of her female form. Her body was a stunning example of erotic physicality.
She danced smoothly, combining figure 8 hip pops with chest bounces and shimmies, tummy rolls with groin thrusts, her gyrating body mounted on the costume's matching high heels. Her long tresses fanned the air about her head, another sign of her health and vitality. Her red glossed highlights flashed like fire embers in the stage lighting as her limbs fluttered in dance moves.
Howard watched silently, an arousal growing in his groin. The Emir slyly watched his mesmerized guest. They had things to discuss tomorrow, and he hoped to have the Legate in a compliant mood. The Harem Mother had arranged this ploy as a way of effecting that compliance.
The belly dancer was leaning back, groin boldly thrust forward, waffling her belly muscles, a display of the fleshy ripples that would be reflected lower in her body when a lover's cock was embedded there. Her upper body was moving side to side, showing that her bountiful, wobbling tits were real and a further promised delight to any man that shared her bed.
She righted herself in a final flourish of jiggling flesh as the music faded. She faced the important men in a hand-on-hips pose, eyes downward in a submissive gesture, a one bent knee forward stance, awaiting the Emir's command.
Howard had only been paying half attention to the actual performance, the other half of his consciousness imagining the dancer's naked body squirming against him while his cock sluiced inside her cunt. The Emir noted his guest's lustful expression and waited until the Englishman reemerged to total reality. The Emir gazed with a steady curious expression, awaiting his honored guest's wishes.
Howard gave a sigh and tilted a small smile. The Emir clapped his hands, drawing the dancer's attention and gesturing a flat palm motion toward his seated guest, his signal that she was being offered as the British Legate's special hostess through the night. She bowed in compliance, tilted further to gather and sweep the discarded silk robe over her shoulders in feigned modesty, and strode gracefully from the room.
The banquet was over and Howard was escorted back to his room by two young, nubile Harem attendants. The concubines were lively as they escorted him through the corridors, chattering gleefully in a language he didn't understand. But if he had, he would have heard them giggling at the marvelous pleasure awaiting their ushered foreign visitor.
The trio arrived at Howard's assigned quarters. His giggling attendants hurried him through the door and left, abandoning him to the wiles of his bedroom hostess. The twenty-something dancing woman was waiting inside, ready to be the facilitator of his sensual discoveries.
She knew her role and responsibilities; the British overlords must remain satisfied to keep their security arrangements in place to protect the Emirates from hostile meddling.
Howard surveyed his assigned companion. She was still dressed in the belly dance costume that she had worn when he was entertained by, or rather purposefully aroused by, her earlier performance. Up close, she appeared just as magnificent, or maybe more so, than his earlier impressions.
Her full boobs were boosted into a rounded cleavage by the packed top. Her exposed belly and legs were smooth and muscular, toned by hours of practice in the eastern arts. She was expected to be a master of those arts, both artistically vertical on the dance floor, spritely eye candy for the audience, and erotically horizontal on a bed, a gratifying dynamo for a favored patron.
Her face was framed by her dark, wavy hair, midback length, decorated with small jeweled clips; the clips to control her tresses when she was flailing them around at energetic gyrations during her routines, and jewels to show how much she was valued for her services to the Emir, in his bed and in the bed of those with whom he chose to share her extraordinary talents.
And Colonel Howard Burton, British Legate, whose judgements of the Emirate's value to the Empire, was one of those important men with whom the Emir chose to share.
Howard stepped closer. She shyly tilted her brown eyed gaze upward to his face, maintaining a stoic countenance in his presence, unsure of his preferences when offered the gift of her exotic body.
Did he want submission, or resistance, or for her to be assertive?
He grasped her silky robe and slipped it over her shoulders. It fell off her arms to puddle at her jeweled heels.
His hands slipped under her upper arms, reaching behind to find the dance costume's top. It was a sturdy eye and hook type, designed to keep her bouncing boobs covered during the energetic dancing. But it readily yielded to his fingers, another crafty feature for post-performance encounters like this.
She watched his eyes as she took a step back, letting his hands slide away, the straps fall off her shoulders and down her arms, dragging the bejeweled cups along.
He gazed down on the magnificence of her breasts. The bra may have boosted her boobs into a mounded cleavage for dancing, but the loosened flesh was still naturally full and enticing. The Colonel would have no trouble boosting his own arousal when he played with those beautiful fun bags.
And the playing began right away. He cupped the large masses, bouncing and squeezing. His thumbs rubbed circles on the broad brown nipples. The central little soldiers rose to attention for the foreign officer.
She took another step away and used her hands to begin her man's bedroom preparations. Instead of his military uniform, the Emir had given his visitor local wear. She pulled the knotted belt and opened the top, exposing his hairy, muscular chest. The cotton robe drifted down his arms to the floor. Her hands worked the waist belt, and the loose pantaloons fell away to his ankles. She knelt to ease them off his feet. He got a wonderful top view of her jostling breasts as she worked.
Lastly, for him, was the groin wrap, a loose cotton cloth fastened at the sides. She untied the knots and drew it off. She was pleased by the sight before her.
Colonel Burton was a man's man. His balls hung heavy in his hairy scrotum. Mildly excited by the warmup to the impending playtime, his cock was swollen but not rigid. It would be her duty to rectify that start into a fuller stiffness.
She would be remiss if she simply worked him physically to a frenzy, ignoring her long-practiced visual arts. She rose to face her assigned mission.
In her heels, she was still a half head shorter. He looked at her face, framed in the wavy hair. Her high cheekbones elongated her mascara-shadowed eyes. Her lips held the stage-worthy red gloss. His nose sensed a whiff of her perfume.
He laid his hands on her hips. Her arms rose from their hanging rest to hold his biceps. He leaned in for an introductory kiss. They made it a gentle one, feeling the soft touch.
She broke off and stepped back, disconnecting the handholds. She pointed to the spot between her breasts, touching her fingertips to her breastbone. Her voice was soft and feminine-sounding.
"Yana."
"Yana," he repeated.
She nodded, shifting her finger to his chest. Her accent made the word even more thrilling in its acknowledgement of his status.
"Master".
Howard hadn't understood his nubile escorts' chatter during his return from the banquet.
"You speak English?"
She shook her head of loose tresses.
"A little. Ahh... pillow... talk?"
He decided he was okay with that. He wasn't here for a deep intellectual, social, or cultural exchange. His immediate interest was in a deep sexual and genetic exchange.
He saw her slightly troubled expression. He assumed she was worried that he would reject her because of her vocabulary weaknesses. He smiled as a physical sign of acceptance.
"It's okay. We'll get along fine."
She didn't know anything other than 'Okay' and his smile. She relaxed, stepped in to hug his neck and leaned her head on his shoulder. He wrapped her waist with his arms, drawing her soft breasts to his chest. The warmth of her body and the scent of her perfumed hair were an elixir that made his cock swell.
She noticed that physical reaction and leaned back in his arms. She pushed against his chest and stepped back as he released his hold. She swept her hair back and gently swayed her hips. He saw the beginning of a dance evolve and sat on the edge of the bed, his hands braced aside on the mattress. His penile muscle extended forward, fat but not stiff enough for coupling.
There was silence in the room, but Yana heard a rhythm in her mind. This time, the moves were less frenetic but still a demonstration of her bodily ways of pleasing a man's erection. She waffled her toned abs, rolling her hips and groin in sensual stirring motions. As she gyrated and swayed, her boobs shifted, her nipples rounding circles in the air, all for the enjoyment of her soon-to-be lover.
She stepped in time and turned slowly, holding her hair in a bunch above her head, giving a closer view of her whole stature, including her firm twerking ass cheeks. While facing away, she wiggled her torso, giving him sidewinder peeks of her rounded chest mounds.
Her hands descended to her waist, and some finger fiddles unfastened the side catches of her bejeweled and bangled bottoms. She let them slip lower, over her hips and down to reveal her smooth-skinned ass cheeks. The costume bottom dropped to the floor, the bangles making a tinny sound on impact.
She peeked over her shoulder at his cock and saw with pride and delight that her private dance was achieving its salacious aim.
Howard felt his ardor rise, accompanied by a similar rise in his erection, which was now pointed particularly upward. His knob was engorged and formed a prominent helmet shape on the end of his manhood.
She turned and took in a full view. Howard had one hand gripping his stiff cock, intent on a stroke of the solid shaft. She skipped forward, heels clicking, boobs jostling, squatting quickly between his knees. She pushed his hand away before he could masturbate his hardon.
"No, master! Me..."
She held him at the base near his ball sack with a circled thumb and forefinger. The other fingers drew close, her fingertips touching at random places all around the shaft. Then fingertips brushes at other places, a pressed swipe along the blue-toned vein, and finally finger scrapes along the shaft, ending with gentle scratches on the sensitive skin of the post-circumcised ring just below the coronal ridge.
Howard closed his eyes halfway through the erotic fingering. At the vee scrape, he emitted a deep guttural groan, a signal to Yana that some of her pre-coital duties had been successfully completed.
She paused to assess her next steps. He would need a small sample to make a choice. She opened her mouth wide and lapped a long lick from base to crown with the flat of her tongue. He groaned again, another sign of his favor for her. She held him tight as she used the edge of her lingual muscle to flick the left side of his corona and then repeated it on his right side.
Example given, Yana peered up at Howard's face; it held a grimace of unimaginable arousal. He had let her take charge of the foreplay, but now it was his time to choose. She knew very little English except for the few words she had gathered from her 'pillow talk'.
"Mouth? Pussy?"
Howard surmised she wanted to know his preference for penetration. He was still in awe of her tits. He imagined her seated on his lap, his cock embedded in her cunt, as he sucked her nipples. He spoke his gentlemanly choice.
"Pussy, please," he intoned.
She knew 'pussy' and took his choice to heart, rising to stand before him. Arms relaxed at sides, she was completely submissive to his choice.
He got his first good view of her bare pussy. The labia lips were full, plush ridges beside the central split. Her thighs were dancer-toned, the inner muscles shapely beneath the smooth, soft skin.
She gently moved his knees together as the first step to mounting him. When she opened her legs, he noted a hint of pink, moist tissue peeking between the labia sides. Sliding forward, she rested her ass on his hairy thighs, linking her hands behind his neck. She lifted slightly on her heels, moving up his legs until the base of his erection touched her wet blossoming pussy lips. He felt the warmth of her genital flesh.
He wound his arms around her waist; she leaned back against his hold, steadied by both sets of hands.
He dipped his lips to her left breast, kissing and then suckling the nipple. She looked down as his lips canoodled her boob. He left off the left and moved to the right. Another round of smooches gave both her tits equal treatment.
He leaned up. His ardor hadn't ebbed one bit. She smiled and giggled, giving the tip of his nose a little kiss.
He looked in her eyes when they squinted almost imperceptibly. Then he felt movement at his groin as she braced on her heels and activated her hips, rubbing her pussy up and down an inch or two at the base of his shaft. She employed her belly waffling undulations, tilting her groin to and fro with her strong thighs rather than lifting her bottom. That worked for the initial stimulus, but she then combined those with lifts to fully slick the length of the underside of his erection.
He felt the penile massage, smelled her perfume, and heard the squishy sounds of cunt sliding on cock. Her breathing was steady, unimpeded by the sexual labors. His breathing was beginning to quicken, egged on by the efforts of his sensual partner.
She monitored his growing lust, listening to his breathing, watching his facial tightening. It was time to inaugurate the penetration. She rose, sliding her wet pinkness to the tip, pressing her feminine cleft over half the conical knob. A pause for a deep breath, then a slight press. She engaged her hips and rolled a sideways figure 8 move.
His cock was inserted an inch, her wetness coating the knob. A figure 8 on the other side drew him in more. She wiggled figure 8's side to side, stimulating the coronal sides as she descended slowly down his manly pole. A last wiggle brought him all in, his tip slit pressed by her cervix. She leaned back, inviting more of his oral nipple caresses. He took up her offer.
His lust was fired up, and kisses led to suckles that led to toothy bites on the pokie cylinders. The little bits of pain drove electric tingles to her clitoris. This was a part of her plan that encouraged her to make higher efforts.
She rotated her hips, swirling his erection within her channel like a carnal cocktail swizzle stick. Then, combined that stimulus with tummy waffles and more figure 8's. Best for her was the stretched fullness she felt at such a big cock inside her cunt.
Howard was gaining his peak from all the belly-dancing sensuality, the submissive female pandering, her physical touches and caresses by hand, mouth, and pussy. She sensed his unstoppable rush to eruption and pulled his head beside hers, squashing her tits to his chest while accelerating the vaginal massages on his manhood. Timing the last moment of his hold-out, she clamped hard with her vaginal ring muscles.
Howard hugged her vibrant body to his, bellowed out a cry of ecstasy, and felt his balls push volumes of milky spunk up his cock to burst forth in a sextet cannonade into his fuck mate's grotto of lust. His mind blanked through the sequence of spurts.


When Yana's packed cunt felt the pulses run up the tube of muscle embedded there, it triggered her orgasm, and she whimpered before screaming at the power of the convulsions that racked her body from core to extremities and back again, rattling her brain.
The sex mates vibrated in their mutual rapture, barely conscious of the other's presence. The thrills eased into the post-coital glow, and the pair held each other loosely as their breathing returned to almost normal.
Yana stirred first, extracting herself from his arms, then lifting her hips, extracting his softening erection from her sodden pussy. She continued her duty as his sexual attendant, placing him deeper onto the bed, and lying against him in a fond cuddle. Sleep overtook the weary couple.
He awoke later, finding her watching him. Her hand lightly rubbed his semi-tumescent cock. He was unsure of the meaning of her next English word; her voice held an anxious tone.
"More..."
Was it a query or a plea? Was she asking if he wanted more or pleading for her own continued pleasure? He wasn't sure and frankly didn't care. He hoped it would be good for both of them again.
"Yes."
She smiled, and her fingers became more active. His faithful soldier responded to the call to duty, bringing itself to full attention.
She cooed happily as she threw a leg over and prepared to mount up for another gallop to paradise. But the Colonel's ego wasn't about to let her do all the work this time. He rolled her over sideways, trapping her upper thigh under his waist hollow. His tip found the slippery slot, and a few shuttles had his meaty sword buried to the hilt.
She had some freedom of movement, engaging her hips in rocking and rolling while he pumped his cock through her moist, warm flesh.
With her movements somewhat restricted under his tight hug, she still cooperated with cunt clenches and cuddles when he paused for breath, gaining energy to continue ramming into her.
Incredibly, even with the earlier ecstasies, the rise to the peak came powerfully. He spewed with a growl, matched by her breathy gasps of orgasm during the mutual pleasures.
At dawn's early light, Howard saw her prone body beside him: luscious tits, flat belly, trim hips. He decided he wanted one more go at the vivacious body that the Emir had gifted to him for one night.
She seemed asleep, but no matter. He propped himself above her, his hard cock dangling below his elevated hips. He lay down atop her, startling her awake. At first, disoriented, she struggled to access her situation, writhing in an attempt to protect herself.
That only excited him further, fantasizing that he was taking his privileges with an unwilling maiden. He drove his cock home to her whimper of protest. It felt heavenly.
She was more awake now and aware of her surroundings. Her man was fucking her again, and instead of resistance, she was duty-bound to employ the same resistive bodily wreathing as stimulus. Her erotic instincts emerged and, despite her constricted position beneath his bulk, her twists and undulations subtly included the belly waffles, hip pops, and figure 8s that she used so well during previous performances, on stage and in bed.
Howard was slamming his cock into her with vicious energy. He fought to control her purported attempts to dislodge him. The ego boost of domination fulfilled its purpose. He reared up and howled out the mighty efforts needed to propel the last vestiges of his diminished ejaculate reserves into her deepest recesses.
Collapsing in exhaustion on top of her, he sensed the caresses of her hands on the back of his neck, her soft inner thighs rubbing his legs, and her kisses and nips on his earlobes. She was letting him know that she was happy to have provided him with another round of sexual bliss.
But all good things must come to their conclusion. The door squeaked open, and two familiar faces peered inside. His two nubile escorts from last evening had returned to assist his morning preparations for the business meeting with the Emir.
Yana felt him slip from her cunt. She waited while he wearily rolled aside, his semi-soft penis lolling in its hairy nest.
Alighting from the bed, she was still wearing her strappy dance heels. As she knew from previous foreign encounters, wearing her heels while being fucked tended to enhance the man's sense of dominance over the female, and, thus, the intensity of his orgasms and his satisfaction were magnified.
She stood next to the edge of the bed and leaned in. She placed a tender kiss on his lips. The words were whispered, another practice of her limited English vocabulary.
"Thank you."
She leaned lower and lovingly kissed his cum-sticky prick its own 'goodbye'.
Yana gathered her discarded costume from the floor and left Colonel Burton to the care of his two nubile attendants. They levered the older man from bed and hustled him to the ensuite bath. They joined him in the large shower after stripping off their toga-like clothes.
He let them bathe him, sudsing his hairy body, hand swipes that massaged his aching muscles, warm water rinse-offs, and precocious little tweaks of his cock and balls.
After a brisk towel drying, he found his military uniform with its medals and ribbons earned in duty to Queen and Country, cleaned and pressed, folded on his bed. His naked water nymphs helped him dress, letting him admire one last time the shapely, firmly bodied concubines.
Donning their togas, they escorted their important guest to his breakfast meeting with their master, the Emir.
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The two jeeps stopped at the entrance to an ancient mountain citadel. Colonel Howard Burton stepped down from the dust-covered staff car. Why the roads had to be this bad, he wouldn't know.
Several armed soldiers surrounded him. One older man came to his front, stiffened to attention, and snapped a proper salute. His sleeve was covered from elbow to shoulder with chevrons.
Howard returned the salute to Sergeant Major Thomas Miller.
"Carry on, Sergeant Major. See that you and the men are billeted and cared for."
"Yes, sir. I assume we will receive the usual hospitality and comforts."
"No doubt."
The senior NCO broke out in a wide grin.
"Very good, sir. The three lads are new, but they've heard rumors. Should be a pleasant surprise."
He turned to his squad. The four men, a corporal and three privates, stood at attention in line.
"Alright, you limey rascals. Gather your gear and follow me. I'll show you to your quarters. Look sharp, lads, you're representatives of the Queen. These bastards need to see discipline and know who's in control."
The soldiers gathered their packs and marched smartly behind the senior NCO. They entered a barracks-like room, bunks aligned with curtains making each one semi-private from the others. The bunks were unusually large for military furnishings, more like double mattress beds.
"Take a bunk and put your weapons in the footlocker. Then down to your skivvies, lads. Time to wash off the dust and dirt from that hard journey in. Leave your uniforms and boots at your spot. We'll move to the next room for baths."
The corporal and three privates followed orders and finally stood barefoot at the front of their curtained-off bunks. The Sergeant Major had stripped himself as well, leaving his clothes at his spot that commanded a view of the room.
The semi-nude men and boys entered a large tiled room with marbled floors surrounding a central pool, where steps descended from all sides into the chest-deep water.
"Drop your shorts and climb in. It will soothe your weary bones, boys."
They toe-tested the temperature before walking down, finding seats on the masonry benches, sliding apart almost equally spaced. They dunked their heads and leaned back, exhaling moans of relaxation in the mist-covered warm water.
The partially submerged Sergeant Major looked at his corporal seated across the open water. He shrugged and the corporal cocked his head toward the portal opposite the barracks door.
Sergeant Major nodded, looked toward that second entry, and gave a wave.
Assistant Harem Mother Hadi was peering through the peephole, awaiting the sign to come in. It was all she could do to control her four little concubine charges. They had clambered one upon the other for their own peeks through the door's tiny window.
They were young, having come of age within the last year and traded into the Emir's Harem. He had bedded each one once or twice. But he had so many women, and he was only one man, growing older and losing fortitude and fertility as he aged. The newer concubines, like those now with the Hadi, could go months without a male's touch and attention. Thus, their effervescent eagerness to join the young and vivacious foreign men in the bathing pool.
Hadi unlatched the door and had to step back to avoid being trampled in the squealing stampede of nubile nakedness. They slammed the door wide open as they rushed into the bathing room, scrambling to the pool and jumping butt first into the center. The waves sloshed across the chests up to the necks of the soaking men who had been frozen in surprise by the rush of naked female bodies.
The four water nymphs popped above the surface, water dripping off their long black hair. Their conical firm tits split the tresses into wet curtains on their fronts. Unchoreographed, they made their way to sit close beside a man who drew their favor. They all cuddled a firm, well-proportioned breast against his bicep, claiming him for the duration of the tenure.
The Sergeant Major's voice rang out.
"Boys, this warm water may soothe your bones, but the Emir has granted you one night of harem privileges so that these little lasses can soothe your boners. Let every man give proper respect to the generosity of our host."
A cheer went up as each man pledged in his heart, as well as his hardon, to do his duty to the glory of God, Queen and Country.
The concubines may not have understood the words, but the happy cheers cheered their hearts; their plans for getting fucked were going to get played out. They began fiddling with underwater cocks and balls as the men grabbed handfuls of tits and asses in the commencement of this evening's foreplay.
Meanwhile, Hadi had recovered her composure and, securing the door, strode gracefully to the oldest soldier in the room.
She had added two children to the Emir's brood, and she wasn't a nubile youngster anymore, but she still retained a physical attractiveness in her 30s. The man she sat beside now in the water was a familiar acquaintance, and she knew he liked a long, sensual run-up to physical sex. She felt familiar enough with her regular visitor to use his first name, something his soldiers would never dare to do.
"Thomas, you have brought us a very good set of young men this time. Look. Two of your boys have blond hair and blue eyes. And the other has red hair and green eyes. The Emir will be very pleased if any of these concubines bear children with those colors from tonight's endeavors."
She sidled close to the man in charge. She saw his battle scars: white lines and patches on his arms and legs from distant wars. He had earned this unusual duty tour, and she hoped to reward him for his service to his country and to her Emir.
She cupped his ball sack and pressed her breast to his arm. He ran that arm over her shoulder, letting that boob mold to his side, cupping her opposite generous mass, petting lightly, as he watched his command come under the spell of Hadi's selection of maidens.
The corporal was the most experienced and was far into his public petting session. He broke off, stepped out, and pulling his young maid from the water, slung her over his shoulder, her head down behind his back and her ass well displayed in front. Her happy squeal and the loud sound of a playful spank got the room's attention.
"Well, it's off to bed for me, lads. Take your little wenches back to your bunks with you and pound their pussies to your heart's desire."
With that, he strode through the door to the barracks room and his waiting oversized bunk space.
The privates looked at each other and then at their naked playmates. The girls weren't bashful about taking the lead. They grabbed the hand of their man and pulled them to stand. They giggled in girlish snickers of wonder and anticipation as they got a good view of the cocks and balls of their men. With hasty tugs of encouragement, they led their wet chosen male into the next-door barracks.
By now, even the least witted young man understood the unfolding scenario. Their dusty uniforms were missing, and the bed coverings were folded down like a hotel after the housemaid had prepped the bed. They led their little companion to their selected curtained space.
Corporal Dennis Smoot was already within his area, the curtains pulled around the sides and front for pseudo-privacy.
He heard the shuffle of the other three making their way to their own places. The screech of curtain hooks from drawing drapes assured him of their compliance to this unusual duty. From now until morning, it was every man for himself.
Dennis had plopped his shoulder load of femininity on the wide bed. She actually bounced a hop on her back, and when she re-landed, it was with legs akimbo and pussy open to his gaze.
Harem hygiene apparently demanded smooth shaving of the nether regions. Her pink tissues peeked from between her plush little labia lips. He took that as an invitation for further exploration.
His face found her crotch; his tongue found her cleft. She moaned, then squealed at the sensation, wetting his face with her dew. He rose and crawled up, his tip finding her slit. A push, a moan, a groan, and he was firmly seated. They moved slithering-like, rubbing tits on chest and cock in cunt.
Dennis wanted to hold out, but his libido did not. His spine stiffened, and his girl hugged and clung to him as he cried out and spewed, dousing her womb with sperm. She cooed in delight upon receipt of the genetic gift.
Other sounds of male and female joy echoed in the room.
Thomas and Hadi, ensconced in his bed, were in leisurely fondling when the air was filled with distressful feminine crying. He bolted from the his bed to investigate, following the sound to one of the curtained cubicles.
The naked little concubine was sitting on the bed, redheaded Roddy lying beside her with a bewildered expression.
"What's the trouble here?"
Hadi had followed him and questioned the girl in the native language. Through her snuffles and tears, she explained that she had sucked Roddy's cock to get him hard for intercourse. But he held her head against his groin until he had quickly cum down her throat. How would she get a redheaded, green-eyed baby that way?
Hadi translated the protest into English. Private Roddy, lying naked next to her, protested his innocence, stating that he thought that was sex.
"That's what the SOHO ladies do."
"Well, son, there are other ways to get the same effect. She's been through this before so let her show you how."
Hadi told the concubine that her man was new to sex and she would need to show him how it was done. She brightened in understanding, determined to make it happen.
Before the others could close the curtains and leave, the mollified bedmate was turning to her young newbie, handling his cock, and initiating foreplay for a vaginal copulation.
Peace restored, Thomas and Hadi returned to their bed and their cuddling. The greater room descended into low murmurs of sexual noises.
Hadi knew her man. As the mature bedmate lay prone, she rubbed his growing cock, as well as planting kisses on his neck, chest, and belly. Although the young concubines needed vaginal sex, Hadi was content to satisfy his libido in other ways. She posed on her elbows and knees; her breasts suspended in dangling orbs.
Her talented lips found his languid cock head and slurped it inside. Her tongue was active on the tube of man meat filling her mouth, and the relaxed man groaned with contentment as she fellated his prick. That gave her encouragement to continue with more vigor as the foreigner's cock grew stiffer under her care. Her head now bobbed, its motions reflected to her body, swaying her boobs. That caught Thomas's attention, and he cupped the enticing playthings. The nipple wobbled in his palm, an arousal addition to the tactile suckling of his cock.
The multiple stimulations got him into his rise, bringing on the first of his intended ejaculations. He groaned loudly as his balls delivered their pent-up spunk into Hadi's mouth. She hummed with joy as she received her reward for faithful service to her Emir. She sucked and swallowed, taking all her man could give.
In the background, two other noisy exclamations proved her charge of young concubines were also achieving the rewards of their sensual tasks, gaining genetic infusions from the visiting British soldiers.
Roddy discovered the joys of intercultural relations with his second trial of sexual connections. His bedtime partner patiently helped him use his cock to penetrate her preferred orifice. It was different from his younger experience with the SOHO night ladies. The concubine's pussy was warm and juicy, not sloppy and toothy.
She taught him to thrust and retreat, buffing his knob inside her tight little pussy. He enjoyed the sensations and finally hollered out in her arms, pumping his craved-for genetic gift into his happily accepting playmate.
A short while later, the virile young trooper proved his sexual stamina and his ability as a quick learner of the coital arts, delivering a third dose of his procreation contribution.
Later in the evening, the sargeant watched Hadi's naked body ride his rigid cock in cowgirl fashion. He was uninhibited in loudly expressing his delight for her coital talents when she extracted his manly fluids. A cuddle and rest preceded a final act of sensual connection where he rampaged a missionary fuck as her morning sendoff.
The lads were bathed, fed and dressed by their young concubines, who were grateful for the chance to please their master with potential newborn additions to his harem household.
The British security guard stood in ready formation as Colonel Howard Burton strode to the waiting military escort vehicles. Sargeant Major Thomas Miller made a sharp salute as the guard squad snapped to attention.
"Sargeant Major, have the men been properly cared for by the Emir's servants?"
"Very properly indeed. And I hope you were also treated well, sir."
The commissioned and enlisted officers exchanged sly smirks of mutual understanding.
Even the escorting lads could suppress grins.
"Well, then, off we go. We are expected today at another Emir's compound for more cultural relations. We must keep up the highest standards of British respectability as we perform our duty to Queen and Country as her honored representatives."
"Yes, sir; it's an honor to serve."
The Englishmen loaded up for their journey on the next leg of their demanding foreign adventure.
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Colonel Howard Burton, British Legate to the Border Emirates, watched the acrobats jump and tumble in super athletic displays of graceful strength during the banquet hosted by yet another Emir. As the honored guest, he was duty-bound to give superlative compliments for their performance. Actually, they were very good and the lauds came easily.
The partying wound down, and, as this was more of a celebration of their earlier negotiations, it was time to end this evening's festivities. The Emir leaned over to his foreign guest, his voice holding a tinge of a conspiratorial tone.
"My friend, I appreciate the fairness of your country's dealings with our Emirates. We wouldn't have known about the increased revenues from the tolls."
"Your Excellency, the British government wants the trade routes to operate with peaceful mutual benefits. We will always endeavor to be a well-regarded partner."
"That is good. You are a trustworthy fellow. So now I want to ask you for a personal favor, one which requires the utmost confidentiality."
"If it's within my power, I will consider it. How can I help?"
The Emir visibly relaxed his tension. His voice continued in a low conspiratorial mode.
"I believe one of my fellow Emirs has put me in a position to appear weak. He has sent me a young concubine, which has me in a bind. She is a virgin and very headstrong.
"I tried to make her mine, but every time I try, she resists. Even the Harem Mother's scolding has not turned her mind. I am not the vigorous young man I used to be. I cannot chase her around the bedroom forever.
"If I let one of my sons do the deed, they may decide I am weak and instigate a palace coup. None of them is ready to rule; it would be bad for my people."
Howard nodded knowingly; messy politics might mess with mutually beneficial profits.
"So, my friend, will you do the deed, turn her into a woman? Will you be her first? It may take a bit of strength, stamina and sternness to take her to heel."
Howard always enjoyed the gracious hospitality of his hosts on these inspection visits. He and his retinue were treated to Harem privileges every time. But this was a special situation, and he wondered at the unspoken dangers of the enterprise.
But the loyal soldier inside him decided his manliness was needed to mollify the situation.
"I would be honored to help you, Your Excellency."
The Emir put on a happy face, signaling a subtle thumbs up to the Harem Mother watching from across the banquet room. She also sported a bright smile and took her leave to make the proper arrangements.
------
Shani was fuming. Here she was again, locked in a private bedroom. During her earlier argument with the Harem Mother, the old woman had even slapped her face, scolding her for her impertinent back talk. Shani brewed with anger; she was the daughter of an Emir, even though only through a concubine. How dare she strike her?
This was going to be another attempt to take away her virginity. It had taken only mild efforts to resist the old Emir's desires to force his will on her. He couldn't catch her as she climbed over furniture and dodged his pathetic grabs. If this was going to be a repeat, then she would end it quickly by pretending to succumb, cooperate with mutual undressing, and then... kick him hard in the balls.
She waited in an angry temper for his arrival and her planned confrontation.
Howard was escorted from the banquet by two lovely little concubines to a room near his quarters. They disrobed him and then themselves to just panties before washing him in a shower. The suds and rinses felt refreshing, even though he had cleaned up before the evening's banquet.
He was surprised when they rubbed light body oils onto his whole body. The smooth caresses started to give him a woody, which they noticed and carefully avoided. Finally, they helped him don a Speedo-style cock and balls supporter. It actually enhanced the lumpy display of his large genitalia in the stretchy pouch.
The trek to his quarters with its waiting rendezvous, escorted by the still topless bathing partners, drew his attention to the growing snugness of the Speedo. His view of bouncing titties as they skipped beside him had him wondering if a diversion might be more desirable.
But he was a proper British officer who stayed on mission. They arrived at his quarters and his assignment.
Shani heard the latches click and saw the door open. She expected just the fat old Emir but was surprised when the trio entered the room. The two sister concubines were not unexpected, but the foreign devil, mostly naked, was a shock to her scheme.
He was taller than any of the three girls. Even with his middle age, he retained a robust physique honed by his military training. His hairy body glowed with an oily sheen. But her focus descended to the Speedo-packed package at his groin.
Her plans for a fight melted away in despair. She was not the equal of this strong man, and her feisty nervousness sank to the pit of her stomach in dull anguish as she realized that, one way or another, she was not going to be a virgin by morning.
Howard was impressed by the beauty of the young lass whom he was tasked to fuck this night. She was dressed in a Harem silk top and pantaloons. Her hips and thighs were proportional to her tight tummy. The shadow of her nether regions appeared shaved bare.
Her tits were youthful conical masses, tipped with dark pointy nipples, which were mounted on the well-built body. She was a perfect example of a very fuckable babe. And it was going to be his pleasant duty to be her first.
But a rape was not his preference. He was a military man; strategy was his game. He didn't savor a forceful fuck. A little discomfort was okay, but he wanted this first time for her to channel her toward a desire for many more. It was time for a little bedroom negotiation.
He pointed to his bare chest.
"Howard."
He pointed to her. She realized that he hadn't set her up in a physical trap. She took his meaning as wanting to be civil.
"Shani."
He motioned her to take a seat in a cushion divan. She curled into a child pose, a defensive posture.
"Do you speak any English?"
"I have lessons, yes."
"Good. Do you know why I am here?"
She nodded her head.
"You fuck me... first time. It hurt..."
Howard thought he could reason with her if he used simple words.
"Yes. No more virgin. Me gentleman. A little hurt but then you're a woman."
Shani visibly détented. It was inevitable. She couldn't hold out forever. She heard 'gentle' and 'little hurt'. The older concubines had gossiped about it. They claimed to have a better life after that first time.
She unfolded her body and stood slowly. She faced the near-naked, glossy foreigner. Her arms hung down in surrender, and her eyes were submissively lowered.
Howard saw her easy stance and took that as her agreement to let him do the deed. He took a slow step forward to arm's length. He lifted the silky tunic by its hem and pulled it upward, over her shoulders. She lifted her arms in cooperation, letting him pull her top over her head. Her hair fluffed and then settled fore and aft on her shoulders. He finger-dragged her fore half behind, fully exposing her nubile tits to his gaze.
He stooped to one knee and pulled the harem pants over her hips and down to her bare feet. She stepped one foot and then the other to rid herself of any clothes.
Howard saw her pussy up close. It was two soft folds of plump skin, slotted closely. He was tempted to place a kiss, but withheld the urge; it might be too much too soon. It seemed small for his size; he knew it would be a tight fit at first, but would have a youthful ability to distend as needed.
He rose to his feet. Now it was her turn to see his genitalia. His fingers hooked the Speedo, and he pulled it out and over his semi-tumescent package. He watched her eyes widen when she got her first look.
He wondered if she was accustomed to seeing a male penis. If she was from a neighboring harem, no doubt she had been coached by her harem mothers and sisters about it. She mentioned her understanding of the first-time pain and, though unsaid, her passing to a brighter future. His duty pressed him forward in his Emir promised mission.
He stepped closer and circled her nubile body with his strong arms. He hugged her tits to his chest and she took some initiative to respond by twining her arms around him. He looked deeply into the eyes of his imminent bedmate. Her expression was resigned, accepting of the event about to take place but he perceived an inner trepidation, a slight restless tremor in her nervous body.
He walked her backwards to the bed, her thighs bumping the low mattress. She dropped over; he held her as he gently lay her on her back. His tumescent cock rubbed her outer labia rolls. She twitched at the touch.
He leaned over her and they shuffled cumbersomely further aboard. She was unresisting as he moved her into a proper alignment, posing her for classic missionary copulation.
He advanced to spread and lift her knees, hovering his strong body above her softer, supple form. His cock tip touched her warm feminine gateway. He perceived another flinch away, a last-minute hesitancy. He placed his hands under her ass cheeks, ready to grip them tightly to maintain control of the penetration. For now, he simply pressed upward, bringing her cleft closer to his groin's height, aiding his alignment for her life's virginal closure.
His tip found her outer orifice again and he held there as he saw a tear trickle from the side of her lovely brown eye. She gulped, a final insuppressible reaction to her escalated angst. He saw the fretful signs and determined that further delay would only be a drawn-out torture to her emotions.
With a quick intake of breath, he pushed his knob between her pink wet folds. He was met with a warmth, expected but still rewarding to the duty he was performing. He paused a second and pressed again, going deeper, embedding a bit of shaft below the corona, and meeting the barrier to her transformation to womanhood. He looked in her teary eyes and took another fortifying breath.
With a grunt of determination, he gave a mighty shove and broke through. He felt his cock go down her slippery passageway and seat itself in her soft, snug grotto. Her mouth opened in a fading cry of distress, even though she had been coached on the transitory sting. No words could mellow the angst of the sudden act that removed the final vestiges of her virginity.
Howard held her gently through the emotional flow but he was loathe to wait any longer. His ardor was up and he commenced the thrusts and strokes that would fulfill his own need for sexual pleasure and pressure relieving spew. He slithered long lunges, starting slow, his hypersensitive cock nerves feeling every ripple and fold of her pink tissues on his corona and shaft. She was quieter now, stifling her sniffles, letting him please himself with her body.
And he did. The cycles stayed long but built in pace, jiggling her nubile tits. He saw the dancing nipples in his lower peripheral vision. He liked the show and it added to his arousal. He was reaching the peak of his lust and finally, halting deep, and with a guttural groan, descended the apex's far side, spewing his pent-up semen into the former maiden, now a newly converted woman. He held there as shot after shot pulsed from his tip.
He felt the buzz devolve from his limbs and torso, lastly from his groin. He withdrew his cock, leaned up and viewed both his and her genitals now wetly reddish with vaginal dew, manly spunk and post-virginal blood.
The door opened and the harem mother and a young attendant entered. He wondered if they had been spying, observing the act and coming quickly to manage the follow-on events. They helped both bedmates from the bed. The attendant removed the bottom sheet with its bloody spot, gathering it and exiting the room. The Harem Mother explained.
"She is taking it to the Emir, proving that you have completed his request. I am sure he will be grateful for your assistance."
She spoke to the young woman, the subject of the discussion, in the local vernacular, that Howard did not understand. The young woman bowed her head, looking at the floor and nodding in agreement.
"Shani will get you both cleaned up and then spend the night with you here. Enjoy her as you will until morning."
The Harem Mother departed, closing the door behind her. Shani took the foreign man's hand and led him to the ensuite bath. She joined him in a submerged tub of warm water, using soaps and cloths to rinse away the residuals of their sexual intercourse. After toweling him off, she led him back to the newly re-sheeted bed and tucked them both under the blankets to rest after their coital affair.
Howard awoke twice during the night. Shani's soft breathing and warm body next to him rekindled his desire for her. He fucked her once in sidesaddle, a position that allowed him to play with her tits as he sluiced her cunt. Again later, he moved her atop him, letting her control the pace and depth of her cowgirl straddle, but still guiding her gently with his hands on her bare hips, until he spewed another load of sperm in her warm, snug juicy pussy.
Morning light filled the room. He awoke alone in bed; Shani was gone. His laundered and pressed uniform was laid out for his farewell breakfast meeting with the Emir. He expected it to be a mutually satisfactory discourse, with both men happy about the previous night's results.
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Glancing right as he sat at his desk, Max looked again at the cover of the monthly society magazine. Mr. and Mrs. Rockwell were photographed in a classy tuxedo and an alluring evening gown. It was a staged glamour shot, with trophy wife Sofia Rockwell, decked in stunning jewelry and perfect makeup above the low-cut bodice, showing a full rack of bountiful cleavage. Every man who saw the cover would buy the magazine just for stroke material in their bedrooms when the missus was absent.
But Max didn't need to imagine the look of those bare breasts. He turned his attention to his left and watched the 10-year-old porn video. 'Sofia Sucks' was playing and the naked budding actress, on her knees, was fellating the large appendage of her fellow performer. Her big natural tits bounced as she bobbed on the penile rod, diligently working as much as possible into her throat to make a prime porno video that would sell exceedingly well on a pay-per-view website.
Max turned his attention to the center of his desk where the finance agreement he had written with Mr. 'Rocky' Rockwell showed payments past due by several months. He also perused the Financial News article that alluded to cash flow problems that persisted at Rockwell Systems. All and all, Max found these varied bits of information conducive to his covetous advantage.
------
Vasili Romanov, the 'alternative' finance fund's collections enforcer, repeated his request. His muscled bulk, even covered with loose clothing, made a credible statement that he expected a request, given once, was enough. There wouldn't be a third verbal. That one would be physical.
"I said: Boss wants to see you. Now."
He motioned to the open passenger door of his work van. 'Rocky' Rockwell was aware of his past due payments to the loan agency. Swallowing his worry at the unfolding events, he complied and gingerly took his seat. Vasili went around and settled into the driver's side. It was a long ride, more than an hour, in uncomfortable silence.
------
Rocky sat across the desk from Max, the enigmatic loan fund's manager. The loan documents were laid on the desk between them.
"Rocky? May I call you Rocky... of course I can. We have a problem Rocky. You have gotten behind on your payments. Want to tell me about how you're going to catch up?"
"Well, sir, the sales haven't been as robust on our old products after the competition introduced newer technologies. My research and development team has dwindled with departures and the new products are still months away. I need more time."
"Rocky... Rocky... Rocky... Time is a luxury not always available from the firm to its loan clients. We also have obligations to the behind-the-scenes sources of the money. They are not of a breed that shows a lot of patience."
Max leaned back in his chair and steepled his fingers to his chin, in faux contemplation. He glanced again at the social magazine's cover photo of Rocky and his voluptuous wife. He had a reserve of skimmed funds that he often used for these serendipitous opportunities. He could cover the interest payments on the delinquent loan for a time... for a price.
Bait dangled, it was the moment to set the hook. His voice took on a musing tone.
"...there might to be a way to extend the terms for a bit longer..."
"Yes, sir. How can I help make that happen?"
Max held up the magazine and presented the cover photo.
"That's a very pretty bitch you married. How about loaning her to me for a weekend? A kind of collateral exchange: her time for your time extension. I promise no harm will come to her and she will be returned in as good or better condition, although probably fatigued and fucked out."
Rocky paused for a few seconds. He was in a bind, certainly, but Sofia would never agree to this. She was a spendthrift with their limited household income, part of the reason for his money troubles. He might have gotten rid of the gold-digger long ago if she wasn't so Goddamned good in bed.
"I don't think I can convince her of that. She's very headstrong."
"No, worries, Rocky. We will arrange everything. Leave it to us. And no advance warning of this deal to her or to the authorities... ever."
He waited. Rocky furrowed his brow but uttered no protest. Max took his simple nod as agreement but wanted to twist the knife.
"Let me hear you say. Sofia is mine for a weekend."
Rocky looked down and mumbled.
"She's yours for a week end."
Max glanced at Vasili as a sign the meeting was over and he could return Rocky back to the collection point. The big Russian moved closer to his grudging passenger and assumed the polite voice of civic authority.
"Follow me, sir."
Max saw the pair leave and the door close. He dialed a number on his cell.
"Hello, George. Yes, it HAS been a while. I need a favor. I need to use your porn studio this weekend. It's still wired with the hidden cameras? Great... Yes, all of it and only me... well, yes, of course, I will have a 'guest'... Thanks, buddy... Hey, and you can skip this month's payment... Okay, you're welcome."
-----
Sofia was in her element, a gathering of other society wives for the Schoolgirls Scholarship Charity, a fund to subsidize higher educational grants for deserving young ladies lacking visible family support. It was arranged around a showcase of amateur artwork and delicious canapes. It was even more so a showcase of competing racks of cleavage, trophy wives demonstrating their bodily assets that garnered wealthy elite male assets.
As usual, she had been the organizer and prime donor, oblivious to the pledged amount. When her husband would later complain, again, about her spend thrift ways, she would simply suck and fuck away his financial fury into exhausted acquiescence.
After she sashayed among the departing crowd, exchanging farewells and thanking them for their coerced gifts, her party planner approached for any final instructions and closeout tasks. He seemed especially garrulous tonight, taking more time than usual to ask mundane questions and seek feedback for the boons and failures of the event.
When he saw that her last guest was long gone, he thanked her graciously for her insights. All the while, he fingered the 5 C-notes, Benjamins as the hood boys called them, that the elusive man had given him at the back door earlier, asking the favor that he delay Sofia's exit. Easy money, he figured; no harm done.
-----
Outside the social charity venue, Vasili waited among the Doric colonnaded portico. The wide marble stairway descended to the street where the last limousines were loading and departing with their glamourous patron passengers, accompanied by strobe flashes of the paparazzi, who were also deserting the scene for their filing deadlines.
Sofia strode elegantly through the open doors, paused for the expected crowd of cameras and was annoyed with their absence. Her attention diverted by her miffed attitude, she didn't notice the ghostly approach from her side that swiftly closed the distance. She was surprised by the white clothed hand that whisked across her mouth and nose. She gasped at the faintly sweet pungent odor of methanal and fell unconscious.
Vasili caught her as she crumpled limp in his arms, his forearm tucked under her barely covered boobs. He was a professional but still a red-blooded man and he admired the soft bulk of the globes.
'Nice tits' he mused.
He dragged her back into the shadows and paused, listening for any alarm. There was none. He adjusted his hold on the buxom woman in her sleek party gown and, tossing her body over his shoulder, sauntered off in a fireman's carry to his alley parked van. On the stroll, he couldn't help but admire her fine silky covered ass and her long nyloned legs ending in expensive black high heels.
-----
Sofia came to in an upright stance. She was groggy but slowly became aware of her surroundings. It was dark and smelled musty and was certainly not a ballroom. The rough plank walls held flickering electric bulbs designed to mimic medieval fire torches. Their light was low, giving the pretense of a dungeon. She looked down at her body and was relieved that she still wore her elegant fashions
As her vision recovered, she made out a scattering of large LED screens, flickering with colorful movements. As her vision adjusted, she saw they were showing pornographic videos. The sound was low and the cacophony of the combined feeds sounded like an orgy of men and women in the throes of passion. As she looked at each one with bleary eyes, she suddenly came to the realization that it was a collection of her former life's adult industry movies.
She tried to move towards the viewers, to shut off the embarrassing pictures from her past, but she was stuck. Looking further at her body, she discovered she was trussed to a wooden box frame, her wrist and ankles spread wide, attached to the four upright corners. She yanked on the cuff restraints; they were real and secure. Her arms were bare, the bodice still intact over her bulging tits. One fine toned leg was visible from heel to almost her waist through the fancy gown's leg slit; the other was draped with the skirt panel. Without a mirror, she couldn't see that her coiffed hairdo was a bit disheveled, a few loose strands hanging against the side of her face, a result of the immoderate manhandling that had occurred during her abduction and journey to this place. A mouth gag was tied around her head.
She was scared. What the hell was going on? Fears filled her mind and tears filled her eyes, threatening to drip and smear her professionally styled mascara. A voice pierced the gloom.
"Now, now, my dear Sofia; none of that. We don't want to ruin the staging with impulsive hysterics. The time will come for plenty of those reactions."
Footsteps sounded behind her, coming close, a man moving around her side to appear at her front. The first thing she noticed was his black leather mask. The rest of his dark body was naked save for a black leather loincloth and sandals. Tuffs of fuzz covered his chest; a similar color to his short cropped black hair with speckles of silver gray at the temples.
He moved to a tripod a short distance to her front. He looked at the small screen on the video camera and adjusted its angle. The red indicator light started to glow and he left that contraption for another at her side. It too was activated, and in turn, a rear view and the other side. On the last one, he began an idle talk, musing to himself, though spoken as if to her.
"Do you remember your impetuous youth; the pornographic career you thought you had left behind? Well, you seem to think you had escaped those days of debauchery and delight; the videos scrubbed from the porn sites and other streaming avenues. I am sure you enjoyed the delights they gave to paying viewers as they masturbated to your finely displayed beauty and erotic talents. I can see you held that beauty intact over the years. Nice job with that."
Max paused, looking for her reaction to his rambling dialog. She looked intense, considering his words.
"Well, nothing dies on the internet. My talented researchers found your old exhibitions and gathered them together for me. They are a bit grainy with age. But we have better editing programs today. I think both your former vocation and those masturbating men need a refresher. Let's make it happen, shall we?"
Sofia was more aware of her situation now and this beast of a man's intent. She rattled her cuffs again. The man made a guff of amusement at her distress. She watched as he wandered to a table set against a wall to her side. It held a smattering of iron tools. Whips of various forms hung on hooks along its sides. He picked through the pile until he emerged with a pair of dress scissors. He returned to her front. The cameras caught the action.
Starting at the waist of her gown, he snipped horizontally, cutting away the skirt panel from the torso section, revealing her French style panties below her corset style torso wrap. He tossed the silky fabric aside.
Her stockings were attached to a garter belt and, unsnapping the top hem catches and making a few cuts, he freed the lacy hoop for removal. He tossed that destroyed lingerie piece to join the skirt panel heap.
The LED screens which had been exhibiting her former erotic works of art were now repurposed to display the camera views in real time. She watched them intently as he moved behind her, pulling the dress zipper down to the bottom, just above her ass.
It bloomed open; Max imagined a silent sigh of relief from the built-in bra as the stress of supporting her large boosted boobs was diminished.
He removed the loosened dress remnant and made quick work of her panties. The view onscreen was now a nude woman save for stockings and heels. His hands emerged from behind her armpits to capture the fun bags from below. He tested their quality: cupping, squeezing, weighing, bouncing, picking at the nipples and fisting strong crushes.
She started silent but as his manhandling of her mammaries got progressively more hurtful, she winced and murmured her distress. He left off the tit abuse and rounded again to her front.
His hand cupped her vulva, inserted his long middle finger, surprised, but then not really surprised, at the liberal moisture he found. Fear often turned a woman on; the insuppressible rape fantasy. He diddled a few wiggles before withdrawing.
He went to the table, fingering several of the hanging whips before selecting a black rod with a leather end fold. For the next few minutes, her body received the strikes of the leather flapped dog switch. He worked around her in sequence, never dwelling too long on one spot, rapping her all over: ass, legs, back, belly, until the skin was a warm pink color. Her shrieks of protest, the body twists and turns, trying to avoid the wallops, bounced her tits about to his smug delight. He was enamored with their pliancy and turned his attentions there.
It was the coupe de gras: her plush tits. He focused first on the soft sides and undercurves, a few on the over slopes. She squirmed about trying to escape the blows, bobbling her boobs in a sexy shimmy that further lit his lust. His cock was swollen and hard, confined in the loincloth.
He executed the finale: a dozen solid whacks on each of her nipples, time delayed enough to allow some recovery before the next one struck. He tossed the whip aside.
Stepping back, he dropped his loincloth, exposing his engorged manhood to her view. Sofia impulsively looked and her eyes went wide. It was huge, outsized for the stature of the man. He stepped forward, stepping on the bottom beam of the box frame where her wide spread feet were fastened. He was close; his breath whiffed her ears. Her battered nipples touched his chest and she jerked at the irritating sensation.
He bent his knees slightly, lowering his hips, aligning his cock head to her blossomed pussy and notching the tip for penetration. She jerked her hips to disengage but he was dexterous enough to maintain the contact. His arms hugged her body, crushing your breasts to him, controlling her participation despite her body shudders from the irritated nipple rubbings.
He drove upward, sliding his erection well into her cunt. He heard her muffled cry of distress at the sudden stretch. No matter, he drew back and drove again, gaining more depth. Another thrust brought his pubic ridge to hers and he was fully embedded.
Without pause for her vaginal tube to distend, he made long strokes, scouring her inner tissues with his penile probe. All the stripping, caressing, and whipping, a dungeon's standard program of foreplay, had him in a lustful state and, as he perceived her whimpers of pre-orgasmic fervor, it didn't take long for him to reach his peak, bellow and spew. His ears heard her similar bout of rapture and felt her body shake in his arms; the rape fantasy fulfilled.
He dismounted, toddled to the video equipment and set it to playback. He sat wearily in a chair, watching Sofia as she watched the displays. He saw her horror as she realized that she was easily recognizable in this new porn video.
Max was glib in his comments.
"Won't Rocky be proud when he sees this on the internet?"
She shook her head and mumbled a response. Max stood and ungagged her mouth so she could talk freely.
"Please don't do that. What do you want: money? I can get you money. Would that satisfy you?"
Max smirked at her pleas and suggestions for his 'satisfaction'.
"No, I have plenty of money."
He approached and cupped her vulva, inserting a finger in her sperm-soiled pussy.
"No, honey, not money. I want 'cunny'. Lots of your cunny, for the rest of the weekend for now. And probably more later on."
He wiggled his digit inside her.
"If you do that for me, the video stays unposted. Otherwise..."
Sofia looked down at his hand over her cunt, his finger buried inside, out of sight. She was boxed in: suspended in bondage from the frame, threatened with social embarrassment and subservient to this rotten man's sexual needs. There wasn't much wiggle room for any other decision, even as his finger found wiggle room in her tight compact pussy.
"Okay, what do you want me to do?"
"We are going to be Master and Slave, sex slave, for the next few days. You play along, do as I tell you, without hesitation or reluctance, and your secret is safe with me. I'll need a sexy weekend refresher every month after that. And not a word of this to your husband... or the authorities... ever. Anything goes wrong and the video goes viral."
She nodded in agreement. He wanted a firmer commitment.
"Say it. Say what you're going to do."
Sofia found her voice, though soft and subdued.
"I will be your sex slave all weekend."
Max accepted her words and moved to undo her binding straps. The cuffs at ankle and wrists remained, secured by hidden key locks.
She was unsteady but he helped her stand until she seemed stable. There was one more thing to do. He wrapped her neck with a black leather collar, locked on as well, and clipped a leash to the front ring.
"Let's go."
He led her across the dark interior to a stairway, climbed the twelve steps and opened the door. She was following closely and he turned to face her as he backstepped upward, his flaccid cock dangling between his legs. He led her out of the dark basement dungeon into the well-lit space of what looked like a typical suburban home: kitchen, dining room, living room, stairway to a second floor.
She didn't get more than a quick scan as he led her up the second stairs to the upper bedrooms. They entered one which contained a large bed, a floor rug and doors to closets and an ensuite bath. A provisioned cosmetic table with mirror was set against one wall.
He locked the door, furtively flipping a switch that activated the room's hidden cameras. Looking at the ceiling corners, he saw the telltale red dots that said the system was functioning.
He unclipped her leash. He told her to use the bathroom, cleanup and re-preen her makeup. She removed her heels and stockings, her only covering before disappearing in the bathroom.
Max lay sideways on the bed, waiting for her emergence as he contemplated his next use, or abuse, of his sexy guest's body. As time passed, with his sperm churning thoughts, his patience was wearing a bit thin but when she reentered the room, it was worth the delay. He watched her plop her ass at the makeup table and fix her face.
"Nipples and pussy, also" he advised and he saw her comply.
When she finished, he summoned her to bed. He could smell the faint perfume of shampoo and body spray. Her face was model perfect but her expression was dour. After securing one wrist to the headboard with a long decorative silver chain, meant as a token of her captivity, not a secure fastening, he engaged in kissing her face, neck, ears, boobs, bellybutton and finally descended to her pussy. He lapped, licked, suckled and fingered her genitals until he heard her soar off into orgasmic paradise.


After that, he lay beside her, cuddling and falling off to sleep.
-----
He awoke to find her sleeping fitfully. He checked to assure the red dots at ceiling corners and directly over the mattress were active. When he grabbed a handful of her hair and yanked her face towards his cock, she awoke with a start and contested the move, but only momentarily until she was fully awake and remembered her situation.
His cock was half-tumescent, having dwelled on thoughts of her in his dreams. She let him move her mouth closer and opened her lips to his erection. She knew the drill: kisses, suckles, tongue laps and head bobs. He was quickly hard and she maintained a rhythm and vacuum that brought on his huffing breaths and ejaculate flow. Well-acclimated to this situation in her former and current life, she swallowed and held the warm oral nestle until his erection dwindled and fell out. He pushed her back and she settled onto her pillow for more needed rest.
-----
She awoke in an empty bed, mostly nude. As she checked her condition, she found the sole wrist chain unlocked. She toddled to the bathroom for her morning ablutions. She hadn't been told what to do, but it seemed the natural thing. Preening completed, she returned to the bedroom and checked the closet. The door was locked. Looking further, she found what he had left for her, a man's shirt hung on a hanger near the bed. There were no undergarments provided, so she put on the bulky white shirt and found her way downstairs.
Max was in the kitchen; the smell of cooking bacon filled the air. He had the kitchen table set for breakfast. He indicated her seat and took his own.
"So, that was a rather good first night. I have more plans for you today and you'll find them out as we go along. My, my... you do look lovely this morning. I'm going to enjoy our playdate today."
Sofia tried to act stoic to the comments, having lost any hope that protests would change anything he had in mind. Better to just endure.
After they ate, he told her to clean up the kitchen. He would be in the living room, expecting her attendance there. She went about her tasks and, with a deep breath for fortitude, walked in to the room, wearing only her shirt and heels.
He was seated on the couch, placed in the center of the carpeted room. He bade her come to his front where he could perform a brief inspection. He flipped aside the shirt tails and fingered her pussy. He found it soft, warm but dry. Several finger rubs produced a minimal moisture. He dropped the tails and rose, moving around behind her. He led her to the end of the couch and leaned her over the arm, pressing her head lower onto the cushions, her belly braced on the raised end, the shirt tails tossed on her lower back.
She heard a zip as he opened his pants. His hands held either side of her hips. She felt his tip find her labia slit where he squirmed to get an adequate alignment for penetration. She heard him give a puff of exasperation.
"Oh, damn, this won't do."
He dragged her back from her leaned over pose. Still holding her hips, he steered to the rear of the couch and leaned her over the higher back. Her upper body was inverted, her ass high, and her head again on the cushions, her dark hair splayed out in a mussy fan.
Again, she felt his cock at her cunt entrance. He pushed and it slid in a short distance.
"Ah, yes... much better."
She was unable to assist in any meaningful way. He drew back and rammed in, to her 'whoosh' at the sudden stretch. Max liked the reaction; it boosted his macho ego. But he acted as he hadn't heard it; he rammed repeated long solid strokes into her cunt, accompanied by her diminishing moans, using her vaginal channel to entertain his penile meat.
The sound of skin slapping on skin, the juicy squishes of genital union, and her murmurs of discomfort were a sexual symphony that Max had mastered over his lifetime. It percolated his lust to the level needed for his ultimate gratification.
As the quickie ascended to its culmination, Max increased the speed and length of the strokes until he drove deep, growled his manly howl and shot ribbons of spunk into her feminine grotto. As he finished his spend, he fell forward over her semi-nude body.
She stayed in place, a receptacle for his discharge, barely feeling or sensing any arousal or heat. He rose back, pulled out and stepped back enough to lay a hard palm spank on her exposed bottom.
In a loud whisper, Max stated his praise to her facilitation of his satisfaction.
"Nice one, babe."
He left her there with no instructions for what was next. In truth, Max himself wasn't sure.
Sofia wandered around the downstairs spaces. There wasn't much to see. Other than some furniture, a small library shelf held a collection of pornographic materials. She browsed through them in curiosity. Disconcertingly, she found a box set of DVDs and recognized it as the repertoire of her former sex actress artistry.
Max came by a few times for more sex. He pushed her to the floor for a missionary fuck and later a seated cowgirl. The afternoon was fading away when he informed her that he wanted her dressed for a romantic candlelight dinner. She proceeded to the bedroom and found his selection of attire for her evening. She readied herself for his evening's wishes and whims.
-----
She descended to the dining room and entered cautiously, the apprehensive female, hoping he would be pleased with her presentation. Even Max, who had selected her attire, was stunned by her glamorous beauty. Her dark hair was blown out, the loose tresses surrounding her head, covering her ears, framing her face and gracing her shoulders. Her face with its high cheekbones, was enriched by perfect makeup, with her dark blue eyes and red lips.
Her one piece of lingerie was a lacy pushup shelving bra that posed her breasts high on her chest, fully displayed for a male's admiration. The nipples were enhanced with dark rose gloss, the tincture spread-out so that they appeared broader.
Her tummy was bare, as was her groin. Her shaved vulva was smooth and inviting. No panties or suspender belt impaired the view. Lower, her legs descended to the locked-on heels.
She stood pensive, her hands finger-locked behind her toned ass, as she watched him scan her up and down, waiting for his notice of her sly embellishment. Then he smirked when he noticed the small but significant detail. She had painted her toenails fire engine red, same as her fingernails.
Only a woman who is truly interested in the man to whom she offers herself would go to that length of preparation. Max perceived that a line had been crossed and Sofia was no longer just his sex object, a cum dump for his lust. Her attitude had changed to where she wanted to be his sexual obsession.
He took her hint and moved the issue forward.
"My, my... you do look lovely, my dear. So very fuckable."
Sofia was nonplused by his rude comments, even as he had noticed her efforts on her toes. The bawdy sex may have been forced on her, but she had begun to attune to the way Max had drawn out her passions. His cock filled her snug cunt in a way her husband couldn't. And the porno stars of her past were a forgotten memory that only recently came back to her mind.
They dined by candlelight, Max getting an eyeful of her buxom beauty. His tingling cock reminded him that there no barriers to his ravishment of her body. As the evening drew on and the nighttime approached, it was a natural thing to hold hands as they ascended to the bedroom.
She was gentle in disrobing him: slacks, shirt, sox and shoes. Her removals were accompanied by kisses and caresses. When he was bare, she held his cock and squatted down, ready to fellate him to erection. He drew her up before she could start. He moved them to the bed, lying her down, moving next to her. The gentle foreplay evolved into kissing faces and nipples, fondling boobs and stroking his appendage.
And they naturally moved to the next stage. The sexual connections were slow and smooth, each enjoying the tender care for the partner's pleasure. They made love three times overnight, dozing between, blissfully awaking to more foreplay and copulation.
The first two were a mutual bout of engaged love making, each giving and gaining whole body ecstasies. The third time was a challenge for middle-aged Max, even as Sofia wanted and needed more of his manly macho, enticing him into yet another sexual union.
He lay upon her, his less than fully rigid cock embedded. He was weary and had some trouble carrying his weigh; his chest pressed hard on her boobs and he was languid, making weak thrusts. She was not to be denied her craved for orgasm.
She wrapped her arms around his back; her legs wrapped his thighs, interlocking the strappy heels in a lower body hug. She kissed his neck, suckled his earlobe and whispered her directions for his participation in her plan for their pleasure.
"Shh... It's my turn to give us another ride to rapture."
As her lips aroused his passions, her hips moved to create the genital motions that massaged his cock within her cunt. Her hips lifted and fell, dragging his sensitized coronal nerves along her warm slick tissues. She employed other techniques, those that a belly dancer might use to visually entertain an elite male audience. But the moves now were real, not pantomime inuendoes meant to arouse unfulfillable fantasies.
She employed side to side shuffles, rubbing his knob at the normally under attended spots. Figure 8 hip pops used his entire cock like a swizzle stick, stirring her vaginal cocktail of delights on his penile nerves, tickling the tip with her cervix.
Max was amazed by the methods she used to draw out his lust, and, as intended, draw out the dwindling reserves of his seminal fluids. On his ejaculation, he felt her clamp down on his erection, forcing his prostate to work extra hard, maximizing his orgasm convulsions, even as she rubbed her clitoris on his pubic bone and joined him in the extraordinary joy of human sexuality.
-----
Now Max was the one who woke alone in bed. He hadn't needed or wanted to fasten her to the bed by cuffed chains. He knew she was in no mood to escape. Food smells whiffed about and his stomach growled, demanding nourishment to replace the energy loss in the copious sexual exertions.
Max found Sofia wearing the man's shirt again. She hadn't cooked for herself in a long time and actually enjoyed preparing her favorite creations. Max devoured the eggs benedict, cut fruit, pastries and yogurt.
As they finished, the doorbell rang. His voice took on a conspiratorial tone.
"Now... I wonder who that could be?"
He told her to answer it and let in their guest. She was a bit pensive. She had become accustomed to being half naked with Max, but a stranger might be something else. She looked through the spyhole and, not recognizing the black man standing at the door, hesitated. Max called from the kitchen
"Go on; let him in. It's my friend Karl. He's here to help."
Sofia thought 'help with what' and then realized the implication. She complied and stepped back. The entrance was filled with the big man's presence.
"So... you must be Sofia. Max was right; you do look like a fine piece of ass."
Max shouted from the kitchen.
"Karl, behave. Come on in here."
Karl motioned Sofia before him and watched her shirt tail covered ass rock and waddle on her heels as she led the way. He adjusted his cock in his pants on the short stroll, already enamored with the captive sexpot.
Max welcomed the new arrival, his good friend and collaborator.
"Thanks for coming by, Karl. This is Sofia, my weekend guest. I have done all I can with her. She's worn me out. Maybe you can help me round out her visit."
Karl looked at Sofia with a mix of sneer and amusement.
"I would love to help out any way I can."
"Fine. Take her as you see fit. And, of course, going to the edge is allowed but no permanent damage, please."
Upon hearing the 'no permanent damage' quip, Sofia's eyes grew wide and she shrunk back just a step. Max saw the flinch and calmly reached over and handed the ready leash to Karl.
"You may need this."
Karl took it and moved towards her. She backed some more until her ass hit the counter top edge and her body tensed. He continued to close the distance. Trapping her against the kitchen cabinets, it was easy work for him to clip the leash to her black leather collar.
He stepped back, hauling in the chain until her face was near his. He leaned over and forced a kiss, swirling his tongue in her mouth. She wanted to resist but was cornered. She simply relaxed her tension and let it happen but didn't cooperate with his bawdy assault.
Karl felt her stoic mien and let it go. He stepped back, leaving a bit of slack in the chain.
"Okay, bitch. Follow me."
He strode heavily to the basement door, yanking on the shortened leash, making her stagger as the slack tightened and it pulled at her neck collar. He opened the door and pulled her close as they descended the stairs into the dungeon studio.
She was ungainly in her high heels and missed a tread halfway down. He reacted quickly and grabbed her around the body, breaking her fall, by chance cupping her loose boob through the cotton shirt. He paused and crushed the bulky soft mass in his big hand before righting her on her feet again.
"Nice tits."
She continued to gingerly walk with him to the bottom and across the basement dungeon floor, the familiarity of the eerie lighting doing nothing to calm her growing angst. The box frame was gone, replaced by a bondage table, its straps hanging loose and ready to bind her body. Her apprehensions increased.
Karl was nonchalant about dropping her leash, leaving her standing while he removed his street travel clothes, tossing them on a convenient wooden chair. Barefoot, and totally nude, he faced her again. She saw his flaccid cock and now her worries were elevated to panic.
Karl saw her expression, like other ones he had seen dozens, if not hundreds, of times before. The looks of shock were always the same. He imagined, and sometimes heard, the wails and whimpers of disbelief, voiced by his female consignments. Their fears that they couldn't accommodate his bulk were often unfounded. His actions were professionally mellow at first until their orifices, in due course, yielded to his large member. The 'no permanent damage' rule was one he willingly abided; he was a lustful man but not a sadist.
Sofia wanted to run, but where? Karl would catch her somewhere in the room and she didn't want to raise his ire and diminish her safety. Better to go along and hope for the best.
"Remove the shirt, sweetie. Show me those luscious tits."
She slowly raised her arms, looked lower, and watched her fingers pluck each button downward until the lapels floated open. The curves of her inner globes were visible. With a shrug, she pulled the shirt over her shoulders and let her sole garment drop to the floor.
Karl was amazed at his luck in snagging this assignment. Upstairs, he had been drawn to her first contact kisses. Looking now, despite her angst, he saw the true loveliness of her face. Her dark hair was a bit askew from the journey to the dungeon but the high cheekbones, crystal blue eyes and cherry lips were those of someone who should have been a runway model, not a slutty porn star. But each aspirant, in due course, got fucked by their benefactors, a time honored ritual consistent with advancement in their vocation.
Her body was hourglass shaped, nice clean skin tone, bulbous breasts that were embellished with broad brown nipples. Her tummy was a tight expense of toned muscles, her hips bridged her lower abdomen, framing a central deltoid slope down to her plush shaved pussy. The heel-propped legs were statuesque, her ass well formed into tight mounds, suggesting an inner core strength that had the ability to strongly compress, clenching her cunt on a rampaging erection.
Karl took her arm, turning her to the bondage table. He patted the top.
"Hop on up here, darling; let's get you arranged for a test of your talents."
He grabbed her hips and boosted her up, setting her ass on the wooden contraption. He twisted her body and laid her on her back, taking each heel in turn, fastening them to the stirrups, propping her knees elevated and wide.
Her eyes followed him as he moved to her head. Each arm was similarly fastened to the table sides. He reached for and fondled her ovoid shaped boobs lolling on her chest.
He would test her mouth first. He fiddled with the top of the table and slowly dropped a panel, tilting her head back, the ends of her hair draping away to bunch against the floor. Her inverted eyes saw the approach of his member; the tip bumped her nose and chin, seeking her lips.
"Open wide, please."
She did as he asked, slightly disoriented by his combination of crude and courteous. He notched the tip there and jostled the knob to claim entry. She let him poke it slowly in. He pushed and pulled an inch at a time until he was lodged at her tonsils. Her breathing was ragged but tolerable. Her jaw was starting to ache from the wide spread. Her tongue was pressed so much she couldn't move it any further to make a bigger cavern for his rod of meat. Her mouth, head and gullet were in a straight line for his planned deeper plunge.
"Take a deep breath, please; it's time for the deep throat test."
Karl felt her body tense and saw her boobs rise on her chest at the intake of air. At the ultimate moment, he lunged forward and buried his cock in her throat. He held a fleeting pause before he wiggled a few short strokes; her tight tube massaging his corona. He tarried briefly before pulling back. His knob rested in her mouth but her nose and airway were clear for the forestalled oxygenation.
He let her take a few breaths. Then, suddenly, he rammed in again. His ball sack bounced against her nose and forehead. He had achieved complete penetration and validated her deep throat talents. This was enough for now. He pulled back, letting his knob rest in her maw while he gently rubbed his fingertips on her cheeks. It was his way of signaling that she had done well.
"Suck me. Show me how hard you can do it."
She gave it her best, sucking on his half-shaft and head. He let her work a while and then decided that he was satisfied with her efforts.
He withdrew his cock and let it dangle near her inverted face. Finding the headrest mechanism, he tilted the support up, elevating her head until she could view down her body. He moved to the other end of the table and stood between her propped open legs. His large, now saliva wet, cock was posed for his tests of her nether talents.
He picked up a nearby implement. It looked like a blunt screw driver with a large handle. He flicked a switch and the battery-operated pencil vibrator came alive with a notable buzzing sound. He leaned over and touched the end to one nipple. The vibration on her areola was a surprise and she jumped and arched her back at the sensation. Her cry of anguish sounded almost like a cry of delight. Karl was okay with either reaction.
He moved to her other tit and got a similar spine racking effect. She was huffing in response to his tittie teasing. He had more games to play but first, he spread her labia and inserted the end of his erection. She saw the move and felt the poke. She stayed subdued, really unable to challenge his intent anyway, so lay still accepting her fate.
He pressed further, his slick cock entering her slick cunt. He was half in when he paused for her pussy to adjust to his size and then pressed the pencil vibrator to her bellybutton. The reaction was instantaneous. Her abs crinkled and her whole body wreathed within her restraints. Her hips bounced and rotated within the limits of her bindings. The agitation allowed Karl to press further and sink all the way into the core of her body. He backed off the instrument, allowing her to halt the spasms.


He stood still as her hips rested again on the table and she huffed to gain her breath. He stroked a few times, giving his penile nerves a little stimulation to maintain his hardness. Ready for more, he reached out and buzzed a nipple.
She jerked again in her bonds, swirling her ass, massaging his erection. He liked the varied motions and tested the other nipple. He got the same result. But now, he saw how flushed her face and upper chest had become, how her breathing was erratic, how her vaginal muscles rippled on his cock even when he was motionless. It was time to grant her the rapture she had earned.
The pencil vibrator touched her clitoris. Her wail of ecstatic attainment was loud; it was harsh on his ears but heavenly to his ego. He was the master of feminine gratification, learned and experienced in the guiles of sensuous women. He held back his own orgasm, letting her body convulse at will and savor the ultimate gift that a man can give to a woman.
He held her hips as they oscillated on his erection until she eventually passed through the surge of pleasure and collapsed in sweaty exhaustion, pegged on his manly tool.
He waited until she was lucid after her mind-blowing episode. When her vision returned and she looked at him, he sneered with his macho glib retort.
"Pretty good, wasn't it. Want to try for another?
"No, please. That was too much. No more."
"It's never too much."
He placed the buzzing probe at her bellybutton and she convulsed again, harder this time. He let her wail out her feeble protests, unable to resist his mischievous ways. As she ratcheted in her bonds, he moved the vibrator to her clitoris and her wreathing transpired to a locked body jitter. He felt the inner compressions on his cock and enjoyed those involuntary massages. He lifted the pencil buzzer away and she careened through her rapture. As the orgasm ebbed, he held her hips until the détente allowed her to rest again on the table.
Her bleary eyes saw him sneering down at her.
"Okay, we'll save more for later. But I need to finish. Twist your hips and squeeze my cock as I cycle through my happy ending."
He slowly stroked back and forth, long slow thrusts that used his entire length in her channel. He felt her compress on his draw backs and again when he powered inward.
'She's pretty good' he mused.
The pace increased, maintaining the long runs that buffed his corona. He was feeling his rise, but wanted more. He reached out and pinched a nipple. The resulting clamp on his cock was just as he had experienced with many prior fuck mates.
As then, he timed the additional pinches to his thrust rhythm. The blend of sluicing, clamping and thrusting finally brought on the whole-body buzz that preceded his reward for her job well done. He never halted the combination of motions and enjoyed the robust pulses that jetted his manly essence into the tied down sex object mounted on his erection.
-----
Sofia was unbound from the table and Karl stood by, holding her steady, until she could stand on her own shaky legs. He retrieved her man shirt and helped her redress. It was her sole cover save heels. His sticky injection now leaked from her pussy and tainted her inner thighs. He donned his pants, but nothing else. Clipping the leash to her collar, he led her back upstairs.
Max was sipping another cup of coffee, now joined at the kitchen table by Vasili, the abductor Sofia had not seen or met. Her expression was one of despair, thinking the newest man was now her next rapist. Max saw her gloom and offered a consolation to ease her distress.
"Sofia, I think that's enough for this weekend. Go clean up and wear the dress you arrived in. It has been repaired. You'll be delivered back where you were taken. It will make a great cover story for your unexplained absence."
Sofia took an hour in the upstairs master bedroom bath to restore her innate beautiful appearance and steady her mental resolve. She returned downstairs to the three men awaiting her final appearance.
"Vasili, take her back where you found her. And behave. She's been through enough for now."
The big Russian strongman gave a disappointed glance at his boss, who, unnoticed by Sofia, winked in return. He took the hint. Suddenly, Sofia's mouth was covered by an odorous cloth and she lost consciousness, falling into Vasili's arms. He hoisted her over his shoulder and went outside to his van.
-----
Vasili couldn't resist. The boss and said one thing for her benefit and a wink for his benefit. As he drove through the night, she lay on the floor of the van, moaning lightly as she faded in and out of her drugged fog. He pulled into a side street and parked. Moving to the back of the van, he unbuckled his pants and lay atop her.
She was only half awake but enough to feel the man's hardon rubbing inside her pussy. She tried to struggle but he was too strong and eventually she heard his grunts and felt the warm fluids puddle in her womb. He got off her and she smelled again the pungent odor of the sedative drug. Arriving at a city park across from the scene of the kidnapping, Vasili made the call to her husband and abandoned Sofia on a park bench.
------
Sofia awoke on a park bench across from the venue where she had held her fund raiser and had been taken. Her husband Sam was shaking her arm. Two policemen stood by, watching the married couple's interactions.
"Sofia, not again. You can't go off on these drinking benders. You made me half-crazy thinking something bad might have happened to you."
Sofia looked in his face and mumbled a few words.
"I'm sorry. I don't know what happened..."
Sam looked back at the police officers.
"Officers, I think I can handle it from here. Sorry for the trouble but thanks for your concern."
The police decided this was just a domestic situation that seemed to be resolving itself.
"Okay, sir. If this happens again, we may need to take other actions. But for now, please get your wife home and maybe into AA. Here's a contact card for them."
"Thank you again, officers. That's a wise idea; I may do that."
-----
Back in his office, Max reviewed the weekend's collection of videos. His tech team would obscure or change the faces of Max, Sofia, and Karl to avoid identification of the players. The sale of the films would cover Rocky's delayed loan interest and replenish Max's skimmed side account.
Max checked his calendar for next month and selected a free weekend. He would enjoy hosting Sofia for another round of sexual interludes.
He turned his attention to another matter. Another client was behind on his loan payments. Max perused the investigative report on that man... and his wife and daughters. Each one of the man's women would be a delight for his entertainment. The wife was probably the most vulnerable but the oldest daughter was certainly a looker. Younger pussy was always a joy.
It was always the same: decisions, decisions, decisions. Which family member would he choose to manipulate into his sexual gratification?
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Everyone called him Coach; Coach Collin Carter more formally. He strode the hallways of St Valentine's Academy, a place for young ladies out of high school to tune up their minds and bodies without the rigors demanded of higher academia. That was for lesser mortals, not the likes of these offspring of the elite social classes.
Coach had a rare brain contusion, suffered in his youth, not acute or fatal, but rather a benign lump that would become a boon to his life. He had been incautious on the high school football field, wildly using his body to impress the cheerleaders. A violent tackle put him down. He remembered waking up, dazzled by the stadium night lights, his own high school coach with a few fingers spread, asking him how many he could see. His answer of 'three', rather than 'two' got him a ride in an ambulance to the hospital where he spent a few days in concussion protocol.
After that, his sports participation was over. But another phase of life began.
At first, in his adolescence, it was an intermittent annoyance, distracting his focus and attention. Then his young adult hormones accelerated the growth, and it strengthened to full-time power.
He learned to control it. He could hear people's thoughts. Moreover, he could project ideas, not commands, just as shared suggestions.
Early on, he used it incautiously, getting a pretty young bank teller to hand over a large amount of cash, without a withdrawal slip, or even a bank account in Collin Carter's name.
An end-of-day audit, combined with security camera footage, nearly sent him to jail. He dodged the problem; there was no evidence of him doing anything wrong. She had just handed out the cash. But it was a lesson that people are seriously unforgiving about money.
On the other hand, everyone excused sex as just a human foible, a game of Mother Nature's fickleness. He returned the loot but, as personal recompense, enticed the fired young teller to his bed. Her publicly subdued sensual cravings emerged with a fury, her frenzied sexual feats nearly knocking him out again. But it proved that this would be his strategy going forward, a delightful application of his unique condition.
-----
The knock on his office door was sharp and before he could respond with a bidding to enter, the entrance was made. There stood the school principal, Ms. Nancy Hunter. She didn't need his permission; she ruled the school with stern firmness.
The Coach assumed an air of neutral respect, tamping down his disdain for the stuck-up bitch.
"Good afternoon, Ms. Hunter. What a delight it is to see you. And my, my, what a lovely sight you are."
"That might be, but I am not here to amuse you. Every time I browse through the gym, it seems to be looking more shabby than last time. Don't you ever clean up?"
"The cleaning crews work here twice a week. I can't help it if the equipment is getting worn out. You haven't approved my budget requests for new furnishings for years."
"Money is tight. And athletics take a back seat to academics at this facility."
"So, you've told me... again... and again... and again."
As his voice trailed off to her stoic expression, he noted that his earlier comment about her being a lovely sight was not in error. Nancy stood five and a half feet in her heels. As a former female athlete, she still had that shapely form. Her hips were trim; her tits bulged inside the waist buttoned business suit blazer. Her face was done up with model worthy cosmetics and her shoulder length brown hair was loose about her head.
He leaned back in his chair. His dander was up. The bitch just stood there, scowling, eyeing him down. He had enough of her cheekiness and intended to get some redress, both to his bruised ego and his tingling cock. Just as he had on her previous inspection visits, it was time to temporarily establish a proper pecking order. He threw her a thought.
'God, that man is good looking. I haven't got laid in months. Maybe I can get him to fuck me.'
Her expression softened as she ran a finger over her cheek, tucking her hair behind her ear, exposing her neck. It was a classic signal from a fertile female of her desire for intimacy. She also fingered the blazer button and it slipped loose, widening the gap across her buxom breasts, both blazer and boobs notably unrestrained. He liked the view and wanted to chastise her earlier insolence. He threw her another thought.
'I've been such a bad girl, withholding his budgeted funds for the renovations long overdue. I want to be a different kind of bad girl now and make it up to him.'
Coach saw her eyes drop in deference. Her fingers fiddled with the blouse buttons. As the shirt opened down between her cleavage, he noted that she wore no brassiere. Her hands gripped both the blouse and blazer lapels and slid them over her shoulders, exposing her tits with the broad nipples he knew so well. His cock swelled in his gym shorts.
He rose and came behind her, pulling her wrists behind her back and tying them off with a thin nylon cord. She tried to look back at what he had done but he turned her face forward.
"Squat on your heels."
She obeyed without question. He looked down over her magnificent chest and it piqued his ire. He dropped his gym shorts, lessening the uncomfortable confinement of his semi-tumescent manhood.
He found the leather flap dog-whip in its hidden place. Moving beside her, he poked with the long handle end at her fat fun bags. A slow swipe and circle over her nipples brought her nubs to stiffness. She emitted suppressed mews of edginess, her mind unable to clearly focus on a foggy memory of breast torment.
The first slap of leather flap on swollen nipple caused the mews to come out as a sharp yip of shock. A second quickly followed by the rap on the opposing tit.
She was unable to defend her tits from his attack. Her hands tied behind and the barely stable posture squatting on her heels left her vulnerable to his whim.
Then a flurry of swats ensued, on her nipples, all over her round pliant boobs: on the under curve, on the rounded crests, and then the sides.
Coach walked around her, his cock growing ever larger, waggling in front, as he swung from all angles until her tit flesh was rosy pink. He was skilled and only used enough force to enliven the flesh, not bruise it.
He stopped when she finally could bear no more and her head collapsed forward, her draping hair spoiling his access to the tittie attack.
"Stand."
She struggled to gain her feet with her arms bound. He showed mercy, of a kind and only briefly, grabbing hair and yanking her upward until she stood tall again on her heels. He pushed her forward until her thighs contacted the edge of his desk. Her tits touched the surface when she bent over, eliciting a cold burn on her nipples and a lift to relieve the hurt. He pushed her down again, her body weight squashing her boobs into pressed torus.
Rucking up her wool pencil skirt, he found her skimpy panties. Yanking them off was one option but he liked another.
Using readily available scissors, he cut the waist bands on either side and dragged them backwards through her crack, grazing them harshly on her cunt lips. She grunted at the burning rub on her pussy.
He noted that there was a wet stain on the crotch, evidence of her excitement from the boob beating. He plopped the damaged silks on the desk top; they would join his collection of her previous trophies in his desk drawer, taken from her over the past many weeks.
The dog-switch renewed its usefulness. He whacked her round ass cheeks with full arm swings. She was beyond emotive suppression. Her cries of pain and terror were music to his ears and an expedience to his erection's continued swelling. He ended the painful part of her punishment and moved on to the ravishment portion.
He grabbed her again by her hair and tossed her on the floor. She fell in a heap, on her side, her breasts and ass reddened by his whipping. He grabbed her ankles and rolled her on her back, spreading her legs wide with his grips. Her bound hands were under her ass, elevating and tilting up her pussy to his view. Her rumpled pencil skirt wrapped her waist.
He looked over her body: her grand tits, the tight tummy, the plush pussy. He wanted this to feel like a ravishment, so he gave her a mental directive.
'Struggle.'
She twisted her hips, jostling her tits in a prone shimmy. He plopped between her flailing thighs, slapped her boobs, a pinch on a wavering nipple.
He positioned his cock at her cunt and poked.
"So, how's that cold hard floor feel on your beaten ass?"
"Please, let me up. My ass hurts, first the paddling heat and then the cold floor."
"Now you know what the gym users feel on those worn-out mats. But they're not as lucky as you; you're going to get some fun out of the experience."
Coach pushed his cock inside her and pressed until he bottomed out. She moaned, rolled her hips, and wrapped her legs around him, a subtle transition from escape mentality to 'use me' mentality.
He pulled back and slammed in again, pounding her pussy but more importantly pounding her sore beaten ass on the cold concrete floor. She cried out and protested more.
"Please... no more... it doesn't feel good; my butt is so sore."
Coach went on, repeating the cold concrete ass torture. It wasn't all work; his cock was getting a fine sluicing massage from her active hip rocks and rolls.
She was moaning now with each thrust and retreat. He was enjoying the change from struggle to submission. He was close but not quite there. Another proposal was in order. He paused his strokes, holding at half shaft, a move that signaled a threat to halt the fuck.
"No... no... please... don't stop!"
"How about new cheerleader and gymnastic uniforms to go along with the new mats?"
He flexed his cock inside her to emphasize what he would deny her if she refused.
"Yes... okay... just keep going... fuck me to completion."
The bitch's wish was his desire also. He reared up and pummeled her cunt with long, fierce strokes, accompanied by her rising moans and groans until her back arched to stiffened spine; she wailed out as she achieved her ecstasy. He followed her on the soar to heavenly rapture, a cry of triumph as his ropes of pearly essence flooded her womb.
Now he had her commitment for the needed new mats along with uniforms for the female athletes.
So, everyone got their wishes: mats and uniforms and incredible orgasms on Coach's magnificent cock.
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Coach stood in the hallway at the intersection of the two classroom wings. The preppy-dressed coeds were passing from one class to another, a jumbled routing of humanity that would have driven a traffic engineer crazy. Coach's head was filled with a cacophony of conversations, some spoken, some whispered, and some telepathically.
He sorted through the hallway chatter and concentrated on one particular individual.
Redhead Sherry wanted to be the head cheerleader. She glanced at Coach, the decision maker, and whispered to her best friend that she would do anything to be selected.
Her friend advised that anything covered a multitude of sins. Sherry giggled and whispered, unknowingly overheard mentally by Coach.
"I'm very good at sinning!"
Coach heard the exchange and pondered the opportunities. He watched as the coeds found their respective classrooms. He especially watched Sherry's pert ass wiggle in her shorter-than-sanctioned school uniform.
Her russet ponytail swung like a metronome across her back, in time with her high-heeled stride. She held her books pressed to her impressive chest, the masses bulging the sides of her thin cotton sweater and not allowing the loose orbs to swing freely for all to see. Unfortunately for her, 'all' included Coach Carter. It would have advanced her ranking. Maybe later, he mused.
Coach watched which classroom she entered. He strolled to the school admin office, where Ms. Pruitt held sway.
He gave the school secretary a verbal request to have a note sent to Sherry's teacher for the coed head cheerleader aspirant to come to his office over the next break in her schedule.
At mid-afternoon, a knock sounded on his office door.
"Come in."
Sherry pushed the door open and entered. Coach threw her a thought: 'The door should be locked during meetings.'
Sherry latched the deadbolt before turning back to him. He was seated behind his desk, his chair pushed in.
"You wanted to see me, Coach?"
He was careful with his thoughts, not projecting that he did want to see her, more of her, and less of her clothes. They would get there soon.
"I am considering appointing you Head Cheerleader. Would you like that? As the title implies, it's a position of responsibility, setting an example for fitness and fidelity."
"Oh, yes, Coach! I always wanted that. What can I do to convince you of my abilities to fill the role? What can I do to make that happen?"
"Well, first, you can advise me on the new uniforms the front office authorized. I'm considering the style and color. We had samples delivered; they're stacked over there. But I need someone to model them. Can you help me?"
He imagined her in the size-too-small samples, her boobs and booty barely contained. His thoughts permeated her mind as she turned to the task.
'Of course. And time is short; you'd better get started.'
Sherry picked up the first one: a one-piece suit, sleeveless with a snap crotch. She looked around for a secluded or covered space to exchange her school outfit for the cheerleader uniform. There wasn't a place at hand.
She stopped her search and thought 'Don't be bashful. It's just the Coach and me.'
He smiled at her ease of being alone in his office.
She set aside the sample; then slipped off her skirt, exposing her panties. She sloughed off her thin sweater, exposing her bare tits. Her freckles faded in density and color as they spread down her chest. She wasn't tall, and that made her chest bags look even larger by comparison.
Coach, sitting hidden below his belly by his desk, felt his bare cock thicken. His pants were down around his ankles, his cock exposed.
Sherry pulled the sample uniform over her head and bent forward to snap the crotch together. She righted to adjust the fit. It was definitely one size, maybe two, too small. Her boobs bulged into the sleeveless arm holes. Her waist was constricted, and her hips and ass were almost bare from the strained bottom. The narrow strip below was slimmer than her panties, which gave a white border either side. She used her fingers to try covering the cotton panties.
'I hope the snaps are rugged or my pussy isn't going to be covered for long.'
Coach thought the fit was perfect for this office visit.
"Come over here and let me check the fit."
She skipped to his side, her boobs bouncing, endangering a nip slip. She stood attentively at the side of his chair, able to view his hairy bare groin, and didn't seem to notice anything wrong with the Coach's naked bottom. She didn't move as he turned towards her and raised his hands to adjust her skimpy uniform.
His fingers tucked under the arm holes and slid the fabric to clump between her tits. The exposed fleshy bulbs were capped with pale nipples and he thumbed the disks, gaining mini-bumps and a harder central nub from his manual caress. He noted how her eyes closed and her throat made a low hum of a moan. Her hips stirred side to side and her feet wiggled, a sign of her growing arousal.
He moved to her nether region. The strained snaps easily popped open, leaving her white panties tucked into the camel toe slit. He found the hem of her panties and slid them over her hips and down over her thighs.
'Take 'em off. The uniform snaps are all that's needed.'
Sherry bent forward, her hands pressing the cotton undies down to her ankles. Her boobs drooped and swayed alongside the tight top as she stepped out of the panties. Righting, she held the fabric in her hand. Coach took them and dropped them in his desk drawer, joining his growing collection of silky undies.
He reached out to finger her shaved bare pussy. A middle finger slide along the inner pinkness found moisture. But a fuck was too soon. He spread his legs and threw her his thought.
'Kneel; suck me. A Head Cheerleader must learn to give good head.'
Without hesitation, she dropped to her knees, prepared to perform on Coach what she had performed all semester for half the school football team.
Despite that knowledge which that Coach already knew, he intended to make this a training session for his young semi-experienced fellatrice. He would show her better ways than simple head bobbing suck offs.
He started a series of mental commands, directing her actions.
'Hold it erect gently... kiss the tip... peck your tongue tip in the slit... tastes good, doesn't it... flat tongue swipe around the conehead... again... now all around the rim... tongue tickle the vee nook... now lips over the cap... slowly slide down... stop with your lips below the corona... suckle the knob... a little harder... very nice... slide more... half the stem... suck hard... lips back to the crown... deep breath... push it all the way... no, don't gag... pull it back to half way... deep breath... ready... a quick plunge... keep going... I know, it tickles your tonsils... don't stop... take more... take it all until you press your nose against my pubic... yeah, my curlies do tickle your nose... half way again... now sideways, poke me against your cheek... make it bulge... now, it's time to finish... quick head bobs... mouth open... wait for it, wait for it... oh my god, here it comes... yes, it's a lot... stay connected... let it pool under your tongue... suck me gently as it shrinks... let the soft meat slide out... closed lips, don't spill any... show me the gift you received... looks good pooled on your tongue... okay, you can swallow now... stand up.'
Sherry stood over Coach as he slumped gratified in his seat. She savored the familiar flavor of male spunk.
'Get dressed now. You've shown your value as a head cheerleader but I have other candidates to evaluate and will then let you know.'
She changed back into her school uniform. Her panties were lost and the air conditioned breeze circulated over her pussy. It felt cool but she would cope.
He let her mind return to freedom.
"So, Coach, was I useful in your uniforms selection?"
"We may need another try on. Come back next Tuesday for another appointment."
"Okay, Coach. See you then. I hope I can become the Head Cheerleader you want me to be."
"We'll keep practicing until you get it right. Now, go back to class."
He watched her sassy ass leave his office and looked forward to next Tuesday. Her blowjobs could be improved; he was sure of that. Deepthroat practice always helped. And later, he would see about the quality of her pussy skills.
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Chloe's modest tits jostled under the new thin spandex maillot; the suit was designed with no real boob support. It also was designed as a tight camel toe forming crotch. It molded her nubile body as she stepped, skipped, pivoted, flipped and executed a full routine of gymnastics.
Chloe had straight cut bangs skimming her eyebrows, back length blonde hair that framed her cute face that was now held in a pony tail. Her physique was toned, flexible and athletically attractive. She was the star of the show whenever Coach took her to regional and state competitions. If far away, it often involved multi-day travel when Coach exploited her naked body during the overnight travel stops.
As he watched his star pupil practice, Coach's fantasies percolated again with admiration:
'What a fuckable little babe.'
He couldn't wait for another away gym meet; really, he couldn't wait. So, he wouldn't. He would fuck her today, right now.
He telepathed a notion.
'Coach needs relief.'
She broke off her routine; her eyes blinked as she stared at the muscular man standing at the edge of the new mats. He was her mentor and yet somehow more, but she couldn't exactly grasp that fleeting idea. She could see he was a stud of a man and her school friends all tittered with excitement whenever they were near him or got a bit of his attention. They were jealous of his special interest in her gymnastic talents. They rightly suspected he was interested in more than her gym routines.
She slowly stepped her way across the mats. As she did, Coach shed his tank top shirt and lowered and removed his gym shorts. His long cock drooped flaccid as he stood upright and she was strangely sad when she saw it that way. It didn't seem befitting for a man of Coach's stature and she felt an urge to rectify that wrong.
Still moving forward she doffed her suit, exposing her lithe form. She peeled the shoulder straps down her arms, and shuffle-stepped it off her legs. A quick flip tossed the article aside, and she continued her advance, now fully nude.
As she drew close, she naturally dropped and knee-walked the final distance on the new spongy floor covers until she was face to groin with her trainer's tool.
He stood, hands on hips, waiting, expecting, knowing she would intuitively take up her feminine task. He watched her lean in, open her mouth, and tongue-tip touch the underside of his knob. She flicked it upward with her lingual digit, a part of her that was just as agile as the rest of her physique. A few tickles gained some bulk as his blood flow surged into his penile muscles. It instinctively lifted itself up, almost horizontal.
She noted its better posture and leaned in, taking his knob inside her mouth. A few suckles told her of its impulse to continue its rise to vertical.
Mild head bobs took it a little deeper and the knob tickled the top of her mouth as it slid back and forth across the top palate. Her tongue pressed the underside, giving his cock a raspy fleshy massage.
He wanted a more relaxed stance to really enjoy her efforts so his hands held her head to his penile root as he squatted and then rolled backward on his butt, then further still to lie prone on the new mats supplied on the heels of his earlier dalliances with the School Principal.
Chloe followed him down, leaning over, her lips pinned on his cock; she continued the sucking throughout the repositioning. He admired her devotion to his solace and gave her a telepathic praise and direction. When they were laid out, she looked up at his face. She thought he might like it, not knowing he had instructed her as such many times before, and yes, he did like it.
'You're such a good girl. Swallow me now.'
She heard the words in her head, grateful to be 'a good girl'. She was motivated to be even better. She momentarily paused at the top, took a deep breath and plunged down, feeling his tip wedge between her tonsils. She coughed at the sensation, then regained control. She looked up, saw his face and pushed deeper. His knob entered her gullet. She felt the invasion and gave a swallow.
Coach had his head tilted forward, watching his cock pegged in her mouth. His hips hopped at the sudden cock cuddling when he felt her gulping ripple on his cockhead.
She was a marvel of fellatio. As good or better than she had been each time before. She was increasing her skills with each practice, paralleling her gymnastic mastery.
He could easily have unloaded in her throat, but he wanted more and knew she deserved her earned ride to ecstasy. And a ride it would be. He watched her eyes watching him as he threw her his thoughts.
'Put me in your pussy.'
She continued her stoic eye-lock as she slowly lifted her face off his groin; a few last second suckles of his knob to finalize her oral cock worship. Tilting up, a few knee walks brought her astride her manly steed. His saliva moistened cock lay against his lower belly and she slicked her puffy labia lips over the horizontal meat cylinder. Her wet pink tissues brushed along his shaft, as much for him, but also a much-sought stimulus for her. Her vaginal dew added its emollient to the oral slickened erection.
Satisfied that she had stimulated herself and adequately oiled and warmed his cock, she lifted her ass and, using a thumb and index finger in a careful hold, she delicately erected his erection, catching the tip in her oily labial split.
Another pause and breathy intake preceded her slow steady drop down his solid manhood. She paused again at half-staff, reversed to spread her sexual lubricant, and slid almost completely onto his cock.
She felt it press hard on her cervix and knew she could do more to please her man. A hip wiggle for preparation, then more pressure as she felt the knob impale her inner most orifice.
Coach groaned at the sensation, both physical and mental, of being fully seated into his petite gymnast's cunt.
She drew back after demonstrating her ability to take in any size erection and, bracing her hands on his pecs, began the shorter strokes in her conventional womb space.
She worked now to bring the pair into a pre-orgasmic trance. His corona was burnished by her tight, warm membranes. She settled into inducing his culminating spew.
But she couldn't go deep enough to press her clitoris on his pubic ridge. She took his hand and held his thumb to her little man. He followed her wishes, rubbing tender slides and circles all over the exposed upper pinkness. She reacted with kitten mews and girlish moans.
His other hand came to her chest and he caught a dancing little nipple, rolling the nub to hardness. It gave him a better purchase for his tweaking fingers. She squealed at the hard squeeze, and he felt a reactive vaginal squeeze on his engorged cock. Still, she never faltered her pussy stroke rhythm during the teasing tit torture. Rather, her moans evolved into tiny squeals and more random ripples on his cock.
In recompense, she changed her palm braces on his chest into firm finger tweaks on his nipples. The stingy twinges sent jolts to his groin, adding to his penile exhilaration. He was amused again that she really was an exceptional coital pupil.
The pair were moving higher into their sexual trance and entering the final stage. Coach's cock and groin were buzzing with nervous excitement. Her body vibrated with sexual prickliness. His hips were jerking in time with her hip bounces and the climax could not be denied.
Her head tilted back and her mouth opened to a cry of pure lust that was unleashed by her sexual convulsions. He was not silent either; his mating howl joining her call that together reverberated into the cavernous gymnasium. Volumes of milky spunk jetted into her vaginal void. She felt the warm goo coat her inner most intimate space; a mesmerizing event that confirmed her sexual charisma.
The pair jittered to a calmness as Chloe fell against his chest. He hugged her sweaty body to his as she mewed into his neck with orgasmic afterglow. His twitching cock deflated slowly and slipped out of her soft gash. The excess dregs of his spend dribbled out to wet his ball sack, with a few droplets baptizing the new gym mats.
He gently pressed her aside, rolling her onto her back as her arm drew across her face to shield her eyes from the gym ceiling's bright lights. He admired her nubile naked body from tits to toes, feeling a returning lust. His middle-aged mind wanted to fuck her again, right there and then, but his middle-aged body was unable to oblige his macho ego that soon.
He wearily stood, drew on his gym shorts and again looked over her youthful loveliness. He sent her post-coital instructions, telling her mind to forget this incident, shower and preen, and go off to her next class. As he was tottering toward his own office, he lingered long enough to watch her rise to her feet, gather her discarded exercise suit, and patter to the locker room. From his office, he heard the showers running, and soon after, saw her go on her way, already musing on the next time and place that he would choose to use her again.
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Coach heard a knock on his office door.
"Enter."
Ms. Maggie Pruitt, the young front office intern, walked in with a handful of permission slips, signed by parents, authorizing travel by their daughters to off-campus athletically related events. She stood across his desk and leaned way over to place them close to his side. He got a great down shirt view of her large hanging boobs.
Contrary to her prim disposition with the other students and staff, she had surreptitiously removed her bra and knickers in the ladies' room on the way to his office. Maybe today was the day he finally took the bait.
Unbeknownst to her, Coach had been taking the bait every Thursday for the past few months. He had erased her short-term memory each time but planted a notion that sex with Coach in his office was her unrealized fantasy.
Coach enjoyed the view; her breasts hung from her chest, oversized for her thin torso. Without the bra, he saw that her downward-pointing nipples were already pebbled.
He gave her his thoughts as if they were her own.
'Stand up, pop off the shirt and play with your tits.'
Maggie Pruitt thought her idea was just right for what she wanted. She stood up, a momentary disappointment for Coach's tittie show. She tugged the uniform shirt tails from her skirt's waist band and gripping the hem, swept it over her head, disheveling her jet-black hair to hang around her face and shoulders.
She puffed to clear the hair from her chin to her forehead, but needed to use her fingers to complete the effect. Then her hands descended to her chest to lift her boobs; her thumb and finger pinched and rolled the popped-up nubbins.
Her boobs were two beauties, large pear shapes with dark brown areolae and the previously seen popped-up nubs. She stood attentive, eyeing his face while she played with her nipples. Her only plan so far was to present her tits, in hopes he would take her hint and finally take her cunt.
She was encouraged when she watched Coach rise from his seat, come around the desk to her side. Her hands still held her breasts as she turned her neck, following his path, then faced forward again when he moved out of sight behind her.
She heard his pants rustle, the belt unbuckled, the rasp of the zipper pulled down, and the sound of clothes hitting the floor.
A tap-tap at her inner ankles signaled her to widen her stance, opening up her vulva for whatever he wanted, hopefully the same as she wanted.
A hand gripped the back of her neck and pushed her body forward until her thighs bumped the desk edge, forcing her to hinge at the waist. Her arms darted out to plant her palms on the desktop, attempting to brace her body, but still, the hand kept pressing.
She took a deeper bend until her nipples touched the desktop surface. She jerked back at the cold jolt to her sensitive points. The hand was insistent, pushing harder, squashing her milk bags hard against the laminate top. Her cheek lay sideways against the cool surface. She stretched her hands to the other side of the desk, gripping the edge to hold her body in place.
Her bottom felt the cool breeze when he shinnied her plaid pleated skirt up her thighs, and over her ass, now fully exposed. She felt his hand squeeze one round cheek and then the other. It descended to probe a finger in her moist cunt, working its way in, seeking and finding her G-spot.
She flinched at the firm inner touch and rub, her head rising in an attempt look at the man behind her. But the hand pushed her head back down again to her cheek resting position.
A larger appendage split the labia lips. She smiled. Coach was going to fuck her, and she warmed to the triumph of her flirtation.
She felt his meaty rod plowing down the length of her feminine channel. The expansion felt familiar, but she couldn't recall any previous instance of the lovely sensation.
Deja vu, she guessed, but from when? Regardless, she reveled in the feeling of coital fullness. The fleshy cylinder with its expanded knob ranged up and down her core. The motions wavered her hips and, thus, her clitoris was rubbed against the desktop edge, sending brisk jolts to her pussy and up her spine.
Coach was having his own revelations. They weren't déjà vu; they were real memories of these weekly trysts. He sawed slowly and deliberately, using her pulsating vaginal sleeve to buff his sensitive penile nerves.
He threw her a thought as if it was her own.
'I'm going to cum so hard that the ceiling tiles will rattle from the noises I make.'
Fortunately, Coach's office was on the far side of the gym, and sounds were dampened by the walls and distance.
'Go ahead,' he added, reinforcing the idea she thought was her own. He changed to rapid, solid strokes in her cunt, getting his verve on while pounding her clit to the desk. She thought of her reaction, probably the same his.
'Oh, God, that feels so good. I going to pop soon.'
Ms. Maggie Pruitt, the intern school secretary with great tits, had her clit smashed between the hammer of his hips and the anvil of the desk. The spark of her orgasm burst forth into a blaze that scorched her pussy and raced up her spine to burst into fireworks of ecstasy in her mind. Her uninhibited cries did indeed rattle the ceiling tiles.
The convulsions in his fuck mate launched Coach's euphoria beyond the point of holding anything back. She was wailing while gyrating wildly on his cock. He held her writhing body fast to the desktop as his glorious moment arrived, flooding her cunt with spunk, an attempt to douse her fires with manly volumes of sperm, combining his more controlled vocal volume with her uncontrollable wails.
Calm slowly returned. He felt little vibrations on his cock as it dwindled and retreated from the warm, wet cuddle of her cunt. The vaginal ripples were reflections of her soft sobs, untampered emotions of joy and satisfaction.
He pulled her by the hair to her feet, her skirt dropping over her hips and ass. She was a bit unsteady, but he held the grip until she seemed stable on her heels. He pulled up his pants and found her blouse on the floor, picked it up, and handed it to her. She pulled it on, fluffing her hair outside the collar, likewise leaving the shirt tails out. It gave her a satisfied disheveled look.
He rounded his desk again and plopped back in his high-backed office chair. From there, he generated the standard idea that had worked over the many past weeks.
'What a naughty fantasy I just had. Oh, I hope someday he'll come to like me enough to act out my dream and make it come true.'
She found herself standing in his office, feeling neglected by his apparent ignorance of her crush on him. She left his office, returning to her front office, passing other students who snickered at her less prim attire. Her inner thighs had a stickiness; she supposed that her pussy had gotten soggy just by being in his presence. Her thoughts of unrequited lust were a disappointment and a challenge.
She scooted into the ladies' room to tidy up and dry her damp crotch. She looked in the mirror at her preened face makeup; she made herself a vow.
'Next week, I'll try harder. Maybe that will be the day he'll finally take the bait and fuck me.'
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It was time for a weekend swim meet in a distant city. Coach accompanied his school's top four competitors on the long car drive. At the event, the four coeds were booked into two double hotel rooms with a third reserved exclusively for Coach.
Thursday Night - Julie
They arrived, checked in, and dined in the hotel restaurant. Coach looked over his quartet of young coeds and decided to telepath his pick of the litter with a measure of doubt. Messaged received, it was off to bed to get a good night's sleep before the pre-meet warmup practices the next day.
But Julie couldn't sleep, oddly nervous about her swim match. She was a high score achiever, well-practiced but mysterious doubts lingered. She left her room and toddled to Coach's room for reassurance.
She knocked and he opened the door to find her standing there in her skimpy jammies.
"What's wrong, Julie?"
She couldn't tell what had given her the idea of going to Coach's room for relief.
"I don't know, just a little worried about the swim match. It's actually unsettling."
He let her come into his room, following through on the thoughts he had thrown into her mind at dinner.
"So, where is it upsetting you?"
She sheepishly pointed to her tummy and, with hesitancy, lower to her pussy.
"Okay, lay down on the bed and I'll check it out."
Standing over her supine pose, he telepathically numbed her reluctance as he pressed her high belly with two fingers.
"Here?"
"No, lower..."
He used the two fingers to press her bellybutton.
"Here?"
"No, lower..."
He slid over her abdomen and glided to her panties covered pussy. She moaned at the touch.
"Yes, there... right there..."
He took that as an invitation to remove her Cami top and panties.
"I need to make a closer and more extensive examination. Lay still..."
Dropping his shorts he climbed aboard and posed himself above her, his erection strong and pointed down at her pussy. He switched from verbal to mental communication.
'I think your doubts have a wholistic source. We need to relieve your jittery tension. Let's practice your swim strokes in an atypical way. Close your eyes; concentrate on this special exercise.'
He saw her eyes screw shut in focused determination. He planted his tip at her labia and braced on his hands and knees.
'Now, roll your ass like you do when swimming.'
She complied and he browsed her mind as she melded into the muscle memory of making the timed hip rolls while swimming. The movements gave shorts nudges of her cunt on his erection. He pressed gently and her ass and cunt jogs drew his cock inside her inch by inch.
'Imagine making porpoise rolls in water.'
She rolled her ass more buoyantly like the bounding fish breaching and diving alongside a motorboat. Her tits jiggled as her body undulated beneath him, adding to his arousal.
Coach's cock nerves felt the results. He barely moved as she did the work; his ego and macho both elevated as he read her mind where her arousal was also coming on strong. Her mind was filling with thoughts of success and the mood was reflected in her wavering groin.
Coach was engulfed in the wonderful thrills of her fucking skills. And it was bringing on his own desire to culminate the confidence building exercise. He gave her a vision of the approaching pool finish line and timed his orgasm with hers as she crossed it.
The thrill of water sports victory infused Julie with the thrill of awesome sexual ecstasy. She now associated winning with cumming and it was a combination that she vowed she would strive to achieve every time. It inspired away her jitters as she grasped a new pride in her abilities.
Coach slumped on her body after his massive multi-pulse spew. In the post-coital buzz, she hugged the man who had revealed her craving for and ability to achieve the joy of winning. She murmured out her gratitude as she nuzzled his neck.
"...thank you, thank you, thank you..."
Coach accepted her gratuitous cuddling, feeling his own aftermath of lingering hormones. After their passions seemed to have dissipated, he moved her off the bed and helped her dress.
As he escorted her to the door, he released her mind. She turned to say her goodbye.
"Thank you for the pep talk, Coach. I think I now have a vision of my goals. Winning is the best thrill;...well almost."
As an impetuous last act, she darted in and gave her devoted coach a quick peck on the cheek. Then realizing that may have been too much familiarity, she backed off, and covered her mouth as she coyly giggled.
As she turned to exit the door, Coach gave her a hearty palm spank on her ass cheek. She jumped, rubbed the smack spot and giggled again, as she exited his room and skipped down the hall to her room.
Julie had a newfound understanding of the athletic endeavors needed for the role of a winner.
Friday Night -- Denise - Karen
The day was spent in practice drills and friendly matches. No scoring was recorded but each participant used the time to appraise the competition. The official judges came and went, lingering just long enough to get an eyeful of athletic coed booty and boobs in wet Spandex tank suits.
Coach observed the opposing coaches and judges, watching for any signs of special interest in his sexy little quartet of swimming water nymphs.
Denise
Coach was sitting in bed, reading the program book and figuring out winning schemes to advance his team's reputation. He had not decided yet who would soothe his lust tonight. Fate intervened and presented his choices.
The door knock was soft; he barely heard it. The door wedged ajar and meek little Denise peeked through the crack of the open door to seek permission to enter. He wasn't averse to letting her be tonight's choice of bedmate so he motioned her inside as he took control of her thoughts.
Coach was pleased with her outfit. She was wearing a make-shift baby pajama set: cropped top tee and thong panties. Her nipples pebbled the thin top.
She had come to him to get a pep talk and relieve her pre-match jitters. She was obviously eager for his comforting advise and, at his mental suggestion, started to pull off her minimal attire. He could have simply fucked away her stress in a long, drawn-out session.
But he decided on a better scheme to boost her chances to a winning score. He planted a notion in her mind and she halted her striptease. With a saucy smile and a nod of understanding, she left his room and toddled down the hotel hallway to another room.
-----
Soon after Denise went to her alternate scheme, Coach put away his paperwork and left his room. He headed for Denise's room that she shared with Karen. Since the roommate now had the room by herself, it would be a shame to let her spend the night alone. He looked forward to surprising her as an unexpected visitor. His cock already started to swell at the plan.
-----
Further down the hallway, baby doll attired Denice knocked softly on the door of the hotel room where Coach had sent her. She heard a shuffle inside and the door lock clicked. It opened to reveal a middle-aged man's sleepy face in the door-chain constrained gap.
"Yes, what is it?"
"Coach sent me."
The man's face lost its heavy-eyed look and brightened into a mischievous smile. He had been through this scenario before and was pleased that Coach had delivered him a side hustle yet again.
Besides, a deal's a deal. Perfect pussy for perfect scores. And he hadn't got laid in weeks. What perfect timing.
He closed the door enough to unlatch the chain.
"Of course, my dear. Please come in."
The door closed behind Denise as she entered the place, where regardless of her performance tomorrow in the pool, her real display of sporting spirit tonight would determine tomorrow's high scores.
The judge was clad in boxers, his strong hairy chest, arms and legs reminiscent of long-ago swim meets. Now, past the age of competitive prowess, he had turned to coaching and judging, both at the pool and in his bed. Tonight, it would be another one of the latter.
Denise stood demure before the stranger who would become her latest performance evaluator. He stood eyeing her up and down. She was barefoot, her toned muscular legs rising to a cozy looking apex. The thin cotton thong covered furrowed mounds where his cock would eventually nestle. Her tummy had the sculpted form of an exercised torso, toned from the flexing needed to efficiently propel her body through the water. It boded well for his looming pleasure when she would use those core muscles to propel his erection back and forth in her vaginal tube.
Her breasts, though shyly covered by the loose sleeveless tee, showed promise; two nubile handfuls that he would enjoy fondling during the run up tit play.
He approached closer, eye-locking her as she tilted her neck to look at the man's face hovering above her. He held the stare into her brown eyes as his hands rose to her shirt collar, gripping the center above her covered cleavage.
The sound of ripped cotton filled the room as he tore the shirt apart, opening a rent down to the high cut-off hem. Her eyes popped momentarily until she resettled her composure and lowered her gaze. It was his prerogative to use her as he saw fit for his personal satisfaction tonight before rewarding her tomorrow at his discretion.
She saw his hands jerk downward, hauling the shredded top off her arms and tossing it aside. Her naked tits, jiggled by the rough disrobing, were a sight to behold. Her pointy nipples were darker than her light blonde hair would have indicated.
Returning his stare to her face drew her attention back to his. Her eyes were neutral, awaiting his further indications of how he wanted her to act going forward.
He rubbed his thumbpad over her left nipple. The center rose to attention. He slowly and softly fingernail-tipped the nub and it grew stiffer. She didn't resist as she let him play at will. He tried the other side. It reacted the same.
He dropped his shorts and kicked them aside. He took her hands and wrapped them gently around his semi-flaccid shaft. Looking down again, she saw his pink appendage with its purple knob and spoke the truth of her admiration.
"Oh... it's so beautiful..."
They played like that for a time: tits and cock. His erection firmed up in her caressing palms and fingers. She saw how her efforts were drawing forth his arousal. She wanted to do more, for him and for her. Her voice was low and pleading.
"Please, sir... may I suck it... please... may I?"
His nod and smirk showed that he sanctioned her request. She slowly bent her knees, sliding down until her face was level with his crotch. She moved in too quickly, too eagerly, missed by an inch, bumped his tip to her nose. She steadied and tried again, tilting her chin up and extending her tongue to touch the tip.
She did the things she thought were best but it was still an amateurish blowjob. He was delighted by her willingness but amused by her innocence. It was all suction and head bobs; he wanted to move on and brought her into his infatuation.
"Shed the thong, little girl."
She held the man meat in your mouth as she deftly removed her thong, wiggling each foot to pull it over her ankles. Task accomplished, she gave one last hard suck and then stood, engaging again in the mutual stare.
He hadn't directed that move but his ardor had percolated into a hot lust and he couldn't hold out as she stood stoic, presenting herself again.
She was surprised and unwieldy as he took her by one ankle and one wrist to fling her onto the bed. Her hair fanned out as she fell on her back. He followed quickly, wrenching her body around into missionary mount and positioning himself for penetration.
He placed a hand under an ass cheek, the other gripped the back of her neck, capturing her against any last-minute reluctance. Reluctance was not her intent.
She spread her thighs wide, opening her groin for his entry. Her arms wrapped his shoulders and neck.
Almost set for copulation, the judge gave her an instruction.
"Place me."
One of her hands darted between them. Thumb and index finger found his shaft, just below the corona. A little fingertip squeeze caused the blood engorged muscles to shudder but she held on and, shifting her hips, got his knob at her blossomed labia.
He felt her warm moisture on his tip and, taking a deep breath, pushed in until her nether lips closed on his erection below the corona. She gave a spontaneous squeak of delight as her telepathically delivered mission evolved.
The judge heard her reaction and his ego got a boost. He pulled back a smidgen and drove in some more. Half his shaft entered the squelchy little grotto. A pause and an inch of reverse preceded a complete plunge to the bottom. She gave an 'oomph', half discomfort at the stretch and half pleasure at the fullness she felt.
Judge hugged her close, stroking his cock in her cunt. Her stiff nubs poked his chest as her modest boobs were squashed and rolled between them. Her hair retained a hint of her shampoo, a floral mélange. The delicate scent contrasted with her refined sexuality, a boost to Judge's macho feeling of dominance over her timid demeanor.
At first, he went slow but as their mutual fervor rose, he increased the pace. He drove each solid stroke deep, feeling his pubis bang her clitoris, and the roll of her chest mounds against his. When the thrusts became a cacophony of motions, he reared back and, unlocking her tit compressions, huffed to a rapid wheezy peak.
The sight of her jittering boobs beneath his arched body, the wet massage on his cock, and his own vanity at fucking a devious swim competitor, finally swept him over the top. Denise followed his lead. Nothing in her mental prompting said she couldn't enjoy this competition boosting exercise.
She went rigid, her body in muscle locked vibrations. She cried out and wept from the intense orgasm. He bellowed out his ecstasy and pumped weeks-worth of pent-up spunk into the little rascal's genital core.
The sweaty pair collapsed together, her boobs again pressed by his fatigued body. She was quietly making joyful sobs from the nervous buzz racking her body. When both their post-coital aftermaths bled away to calm hugging, he rolled aside, gathering her to his side as they fell into a satisfied doze.
He was softly awakened later, her hand gently stroking his semi-solid masculine appendage. He saw her watching his face, patiently waiting for him to acknowledge her not so subtle hope that their night of passions was not over.
He took the bait, eager as well for another serving of her sexual feast. He mounted up as she scrooched around to get him into position. His cock head found the orifice but the semi-flexible shaft delayed the entrance.
He was feeling his middle-age. His spirit was willing but the flesh was weak. He gave a groan of frustration.
She sensed his angst, his performance anxiety and seemed to know what to say to help remedy the problem.
"Oh, careful... please... slowly, you're so big..."
That seemed to work as her faux anxiety, mirroring his real emotion, boosted his macho and stiffened his cock. He drove harder and was rewarded with a partial embedment. Feeling a bit of his own success, he bottomed out.
She wiggled her hips to brush her cervix on his tip. His cock swelled and throbbed more at her skillful move. Her hands brushed the bristles on the back of his neck, reflecting more tingles straight to his cock tip.
"Oh, little girl, you are a saucy little wench... c'mon, do that again."
She repeated the cock tingling dual moves. For a long moment, there was no stroking. He even succumbed to some passionate feelings as he kissed her, probing her mouth with his tongue.
While they were lip locked and tongue playing, he initiated long slow strokes. She followed his lead, going along with his bidding, her swimmer body flexible and strong.
Working counter moves to his, she rubbed his knob on her G-spot, eliciting thrills both there and on her clitoris each time he banged his cock home and bumped their pubis together.
It all came to a magnificent head when she brought on his spew with an accompanying orgasm of her own and another feeling of nighttime, pre-match triumph.
They rolled aside and drifted off to sleep through another post-coital buzz.
The judge awoke to another tingling in his groin; her head and hair covered the sight but he could tell she was softly licking, lapping and sucking on his cock. She had him partially stiff and lifted her lips off his saliva slickened dick. She swept back her hair and threw him a sexy smile and pucker kiss.
She held him in her hand, while she repositioned herself to sitting, throwing a leg over his hips; her slick pussy flesh tented his erection.
She rubbed her wet pink tissues all along the shaft from scrotum to knob. Her clit flicked his nook at the far extent. After many slow sensuous cycles, she drew high and worked his tip against her pussy opening.
Without hands, she notched their genitals and carefully and skillfully levered his erection to erection, holding a pause for effect as she smiled again and cocked a querying eyebrow. Seeing his anxious nod of agreement, and starting the slow insertion slide, she lowered her hips and took his cock completely inside.
She paused again; he felt her vaginal muscles squeeze his prick. The compressions continued in a rhythm that added to his flagging excitement. He was aroused but weary. But Denise was not one to face an imposing challenge and back away.
She increased the vaginal cock massage: compressions, tilting her hips and ass during the strokes, lightning up the nerve endings along the side of his corona, beyond the usual apex and nook of the mushroom head.
He was slow to respond but she kept at it, her body attuned to hard exercise. She heard his breaths build into quick inhales and puffs until at last, his hips rose, his spine stiffed and he growled out his final reserves of manly essence as they dribbled into her cunt.
She smiled at his weak discharge, proud to have extracted all he had to give.
Her winning performances here in his bed should produce winning scores tomorrow in the pool, regardless of her water borne performances.
-----
Karen
Her swim meet specialty was the breast stroke but she couldn't sleep, jitters about competing the next day and the distraction of an energetic man straddling her chest.
Coach was furiously engaging her in another form of breast stroke as his long cock slid back and forth in the oiled valley of her compressed mammaries.
He had arrived unannounced soon after her roommate Denice had quietly crept out, obviously headed to Coach's room for a pre-match pep talk and stress relief. As was usual, she expected the pep talk to take all night.
He had entered her room boldly and came to her bedside in the nightlight glow that silhouetted his muscular form with its jutting penile appendage. He sent her a mental signal to placidly comply with his lead.
He was not hesitant in yanking off her flimsy top and straddling her chest. His hands pressed the side of her boobs, forming the tight furrow around his substantial erection.
His knob was bumping her chin with each power thrust. As he grunted louder and louder, she prepared to meet the ultimate finish line. As he thrust forward and held, she tilted her face up, opened her mouth and captured the prize: spouts of spunk that coated her tongue. As the surge of milky pulses dwindled, he leaned further toward her face. Her lips covered his knob and she sucked hard to extract any lingering dregs from his urethra.
That was good start but, as much as she was glad that she had pleasured the Coach, she wished for a bit of pleasure for herself.
After a refreshing pause for his refraction, she took some initiative to move him into a sidesaddle fuck session. She had his hips between her legs, her knees beyond his waist, and scooted more to get him closer.


This was not Coach's favorite position. It required a lot of energy and work to stroke his cock in her pussy in the somewhat awkward position.
But acknowledging her lead, he followed along. They wiggled until he found her opening and inserted his erection.
Fully embedded, he gripped her ass as he waffled his abdomen to make the strenuous strokes. But she placed a hand on his chest and whispered her desire.
"No, you take it easy. Let me show you how strong and flexible I am."
He paused his hip thrusts; she took over. She rolled her ass for the groinal massages on his cock, rippling her strong tummy muscles, dragging his knob and corona along her juicy feminine tissues. Coach relaxed and lay still. He held his hips steady as she did the essential work.
In his languid state, his mind drifted off to a memorable fantasy. He was weightless, floating on a cloud as a diligent angel worked her heavenly magic on his manhood. The mists rolled around them and the genital connection was smooth and idyllic. Her fingers touched his body everywhere at once, lighting up dermal nerves not normally kindled during intercourse. This imaginary angel knew her stuff.
His real-world angel also knew her stuff and was using all of it to give her Coach the coital reward he deserved. She felt his body's ticks and tremors as his ascending breaths uttered growing moans and groans. He was near to his summit of stimulation.
He peaked. She held him close, pressing her body against his as she became the receptacle of his lust and ejaculate. The warm flood filled her deep recesses and she reveled in the sense of accomplishment to her mission. They clung and cuddled in easy post-coital satisfaction, easing into a light slumber.
In the morning dawn, he slipped from her bed, refreshed, relaxed and gratified by her charming wiles, and returned to his room to prepare for his duties as Coach of the school's frisky coed swim team.
Saturday Night - Christi
The competitions went off without a hitch; Coach's girls scored high marks and winning times.
Coach arranged a private restaurant room where the five, the four coed swimmers and himself, could enjoy a celebration of their successes.
Christi was bubbly all through the evening, her round full breasts in the stretchy top bouncing as she laughed and boasted of her special displays that overcame any small flaws in her superior diving capabilities. Coach read her mind as she thought she deserved particular consideration from the group. So did he, as he mulled over her performance during the day's events.
At Coach's insistence during furtive private practices, Christi wore a bikini set for diving, in lieu of a maillot tank suit. Inevitably, and as planned, when she surfaced after a dive, the rushing water during the plunge had brushed the bikini cups off her tits. Popping her head up and wiping her drenched hair off her face and shoulders, she thereby showed her generous exposed tits and nipples to the spectator and judging audience.
As usual her dives were perfect but her added zest for thrilling the judges with her nipple slip recoveries meant her scores were always a bit above a standard evaluation. She achieved first place and the blue ribbon.
But Coach felt her excessive boasting at dinner that night was, well, excessive. She needed to be tamped down to take her equal place among her coed peers. They had all done extremely well, both in pre-match hookups with him and other significant males and at the actual competitions. He needed to balance the girls' egos so that they coalesced as a team if these weekend getaways were to continue, especially to Coach's benefit.
He threw a mental notion her way; he knew it was received by her coy glance his way and then the small giggle and avoidance of any added eye contact. Christi acted embarrassed by her naughty notion, unmindful that it was really Coach's naughty notion. As the dinner ended and the coeds returned to their rooms for the night, he retired to his own room and awaited the enactment of his intervention.
There was a knock on his door and he answered it in his gym shorts. Christi was wearing a thin Cami top, which shadowed her dark nipples, and camel toed bikini panties. Her body shape was rounded, not the thin lithe form of the usual swimmer's physique. Her tits and ass were fleshy, but not fat, soft handfuls of fun bags and grabbable rear globes for the muscular male to clasp during raucous intercourse.
She was still in an effervescent mood, expecting him to quickly succumb to her sexy presentation and be manipulated into a pliable temperament just like the gullible judges.
But he was stoic as she stood in jubilant expectation, shifting her weight from one foot to the other with a devilish smile of anticipation at being fucked by her sexy Coach.
He kept her at a distance, his voice low, stern and demanding.
"Loose the clothes."
Christi hesitated, a change in attitude as her playful attitude weakened. She moved slowly, a bit distraught at his tone. She had hoped for a playful jaunt to paradise but things seemed to have moved away from that plan.
He stood, hands on hips, boxer shorts only, barefoot, unemotional face, almost a sneer, impatient with her slow compliance.
She reluctantly pulled at the panties side ties, letting the white satin triangles fall away to her feet. Her hands lifted the Cami hem up, covering her face, exposing her nipple topped breasts to his gaze. It continued on, opening her face again to his stare and pulling her blond hair high before it fell down to drape her shoulders and upper back, leaving her boobs uncovered.
He almost paused his program at the closeup sights of her near perfect round breasts. Wet pool flashes didn't do them justice. His cock twitched, stating its independent concurring opinion. But he continued; she needed to understand who was in charge.
He had a plan in mind for her corrective discipline and he controlled his ardor to play it out.
"Remove my shorts."
She knelt and knee walked the short distance to him; her tits bobbled with the pacing. Her hands were gentle as she pulled the waist band wide before carefully dropping it downward over his cock and balls, sliding the elastic over his hips and ass. She leaned forward to move the shorts down his legs.
He watched her boobs jostle with youthful firmness and appropriate fluidic movement, as she moved her body and arms while he stepped one foot at a time out of the removed boxers.
His tumescent cock was so close to her face that the partially swollen tip tapped her pretty little nose. She jerked away at the touch but stayed close, eyeing the fuzzy tuff of pubic hair, the sack full of balls and the large shaft with its purple head.
He knew what to say.
"Go on; suck it."
She looked up at his face staring down, a stern expression of expectation. She wasn't against the act, just preferred a more passionate interchange. She tentatively reached out her tongue, the tip tickling the under-nook.
"I said: SUCK IT. Get it in your mouth."
She puckered her lips, kissing the crown of his knob. She tasted pre-cum and dwelled there, suckling the end, extracting the clear fluid. But he was impatient, gripping her hair and forcing his cock past her teeth to rest on the flat of her tongue. She didn't resist the bold escalation but rather swiped her tongue's rough texture on the sensitive under-nook, giving a different stimulation to that spot of penile nerves. He groaned in audio admiration of her oral skills.
She felt him twist her head partially aside. He pressed her cheek with his rigid member and she took that in stride. He decided she was a good learner, as coachable in man pleasing ways as she was in her diving.
A quick retreat aligned him for a straight in plunge. He felt her tonsils and a minor gag but he wasn't going to test her deep throat tonight. That would come in other away sessions over the coming months of the swim meet season.
She had sucked him to rigid and tried to defy the penile escape when he popped her mouth off his cock; she made a disappointed expression.
Using the scalp grip, he hauled her up, dragging her naked body to the bed, ignoring her vocal protests. Her hands clutched his gripping fist, trying to relieve the harsh tug.
"Damn, take it easy. That hurts!"
He released her when she fell forward to land half on and half off the mattress. Her bare ass was high and exposed; her boobs compressed below her chest by her body weight. She tried to twist her head to look at him but he placed a hand on her neck and held her down.
His other hand was put to a better use. He hauled back and gave a full arm swing, landing his palm on her sumptuous ass cheek. The crack of the smack was loud, but her shout of distress was louder. He was sure the other girls heard the yell. They heard many more as he proceeded to place a lot of whacks on alternate ass cheeks until a pink blush covered her luscious bottom.
When he saw she was sobbing into the sheets, he released her head and let her lift her body, braced half up on her arms.
He took her hair again and pushed her higher on the bed where, when she hopped to clear the bed edge, she twisted face up and her battered butt bounced on the mattress.
When she landed, her legs were toward him. He grabbed her ankles and twisted her legs apart and mounted the bed on his knees. His fat, saliva slickened cock dangled near her shaved vulva, raring to get inside the now cowed and anxious maiden.
She had, and still did, want to be fucked but passionately, lovingly, not like this, like some trollop, raw and rough.
No matter; Coach would do it the way he chose, aware of but with disregard for her obvious earlier entrance wishes.
He leaned in, his tip tapping her labia just like it had touched her nose earlier before entering her mouth. The plump vaginal lips were splayed open enough to expose a hint of the wet pink tissues hidden therein. She jerked again at the initial touch but he had her captured in missionary penetration pose; her cunt wasn't going anywhere but over his cock.
He settled the knob snugly against that warm slit and, with a bracing breath, punched half way in. She cried out at the sudden stretch and wiggled her ass to lighten the discomfort, such as it was. The movement of pussy on his sensitized penile nerves only aroused him to greater lust.
He drew back an inch and rammed hard, running the distance until he felt her innermost flesh press back against his full depth thrust.
She grunted out the breath she had held since his initial poke, unraveling her tense body now that he was fully inside her. It wasn't so bad, actually felt kind of good, and she wrapped her arms around his neck and shoulders as he lowered his body down, compressing her boobs with his chest.
He flexed his cock inside and she moaned a guttural encouragement for more. Her legs sidled along his thighs, rolling her hips up and crossing her ankles behind his legs. His hands descended to clutch the two moldable ass cheeks; his upper body weight laid fully on her squashed tits.
With both bodies connected by limbs and genitals, he initiated the hug constrained strokes. He was enamored by her fulsome body; the softness and warm cuddliness of the buxom lass.
The bedroom filled with sounds of slushy strokes and elicited moans. Despite the rough sexuality of Coach's macho manhandling, Christi's passions caught fire, flaming excited nervous waves throughout her body.
It wasn't one gigantic orgasm but a series of mini-gasms that, each time, tingled from groin to brain and back again. On each quake, her body went rigid in his close clutches and then collapsed during and after each sensual shock.
Coach was a master at generating unprecedented female gratification and her response to his control was a boost to his ego and arousal. Each time, he paused his strokes and held her through her convulsions. Now, even he had felt enough of her submissive capitulation and needed his own sexual relief.
During another of her mini-gasm rises, which he chose would be her best and last, at least for this session, he hugged her tightly and continued the pounding of her pussy, thrusting his cock rapidly into his own culmination. She felt the warm fluids inundate her innermost core and gave in to a spine arching contraction that rippled her vaginal muscles along his spouting erection.
The mutual cries of ecstasy rattled the room before fading down to deep recovery breathing. The pair of sweaty fuck mates panted in each other's entangled limbs.
Coach tilted up and looked at Christie's flushed face. He unclutched one ass cheek and pinched a nipple, gaining a weary girlish 'ouch', as they felt his cock deflating in her juicy channel.
He leaned down and gave a toothy nip to the other excited nipple.
"Christi, you are one excellent piece of fuck meat."
She smiled dimly at his harsh tit play and ribald compliment.
Sufficiently calmed, they rolled aside, ready to rest and refract until energy returned for another hoped for bout.
Christi tried to initiate a more sedate fucking from this powerful alpha male sent by fate to rock her young world.
She lay prone, her tits lolling on her chest. Coach was lying on his side, his fingers diddling her nipples: disk rubs, nub pinches and rolls, and full grip kneading of her sumptuous masses. Her nearer hand found his cock and played along its increasing thickness and length.
He rolled back, his erection firm at his naked groin. She took the invitation and mounted up in cowgirl. She arranged the genital connection and sat astride her steed. His cock was embedded deep inside her.
She leaned forward, pressing her tits to his chest, targeting a nipple-to-nipple connection. Her lips kissed and suckled his neck. Her hips began the slow in and out, full length steady strokes, meant to fully arouse his penile nerves.
She moved her lips to his side, kissing and then toothing an earlobe. Her voice was a pleading tone, begging for his compliance to her yearnings.
"Please, Coach... cum inside me again. I want to feel the warm reassurance of your manly gift... please cum for me?"
She followed that with a tongue tip probe of his ear canal. He shivered at the sensation. She alternated between tip wiggles and earlobe suckles. All the while, her hips employed a slow-motion massage of his cock. Her combined efforts brought Coach to her desired finale.
His spine stiffened, his hips arched upward and his prostate collapsed in its muscle basket. Gobs of cum escaped his urethra and, as she desired, flooded her cunt with his warm manly gift of genital essence. She collapsed in pride and lay there as sleep overtook them both.
They awoke in a tangle of sheets as dawn broke through the window. It was time for Christi to return to her room to freshen up. It was time for the swim team to return to campus with a long drive home.
-----
Sunday -- Homeward Bound
Karen, Betsy
The drive back to campus on Sunday would have been a boring affair. But Coach had another idea and moderated the thoughts of his four car mates. He sat in the back of the full-size sedan with Karen and Betsy on either side. Both girls were bent over his groin where his pants had been slid to his ankles. Two voracious tongues competed for licks and laps on his erect shaft.
Coach's hands fondled two pairs of dangling tits, squeezing and patting the masses, occasionally rolling and pinching excited nipples. Then he facilitated an alternate round of competition.
He yanked one head of hair upward, freeing his cock momentarily, feeling the other fellatrice dive in opportunistically to suck on the solely accessible knob. He let her suck in triumph before removing her head by a hair pull and giving the other a chance at showing her talent at oral stimulation. All the while, their delicate hands held his thick appendage vertical to aid either one's best efforts. It was a cooperative competition; no jealousy was warranted when the goal was a dual teaming towards Coach's reward for their swimming trophies.
Coach was not only the recipient of prime cock sucking but was also the judge of the alternate forms and methods of the two girls. His opinion so far was in favor of Betsy. She employed considerable tongue action when not deep throating his knob past her tonsils.
His fervor was growing and soon would surpass his ability to hold back his orgasm and spew. And since he had already given his sperm to Karen during the boob fuck earlier in the weekend, he felt it only fair play to provide Betsy a good dose of his sperm.
And so, with a charitable heart and a hearty hardon, he held Betsy's face against his groin as he bellowed out his orgasmic cry and shot his spunk straight down her gullet. She necessarily needed to swallow and her gulps on his knob nearly drove him beyond anything he had experienced.
But only almost. He was a very well serviced man for his age and maintained his dominant role. The girls in the front seat turned their heads to watch the orgasmic show, giggling with admiration and jealousy at their teammates' teamwork on Coach's cock.
When he came down from his mind blanking ecstasy, he admonished the front two for their lapse of attention while driving the car. The remainder of the journey home was a quiet rest from the rigors of successful competitions, in the pool, in their beds and in the backseat of the homeward bound sedan.
Coach mused on next week's busy schedule. His work calendar had become a recurring series of obligations to the staff and students of the small midwestern community college.
What a life.
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*** June ***
Daddy Takes Care of Kelly
Sophomore final exams were over, grades posted and the college's students, faculty and staff looked forward to the summer months with relief. No more annoying academic and administrative problems to resolve; freedom to enjoy the warm weather break.
But for Kelly, it was a challenge when she disclosed to her mother that she would be spending the summer with her estranged Daddy. It would be a relief not to waste another summer like last year arguing and defying her bitchy, annoying, controlling mother.
The homebound flight landed; Kelly gathered her suitcase and exited to the arrival gate at the airport. She scanned the crowd and spied her Daddy waiting for her.
'Whoa' she thought. Is that the man she remembered? She was impressed as she admired from afar how much the divorce had relieved him of mis-marital stress and improved his figure, now muscled and trim, rather than the overweight stressed-out husband of a discontented wife.
She called out "Daddy!"
He turned her way and saw his spritely blond youngster, wearing a stretchy white tee top, booty shorts and heels, waving and rushing his way.
'Whoa' he thought. Is this the gangly tomboy he remembered from years past? That upscale college had transformed his sloppy kid into a preppy fashionista.
Her braless boobs bounced as she ran across the distance and jumped into his arms, wrapping her legs around his waist, hugging his neck and kissing his cheek. He staggered a step at the joyful assault but recovered his balance, feeling her grown boobs pressing his chest. Other men stopped and stared with carnal envy at her unabashed youthful zeal for the middle-aged man.
On the drive home, he asked if the flight he booked had been okay. He was so excited to learn of her upcoming visit that it slipped his mind to upgrade her seat. She told of sitting in the center of a three-seat row, ogled furtively by the two smelly rednecks on either side. She had avoided conversation but cautiously kept adjusting her skirt down and pulling up the low-cut cleavage exposing top. The uncouth men 'accidently' bumped her unfettered boobs as they scrooched around in their seats or passed the stewardess delivered drinks and snacks.
She didn't share with Daddy that the same thing happened all the time at school, professors and even janitors opening gawking at her buxom displays. Many other times there were intentional 'casual' brush-byes on her boobs or ass. She had learned how to pretend ignoring them and moving on.
He didn't wonder at the attention the buxom college beauty attracted in her stylish clothes; her sorority involvement must have taught her the value of flirty attire that could act to mollify any incumbering situational predicaments.
They arrived at Daddy's new house, a needed purchase since mother had retained the former home in another city through the divorce settlement. The two-story tract house comprised three bedrooms with a pool, sundeck and tall secluding hedges out back. And by choice, he had selected a locale near tropical beaches with numerous restaurants and nightlife. It was definitely a better deal than last summer's break for the vivacious young coed, cloistered with her overbearing mother.
Kelly settled into a routine of leisure and luxury. Daddy cooked, cleaned, and laundered; she helped out as much as practical. He was caring and supportive of her need to wind down and enjoy her life.
A few days into the visit, he was delivering laundry to her room, including towels. When he passed her private bathroom, the door was ajar and he accidentally viewed her naked body while she was rubbing lotion all over after showering. He couldn't help himself; he stared unnoticed as she massaged the ointment onto her generous boobs, tight ass and toned legs.
It perked his fantasies; he took to overlooking the pool deck from an upstairs window while she sunbathed in a tiny bikini, working towards her almost all over tan. He envisioned her, as he had spied her before, less the skimpy thong bikini set, while he masturbated from aloft and out of her sight.
Kelly felt her evolving autonomy and sometimes caroused the local nightlife. Daddy always insisted that she keep him informed of her whereabouts and return by a soft curfew, around midnight.
One Saturday morning, she arrived tipsy from a night out; he was furious with worry at her unannounced overnight absence. She protested that she was a woman now, a college junior and could manage her own time.
"Did you drive home drunk!?"
"No, Mark drove me home."
"Mark? Who's Mark?"
"He's a lifeguard I met at the bar. He's really dreamy... And such a nice big cock. I think he felt the snugness of our cosmic connection. I sure did."
She moved in to act coy with her angry Daddy, intending to assuage his ire with bashful persuasions. She hugged him, pressing her boobs to his chest, not an innocent pretense but with a manipulative purpose. She reeked of sweat and musk and smoky bar stench.
"Please, Daddy... don't be cross with me. That's what Mother did and it wasn't nice being around her all summer. Please..."
He finally lost his Daddy control. He pushed her back, seeing the look of shock on her face when her usual risqué ruse hadn't worked. He grabbed her arm and marched her to the nearby living room, pushing her down and plopping her ass on the carpet. It was quick work to rip off her booty shorts; a surprise, but not, when he found no panties. He presumed they had been forfeited to Mark as his conquest trophy. "Fine' he thought, less of an impediment to his gambit.
He hauled up her stretchy sleeveless tee, exposing her magnificent breasts. They shimmied as she futilely struggled to recover control but it was no use. He became even more aroused by the sight of her wavering fun bags. It perked his lust and, being stronger than her, he overcame her lame, semi-intoxicated efforts.
Saddling up, he hastily drove his cock home, her second pussy piercing of the night. She was right; as said about Mark, he too felt the opulence of her snug cunt. After a few seconds to revel in her warm cock embrace, he commenced the strokes and furiously fucked his wayward daughter.
At first, she continued to wrestle, but as his cock sluiced her cunt, her emotions changed from denial to acceptance. She lay still, letting the inevitable rise in her ardor flow through her body. Her hips blended with his gyrations and the reciprocated thrusts sped along their ride to ecstasy.
It arrived in a fury, a hot blaze of orgasm. His howl of ejaculatory enjoyment was matched by her equally vocal cry of bliss. Daddy's genital nectar coated her innermost void with its warmth.
As they panted to a calm, he dismounted and left her there on the floor, stomping off to his own bedroom, slamming the door, and feeling his parental rage somewhat abated. But he also felt conflicted about what had just happened.
When the house was quiet again, stunned Kelly shuffled off to bed. Daddy's spunk was dribbling out to slick her inner thighs. She lay awake in aftershock; but as she mused on the sexual skirmish, she had to admit she ultimately enjoyed the domination by her Daddy and its resulting tremendous orgasm.
After wary dialogues the next day, the tone evolved into a cautious agreement that the event had nurtured a mutual craving for more of the incestuous dynamic. They fell into a nightly routine of bedroom rendezvouses: Daddy and daughter copulated, then one left for their separate room after one bout of sex or, sometimes, they spent the night together engaged in multiple rounds of raptures.
They would spend casual time in the evening, watching TV, reading or some other activity, either together or separately. As the clock wound towards bedtime, Kelly might kiss her Daddy's forehead and go upstairs. He waited, listening to the quiet noises as she made preparations. Then he followed. She might be in her bed or his and he would join her whichever she chose.
He slid in beside her, feeling her warm, soft skin as they cuddled close. They kissed tenderly, lovingly, father and daughter, souls and passions melding together. His kisses descended to her wondrous chest mounds, kissing the nipples, tongue tip flicking at the risen nubs. She held his head lightly to her breasts, enjoying the nervous impulses that wended their way to her groin, bringing on her moisture.
He rose again to kiss her face. She felt his semi-tumescence bumping her thighs; she wedged them apart, inviting his entry at their juncture. He accepted her summons and pressed his tip to her dewy genital fissure. She wiggled her hips, helping to align the connection. The fusion of their coital parts was slow, smooth and pleasant. When his tip touched her innermost limit, he paused, and then began the cyclical strokes that they both craved.
Their cheeks were together and each emitted soft moans and words of arousal. Their hips and asses rocked and rolled in harmony and counterstroke, a cacophony of motions.
"Oh, Kelly... mmm, so warm... oh so soft..."
"Yes, Daddy... fuck me deep... oh, that's it... just like that..."
He ramped up the tempo, driving deep, punching her cervix, wiping his coronal vee hard along her balmy inner tissues. His ardor was slowly and steadily rising to an uncontrollable heat. But she was quicker to feel her oncoming peak of pleasure.
"Oh, Daddy... I need to cum."
"Not yet" he gritted through clenched teeth.
"Please, Daddy. I can't hold back."
"Yes, you can... hold it... hold it..."
He felt her body tremble in his arms until the last moment of his pre-ejaculation; he grunted out his permission for her to join him in a mutual rapture.
"NOW!"
Daddy felt the product of his prostate rush up his urethra and shoot cannonades of milky spunk into her throbbing snuggly cunt. Her trembles evolved into body gyrations that he was hard pressed to contain in his hugging arms. Her cry of ecstasy pounded his ears as his own call of manly vitality filled the bedroom with echoes of congenital delight.
The incestuous sexual partners held on as the waves of pleasure swept through their bodies and slowly, but inevitably, ebbed off into the familiar buzz of post-coital gratification.
Many nights were similarly enjoyed by the daddy-daughter combine. Kelly's homecoming summer was a serendipitous blessing that had awakened this unexpected family affair.
*** July ***
Daddy Nurtures Kelly
It was Independence Day weekend, time for a celebration BBQ at the backyard pool. Neighborhood newcomer Kelly, with her long blond hair, cute blue-eyed face and bodacious tanned body, now just barely covered by her skimpy red bikini, was the center of male attention.
She was the hostess with the mostess, modulating patriotic music, passing around food and drinks, laughing at the fawning men's inane jokes, and basically helping Daddy keep the party rolling. But one young man got a better share of her time and notice, receiving lots of her flattery, her flirting and her schmoozing.
When the sun set, attention turned to the beach fireworks lighting the night sky. No one noticed the absence of Kelly and her devotee. When the fireworks completed their spectacular finale, the guests mingled again for a last toast to Daddy and his nubile party hostess. That was when everyone saw a smiling Kelly strolling back from a remote secluded corner, hand in hand with her flushed and disheveled guest.
Daddy was agitated and resentful. After the partiers departed, he dragged Kelly upstairs for their customary bedroom behaviors. But tonight, he was stern and harsh with Kelly's body, slapping her tits and ass, cursing out his fury while he fucked her in doggie, bringing on heart-breaking tears for the first time.
Later, he sullenly reflected on his incapacity to solely placate her appetite for vivacious adventure and recognized his carnal limits. He capitulated to his bruised ego and sought the help of a reliable collaborator.
Kelly was napping on the couch, dressed in her inside apparel of tee top and panties. A disturbance interrupted her light sleep. She opened her eyes to find Daddy's face close to hers. His hand was brushing her hair away from her face so he could plant loving kisses on her forehead and nose. She felt a tingling at her crotch, heard slurping sounds, and leaned her head up, scanning down her body. She saw the scalp of a man lapping and suckling her pussy in cunnilingus. She jerked her head up in surprise, and the man felt her tension. He stopped to look up at her.
"Uncle Mike?!"
He grinned, his chin wet with her vaginal dew.
"The very same!"
Daddy shushed her anguish, gently pressed her head back on the bolster cushion and continued his soft gentle kisses on her face, intermingled with encouraging whispers.
"It's okay... it's okay... just let it happen. He's family. No harm done."
She settled down and didn't resist the recommenced oral stimulation, letting her Daddy's younger brother build her passions until the familiar tingles washed over her. She orgasmed on his talented tongue, almost losing consciousness in its intensity. As she regained her calm, Daddy again soothed her angst.
"See... that wasn't so bad, was it?"
She lay serene and let her body ebb away its post-orgasmic jitters. Uncle Mike crawled up her body and presented his rigid cock to her lips. She instinctively opened her mouth and sucked him off in recompense for his gift of her sexual satisfaction. His thrusts were rapid and deep; she savored and swallowed his delivered spunk.
Kelly acceded that the incestuous clique had expanded. The men decided to bolster their special status with an elegant dinner out. Kelly, as usual when being seen in public, wore a flirty boob boosting summer dress with a short hem. While at the fancy dinner, Daddy confessed that his company had a crisis developing overseas and he had to go away to handle that business for several months. Uncle Mike had graciously volunteered to stay at his older brother's house for the remaining summer, looking after Kelly. In the fall he would be responsible for getting her back to her northern college campus.
For her benefit, so as not to evoke undue resentment, Daddy didn't share that his new office assistant, the one whom he had personally assessed and hired based on her office proficiencies and bedroom proclivities, would accompany him on the assignment.
Uncle Mike sneered at the reference to 'looking after Kelly'. She caught him repeatedly staring at her deep cleavage, seemed lost in his thoughts and she merely resolved to the implication that he would be substituting for Daddy in the bedroom rotations.
And he did, sort of. For the intermittent few weeks before his departure, Kelly was bedded by Daddy on alternate nights as Uncle Mike filled in for the others. Daddy was loving and gentle, fucking his daughter with fatherly care. Kelly was manhandled and rough sexed by Uncle Mike. She didn't mind the two different treatments; the variety was actually a boon to her satisfaction. While she recovered from Uncle Mike's maltreatment welts in her Daddy's mellow arms, she bore in mind the exhilarating bliss of being ass spanked, tit slapped, and cunt pounded to magnificent raptures at the hands and cock of her uncle.
Daddy's final farewell of the summer was an all-night session of sweet sucking and fucking until both father and daughter were exhausted and melancholic at the unfortunate parting. He promised to return as soon as he was able but she should be a 'good girl' for Uncle Mike while he was away.
And then he was gone and Uncle Mike took sole charge of 'looking after Kelly', excited by the prospect of his niece being a 'good girl'.
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*** August ***
Uncle Mike Takes Care of Kelly
The southern summer weather was hot. Kelly hung around the pool most of the day, developing a deeper tan. As the house was secluded, she learned that she could tan in the nude without fear of pesky voyeuristic neighbors. Her sole onlooker was Uncle Mike. He was unabashed in viewing her whenever and wherever he wanted, percolating his lust all day and relieving his swollen balls in and on Kelly all night.
Kelly was fully aware of Uncle Mike's voyeurism during the day and was unhesitant about catering to his nightly needs. He often sat naked on the edge of the bed, in darkness, awaiting her attendance. He heard her quiet footsteps as she left her room, primed for her purpose, advancing the short distance down the hallway. She dutifully entered the master bedroom where he had taken up occupancy during his older brother's fateful leave of absence. 'Master bedroom', implying gender domination, suited his ego.
She was as naked as him, silhouetted in the low hallway glow that filtered into the room, an hourglass figure of sexuality. The brief glow highlighted his prepared pose. She naturally dropped to her hands and knees as the door closed, returning the room to effective darkness. Her hanging hair dragged across his thighs as her face found his crotch, her dangling tits touched his thighs, her lips touched his cock.
The sensual kiss made his genital nerves alight with anticipation. This had happened before and it was muscle memory as much as the penile stimulation that started the erectile engorgement that thickened and lengthened the shaft.
She stayed on hand and knees, letting her mouth solely do the deed. As the swelling enhanced, she slid the mushroom head inside and tongue-tipped the coronal nook. Captured in her oral embrace, his cock's reactive twitch patted her palate. She sucked her oral toy deeper inside, smiling around her mouthful of manhood.
She felt his hands rest on her temples, directing the rhythmic cycles as her head bobbed on his cock. She complied with a niece's obeyance to her uncle's control. His breathing changed, a bit more rapid, gustier, as she continued her flawless fellatio.
His hips rose; he held her face tight to his groin. She sucked hard, expecting her prize. It arrived as milky shots of spunk that were accompanied by his cries of joy, timed with each generous pulse.
She savored and swallowed the manly gift, a sign of his recognition of her feminine dexterities. His cock shrank but she was loathe to release it from her oral embrace. But finally, it withered in post-coital satisfaction and she let it slither out to rest languid in repose.
On any other night, she willing accommodated however he chose to use her cunt: doggie, missionary, sidesaddle or spoon. He was unpredictable; sometimes gentle and loving, other times, severe and harsh. She acclimated to his erratic selection for her submissive manhandling.
If she entered his bedroom lair and found him supine in bed, she readied him with stimulating foreplay, and then mounted him in cowgirl. She rode her bed-borne steed while he played with her tits, pinching her nipples and kneading the masses. She was happy when he chose that position since it gave her the opportunity to join him in orgasm. Afterwards, she would clean his groin, her lips slurping up the noticeable dregs, her tongue seeking out wayward small drops in the fleshy folds. She had become a connoisseur of his cum.
Feeling cooped up in the tract house day after day, Uncle Mike told Kelly they were going out: a local disco club. Kelly donned her customary flirty club wear. The sparkly sequined dress was bodycon tight, short hemmed and low cut. It was a stunning display that barely covered the well-built female physique underneath. Underwear was undesired and disallowed.
Uncle Mike was younger than his brother but still had limited energy. Kelly did not. When he eventually flagged at the extended dances, settling into a side table, he watched as she found other, younger dance partners to keep up the bouncy body action.
As the night wound down, most patrons exited in pairs or small groups. Uncle Mike stayed behind until only the bouncers remained. When one politely explained that the club was closing, Uncle Mike solicited his assistance while revved up Kelly watched the exchange.
"My niece has worked up quite an arousal and I'm not sure I am up to the demands of her energy. Help me out. Have a go at her and cool down some of those fiery flames for me."
Kelly realized that Uncle Mike was offering her heightened cravings to this stranger. She looked over the brawny young stud and decided 'why not?'. She boosted her ass on the café table, spreading her thighs wide, exposing her shaved and dewy pussy towards the club employee. He saw her open stance and her cocked eyebrow in invitation. He was not averse to this type of customer service; on other nights, he had delivered similar accolades to wanton lingering ladies.
He dropped his drawers and stood between her legs. Plunging into her juicy pussy, he held her hips and she gripped his arms. Many long luxurious thrusts later, she peaked on his erection and he spewed his spunk inside the snug grotto of the surreptitiously offered babe. Uncle Mike was relieved that his refracted energies later tonight at home should be enough to give his niece another good fuck and avoid any performance failures due to overwrought coital entreaties.
Kelly was willing to please Uncle Mike as often as he wanted. But it wasn't enough for her growing insatiable needs. She found her own relief for a night with a beach lifeguard and returned the next afternoon. Like Daddy before him, Uncle Mike was worried, angry and jealous. He berated and disciplined his niece's unruly conduct with a harsh sex session, involving unusually severe spanking and rough sex. Unbeknownst to Uncle Mike, she had become inured to his rough sex and let him know so. He took it in and planned accordingly.
*** September ***
Return to College
Uncle Mike couldn't get enough of niece Kelly's charms and grew increasingly melancholy as her return to college approached. Rather than send her by air, he chose to delay their separation as long as practical. He drove Kelly back to school, a multi-day journey requiring two overnight stops.
Uncle Mike took his usual pleasure with his niece throughout the first night. After a good dinner, with Kelly dressed as usual in flirty dining room style, they retired to their room. Uncle Mike was gentle, caringly removing her dress, while planting kisses and touches all over her youthful naked beauty in the slow process. Kelly was aglow with passions at the unusually precious handling.
She reciprocated the foreplay task, disrobing Uncle Mike with equally loving caresses. She knelt, kissing and lapping his manly appendage until her efforts achieved a roaring erection. Her mouth plunged on the meaty rod, deep throating her customary mouthful, her nose tickled by his tuff as her tonsils tickled his knob.
When she heard him emitting moans, she backed off, not intent on quickly extracting his pearly gift. She wanted a more mutual satisfaction.
She rose and gently urged him to the bed. He lay back, fully engorged, and she straddled his hips. A few tented rubs of her slick pussy lips along his throbbing shaft eased back his ardor, just enough to control his orgasmic impulse. A fingertip tipped up his staff beneath her elevated crotch. She notched his tip to her moist opening and, with a dramatic pause for effect, pressed down, easing him inside with a single slow insertion. Her clitoris pressed his pubis as her cervix pressed his tip.
She rocked and rolled her hips rather than the unimaginative up and down slides. His cock tip wiggled in her internal moist tissues. He felt the enhanced tingles travel down his cock, creep across his groin and swell in his lower spine. His moans increased in volume and frequency. Kelly moved faster, rubbing her clit on his body, building her own orgasmic tremors.
They rose to their peaks and let their connected bodies enjoy the carnal pleasures of the whole-body raptures. Kelly made her own joyful vocalizations to coincide with Uncle Mike's louder groans and moans. She switched cock caresses to a vigorous combination of thrusts, rolls and side slides.
They tumbled over their individual limits of control. He spewed his manly essence deep in her core. She felt the warmth inside and fell forward, pressing her boobs to his chest as her orgasm washed across her body, continuing the pussy massages on his sensitized manhood. Her girlish moans of pleasure filled his ears as she used her lips to kiss his lips, his face and his neck. His arms wrapped her body and hugged her close as his erection deflated and withdrew, followed by his seeping load of sperm.
They cuddled and snuggled and eventually slept. In the morning, he wanted another go at her cunt. He mounted her in missionary pose and pounded out thrusting strokes to another bout of mutual orgasmic contentment.
At the second overnight, he informed her that he wanted to have a distinctive farewell dinner with unique entertainment. He asked, though it was considered a demand, that she wear proper attire for the special evening. As such, he selected a light sleeveless slip dress with front buttons and a hem stopping at high-thigh, just enough to conceal her black Spandex booty shorts. No bra was provided and her nipples shadowed through the translucent top material covering her breasts.
Dinner was at a rooftop restaurant with its overview of the city lights. A pack of highly attentive waiters jostled for glimpses of the lovely lass. She was in her element, slyly provoking a flurry of young manly yearning.
Uncle Mike, cynical of her ostensible proficiency in flirty teasing, looked forward to the rest of this evening's activities. He guided her to his car and drove out of the city into the near suburbs. They arrived at an indistinct commercial building, with no signage or visible windows, just one door and a few cars in the parking lot. He strolled her to that single door and entered a keypad numeric code.
It opened independently, no attendant to be seen. He led her inside, affably holding hands like dear friends. In the plain vestibule, Uncle Mike nudged her forward and nuzzled her neck from behind as he drew back both her hands. She resumed her flirty machinations, her fingers seeking his fly, a few rubs on his pants covered package. But it didn't last long. He held her arms firmly as she felt someone wrap her wrists with what felt like leather cuffs.
With his face pressed to her cheek, she couldn't look back to view the act. He pulled away as a man wearing a loincloth and eye mask came around to her front, holding another band of black leather. She wanted to stop this stranger from fastening the leather collar around her throat but discovered the cuffs were connected and her wrists were bound behind her back. After securing the collar buckles, a silver chain leash was hung from the its front embedded ring.
She started to whimper in fear, imagining bad things that she had heard about, but Uncle Mike's lips came close to her ear again as he stood behind her.
"Be cool, Kelly. You are safe here; no harm will come to you. Follow their directives and go along. It will be a night you will always remember."
Not completely assured by the 'their directives' comment, she was a bit unsteady on her heels as the man led her away. Even with her arms tucked behind, she managed not to stumble. He walked her down a dark, dim-lit corridor to a door at the end. Opening it, he acted the gentleman, motioning her to pass through ahead of him.
Inside, it was even darker than the corridor; red lights barely illuminated the space. She was guided to stand next to an apparatus at the small room's center. Her guide left and, after a time, the door opened and three other men entered the room. Like her chaperon, they had eye masks to conceal their identities but unlike her escort, wore nothing else; their large slack penises were on prominent display. They silently took control.
One man held her steady by her arms behind as another plucked at her blouse buttons and carefully unfastened them all the way to the bottom. The loose panels draped her well-formed tits and revealed her taut muscled tummy. She voiced her dissent but it was cut short as the third man quickly placed a ball gag in her mouth and adjusted the elastic head strap. Gurgling additional gripes was ineffective. She succumbed to this unplanned inevitability and decided to 'go along' as Uncle Mike had advised.
The man in front surrendered his role to the third man, who roughly removed her blouse, tearing it when and where needed to complete the top's divesture. The forceful stripping wobbled her body, despite her mild resistance to that unpredictable, though likely not, undertaking. Her breasts shook and shimmied during the act, attracting murmurs of macho fascination.
Further disrobing was paused as three sets of calloused male hands took turns pawing her breasts, thumbing the nipples and rapping the sides and bottoms to create swaying jiggles of her round mammary orbs.
The pulling down of her booty shorts was far less refined, a simple yank and foot pawing got them off. The men's arousal seemed to be intensifying; she heard low volume allusions to her feminine features. The gist was that their foreplay restraint was dwindling.
They picked her up by feet and shoulders and placed her on the wooden bench, formed of tilted panels reminiscent of a pool lounge. They fastened her detached wrist cuffs to the sides and clipped her high heels into stirrups at the base. The swing out footrests were split apart, opening her thighs and exposing her pink pussy.
One man, she couldn't keep track of which was which with their similar builds and eye masks, stood between her legs. The bondage device was repositioned and she was laid back flat with her knees high and spread. He leaned over her, shuffled forward and placed his erect cock knob at her nether orifice. He laid his weight on her, compressing her soft boobs to his chest; a momentary pause for dramatic effect and then he pushed in.
She muffled a quick grunt as he filled her snug, wet cunt. Kelly was mystified at how her pussy had reacted to her rapacious manhandling. The mild fear must have triggered her vaginal emollients.
With little pause, the man stroked steadily until he howled and came inside her. When he lifted off, another man straddled her chest and worked himself off with a boob fuck. His cum sprayed on her face. The third had the device adjusted, rolled her into a face-down, ass-up pose and doggie fucked the restrained maiden's cunt.
Over the next few hours, though she really couldn't tell how long it was, she got fucked by each of the three club members multiple times. During her masochistic orgy, the bondage device demonstrated its utility in many different fucking positions. The trio of penis wielders laughed with glee after each ejaculation, deliberating on the better and less favorable modes of her performance, encouraging the others to try out a different pose or caress. Her mouth was ungagged occasionally for a blowjob, but otherwise she was restricted from verbal outbursts.
When the weary men couldn't maintain any more erections, they surveyed her oozing cunt and the other strings of milky ropes splashed across her face and body. It was enough for this day and they left with her still pinned to the chair, backslapping their rapacious companions and stating their hopes she would return for more of their amusement another time. The staff arrived and loosened her bonds, cleaned her up and provided travelling clothes after the destruction of her arrival outfit.
Uncle Mike was waiting in the lobby, also looking weary and disheveled. He had participated in a similar gang debauchery in a different room, an in-kind dividend for facilitating Kelly's inaugural visit. The college bound journeyers spent the remaining night at the hotel, obliged to try halfhearted and apathetic indulgence. Sleep overtook them before any meaningful sexual fulfilment.
Kelly and Uncle Mike arrived at her sorority house late the next evening. She hurriedly introduced him to a few passing coeds as she took him to her room. Her roommate wasn't due for several more days. The revitalized family pair fucked a fine final farewell throughout most of the night.
Uncle Mike joined the morning breakfast in the dining room, braving the coeds' puns and snickers at witnessing another sister achieving the sorority's requisite family affair, required for upper-level coeds each semester to maintain their good standing status.
At the portico of the converted former magnate's mansion, a few girls gathered to wave goodbye to Kelly's Uncle Mike.
"See you later. Come back for Parents Weekend. You'll like the way we indulge each other's family men."
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*** October ***
Guest Arrivals
Daddy and Uncle Mike arrived Friday evening for Parents Weekend. They had flown in; the airport was busy with many other couples whom they assumed were other adult relatives of the college students. The mothers were chatterboxes of directions for their harried husbands. Daddy did not miss that former agonizing stage of his life and was glad to be shed of his inexorably unhappy wife. The two men made their way to the society row on the edge of the main campus for the kick-off evening soiree. They looked forward to reuniting with Kelly and getting to better know her sorority sisters.
Upon entering the Sorority House vestibule, they were brightly greeted by a relieved looking Kelly. She was her radiant self but wearing a very non-formal outfit: white heels and a powder blue babydoll ensemble that almost matched the color of her sky-blue eyes. Her tummy was exposed below the translucent pajama panels hanging off the boob nestling front cups. Her panties were of the slimmest style possible. Her blonde hair hung in a scalp tight ponytail.
"Oh, Daddy, Uncle Mike, you made it! I was worried you might be too late for my surprise."
As they looked past her, they could see a half dozen similarly attired sisters milling about, chatting with a few earlier arriving men in the great room. Presumably the residents' proscribed dress for this evening were heels and the two-piece babydoll, in various colors and styles, but all displaying the best attributes of feminine beauty and enticing grace. Daddy and Uncle Mike seemed keen on joining the crowd and coaxing a pretty coed sister to indulge their whims this evening.
Kelly followed her family men's gaze to the interior and scanned the crowd. With a jump that bounced her barely covered tits, she waved and caught the attention of a pair of coed colleagues. The summoned lovelies skipped to the vestibule, all jiggles and giggles on the jaunt. The spirited trio of hostesses stood attentive before their newest arrived gentlemen guests.
"Daddy, this is Heather, and Uncle Mike, this is Ivy."
The girls were bubbly in their response, smiling and closing the gap on the new attendees to this unorthodox soiree. Pecks on cheeks preceded genial quips and sly winks.
"Hi, glad you could come," said redhead Heather.
"And we'll see if maybe you can come some more before long," said dark haired Ivy.
Both men were intrigued by the vivacious coeds, arrayed in their skimpy outfits. They accepted the bijou greetings with unabashed favor.
Kelly leaned up to whisper in her Daddy's ear.
"As the social coordinator, I set these two aside for you and Uncle Mike. I know how much you like redheads and I hope Uncle Mike will agree to join Ivy. She's not the poisonous vine but can be dangerous when she gets a man dexterously entwined in her limbs."
Daddy broached no complaint and the pairings of hostess and guest was settled. The young ladies took the hand of their respective man and quietly led him from the vestibule. As they crossed the living room, they passed through the scattered other couples engaged in light-hearted get-to-know-you banter. As her family men were escorted away to the waiting dens of iniquity, Kelly called after her Daddy.
"Enjoy! But wisely, old man. Don't overdo it!"
Everyone in the room, except her middle-aged relatives, laughed. Daddy and Uncle Mike were too enthralled with the stunning beauty of their escorts to hear the jibes or care to react. Their eyes were transfixed on the rocking asses of their hostesses as they were pulled onward. They exited into a rear hallway.
As they disappeared out of sight into the remote interiors of the presumed Eden of delights, another coed, Lisa, tapped Kelly on the shoulder.
"Kelly, my darling. Let me introduce you to my Daddy Ken. Daddy, this is Kelly. She'd like to give you a tour of the house and get you comfy."
Hostess Kelly fondly hugged Lisa's Daddy's strong arm to her barely covered boobs, stretching out to kiss his cheek. He smiled at his luck in being paired with such a lovely escort. She wanted to mollify any qualms of her intended guest for this pre-arranged matchup.
"So, 'Daddy Ken', Lisa has told me so much about you, some of it 'too much information', if you catch my meaning. Incest is best, but not tonight. So, won't you come with me. I'll show you around."
Ken decided he wanted to be an eager follower to wherever Kelly wanted to lead him and especially anything she wanted to show him. Kelly looked back over her shoulder and threw a spry double entendre.
"Don't wait up, Lisa darling, we may end the tour at my room and maybe Daddy will see all the sights worth seeing. It could take all night."
Lisa cupped a palm wave to her friend. She was sure her Daddy was going to be very satisfied with the sights, sounds and positions Kelly's sister-chosen bedmate was going to find worth seeing.
-----
Daddy and Heather
Elsewhere, with a quick tour of the house: kitchen, dining room, study hall and studio, Daddy and redhead Heather arrived at her room. It was decorated in girlish style, a pink motif of covers and curtains with a few plush toys arrayed on the dorm sized bed. The venue was ingeniously arranged to evoke a subliminal message of innocence, contrary to the plans for imminent depravity.
"Let me get you comfy, sir."
She stood him at room center, untucking his polo shirt and lifting it over his head. She had to stretch high on her heels to complete its removal, bumping her pointy tits against his torso. She laid it aside. One finger sketched a line from his broad bare shoulder past his rippled pecs, landing finally on his modest six pack.
"Wow, you sure are fit for a Daddy. I like a muscled man who can hug me tight when we fuck. You do want to fuck me, right?"
His voice was choked and he could only nod as she moved on, working his belt buckle, dropping his trousers, and skinning down his boxers. She knelt and removed his loafers and the bundled pants.
She stood again before her naked man. She cocked an eyebrow while her fingers twiddled with the baby doll's bow at cleavage center.
"Wanna' see?"
He nodded more animatedly, agreeing to her query.
She pulled the knot's tails and they slipped apart, opening a gap from her throat, past her nubile cleavage to her waist. The fingers spread the loosened panels wide, dropping the thin chemise down her arms, exposing her freckled conical boobs to his first uncovered view. He had imagined the firm nature of her chest trophies while they were covered by the flimsy pajama top, but the actual bared pair were even better.
She looked down at the side ties of her thong and then captured his gaze.
"Maybe you could help me with my panties?"
He didn't move, so she stepped close and took his hand, guiding it to the panty knot. He took the cue, pulling on one side and then the other, letting the sides fall away. The center triangle clung to the sticky pleats of her camel toe.
"It's okay. Go ahead, pull them off. You can even keep them for a memento."
He did as she asked, bringing the moist undies to his nose, breathing in deeply, sniffing the musky fragrance of her arousal.
Heather led her bedtime companion to her full-sized mattress. Laying him out, she proceeded to touch his body, smoothing palms over flat areas, lightly kneading muscle nooks and bulges, avoiding contact with his swelling cock. She wanted his whole being smoldering with passion before consummating the main event.
Under her sensual endeavors, Daddy fell into a twilight sleep state, relaxed and complacent. He hadn't expected this kind of calm but Heather seemed to have a rare talent for fostering male tranquility. In his semi-dream subconscious, he imagined her perched above him, his erection slowly sluicing inside her as his penile nerves tingled.
He was drawn out of his revery when he heard feminine ascending moans bursting into a cry of obvious delight. Something triggered inside him, and his groin convulsed into spasms. He felt his manly nectar deposit in multiple shots deep in warm jittering flesh. The tremors played out with reducing ferocity until the last pearly dribble made it exit from the tip of his knob.
His eyes opened, and as his vision cleared, he saw redhead Heather settled on his chest, her face, covered with loose strands of strawberry hair, was flushed even redder than her natural rosiness. She flexed a vaginal compression to let him know that she still cuddled his cock in her cunt. Her voice was full of excitement.
"Oh, my God! That was so good! How about you Daddy, did you enjoy my flair for tantric sex?"
Daddy lay still; his genitals bristling with post-ejaculatory spasms. He had to admit that the semi-conscious sex was better than anything he had experienced before.
"Hell, yah! It was great! I felt like I was being fucked by an angel. Do you have any more tricks you can show me?"
Heather's spirit rose to the enjoyable challenge. Her thoughts bubbled with other things she wanted to try out. All the remaining night, she experimented on her friend's Daddy with some old and new poses and penetrations, delightfully draining his balls, bringing him to exhausted gratification that both would remember for a long time.
-----
Kelly and Ken
Kelly led Ken through the sorority house. She started at the dining room where the lower-level sisters had laid out some canapes and fruit drinks for the residents and guests, something to boost their energy reserves for their forthcoming exertions. Next was the study area, not used at the moment as the sisters would be doing a different style of 'homework' this weekend. They stopped at the glass wall that peeked inside the exercise room.
"This is where we girls perform yoga for flexibility and aerobics to tone our booties."
She tilted forward, sticking out her thong split ass towards Ken, and peeking back over her shoulder. She bounced a couple of twerks and slapped one spank on the left roundness before smoothing a palm across that toned glute.
"Gotta keep that twat and tushy taunt. Gentleman like to clutch a firm ass cheek when their cock is cuddled. Right?"
Ken nodded his head in agreement as he surveyed her muscled bottom. He hoped they would round up the tour soon. He was eager to test out her assertion.
They continued moving, climbing the back stairs to the upper floor bedrooms. She stopped outside her suite, opened the door and pulled Ken inside.
It was a typical dorm room: bed, couch, desk, chair and closet. A door led to a shared bathroom with the next apartment. It was a suitable arrangement for her to fulfil the carnal expectations of Lisa on her Daddy.
She cleared the side sofa of college coed paraphrenia: books, laptop and discarded clothes. She rested her guest on the cushions.
"It must have been a long trip to get here. Let's get you comfy so we can get better acquainted. Here, let me take off your shoes."
She knelt and untied his Oxfords, setting them aside and removing his nylon socks. She settled in beside him on the sofa and squirmed closer, wiggling her head to rest on his shoulder. He moved his arm around her shoulder; his nose smelled the floral-citrus medley of her shampoo. She sensed his desire for fondness and looked at his face, stretching up to kiss his chin, then higher to capture his lips. It was a gentle smooch. She released his lips but stayed close and he tilted in for another. She gave a quick tongue tip prod, a hint that more zest would be welcome.
Maintaining the oral stimulation, his free hand found the bow of her top. She didn't forbear the foreplay escalation when he pulled it open and snuck his palm inside for a boob fondle. His fingers found her nipple and gave it a tweak and twist. She moaned into his mouth.
Her hands weren't idle. They descend to his zipper, slid the tab down and burrowed in. He must have been briefed by Lisa on what would transpire and choose to come to her sorority house sans briefs. Kelly was bemused at the older man going commando but it made it easier to continue. She fingered his dick and felt the masculine appendage thicken in her hand. As she held on to the man meat, her other hand worked his belt buckle and freed his groin to the open air.
Lips and hands had things going well but more disrobing was necessary to fully playout the eager lover's scenario. They disengaged just enough to handle their own undressing. Daddy removed his shirt and sluffed off his pants. Kelly's babydoll pieces flew across the room. They rejoined in the couch borne couple embrace, more hurried this time as the barriers were lowered, both clothes wise and hesitation wise, and the full skin contact fired their fevers.
They wiggled into sidesaddle. Kelly wedged her thighs around his waist. His hips wiggled closer, angling his rigid cock to point his knob at her dewy nether slit. A mutual nudge to notch the parts, a pause to kiss and hug their bodies for the mating, and a good push together to affect the initial entrance.
Then, it was a smooth slide of hard muscle into slippery hollow. They were still lip-locked when they groaned a mutual sigh of pleasure. They released the kiss to slide their cheeks side by side, and with eyes closed for mental concentration, their focus moved to the lower union.
She rippled her taut tummy, moving his cock half in and out of her cunt. He took up the role of longer strokes, thrusting in counter moves, dragging his coronal nook along her pulpy inner tissues. She felt his corona rub her G-spot, an added delight she missed with less skilled men.
They worked past the intermediate cycles, moving with more vigor, slowly increasing the tempo, building the fervor that surged faster through their veins. Their ears perceived the other sex companion panting quicker, encouraging their reflective breathy gusts. The groans of arousal grew louder and louder, until at last, they couldn't hold back any longer.
Kelly's passions exploded first, her hips moved in a rapid series of rolling thrusts and retreats. She cried out what she felt as the thrills bounced from her toes, through her middle and burst in her brain.
"Daddy Ken... Oh, Daddy Ken... Fuck me... fuck me harder ... please, harder... harder..."
He obliged her demand, ramming deep in her cunt, feeling the ejaculate surge forward, propelled by his powerful spasms, his erection spouting volumes of creamy sperm as his body tremors vibrated to a mind-blowing ecstasy.
The sweaty couple held onto each other as the orgasmic after-buzz tickled every nerve in their gratified bodies.
Kelly mused on the way she had been vetted by the sorority rush team for her beauty and sexual liberation spirit, before recruiting her into their sisterhood. The sisters mentored her further on the exhilaration of impetuously chosen bed partners, and set her on a path to immense sexual contentment.
And she thanked the cosmic fates for her loving Daddy and caring Uncle Mike, her family adult males who had unselfishly acclimated her through unique experiences into a mind-set of broad sexual emancipation, jettisoning stuffing old soul numbing mores and inhibitions that her mother couldn't or wouldn't ever experience or understand.
-----
Uncle Mike and Ivy
After entering her room and locking her and Uncle Mike inside, Ivy was playful with her guest, giddy as she took off his shirt and pants. She settled him in a chair and paced around him, touching and sweeping her light hands over his strong bare shoulders, back and chest.
Stopping behind him, she split her baby-dolled tits against the back of his neck as her hands crept down his chest and tummy and rested on his boxer covered groin. Her hands came back along the sides of his abdomen and lightly clasped his wrists, guiding them behind the chair back. A pause was followed by a pair of audible clicks.
Uncle Mike turned his head and saw her rise from a squat and come to his front. She leaned her full boobs close to his face. He took that as an invitation and moved to cup and cuddle her teasing tits. He was stemmed in that as his arms seemed held fast behind the chair. He jerked and rattled the shackles.
"Heh! Come on, Honey, this isn't funny. Let me loose."
"Shh... Calm down, Uncle Mike. Kelly told me how much she enjoyed the bondage sex you provided on her journey back to school. She asked me to return to you the same courtesy. It's my specialty."
Uncle Mike struggled again but to no avail. Ivy ignored his exertions as she dipped and slid her ass onto his thighs. She plucked her center bow and let her boobs loose. Her generous well-formed breasts, capped with rosy red areolae, were inches from his face.
"I like it when a man nibbles my nipples."
Not waiting for his reply, she pressed her left tit to his lips. He tasted fruity strawberry rouge and hesitated before making the requested suckles. He remembered an old adage: 'A man is never weaned.' Her nub swelled in his mouth, enough for him to tooth the popped-up nub, the nibble she wanted.
"Oh, Uncle Mike, you're a natural at making those little bites!"
She pulled his left mammary bauble away and pressed her right one to his mouth. He followed the same routine, to her delight, and also his own. She pulled away.
"That's a nice start. Let's keep going."
She slipped off his lap and knelt between his legs. Her hands gripped his boxers and slowly, gently, pulled them off his waist.
"Help me?"
He braced his feet and lifted his ass; she slid his underwear beneath his bottom, down his bare legs and over his ankles. He sat again on the cold wooden seat. Under different circumstances, he might have complained about the temperature down there but the situation was so unusual, he just went along. She smiled as she beheld his vulnerable exposed cock.
"Oh, and what do we have here?"
Her fingertips touched the sides of his semi-erection and tilted it up. She leaned in and placed his penile appendage between her boobs. She snuggled it with a jiggle and noted its aspiration for extension. As the mild tit caress continued, Uncle Mike's cock met her challenge to become the stiff instrument she needed.
She spit in her cleavage for lubrication. The up and down cuddle extended from base to tip, with an occasional kiss when she bent her neck to tongue peck the slit.
Uncle Mike watched the feminine dominated foreplay. His initial angst at loss of control was supplanted by a relaxed admiration for her skills at cock worship. He was feeling good and his hardened erection seconded that sentiment. He closed his eyes, leaned his head back and let her have her way. His verve was growing nicely and he anticipated a fine ejaculation onto her tits. But then she pulled away. He murmured his distress.
"No... please... don't stop... I'm almost there..."
"Shh, Uncle Mike. We're just getting started."
She took a handful of crushed ice from a bowl he hadn't notice before and placed it in her mouth. Holding his erection, she pushed it into her mouth.
The shock of the frigid plunge brought his ass completely off the chair as he flailed his hips to disengage. It was no use; Ivy was used to this reaction and had learned to cope with the violent gyrations. She was in control and easily matched his thrashing twists and turns.
Amazingly, his erection stood solid. The cold shock was a counter-stimulation that boosted his adrenaline load and kept him on edge. The ice melted slowly but, once she swallowed the cold water, her mouth warmed again and she lovingly nursed on his tormented manhood. She felt his body relax under her suckling care and knew it was time to move on.
Uncle Mike was wary now of any further surprises. She lifted off her oral toy and, holding his meat in her grip, spoke to assuage his worries.
"So, not bad, huh? You survived."
He looked at the grinning face of his dominatrice and then lower at her bare tits. Her nipples still had the erect nubs; she must be enjoying her little sex games.


"I think you're ready to pop? I love tasting sperm. Come on, Uncle Mike, give me a big load."
Ivy leaned over and sucked him all in, down to the root. His knob punched past her tonsils and she gave a swallow to massage the corona. He felt his embedded meat jerk and the pre-orgasmic thrill traveled outward from his groin to tingle every nerve from his toes to his scalp. His conscious restraint was gone, over the edge, and his prostate exploded with its pent-up fluids.
He met her demand, delivering a big load of spunk into her maw. As she felt the flow, she hummed in joy at the volume and taste of her man's bestowal. The vibrations added gist to his formidable orgasmic spasms. When his body tremors ceased and he slumped languid in the chair, he breathed deep and watched Ivy slip her lips off his softened cock. She tilted her head up, made a hum of satisfaction and noisily swallowed her mouthful of cum. She smacked her lips in satisfaction and lauded his fortitude.
"Wow! Now that was a lot of cum. But I think we can try for more."
She stood and leaned over Uncle Mike, pressing her tits to his face as her hands unlocked his restraints, freeing Uncle Mike from the bondage chair. He liked his face full of boobs but felt a need to cure his involuntary sexual submission. He pushed her away and she fell to the floor, landing hard on her ass, her jostled boobs on prominent display.
After wearily standing and shaking out his hands to get more circulation, he started to recover his sense of masculinity, glaring down wrathfully at her.
"What the fuck, bitch! What was that?"
"Kelly said you liked bondage sex so I followed her advice."
"I do like bondage sex but only when I dominate the bound captive."
"Please, sir. Don't be angry with me; I only wanted to give you the experience that I thought would please you."
He leaned down, grasped her hair and hauled her to her feet. She took a meek stance, boobs out in front, arms at her side, head down but eyes looking up to watch his expression for clues to his coming demands. All she saw was his arm swinging from the side and smacking her left breast.
She clutched the spot of the sting and was off balance when the right breast got its swack. She wobbled but righted and leaned over to cradle her hurt tits. He saw her submissive posture and felt the full return of his dominant macho nature.
He grabbed her arms and half-tossed half-pushed her onto the bed. She fell in a heap, curled up in child's pose. He couldn't fuck her that way so he pulled her into a prone layout. The cunt concealing thong had to go. He pulled the side ties and ripped it off her cunt.
She was now as naked as him, save her heels. He left those alone; he liked fucking a female wearing heels in bed, especially if they were the bondage locked on variety. He didn't know about Ivy's present shoe style, but he would fantasize about it all the same.
Ivy watched her reinvigorated man through narrowed eyes. She was satisfied that the course of events was playing out as she intended. The best sex was with a man that was aroused beyond reason; they were always rough and powerful and she loved every time she managed to get pussy pounded.
Uncle Mike was fired up. He climbed on the bed and crawled between her knees. His hands spread them wide and both he and Ivy could see that his erection had grown to full staff, raring and ready to rumble.
She took up the part she was supposed to play, even as he was unaware of her continued direction of the scenario.
"Please, sir. Be gentle. You're so big. Please don't hurt me down there."
Uncle Mike was too far along to be gentle. He leaned in, placed his tip at her opening, and plunged in with one mighty shove. He heard her 'yip' of distress but didn't care. He slipped all the way in. Fully seated, he let his weight press on her body, her soft boobs buoying his chest while her hips bore the weight of his groin. He lay his head beside hers, passing one hand down to cup an ass cheek and the other behind her neck. He was in control.
She wiggled her hips and chest, a faux struggle to escape but really a way to add massages to her man's erogenous zones. He felt her squirming and held tighter as his hips reciprocated with his chosen stroke cadence.
Her struggles grew less as she emitted a series of coos and 'ahs' during the extended fucking. She had her man fully engrossed in his sexual vigor and sensed his ardor, like her own, was rising to its most elevated pitch. She panted in his embrace, headed towards her ecstatic joy.
Then she heard his harsh command as he paused the thrusts.
"Don't you dare cum. Hold... hold... hold..."
He waited as she stiffened but maintained control of her passions. He sensed her body lessen its stiff spine edge. Her back relaxed back into the mattress.
He recommenced, if anything more vigorously than before. He heard her breaths ascend to a higher fervency and smiled an unseen devious smile. He let her get close and again held her in check.
"Hold... hold... hold... that's it, relax..."
But she was getting far beyond her young abilities to control her orgasmic needs. Fixing her heel points into the mattress, she gave a forceful hip lurch, unbalancing the quavering bedmates. They tipped over the edge of the bed, tumbling down the foot and half drop to the floor. Landing side by side at the moment of impact, Uncle Mike reached his peak and called out his mating cry, shooting pulses of spunk that ricocheted around the confines of her vaginal cavern. Ivy could wait no longer nor would she let this opportune moment pass; she matched his joy, letting herself smash out an amazing orgasm of her own.
They held on, entangled in arms and legs, pegged together at cock and cunt. As Uncle Mike came out of his ecstatic stupor, he felt Ivy's body shivering in his clutches and heard small sounds of blubbering. He was concerned that he may have harmed her in some way during their rambunctious intercourse and she was sobbing in pain. He leaned back to look at her face and found that rather than tears of sorrow she was emitting tears of laughter.
"Wow, Uncle Mike. Wasn't that FUN!"
He disentangled limbs and genitals to move away as she exhibited her glee for the turbulent sexual shenanigans. He lay back and looked at the ceiling, reflections racing through his mind about Ivy's sexual eccentricity. Never before had he met someone of her kinky tricks and talents. What more could she do?
They crawled back into bed, a light spoon cuddle that relaxed them into a slumber. They awoke at dawn's light, sharing light finger caresses on each other's arms.
"Hungry, Uncle Mike?"
"Famished."
"Let's go to breakfast. See how the others are getting along."
"Well, if they're anything like you, I'm sure they are getting along just fine."
"Probably."
"And then what?"
She pursed her lips as if in deep thought.
"The weekend's young. I'm sure we'll think of something."
Uncle Mike couldn't agree with her more.
-----
The house dining room was sporadically occupied by couples descending from the upper floor to imbibe re- energizing sustenance and rehydrate after the fluids draining activities of the past weekend. Monday morning classes might not have their full attendance as the coed hostesses tended to their departing gentleman guests.
Ivy and Heather had said their goodbyes to Kelly's adult family and she was seated with them at the empty dish strewn breakfast table for a final farewell.
"Did you enjoy Parents Weekend?"
Both bodily fatigued and ball drained men simply nodded their weary heads in concurrence. Kelly let their silent affirmative state its obvious answer.
"Well, I'm sorry the weekend was so short. We really enjoy the opportunity to show the fathers the benefits of the high fees you pay for your precious offspring to attend this college and sponsor these elite social events."
Kelly shuffled a stack of papers on the table.
"I've been elected this year's Rush Coordinator and we have a large number of junior level coeds who have applied for membership. But we only want the best. This list will get whittled down by recruitment activities to assure the pledge candidates have the right attributes: beauty, of course, but a libertine mindset to fit in with the other sisters. And then there will be the Christmas break week as a time to really test their mettle. We could use a few good men to help out with detailed assessments. Interested?"
Both men perked up at the mention of a follow-on session at the sorority. They found their voices to respond to the solicitation.
"I think we can clear our schedules for that time. Business is slow that week and the holidays can be lonely for men without close family."
"Well, I think we can give you the warm family merriments you deserve. I'll reserve two spots for my Daddy and Uncle Mike.
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Alison -- Prodigious Applicant
*** Screening ***
Sam looked at the CCTV feed of his outer office where young ladies waited for their scheduled secretarial interviews. The gathering of young hopefuls that had responded to his online employment listing were patiently waiting their turn to wow the recruiter by expounding on their brief resumes. They were a mélange of skin tones, hair colors and fashion styles. But resumes don't get jobs; as the ad hinted, an attractive appearance carried weight and could sway the decision. Thus, he saw them decked out in tight, form fitting outfits, boosted cleavage, perfect makeup and hands fidgeting nervously in their laps as they checked out the competition.
The previous three candidates had been vanilla personalities at best. He went through the standard protocol, thanked them for coming in and said his secretary would be in touch. But she would call her regrets and not invite them back for a second interview. Sam had no intention of wasting more time on less-than-ideal applicants.
However, one attendee stood out, a buxom brunette with more conservative attire. She wore a loose, belted dress that failed to obscure her innate hourglass figure. A hint of upper cleavage was just visible in the pixelated view. Her long wavy hair draped her shoulders and framed her high cheek boned face.
Sam was intrigued and buzzed his secretary to summon his object of curiosity to his inner sanctum for her preliminary screening.
She entered and politely greeted the consulting recruiter, showing a nervous shyness that he instantly found desirable for the prospective special role. She carefully took the seat that he indicated while adjusting her dress to avoid wrinkling. That attention to proper form and detail increased his interest. He paused to scan her application forms.
Twenty-two years old, college degree in business, adequate grades, cheerleader, swimmer, sorority member, community service, some job experience, mostly waitress and pool lifeguard...
His imagination jumped to an image of her squeezed into a red maillot, the wet fabrics straining to contain her big tits and tight ass, as she pranced barefoot around the swimming pool, boobs bobbing, pointing and whistling at rowdy teens...
He tried to snap out of his mental fantasy to engage this lass in her oral evaluation... only the phrase drove his thoughts to an image of her red tinted lips pressed around the base of his cock...
He paused to refocus and wiggled a hand assisted pants crotch adjustment to accommodate his swelling penis.
"So, Ms.... Alison? You're interested in secretarial work. Why did you answer our ad in particular?"
"Thank you for seeing me, sir. It indicated a high starting salary but the duties were written rather vaguely, like 'as requested' and 'as required'. I wanted to find out more. What are the 'personal activities' it mentioned?"
"We are engaged to find the best assistants to powerful but highly stressed senior executives. This advertised position requires long hours and flexible schedules, potentially extending into evenings and weekends. There are corporate networking and private affairs that may require your facilitation and participation. Suitable provisions will be made for any special apparel and such."
He saw the gears turning behind her brown eyes and could see she was seriously considering the opportunity. The next question was not entirely appropriate in today's pesky 'me too' milieu but it needed to be broached.
"I have to ask: do you presently have any family or paramour relationships which would restrict your ability to be on-call 'as-requested' or 'as required' whenever a last-minute obligation arose?"
"None that I can think of. I'm an orphan and my college boyfriend and I split up after graduation. We were pursuing employment in different parts of the world. He is going to the Middle East and I am staying here in the Midwest states."
"I commiserate about your situation but it's probably a benefit to your chances at this exceptional assignment. We will be in touch to schedule a more comprehensive evaluation, a 'in depth probing' as we like to call it."
He stood to shake her hand and escorted her to the office door.
He returned to his office chair and called a major client.
"Robert, good news. I think I found you that special executive assistant you requested. She meets all your physical and demeanor prerequisites... Oh, yeah, buddy... great tits and ass with a timid attitude... Okay, so what cha' doing Friday?"
*** In Depth Probing Interview ***
On Friday afternoon, Robert sat in Sam's office, ensconced in the casual side area with its couch and wing chairs, a less formal venue for relaxed conversations. They chatted collegially but the restlessness was palatable. Both men fidgeted, aware that only a very few candidates were able to meet the technical job requirements and accede to the lascivious demands of the position. It took a lot of research, background screenings, and numerous preliminary interviews to find the right kind of young woman that could meet the stringent demands of a high powered and stress filled CEO.
The intercom lit up with Sam's secretary's voice, lilting with a knowing giggle.
"Ms. Alison is here and ready for her 'in depth probing' interview."
"Thanks, Madge, send her in."
The door opened and Alison appeared dressed similarly as she had for her first interview. Sam saw Robert's jaw drop a smidge before he recovered his customary macho composure. Her belted dress again flattered rather than stifled the buxom body inside, coyly enhancing rather than diminishing her indisputable sexuality. He rose to greet her, holding her hand as he guided her to come sit in the office's social setting.
She seated herself, conscious of adjusting her dress hem, crossing her calves and sitting tall to show her attentive attitude before the elite men. She brushed back her long wavy tresses to fully uncover her high cheek boned face, brown eyes and ruby lips. The low light caught the dangling gold hoop earrings at her exposed neck.
Sam introduced the parties and then watched his client ask the standard questions for a job interview. In response, she revealed and repeated the basic facts that were on her resume.
Then Sam stepped in, conscious of protecting Robert from any emotion-laden HR backlash, and led the discussion into the more pertinent inquiries.
Family and boyfriend encumbrances? No.
Commuting transportation? She confessed that she would need to use the public bus system at first. Robert gave a slight guffaw at that and Alison wondered if that was a deal breaker. She hoped not. She explained her post-college finances were tight but she would surely catch up with the advertised generous salary. She sensed that it was a cursory non-issue for her interviewers, so they moved on.
Office worthy wardrobe? She had a few appropriate things but would add to them over time in accordance with her improving finances. Another unmistakable guffaw from Robert that unsettled her but again it seemed a trivial item.
Now the questions became more invasive and she found the courage to respond assertively. She figured it was a corporate image thing; the ad mentioned networking and private events. She would need to look professional and attractive.
Measurements? 5-8 barefoot, 5-11 in heels, 119, 37-24-36
Cup size? DD
Natural or silicone? Real!
The next questions were beyond any normal interview practices; she hesitated but, having gotten this far, she went along.
Shaved? Yes.
Multi-orgasmic? A pause. Sometimes.
Robert rose from his seat and extended his hand, a gesture that beckoned her to stand. She felt a twinge in the pit of her stomach and feared the interview had failed. She politely took the assist and stood tall in her high heels, her hands at her sides when he released his hold. She awaited the negative verdict but he spoke frankly, with authority.
"I will need to confirm your answers."
She thought they would send her away while they did more background screening. Instead, she saw his hands rise to the front of her dress and she tilted her eyes down to watch his fingers pluck the buttons, starting at the collar. He went slowly, seeing if she would protest but there was none. He worked downward until the belt stopped his progress. The parted lapels revealed her creamy cleavage, the two bulky masses pressed together by a sturdy white lace bra.
He released the belt catch and let it fall to the floor. He continued the unbuttoning down to where it ended just below her waist. White lace panties, appearing to be French cut, became visible. His hands returned to her shoulders, grasping the dress and pushing it to each side. It clung to her upper arms. He looked into her eyes, steadily watching his. He spoke calmly, a voice that expected compliance.
"A little help, please."
She shuffled her shoulders and let the dress top descend her arms. The move quivered her tight packed bra, mild fluid jostles of her eye-magnet globes. Robert saw the titties tremble; it boded well for his intended inspection of her well-built boobs.
The dress hung up on her waist, above her right-sized hips, exposing her near six-pack abs. The cheerleading and swimming had tuned her midsection to a strong core, another suggestion of her muscle toned agility.
He pressed the dress lower, sliding it over her sculpted ass; it pooled at her feet. Again, as a gentleman would, he offered her his hand and she used both of hers to brace her stance as she stepped out of the ring of castoff clothes.
He quit her hands and she dropped them again to her sides. He stepped forward, close faced, almost equal level in her heels. The move crowded him close to her breasts as he reached around to unclip the bra strap. It was a bit tight, supporting and compressing her generous chest meat. But he wouldn't be defeated in this act that he had accomplished so many times before, here and elsewhere, with former female recipients of his macho hustle.
The catch released and her boobs sagged against his chest. He stepped back, lifting the shoulder straps forward and down. The cups hung on her mounds but further pulls loosed the connection and her bra fell away. He was awestruck at first sight and couldn't help himself; his palms filled themselves with two handfuls of magnificence. Her nipples were broader than he assumed, with a darker tone; not that he was disappointed.
"My, my, my... what have we here? Your tits are absolute beauties!"
He cupped and bounced the masses.
"Are they real? Oh, don't answer; I'll judge for myself."
He squeezed the globes, finding nothing that wasn't natural tissue. A thumb rub on her nipples brought a quiet hum from her throat; he saw her eyes squint as she stood otherwise silent in his grasp. He was truly delighted with Sam's success in finding these mammary treasures, a key condition for employment. But further bodily confirmation was needed and he would wait a smidge before taking some quality time to really pamper her fun-bags.
He reached his hand back and snapped his fingers. A pair of scissors was slapped into his hand. Carefully, he wiggled a finger between the underpants waist band and the side of her hip. A snip here and a snip there cut away the satin panties that he nimbly snatched away.
She had told the truth; she was shaved bare of pubic hair. Her labia were puffy, the sides closed together at the central furrow, hiding her pink vaginal gateway.
His cock was uncomfortably swollen in his pants and he took it upon himself to cure the situation. His shirt and pants, along with his boxers nearly flew off; he kicked off his loafers. Again, his hand came forward and took one of hers, leading her to sit beside him on the couch. He laid that captured hand on his crotch.
Alison felt dismayed by this impulsive turn of events. She wanted this job and was not inclined to screw up her chances with faux innocence. Her virginity was abandoned while inebriated at a fraternity party. After that, she had dated a few of the frat brothers and then settled into dependable enjoyable sex with her ex-boyfriend.
So, this afternoon, in this place, she was resigned to compliance, allowing this important man considerable leeway with his actions, slowly comprehending that attaining unconventional compensation entailed unconventional tolerance.
She let her hand lay idle on his semi-tumescent cock. It was substantial and she couldn't recall handling another of its size.
She perceived his hand sliding across her lap, squeezing between her thighs, and a finger splitting her genital crease. It wiggled inward, touching her warm pink tissues, surprisingly moistened by his bold treatment of her body. His request seemed almost indelicately given.
"Ms. Alison, my cock feels chilled in this air-conditioned office. Let's get it snuggled into a warm place to resolve the problem."
To make his point, his finger tickled her feminine opening before withdrawing. The probing hand caught the inside of her thigh and elevated it over his shoulder, behind his head, wedging it between his shoulder and the couch back. He twisted her torso to place her back on the cushions, her legs spread around him, availing him a missionary posture. He rotated around to pose his hips in the waiting saddle.
His hand tilted his erection to alignment, the tip touched her pussy lips and he pressed an inch forward as he slumped his body atop hers. A short thrust gained more depth; his knob was embedded past the corona. A reverse jog and a harder press buried half the shaft. A pause for bracing preceded the next dive that extended him down the wet grotto of her cunt. His cock was duly warmed by her supple pussy.
Alison had held her breath through the first three cock drives. But when his large man-tool distended the remainder of her vaginal channel on the last one, she emitted a low 'whoosh' as she released her lungful of air.
Relieved by his gentleness during the cock incursion, she relaxed her back and wound her arms around his back and shoulders, pressing her cheek to his. Her high heels hooked together behind his legs, her four limbs capturing him in a passionate embrace. His weight pressing against her groin, and downward on her boobs, added to her notion of being dominated. She was not immune to the kinky feelings of being fucked by a strange man who had surmounted her so boldly.
She let him rock her body to the rhythm of his strokes: slow long ones, quick short bursts, hard hammers on her tingling clitoris. Her nipples were stiff where her boobs rolled against his chest. She was stimulated but had not completely fallen into a rapturous mood.
In time, she heard his breaths deepen and quicken as he rose to his pinnacle of lust. She hugged him tighter, with arms and Kegels, willfully augmenting his sexual pleasure, remembering some guidance from her ex-boyfriend.
All during the run-up, Robert's nose was filled with the perfume of her hair and the musky odor seeping from her juicy pussy. It finally set him off. His back arched, his cock tip pressed her cervix, and his head and chest tilted up as he cried out and doused her womb with his own contribution to the warm space his chilly cock had craved.
The elite businessman lay sweaty and gratified on the exquisite woman ensnared beneath him. He was enamored by her passivity and performance. She was a trophy he wanted to add to his elite collection. But once was not enough for a decision of such importance.
He extracted his deflating prick and sat up between her legs.
*** Extended Evaluation ***
"Sam, I'm inclined to select her but need to be sure she's the correct employee for the role. I think more evaluation is in order. I'll take her home for the weekend and give you my decision thereafter."
From his perch behind his desk, where he had retreated when naked Robert first sat on the couch with the naked Alison, Sam paused his perusal of some paperwork and, without looking up, waved a backhanded dismissal to Robert's plans.
"That's fine with me."
There was no consideration of Alison's concurrence; it was presumed.
Robert rose and helped Alison to her feet. They donned their clothes, excepting Alison couldn't find her bra and the sheared panties. They had disappeared during the couch borne romp. She didn't see Sam's half hidden smirk at her puzzlement. The frilly things rested in his bottom drawer with other mementos from prior interview trysts. The collection was growing satisfactorily as were his profits.
Nevertheless, she covered herself with the dress and belt. With collegial farewells between the men, Robert escorted his staff candidate to his limousine and they rode to the corporate office tower where his family name was blazoned across the top. The security guard gave his regards as the boss quick stepped his visitor, an obviously unfettered bouncing boobs lady, to the elevators for the long ride up to the 30th floor penthouse apartment.
That night, he fucked her twice more. Another missionary and later a cowgirl where, as he had previous promised himself, he engaged in extended tit and nipple play.
Growing up, Alison had been slow to develop but once it started, she had to constantly upgrade her bras to accommodate her growing boobs. As she matured into a young coed, she stayed unruffled when men in passing, and those in conversation, stared at her chest instead of her eyes. The fraternity boys and her ex-boyfriend adored their grandeur and played unending with what they called her 'fun bags'.
She came to like it; her nipples were very sensitive and reactive to the manual mauling. She welcomed having her tits manhandled and, tonight more attuned to this different cock in her cunt, the playtime kindled her passions bright. She vigorously rode the embedded erection until she attained her deferred orgasm simultaneous with his.
The morning brunch in the penthouse evolved into his middle-aged requisite day of refraction and percolation as Alison lounged about in a filmy negligee. At midafternoon, he informed her of an industry networking soiree they would attend that evening. She found cosmetics in the bathroom and a bodycon cocktail dress in the closet that fit perfectly; how did he know her size? Then she remembered the interview questions regarding her dimensions. These men were certainly resourceful 'as needed' and had arranged the expedited fashion delivery. Again, no undergarments were provided.
At the soiree, Robert schmoozed with his colleagues and rivals. Alison was his arm candy and was seen more than heard. The men ogled her but held conversation with Robert only. Her few questions or comments were generally ignored.
As the evening wound down, Robert invited one couple back to the penthouse. Therein, he blithely traded off Alison for the other female and let his colleague fuck the luscious Alison all night. At breakfast, the client expressed his admiration for Alison's boudoir talents that worked him into multiple orgasms and drained his balls.
He was especially fascinated with her oral skills which, though novice for now, showed real promise. Robert was pleased that she had quickly adapted to surreptitious sharing but was peeved that he had neglected to sample Alison's fellatio skills. He vowed inwardly to rectify that oversight soon.
He replicated Alison's lauded kudos with similar compliments for his guest's contribution to the overnight exchange. His impromptu bedmate had proved very focused on his sexual gratification.
*** Commitment ***
After the satisfied guests departed, he informed Alison that she would indeed be hired as his special executive assistant, performing her daily administrative duties and being eye candy at his C-suite. She would receive the advertised salary and occupy the corporate penthouse. A fashionable clothing allowance was at her disposal.


She recalled how he had laughed at her transportation and clothing paucities and now she understood why he belittled those as non-issues.
From now on, as often as he chose, she could expect his nocturnal carnal visits to her luxury abode, and probably other special visitors whom he would allow to enjoy her charms as an incentive for closing valuable company business deals. She assumed office trysts during the day were a foregone conclusion.
Alison acquiesced to the generous offer and signed the employment contract and its standard non-disclosure addendum.
She settled in for a long tenure as Robert's special executive assistant, with the attached perks, obligations and responsibilities that spanned both day and night. Her friends would be suitably impressed with her remarkable success. If only they knew the how's and why's...
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Office Duties - Alison -- Executive Stress Relief
*** Start The Morning ***
Robert leaned his head back in his desk chair and closed his eyes. His hands rested lightly on the mass of Alison's wavy brown hair. Her head slowly and steadily bobbed in his lap, her red painted lips and slathering tongue scouring his erection. For the past several months, it was her first thing in the morning duty to relieve his tension, especially if he hadn't spent the night with her in the office tower penthouse that was a part of her compensation package. Even if he had spent the night with her, she was there to sooth any lingering tension so that he was bolstered to face another work day.
His mind meandered while she slathered his cock. After he had been informed about her blowjob skills by a weekend guest whom he had let bed her for a night, he had pursued that avenue with her. She had explained that her college ex-boyfriend had tried to get her interested but she fended off his pleas. But that weekend in question had been her 'in depth' interview, her probation trial leading to this coveted employment, so she had succumbed to the stranger's desires and sucked him off.
Admittedly, that first time had been an amateurish episode but a promising start. Thereafter, Robert had worked with her day in and day out, coaching her efforts until she had mastered the basic techniques. Today, she was using one of the many he had taught her: the three-one-three method. She bobbed three long, lip-tight strokes, then held him mid-deep as she swirled her tongue on the coronal nook and sucked as hard as her resilient lungs could manage. Then back to three head bobs.
But his reminiscing couldn't distract him from the nervous pressure bustling in his balls. He felt the oncoming rush of genital fluid mounting its intensity to surge forth into Alison's talented mouth. With a cry of delight, Robert spurted his milky load into her suckling receptacle, sensing the hollowing of her cheeks with a strong oral pull to extract and swallow his ejaculation.
They fell into an easy relaxation, the last dribbles of sperm coating her tongue as she gently nursed his deflating appendage. As he mused on the finished task, he thought that a seated chair borne fuck might also be a nice way to start the day. But that took extra time and efforts. This way he could simply open his pants and she could stay in her fashionable office outfits.
She retrieved a wad of ready tissues, mopping up her drool from his sticky dick before helping him close his pants. She stood, licked her lips and disposed of the tissue wastes.
Robert surveyed the beauty of his special executive assistant. Her compensation included a clothing allowance and he had arranged for design consultants to guide her purchases. Victoria Secrets, Venus and Fredericks provided their best experts to make the lovely Alison a ravishing model for their sexy office wear. Once they had seen Alison in their flirtatious regalia, the consulting fees were considered superfluous if her glamour photos could be used in their advertisements. It was a win-win deal.
Today, as usual, she was braless. Pokies pebbled the stretched yellow bodycon top, tucked into the waist of a grey wool hip molding pencil skirt and sheer dark stockings. The built-in lacy garter bands at the hemline were visible with each step she took in her strappy black high heels.
"Will you need me for anything else at the moment, sir?"
"I think I can manage until lunch time. Our Chief of Sales struck a great deal with a parts distributor this morning. Why don't you go congratulate him on a fine job well done."
"Of course. It would be my pleasure."
Robert gave her a smirky wink.
"Yeah, and make sure it's his pleasure, too."
She shyly smiled and departed the office, on her way to deliver the executive's reward.
*** Executive Stress Relief ***
Lyle was seated at his desk reviewing the recent contract with a crucial client. He was feeling proud but also dispirited; the Zoom-enabled negotiations had been fervent and difficult. The customer's buyer, Hilda, was a lovely vision onscreen, but assertive and domineering, frustrating Lyle's macho attitude towards the attractive woman.
The session had bruised his ego when he had to bear her hardball business tactics with stoic grace. Luckily, in the end, the mutually beneficial agreement had set up his new employer with a significant profit potential. He was already looking forward to the end of the day for the consolation of alcohol and autoeroticism.
His office door was open. He heard a light knock on the door frame and looked to see a brown mass of wavy hair framing a gorgeous face leaning across the edge.
"Yes?"
Alison slithered through the opening and quietly closed the door behind her. She turned to stand at casual attention before the procurement executive's desk.
"Robert sends his compliments on a job well done with the client. However, he requests your help with another matter because, in his words: 'you have been a very good boy.'"
She stepped forward and placed her elbows on his desktop, leaning over with head in hands, and screwed her face into a pouty expression.
"On the other hand, he said I have been a very naughty girl. What do you think we should do about that?"
Lyle was stunned by her saucy approach and couldn't resist the obvious invitation for a down blouse view of her marvelous suspended tits. He had heard rumors of a titillating performance reward scheme. He may have been feeling blue but was quick witted enough to wonder if this was a part of that program.
He rose from his chair and rounded his desk; she held her desktop pose, only turning her head to track his path as he took up station behind her.
"Naughty girl, huh?"
She faced forward again; her sly smile reflected in the window wall behind his desk. She held his mirrored gaze as she shuffled her feet wider, wiggling her ass, taunting him to discipline her purported wayward behavior.
He flipped her skirt up, baring her sculpted ass to his view. Her plush pussy lips, tucked deep between her high thighs, seemed to wink at him.
"Oh, I see. No panties. Yes, very naughty indeed."
His hand swirled over the smooth skin of both sides, their roundness begging for a thrashing.
He drew away his hand and gave each side a little pat. There was no reaction. A harder swat jiggled the taut flesh. Another smack brought a small vocal 'umph' and he had found the precipice of some real chastisement.
He shifted aside to a better position where he could employ a full arm swing. A number of solid hits drew circulation to the targeted flesh, bringing out a rosy blush. Those escalating clouts generated ever increasing noises, both the thud of the whacks and Alison's self-stifled yelps. She was bearing up but his arm was tiring. He returned to smooth hand swipes over the beaten posterior.
He was so involved in the action that only now, in the pause, did he notice his swollen cock crowded inside his pants. It was a natural move to unzip and relieve the pressure. As the thick erection fell forward, he saw her pussy tucked between the reddened ass cheeks, teasing him to take advantage of its availability. His mind dredged up memories of Hilda's insolence and he unconsciously redirected his anger to sublimated revenge.
He shuffled behind her, using a hand to place tip to slit. Alison's face had dropped sideways to rest on the desktop during the spanking. In her peripheral vision, she saw him loose his cock and then felt the genital contact. She tilted up her head and looked at the executive in the window reflection. His hands gripped her hips; he took a deep breath and stabbed his cock into her cunt.
Alison's head jerked up, her eyes popped open and then squeezed shut as she cried out her awe for the full plunge that filled her cunt so completely. Mercifully, the ass thrashing had brought out her vaginal lubrication and promoted the smooth slide to the bottom.
Lyle's macho dignity began to recover at her stunned reaction. He braced back and slammed in again. Alison's arms lifted her chest to rescue her boobs; her nipples, even covered by the light knit fabrics, were being scrubbed on the tabletop by her forced body jolts. He took advantage of her adjustment to move his hands from her hips to her tits, tunneling them under the stretchy top. He mauled the pliant masses as he returned to hard thrusts below.
His verve was rising as he recast his business dealings fury toward dominating this subservient woman, rekindling his macho sense of self. Alison's cunt was rubbing all over his erection, lighting up nerves in a way he rarely felt before. She was grunting with each slam of his cock against her plush labia. He pumped harder, craving louder vocalizations from his rage receptacle.
As his mood lifted into a more manly mindset, he felt his balls tingling and then the rush of fluids through his erection, pulsing their volume deep inside his chastised fuck-doll. He closed his eyes and gripped fistfuls of her boobs. His mind saw the uplifting vision of a sobbing Hilda; it was what he needed and he called out his emotional restitution.
"Take that, you fucking bitch!"
As the last dribble spurted out, he collapsed on Alison's back and his hands returned to softly kneading her breasts.
She felt the flow abate inside her womb and her self-esteem swelled with the pride of another mission successfully accomplished. She waited out his shrinking, listening to his breaths calm while supporting the man's weary weight leaning on her body. He released her tits and moved to stand; his cock having fallen out after his stupendous orgasm.
He stood behind her and tucked in his sticky penis. She lifted off the desk and smoothed her skirt over her spanked and fucked bottom. She turned to him and asked if there was anything else he needed.
"Yes. Tell Robert I took care of his naughty girl problem."
She leaned in, up on tiptoes, tilting at the waist in her tall high heels, smiled, puckered and kissed his cheek.
"Yes, sir. I'll tell him you were a very good boy."
She didn't reveal her intent to tell Robert that, in addition to his sales proficiency, Lyle was a natural expert at corrective discipline.
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*** Alison - Customer Rewards ***
Robert was having dinner with his industry colleague, the one whose subordinate had all but assaulted his sales executive in the supply renewal contracts negotiations.
Robert had known Maxwell since early in their careers. The discussions during the Chateaubriand meal had been amicable, both men observing how the old business had taken on a ruthless pursuit of profit during their time. But they were satisfied that their agents had struck an equitable bargain.
They watched the waiter clear away the dessert plates. The ambiance in the tower's finely appointed dining room spoke of the wealth and power Robert had accumulated. As such, he was not unaware of the strains of life he and his fellow CEOs endured to beat the competition. So, he was cognizant of the means they employed to mitigate the stress and seek regular relief.
"Max, do you still have that redhead sucking your cock each morning."
"No. She left, enticed away by some recruitment agency. I haven't found a suitable successor."
"How long has it been?"
"Only a few weeks but damn I miss her. How about you?"
"I got lucky. My recruiter found an excellent office girl, a true treasure. Sucks like the devil and fucks like an angel.
"I'm jealous. But something will turn up."
"Let me get you in touch with my guy. He's expensive but very effective. Meanwhile, how about I help you out in the short term. My gal is upstairs in the penthouse. You can have her for the night."
"Really?! You'd do that for me?"
"What are friends for? Use this keycard to take the elevator to the penthouse. The suite is the only door in the lobby."
"Are you going to call ahead; let her know I'm coming?"
Robert looked at his guest and made a mischievous grin, thinking about who would be cumming as often as his stamina held up.
"Nah, let's give her a surprise."
Maxwell took the purple card, embossed with Robert's initials and his company logo, shook hands and hurried to the elevators.
Exiting at the penthouse floor, he paused briefly outside the apartment door, mentally practicing his greeting: 'Hi, Robert sent me' or 'Is this Robert's place' or 'I must be in heaven because you look like an angel'. That last one was too cheesy so he decided to stick with just 'Hello' and let the scenario play out.
He pressed the buzzer and heard quick footsteps inside. The latch clicked and the door partially opened to a lilting voice exclaiming: "Oh, Robert, did you forget your key again?"
Max was stunned by the source of the voice. She was a wavy brunette with a knockout figure lightly covered by a filmy negligee. He was instantly enthralled by her youthful beauty. Her smile thawed as she saw that it wasn't Robert. Her arm crossed her breasts as a shield to her brown nipples but nothing could veil her raw sexuality.
"Who are you and why are you here?"
He thought back to his imagined greetings. The angel comparison wouldn't have been wrong. But words failed him. He shyly held up the purple card. Alison saw the emblem from Robert, his missive to her that the holder was her latest business boosting assignment. She obediently opened the door wider and gestured the strange man forward.
"Oh, sorry... please come in. I'm Alison."
The door closed and locked automatically. She sashayed ahead of him into the main room. He couldn't take his eyes off her silk draped rocking ass. She turned with a hostess' bright smile and pointed to the sofa facing the window wall, overviewing of the twinkling city far below.
"Please get seated. Can I get you anything? Something to nibble on or drink?'
Max looked over her body, the shadows of nipples and nether wedge coyly presented by her full-frontal stance. His choice would have been to nibble on her pussy and drink her vaginal dew but he held his crude lust in gentlemanly check.
"Thanks, but I just had dinner with your boss. I'm okay for now."
She nodded with due deference.
"Then, let me get you more comfortable."
She knelt, presenting him with a top-down view of her hefty globes while untying his shoes and removing his socks. She rose and moved to sit next to him. She sat close and leaned her shoulder on his. He smelled her freshness, guessing that she had made herself neat and tidy for the probable rendezvous with her boss. But she seemed to have adjusted quickly to the changed circumstances. Robert was right; she was a true treasure.
Alison placed a finger on Maxwell's chest, gingerly touching the buttons. With no sign of resistance, she opened a few, spread the shirt and leaned in to kiss and tongue his nearer nipple. She heard his groan of exhilaration at the stimulation. Encouraged, she opened more buttons without desisting her nipple play and moved her oral caress across to his other side.
Her hand moved down to palm his crotch. He shifted his posture, moving his thighs wider, giving her freer access which she took by lowering his zipper. Her hand went inside and found the warm manroot, already starting to grow. A few tickles caused more swelling under her fingers. His own hands remained pressed on the cushions beside his legs, giving her the lead in this foreplay.
She lifted her body away, knee crouching next to him, a better pose to continue his undressing. The shirt was finished off and he lifted his ass to aid her removal of both his outer and under pants. He was naked next to his flimsily clad hostess. She kneed up again held still, giving him invitation to take the next initiative.
"Do you like what you see?"
He scanned her from face to abs, returned to her chest where he admired her boobs, veiled beneath the negligee. His hand rose to pluck the center bow, pulling the string with dramatic slowness, letting the moment linger as the lapels spread and fell aside her brown crowned mounds.
He twisted in his seat, moving his face to her cleavage, replicating the nipple work she had bestowed on him. She took leave to lightly cup his ears in her hands and guided his lingual massage of her areolas. She tilted her head back, eyes closed, enjoying the tingles emanating downward to her clitoris.
He leaned back into the cushions and she righted her stance. Her hand took hold on his erection, elevating it to a solid muscle stele, just right for her next step in this erotic frolic. She leaned down, her boobs dangling beneath her chest as her lips captured the tip of his dick.
Lips, cheeks, tongue and tonsils teamed up to worship his cock. She bobbed, sucked, lapped and plunged in a sexy combination of fellatio, exercising the methods patiently taught to her by Robert, in his goal of perfecting her man pleasing talents. Max's body lazed in the cushions, only his erection stayed stiff and solid.
She rose her face off and gracefully alighted the sofa, drawing him upward by a hand on his arm as the other remained attached to his hardon. She led him to the master bedroom, guiding him onto the bed, abandoning her top to the floor and laying on her side beside him.
She took the first step toward real passion. Her face drew close to his and she caught his lips in a deep kiss. Her hands swept his back and sides, a sweep over his ass, a shuffle to press her tits to his chest. His hands got active, clutching her ass and drawing her closer against his tummy to capture his erection between them. With his cock sequestered in the warm togetherness, he ramped up the kissing, devouring her lips and tongue, giving her his own to suckle and lightly tooth.
His lust was at fever pitch; he was ready to make the most intimate of human connections. He rolled her onto her back, braced himself above her on knees and elbows, one hand under her neck, the other under an ass cheek. She nimbly spread her legs, lifting her knees wide outside his thighs, tilting her groin upward, positioning her body for ravaging. He scooted lower, letting his tip drop into the open wedge between her thighs. Her arms wrapped his shoulders; her face pressed his neck.
He smelled her wanton desire: the flowery perfume, the powdery dregs of shampoo, the faint perspiration despite her apparent agile resilience. He felt his macho puff up; his whole being was filled with ego and pride that he was about to fuck what could be his greatest fantasy, hell... every man's greatest fantasy. He mulled the challenge of achieving the excellence it deserved.
Alison recognized the male's tick of hesitation, one that wasn't caused by fear or doubt, but by the wish of making the imminent coital caper the best he ever had. She intended to fulfill that wish.
Alison wiggled her hips, gaining back his attention to the task at hand. She felt his cock tip touch her labia split. She jostled those plump ridges to entice his entry. He pressed slowly; the conical nose tunneled its way past the pink tissues within, invading her feminine hollow until its orifice closed tight on the main shaft past the coronal ring.
She rubbed his back, silently cheering his start of their fortuitous genital union. She tilted her hips down a smidge, rubbing her aperture ring on his corona. He took her hint, reared back and pushed deeper, gaining the half shaft point. With her face beside his, he couldn't see her smile of delight, but he heard her low hum of joy. His cock jumped once at the vanity of giving her an instance of pleasure. She felt it and hummed again.
With basics established, Maxwell got down to work. He lay his weight on her, compressing those magnificent boobs. His hip cycled a varied rhythm: sometimes slow, sometimes quick, sometimes long, sometimes short. Every stroke gave his penile nerves an invigorating sparkle. He paused intermittently after any particularly energetic burst to regain his breath and maintain his stamina. At those brief breaks, Alison twisted her face to his, claiming another round of smooches.
She had missed those facial canoodles. Robert limited his contact to a quick peck on the lips at her reception or departing. He was averse to the facial oral play, only using her mouth as a tool for his penile pleasure. But Maxwell seemed to like the tender lip play and she was glad to oblige. It helped to bring out her growing passions, augmenting his sporadic thumps on her clitoris.
It was a delightful session, seemingly timeless, but nothing lasts forever, even when the partners are dedicated to its unending continuation. Mother Nature exacts her due. And so, she did.
Maxwell was beyond retreat as his sperm bloated balls liberated their essence, propelling the milky pearls of life up his urethra and out into its destined receptacle. His back arched, even as Alison clung to his body and tightened her Kegels, believing that the increased squeeze would trigger a grander orgasm, forcing him to exert greater pressure to deliver his load.
His loud bellow of bliss told her that her theory, proven through prior trials, was probably correct. His body jittered and vibrated as the pulses of ejected sperm collected in her womb. Her own pending orgasm stayed just on the edge and faded away as he collapsed atop her sweaty body. She held him in a loose hug as he huffed through a series of re-oxygenating gusts that slowly ebbed down to normal respiration.
He rolled on his side, his middle-aged physique weary from the vigorous sexual exercise. She turned to cuddle up to him, ass next to his groin, keeping his sticky cock from cooling too quickly. He threw an arm across her torso; she took his hand and held it to her tit, offering him a toy to grip.
But he lay still, unmoving, and she heard his slow breathing. He had dozed off. She let herself enter her own twilight sleep, ready to wake when he did and continue the sexual session.
Maxwell came awake, his cock cuddled in her ass crack, his palm filled with soft tit. He squeezed and the woman in his arms moved her bottom on his deflated appendage; her hand covering his pressed it tighter to her mammary flesh.
She shifted, rolling about to face him.
"Hello, sir. How are you feeling?"
"Very mellow. You are a great fuck."
"Thank you. Not so bad yourself. Want to try again?"
"I'm not sure I could make another go like that."
"Sure, you can. Let me take over the tough stuff."
Alison moved slowly to lay Max out supine. She threw a leg over and sat on his upper legs. His cock lolled in the crevasse between his tummy and leg. She took a two fingered hold and laid it straight on his lower belly. Her cunt was inches from its base. His ball sac sagged between his thighs.
He surveyed the two breasts well displayed on her chest. They were large for her frame, well built, no noticeable sag, unusual at that size, but maybe not, considering her youth.
She saw his stare and cupped the twin masses from underneath, raising and bouncing them in her palms.
"Try 'em. They like to be fondled."
His hands rose to replace hers and used the same bounce to test their resiliency. Then some kneading and nipple pinches. She smiled throughout, never wincing at his rough tit-play.
Her freed hands went to work elsewhere, fingering his semi-tumescent cock, drawing along its growing length, a fingernail flick at a coronal side, a finger pad rub on the nook. Each little cock massage got him longer and thicker as the bed mates manually stirred the others erogenous areas.
As vouched, Alison took on the tough task. She scooted forward, pressing her juicy pussy lips to the base of his erection. She slid forward, painting the underside of his cock with her free-flowing vaginal lubrication. The move pushed her tits closer and his hands got stronger and more active. Her hands were braced on the mattress at his sides and she leaned over, catching his gripping fists between their chests.
She grabbed a quick smooch then lifted and moved higher, bringing her boobs to his face. He kissed and nibbled on her nipples, getting a memorable hum of delight. A quick toothy nip got a yip and a giggle as she backed off and returned her groin to match his.
She wiggled her ass and hips, slid a finger between them and aligned his cock with her cunt. She slid down, taking it all in. Fully impaled, she sat upright. He was back to stretching his arms forward to clutch her boobs and diddle her nipples.
She worked her hips fore and back, dragging his coronal nook hard against her inner wet tissues. Another series moved side to side, scouring the less commonly targeted hood edges. Then a deep stirring motion that lit up all the nerve spots. She intermixed those techniques with long slow up and down slides.
All-in-all, she rubbed every accessible zone that would raise her man's vim to the cracking point. She gauged his temperament by the throaty groans, moans and sighs that filled the room during her coital symphony.
She had deferred her own orgasm before but felt her efforts deserved a reward. She skillfully metered her tempo and style, pausing to step back and raise the intensity to a next higher level, determined to provide her guest his key culmination before she enjoyed her own.
Feeling his hips arch up, and hearing the rush of his intake breath, followed by his call of manly fulfillment, she let go and quivered through a spine-tingling sexual nirvana while feeling his warm manly pulses coat her chamber deep inside. His nipple pinching fingers, uninhibited during his ecstasy, augmented her orgasmic intensity.
As she wound out of the spinal quakes, she felt his hips settle into the mattress and leaned her body over to rest her breasts on his chest. Only then did she notice her own deep panting after the labors of her successful mission.
They shuffled into a second spooning but this time both fell into a deep well-earned sleep.
Dawn's light filled the room in the morning. The gratified pair sluggishly crawled from the bed. A shower was in order. Alison set the temperature and they entered the double sized cabinet together.
The water was refreshing and as they cleansed each other. With a double handful of her tits, Maxwell suddenly realized that this may be his last time with Alison. She was soaping his dick and noted the growth. She looked up, he looked down. Their mouths mashed together in a lover's farewell kiss. Her arms wound his neck for support.
But a kiss was not enough for him. His groin pressed her ass against the wet tile wall. She lifted a foot; her inner thigh touched his outer thigh. He grasped her knee, pulling the wet leg up to his waist, opening her core to his penile invasion. His cock was raring to go; he heeded its macho command.
Alison groaned as his wet staff punched in, banging her ass against the wall and his pubic on her clitoris. He drew back and banged again, and again, and again. Their mouths were still connected in a tongue dancing swirl.
She was deeply enthralled by this abrupt standing fuck. It was the kind of surprise a woman secretly craves: to be selected for a hasty taking by a powerful man. It made her feel worthy of his esteem.
She sensed the end approaching and wasn't going to waste this opportunity. First, last or together, it didn't manner to her. She willed herself to orgasm and her wish was granted.
Max felt her body stiffen and her arms hug him tighter. His ego soared with the pride that middle-aged him had thrilled again the sexy maiden in his clutches.; it was all he needed. His brain shot a signal down his spine to his groin. His cock erupted with jets of sperm, flooding the quivering female in his arms. They vibrated to a quiet calmness, still standing, but slowly slumping to a soaked bundle of gratified flesh on the shower floor. At last, they released their kiss.
Maxwell untangled from her and helped her to rise. She dried him with a large cottony bath towel, gently rubbing its softness over his cleansed skin. He wanted to return the favor, a chance to caress and fondle her bodacious body once more. But she playfully nudged him out to dress in the bedroom. She lingered behind and, after he had dressed himself, she emerged.
She had preened her hair to its fluffy fineness, refreshed her makeup, and wore another translucent waist tied negligee. Heels added to her height and magnificence.
A light breakfast sufficed for renourishment before it was time for their interlude of passion to close. She walked him to the door.
She inclined her tired body against the open-door leaf, looking at him with dreamy eyes, a persistent post-coital buzz still tingling her pussy. Her face held an inexorable smirk of euphoria at the complete gratification she felt after being exhaustively fucked by her studly visitor.
Alison put forth her open hand and Maxwell surrendered his one-time-only, logo-embossed purple card. She held it to her breasts, like a treasured memento, as he pressed in for one final kiss of reciprocated thanks. He backed away, she closed the door slowly, watching drearily as he disappeared from her sight, and probably from her life.
With a deep sigh of lament, he pressed the down button on the elevator. He needed to get that staff recruiter's name from Robert; he wanted his own sexy plaything just like his friend had procured.
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*** Leanna - Preliminary Screening ***
Sam was interviewing for a position with a new client, a referral that had been vetted by an established client.
Leanna sat at desk front. Her strawberry hair hung straight halfway down her back. She had green eyes and faint freckles on her face and at her neck. Her breasts appeared modest under the fashionable dress but larger than was usually expected of natural redheads.
He reviewed her resume, refreshing his recollection of questions he wanted to ask.
Her past jobs had been a budding business career path with office experience. Her list of college activities and hobbies showed gymnastics, cheerleading, and dancing. A query of which style of dancing was answered forthrightly as 'adult'. That gave Sam a moment of pause as he envisioned this little darling, in sequined thong, upside down, her legs clinging to the stripper pole, her hair dragging on the floor as strobes bounced and heavy base music set the beat. He regathered himself to continue.
Sam went through the usual monologue about flexible and extended work schedules, office décor and the compensation package if she was successful in a second interview with the actual client who, if she passed muster, would be her boss.
Leanna was excited by the singular opportunity and was up for the challenge and the fiscal rewards. He scheduled her for a second interview; one he referred to as 'in depth'. He reminded her that it was a C-suite level position and she should dress in a woman's business suit to present herself in the best light.
*** In Depth Interview ***
A few days later, Maxwell sat aside in the meeting area of the office as Leanna sat in front of Sam's desk again. He looked at the screen of his computer and then at Leanna.
"I have few questions that may not be the usual topics in a normal interview. But this will be an 'in depth' examination. As you have signed the disclaimer of liability, we can proceed."
"Of course, sir. I am ready for anything."
Sam construed her statement in a double entendre sense. He certainly hoped so.
"Great. Height, weight and dimensions."
"Uhm... okay... 5-5. 110, 34-24-35."
Cup size? A shy dip of her head. E
Natural or silicones? She lifted her chest unconsciously as she responded. Real!
Shaved? Of course; I danced onstage.
Multi-orgasmic? She shyly replied. Sometimes.
"As you can tell from the questions, my client seeks more than just an executive assistant. Your duties will be broad and may stretch the bounds of community acceptable boss-subordinate interactions. For the purposes of that evaluation, let me introduce you to your potential employer. Maxwell, do you have any requests for Leanna?"
Maxwell rose and approached the seated redhead. He held a hand out and she rose with his assist. She stood steady and he paced around her, a thoughtful hand-on-chin expression as he eyed her up and down from all sides. She was short, even in heels.
"I need to make a thorough assessment of her job-related capacities. May I?"
The question was obviously directed at Sam who gave a dismissive gesture of permission. Max nodded his head once as acknowledgement of the go-ahead.
She had worn the recommended woman's business suit, a dark blue wool, intent on making a good first impression for the executive office role. From behind, he lifted her arms and brought his hands to her front, unbuttoning the suit coat. She made a move to intervene but saw Sam waggle his forefinger like a mother's scolding, meant to ward off a disobedient act.
She lowered her arms in capitulation as he slipped the jacket off her shoulders, down her arms and tossed it on the chair she had just occupied. She didn't need Sam's caution for compliance when Max's fingers unbuttoned her blouse down to her waist. It followed the coat onto the chair.
She felt his hands undo her brassiere's back clips and stayed still and compliant to this abnormal examination. He slid off the shoulder straps and removed the tit covers, pulling the discarded piece behind her back. She noted his momentary dawdle and glanced over her shoulder. He was examining the tag.
"Well, she was honest about one thing: 34E."
He tossed the article to Sam who scanned it, agreed and set it on his desktop.
Maxwell's hands returned to her front. She squinched at the contact when his cold hands cupped her handfuls of boobs from underneath. His fingers made dual baskets below the orbs as his thumbs rubbed her nipples. She closed her eyes and let a guttural moan escape her lips. He squeezed gently, confirming her claim.
"Yeap, she's right again. They're real."
He left those off and picked at the wool skirt catch at her low back, snapping it open and zipping down the short closure. The waist loosened and the zipper loomed open. He tugged but the pencil skirt was still tight around her hips and resisted dropping.
"Wiggle your ass, please."
Having allowed the handling thus far, she was not inclined to stop now. She swayed her bottom and it helped Max's further shedding of her clothes. Her toned ass was near bare, only the rear strand of her string thong visible. He patted her lower globes and was pleased with their nice muscle tone and the lithe curve of the smooth skin.
He left her standing as he moved to Sam's desk and retrieved the scissors. Facing her front, he clipped the sides and removed the thong. As asserted, she was shaved, revealing the tight fold of her bare pussy lips.
Leanna now stood nude, in heels, before two clothed gentlemen, an incongruity that Max felt compelled to correct. He held the redhead in an eye lock as he removed his shirt, pants, shoes and nothing more, having arrived commando in light of the intended unfolding of the 'in depth' interview. Her eyes widened at the size of the cock he sported, already semi-tumescent from the runup to this point.
He took both her hands and drew her down with him to the carpet. He moved her into a classic 69 position, seeking to test her skills at mutual oral foreplay. His tongue dragged inside the split of her pussy. It tasted musky and tart. The inner pink was furrowed with extra tissue ridges and he moved to close his lips on her clitoris.
He felt her replicate the oral sex as her lips touched his penile tip. She rolled her tongue back and used its tip to massage his coronal vee. Then pulled him in, letting that sensitive region glide along the soft lingual underside. She closed tight and sucked hard but he was very long, longer than her gullet could accommodate and she closed her fist around the last third, reining in a full depth plunge.
When his cock was slick and her pussy was creamy, he rotated around for a sidesaddle copulation. He got his cock inserted and jogged his hips as a signal for her to get to work. He lay idle, expecting her to caress his manhood by her sole exertions, a test of her agility. She bucked her ass and abs, working to make long strokes on his erection but, again, the third portion near the base was never embedded.
Max was disenchanted by this candidate and was going to quit but decided to finish inside her. With a controlled growl, he pumped his essence into the redheaded maiden. When he was finished and withered, he sat up and she followed his move, resting her pretty ass on the carpet. Her hair was disheveled, small straight tresses falling over her face and shoulders in that well-known, well-fucked-female depiction.
*** Rejection and Recovery ***
Maxwell frowned; he was disgruntled by her lack of sexual capacity, dedicated to be sure, athletic from her dancing and sports, but not the ultimate prime piece of ass he craved after his mind-blowing penthouse tryst with Robert's girl, Alison.
Maxwell harshly vetoed her, openly, in her presence.
"Sam, why did you bring here for this? I told you I wanted a bodacious vixen with a warm, wet mouth and cunt that I can really sink my cock into. She's too small. Stop wasting my time!"
Max angrily redressed and stomped out of the office. That told Sam that he must dig deeper if he wanted to earn his expensive commission.
Leanna was heartbroken, her best efforts had been deemed inadequate. Despite her experience with men, this was not what she expected. Tears coursed down her cheeks, trailing dissolved eyeshadow in thin rivulets. She sat despondent cross-legged on the floor where she had just been fucked.
Sam was a bit embarrassed but had an inspiration. Leanna was a very pretty girl and he could think of one client who might come to her rescue... himself.
His current office manager had accumulated her 'walking away' money over the past five years and needed to follow her husband to his new promotion in another city. Sam had never engaged her in intimate relations and wished her well. He knew that Robert and others had used him to procure fanatical cock worshippers for their offices and side hustles; why couldn't he have one, too?
Sam saw Leanna tipped over again and curled up in a child-like self-hug on the floor, her naked beauty quietly racked with sobs. Maxwell's cum leaked from her cunt. He was more than sympathetic at her distress. He actually fancied redheads, and certainly ones as lovely as Leanna didn't deserve to be sad. He again imagined her clinging inverted on a stripper pole. She wasn't innocent of a man's craving for female adoration.
"Leanna, can we talk? I'd like to try to salvage this situation."
He heard her cry of remorse.
"Salvage? How can it be salvaged? I wanted this job; I needed this job. I'm behind on my bills and thought this would be path to catching up and even prosper."
"Well, I think you can still prosper, in a different way."
He saw her emotions steady as she showed a bit of interest in what he had to say.
"My secretary is leaving. I need a replacement... no, a successor. I don't want just a secretary. I want much more. I want what Maxwell wants and you could be it."
He paused, hesitated, wondering if she picked up on his Freudian slip. 'It' implied an object, a tool for his selfish use. But no matter the syntax, that was exactly what he wanted: a sex object to worship his cock unconditionally, whenever, wherever, however.
Leanna propped up to sitting again, wiping her backhand across her cheeks, smearing the ruined mascara into a black streak.
"How long would the position last?"
"For as long as I am satisfied with your performance. Years, I think."
He knew when he said it that it was insincere. He would use the redhead until he tired of her. But that could take the stated years; there were so many Kama Sutra positions, methods and scenarios to play out.
"I will compensate you well, if not the advertised salary, at least closer than what you make now, and there will be substantial added perks... and pleasures."
He waited her consideration and acceptance. Her face became less sad as she thought about it.
"Okay, let's try it. When do I start?"
"How about right now?"
He wheeled his office chair into the open, aside the desk.
"Give me a blowjob."
She looked his way, a tilt of her head and then a smile. She got on all fours and cat crawled to him, her head up, an affable facial expression, her dangling tits and elevated ass wobbling in tempo with her slinky stride. She rose to knee borne stance, pressed apart his knees and shuffled forward. She tussled with his belt and fly and politely asked for his help.
"Lift your butt so I can slide your pants down."
He was eager to assist. She pulled them over his knees to corral his ankles. It was room enough for her to do her job, the job she was destined to perform as often as Sam needed the task done. She grasped the base of his cock, semi-solid even before it saw the light of day, or at least the light of the office.
Sam had just watched Leanna get stripped and fucked by Maxwell. He wasn't immune to the sight of her beauty or the sound of her passions. The swelling in his pants had been tolerable but he had felt a pang of jealousy which could now be appeased by these reformed circumstances.
She looked at his face. Her tongue protruded and she licked his penile length like the proverbial popsicle. She moved to capture the knob, and holding the tip kiss and crown cover, she tickled against the coronal sides; the twitch of genital muscle, and the pop in his eyes, signaled she was doing good.
Time to move on. She left the facial stare to focus on his cock as she slid her lips over the knob. She didn't see his eyes but she heard his moan, another good sign. Her active tongue slathered his shaft as she bobbed and suckled a series of oral strokes.
Her hands were freed of the need to steady his erection and she gripped the underside of his upper legs to maintain her balance. Her finger tips tickled his inner thighs.
And now for the ultimate test. She wasn't going to repeat her previous lapse in execution. She took a deep breath, steadied her stance and powered down onto his erection, forcing its length past her tonsils. She wanted to gag but managed to suppress the reflex. More practice will help, she thought. She held in place for as long as her breath held out. On sliding back, she heard his groan of delight as his corona brushed her tonsils on the retreat.
That was it. She knew what she needed to do. She bobbed twice with the mushroom bulge in her mouth and drove down again on the third cycle. A reverse was followed by successive three-fold repetitions.
She was actually enjoying the feel of his stiff meat in her mouth and throat. She believed she could replicate this task to comfort Sam as often as needed. It was only part of her office and carnal duties but it wasn't so bad and his cock was a size that she could handle.
Her thoughts were interrupted by a more urgent sound. His breathing was quickening and his hips were making little up and down jogs on the chair. The jogs got greater and finally he hoisted and held his ass off the seat cushion. She corralled the knob just inside her lips. The first strong pulse of spunk shot past her tongue straight to her gullet. The next four pumps landed on her tongue and the final one dribbled forth to complete the ejaculation. She suckled lightly, waiting for his deflation, which came soon enough.
She leaned back into a kneeling stance, sitting on her heels, holding her mouthful of bounty. She cocked an eyebrow and he nodded. She swallowed and playfully tongue swiped and smacked her lips. He saw her quizzical mood and gave her good news.
"Oh, yeah, baby. You're hired."
Each weekday morning thereafter, she would either perform a blowjob or get fucked on his desktop. Theirs was a happy and beneficial business relationship.
*** Weekend Travel Trysts ***
It wasn't all work and no play. Sam often went on travel to seek out suitable targets for his recruitments. The pool of adequate local applicants was limited. The travel locales varied; his clients were particular about the characteristics that they deemed essential to the highest benefits for their executive offices. These included ethnicities as well as size and attitude.
So, this weekend, he was in the Rockies, at a ski resort to check on a few applications he had received from that area. Of course, Leanna was along to assist, a perk of her employment she especially savored.
The mountain resort had separate cabins for guests but Sam held his initial meet-and-greets in the main building great room over coffee. It was just as well. He sensed the parade of ladies, though lovely and refined, were not the type of breed for the lifestyle he was offering. The undisclosed type of breeding on offer was far beyond their vanilla imaginations. Maybe one was close and he had her contact info if he decided to follow up.
After a day of skiing, he retired with Leanna to their cabin. They sloughed off the padded outerwear, showered and settled in with lighter après ski apparel. A hearty soup, eaten in private, warmed their bones after the cold weather slaloming that sapped their energies. Renewed energies were on their minds as they retired to the main room with its crackling fireplace.
A bit of wine and a bit of bread and cheese set the mood. Leanna was slouched sideways in his lap, her legs dangling over the stuffed wingchair side situated before the flickering flames that danced lights and shadows on the cabin walls. Her arm was lazing over his shoulder as she leaned against him. He felt her soft boob nestled on his chest and put away his nibbles to free his hands for other things. Those other things were a diddle on her sweater puppies, alive with prominent pokies.
She liked those tweaks and mewed her contentment, lazily pushing her lips to his neck for a sweet nuzzle. He tilted his head her way, accepting her affection, and sniffed the lingering shampoo scents in her silky red hair. The tenderness gave him a reflex in his groin. He liked the slow burn when he only had to command it and Leanna would service him unpassionately like a good secretary should. This wasn't romance but he still liked the pantomime. It was his choice to make.
She stirred in his arms and levered herself to stand. He watched as she simply shed her top and bottom, then lay on the plush rug between the chair and the glowing fire. Her green eyes looked dreamily at him between the unruly strands of red hair she left flayed over her face, a come-hither look. She lifted her knees and widened her thighs, her arms outreached to summoning him to come get her. He was not prone to deny her request.
He stood, discarded his clothes, joining her in front of the warm glow. His knees braced on the rug between her lower limbs, their bodies aligned, man hovering over woman. Her hands stretched to circle behind his neck and she pulled him downward, face to face, for a sweet kiss.
He backed off and gazed into her green eyes, almost glazed with a look of serenity. He wondered: was it the rewarming after the cold exercise? Or was it something else?
If he could have read her mind, he would have known her feelings.
Leanna was floating in euphoria tonight. There were times when Sam was away from the office for a few days. When he returned, he never explained and she didn't pry. She simply carried on with their daily sexual routine. She saw the company bills for expensive rooms at chic hotels. She assumed that he had encountered a young woman that pricked his fancy. Or who knew how to fancy his prick. She assumed he used her to satisfy his manly needs and then sent her on her way.
She didn't begrudge these side hustle rendezvous; a due diligence burden for the confidential procurer of prime pussy for elite alpha males. But he had chosen to join that enigmatic realm by selecting her as his primary cum dump.
But yesterday, he had chatted with a dozen bodacious young women, slimmed down from a batch of a hundred advertisement responses. And still he had only found one of any value. And that was still to be determined.
Yet here he was with her, after a year of her incessant intimate service, with no hint of any flagging desire to use her charms at will. He must consider her one of the best of the best and her self-esteem was on overdrive. And tonight, she wanted so much to be fucked into mindless oblivion by her studly boss.
She wiggled her ass, attracting his attention, enticing him to plow her pussy. He noted her invitation and lowered his erection to her cunt. He notched the tip; she captured his lips for a deep kiss. She held the smooch as he bolted in and they both moaned into the other's mouth. He sank all the way to bottom, pressing her clit. She rolled her hips down as he slowly withdrew, only to the extent of his knob. With a mighty push, he drove in again and she clutched his cock with her cunt muscles to enhance the coital plunge. She rolled her hips down again as he reversed course, pressing the sensitive undervee to her vaginal walls.


As much as she worked to provide him the utmost pleasure she could muster, it was also exceedingly good for her. She felt the friction of their cycles and the jolt on her clit at each instroke. She felt the pre-orgasmic drone emanating from her genital zone, a tickle and a tingle, that flowed outward from her body's middle.
She knew her purpose was his pleasure, always the focus of their copulation or fellatio. She knew it was wrong to go first, not knowing his state of arousal, but tonight, she couldn't hold back the fires of ecstasy. She drifted higher and higher and soared over the top, freefalling into the mind-numbing abyss of total rapture.
Sam fucked her as hard as he could, fantasying a different scenario, enjoying a whimsical parody of dominating a newfound wanton wench. Leanna was puffing like a sexual dynamo, pumping her cunt on his cock. Even when he saw her speeding way ahead of him, he redoubled his efforts to keep up. It was only just as she peaked that he felt the whole-body surge that rumbled out his volume of white pearly spunk, buried deep in her core.
The low flames crackled, the coital glow ebbed and the sex mates came to on the rug before the fire. Unspoken, they both knew that this one had been their best ever, analogous to that golfing hole-in-one that keeps the fanatics yearning for a repeat achievement.
They slunk off to the bedroom and cuddled into slumber. During the night, they tried again, successful in mutual bliss but still less than the previous one. They each committed to themselves to keep seeking that supreme bout of sexual utopia.
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*** Leanna -- Casino Poker Pot ***
Sam and Leanna had traveled to Sin City for some first interviews of local talent seeking escape from the seedy street scene. Most candidates arrived at the meeting venue in clothes and makeup that appeared better for a pickup than a desire to move up in life. Sam was unimpressed, finding them wholly underrated for his high value clients.
The trip was a waste for business purposes but it did provide an outlet for some fun and relaxation. Sam was not a habitual gambler but he thought of himself as rather good at poker.
He was seated in a private room at an octagonal card table with three well-dressed gentleman and a female dealer. There were little table name plagues in front of each player: Sam, George, Gino and Larry.
Leanna stood at his side, playing eye candy to distract the other men. Her sequined party dress boosted her cleavage and showed lots of leg above her matching heels.
A casino floor waitress slid in sporadically to deliver complimentary drinks. Sam thought he was nursing the same one, not paying attention as she slipped him a fresh one when his was half empty.
George and Larry were down to a small pile of chips each. Gino was almost hidden behind his stacks of colorful disks. Sam didn't have quite that amount but was well ahead of the fading fortunes of the other two.
The hand was dealt and the pot grew beyond their means, so the two small stash players folded in order to shepherd what remained of their stakes.
"Okay, guys, thanks for the game but we're going elsewhere to try something else. Good luck!"
Sam looked across at Gino and they signaled the dealer to proceed. She shuffled a deck in the mix machine as they anted up. Seven cards were distributed, face down.
Gino was stoic as he examined his hand. Sam pulled his up and spread them in his hand one by one.
Jack of hearts, Jack of spades -- a pair. Nice!
10 of clubs, 10 of spades -- 'wow, two pairs' he thought. His eyes widened just a touch.
9 of spades, 8 of spades -- holy shit! A possible straight!
Last card: 7 of spades!
A lump formed in his stomach as the nervous tension grew. He looked across at the large pile in front of the other player. He could pay for the whole journey by winning this hand. He was light headed and got giddy with excitement. He pulled Leanna's ear to his lips and whispered.
"Go to the room and get ready for me. I'll be along as soon as I win this pot and we are going to celebrate! Big time!"
She kissed his cheek and took her leave, heading up to their room to preen and prepare for some extraordinary bedtime fun.
The dealer called for bets. The man slid half his pile into the center. The dealer looked at Sam. His mind was churning with delight; damn, he was holding the winning hand. He counted out the matching amount. It was more than half his table stakes but he threw caution to the wind in his irrepressible glee.
The other man extended his remaining chips. Sam counted out his share but was short. Gino smirked with irrepressible delight.
"Looks like I win: 'table stakes' is the rule."
Sam looked at the dealer who nodded her concurrence. She started to push the pot to the winner. Sam panicked.
"Hey, wait a minute. I'll make you a deal."
He pulled out his room keycard and flapped it between his middle fingers instead of his thumb and index. He hoped it looked like a cool move instead of desperation.
"My redhead lady in red that was just here is upstairs waiting to celebrate with me. For just this hand, let's say she celebrates with the winner of the pot."
He tossed the room card onto the pile of chips in the center.
Gino sat back in his chair and let his face frown and then a jaw twist of contemplation. That ginger bitch sure looked like one fine piece of ass with boobs to die for. The pot didn't even touch a small percentage of his budget for this weekend's trek to the gambling mecca. This was just his warmup game, a way to get him in a risk rich mood. It would save him contacting the hotel concierge for his usual ensuite escort. True redheads were rare and her freckles showed realism.
"Okay, I'll bite. Your room, all night. No limits."
Sam nodded, sure of the other man's misfortune.
"Done."
Sam was the one who would have all the money and all the cunny tonight.
He reordered the cards in his hand. The jack of hearts and 10 of spades were set apart and then with dramatic flourish, he laid out the run of spades: Jack, 10, 9, 8 and then the 7. Sam was grinning from ear to ear.
The other man saw the straight flush and nodded his admiration.
"That's a good hand; straight flush odds are 72,000:1. Congratulations..."
Sam reach for the pot...
"But... hold on there, partner..."
The other man turned over his cards. His were laid in random order: five hearts, one diamond, one club. He removed the diamond and club, then shifted the other five into line: Queen, Jack, 10, 9, 8.
"... this is a better hand; looks like I win."
Sam saw the set and his ego crashed with an exhaled 'whoosh'. His fuzzy mind was suddenly crisp as a cracker.
Gino flipped a blue chip to the female dealer whose low-cut blouse caught it in her cleavage.
"There you go, honey. Can you put my winnings on my account?"
"Yes, sir."
He reached across and plucked the room keycard from the pile.
"I'll take care of this one myself."
She smiled at her tipping patron and winked.
"Understood."
This was her steady job but she had the occasional 'night shift'; that's what the feminine staff called it. Those side hustles weren't officially for the casino but happened at the casino, the hotel more specifically. She was quietly advertised by her 'agent' as very flexible, both in abilities and attitude.
Gino, her scrumptious booking for tonight, was gone, off to collect his other 'winnings'. The concierge would just have to find her another last-minute booking. Or maybe not.
She looked at Sam. He was middle-aged but appeared to be fit and hopefully prosperous enough if he could lose the money... and the girl, all in one hand. She worked her shtick.
She bent way over to gather the chips, a 'humph' from her throat to call his attention to her bodacious down blouse view with the trapped blue chip. She leaned back and busied herself with sorting the chips into same color stacks. Sam looked up and saw her as if for the first time.
She wore a classic casino floor worker outfit: white blouse unbuttoned over the upper part of her 'Wonder-bra' boobs, a tight blue velvet vest that fit close to her trim midsection, matching mid-thigh blue wool skirt, and low working heels.
Her wavy blonde hair was gathered in a top bun of blonde tresses, leaving her ears, neck and face uncovered. Her cosmetics were professionally light and subtle: red lips and mascara setting off her blue eyes.
As she sorted and counted the chips, she added small talk. Sam watched her work, his mind churning with self-disparaging thoughts.
"Looks like you lost your room. But we value your patronage; I can get the concierge to book you another. And I can guarantee your comfort and satisfaction... personally..."
She winked at the double entendre, hoping he caught the gist of her offer. She pointed to her name tag and then lightly fluffed her blonde hair.
"By the way, that guy wasn't being fresh. My name is Honey; goes with the hair."
She finished her counting, wrote the amount in the ledger and placed the hoard in the secure lock box along with Gino's table name tag. She buzzed for security to carry Gino's money to the backroom safe. She stood facing Sam, hands on hips, a confident stance, and cocked an eyebrow and smiled.
"So... how about that room?"
----------
Gino exited the elevator and approached the hotel room that matched his recently acquired keycard... and the babe waiting to celebrate inside.
He paused to gather his presence before potentially barging in on the surprised redhead. He practiced his story but probably wouldn't need one. Sam's relationship with this girl couldn't be that serious if he was willing to blithely gamble her away.
Should he knock? That wasn't what Sam would do. He would use his keycard and enter with a shout of glee at his success. Gino decided to keep her in suspense as long as possible.
He touched the door pad, waited for the clicks and turned the latch. Stepping through, he heard scurried footsteps approaching. Before she came into view, he sang his greeting.
"Darling... I'm home!"
As the door opened completely, they each came into the other's view. Leanna stopped short, a surprise on her face at the mystery intruder. Then her expression melted.
"What... Who...?"
Gino raised the key card to her view.
"I won the hand. Sam threw you into the pot and lost. I get you all night."
Leanna stood still, stunned by the revelation. Gino took that opportunity to survey his prize.
She was barefoot, wearing a translucent silk camisole, dotted with pokies at her chest. She wasn't wearing panties, ready for immediate action when her man arrived. And now he had, though a different man than her former plans.
She had preened, her long red hair combed out, a close vulva shave to give her man a soft smooth ride, and a spritz of his favorite perfume. Her darker mascara gave the 'bedroom eyes' effect, not lost on Gino. Fresh red lipstick gave her mouth a 'put your cock here' invitation. He intended to.
He stepped toward her as she backed away. He followed as she retreated from the entryway into the broader hotel room with its king-sized bed, desk and dresser and a set of opposing wall mirrors. Banal paintings of local scenes filled the unmirrored spaces. The window curtains were pulled aside, granting a twinkling view of the busy nighttime city. A very romantic aura for connubial sex.
Gino saw that he wasn't in for a fond welcome. But he expected the loosing player to pay his debts, even if the winner had to forcefully collect.
Without a further word, he undid his shoes, shirt and pants, nonchalantly dropping them to the floor. He swept his boxers down and freed his semi-tumescent hardon. The bulbous head looked like a weight that drooped the fat shaft in a downward arc.
He took another step forward, and saw her eyes fixed on his growing erection. She retreated more and her butt bumped the edge of the mattress. She pushed her arms in front, fingers spread and pointed upwards, a stance many women often thought could fend off their attacker. It wasn't going to happen.
Gino seized her wrists and pushed, toppling her backwards on the bed. She raised her legs in another futile attempt to do what her arms had not. He brushed them to either side of his hips, taking a stance in the conjugal gap.
Her ass rested on the edge of the mattress and the chemise had ridden up to expose her pussy. He was not inclined to wait. His hands cupped her ass cheeks and lifted the target closer. Now his cock was fully engorged, sticking out horizontal. He wiggled the tip into position, the conical apex barely cleaving her labia. But it was enough to hold the position. He shoved... hard. The head penetrated her feminine entrance and continued onward into a surprisingly slick vaginal passage.
Leanna was shocked at the way things had changed in the last few minutes. Her status with Sam was one of collaborative sex. He normally told her ahead of time when she was given to another male, a part of their business relationship. This sudden tradeoff was unexpected.
Yet, here she was, being fucked by this unplanned man. And wet as a rainstorm. Was it fear? Was it anger? Was it the thrill of domination?
She realized it didn't matter; she was experiencing a woman's secretly craved fantasy of sexual submission to an alpha male.
Gino set a pace of long, slow thrusts that bottomed out against her cervix. His hands contorted her waist, hips and ass; he controlled the angle of buffing on his head, corona and shaft. She wasn't unaffected by the ratcheting that rubbed his rod in different ways on her sensitive frontal and internal nerves. If her rainstorm analogy was relevant, she could only hope it strengthened into thunder and lightning.
Her wish may have been an allegory but the reality was emerging into a true story. Her genital nerves were lighting up and the rumble of an orgasm was a looming phenomenon. Whatever Gino was doing, no matter how uninvited at first, it was giving her goosebumps. She was flushed redder than her normal freckles and something had to give. The bed rattled, the connection squished and their breaths puffed in counter unison.
It came upon her like a sudden cloudburst. She tilted her head back, her fists gripped handfuls of bedsheet wrinkles and her hips, though captive in his clutch, levered up to accord him deeper penetrations. Her cry of rapture drowned out all other sounds.
Gino felt her body snap rigid, and vaginal tremors rippled along his shaft. He stood tall, his spine counter arched to give his knob a final hard press against her vibrating cervix. His balls delivered their jackpot of milky male essence as he joined his cock mounted game trophy in their mutual escape to sexual sanctuary.
Their body shudders and jitters continued for a long time after the culmination of the act. He finally lost his power and fell gently forward. Her hands released the bedsheet holds and wrapped his shoulders and neck. He wheezed down to a stabler respiration. His erection withered and fell out of her cunt. Disconnected, he rolled aside, letting his brain burn off the hormone saturation.
Some time passed; he lay where he had landed. He sensed that the girl hadn't moved away, also resting after her bout of ecstasy. He ventured the usual social ritual.
"Hi, my name's..."
She cut him off, a touch of anger in her voice.
"I know who you are: Gino. I saw your name plate at the poker game."
He let it go, waiting patiently for the customary reply. It was an awkward silence before she reached over and wrapped her fingers around his cock, shaking it like she was shaking his hand in greeting.
"I'm Leanna. Pleased to meet you."
There was a poignant pause... and then they both burst out laughing at the hands-on pun. It was as if the dark cloud of the pseudo-rape diffused into a silver lining hallow of congeniality. Gino hoped the frostiness had been broken and he wouldn't have to struggle all night to actuate his winnings. He wanted Leanna more docile and willing so that, over the next few hours, they could enjoy each other's talents and charms without rancor.
They fell into a light conversation, sharing just enough of a personal story to get comfortable without divulging any privileged life secrets. As the small talk ran out, she still had her man in hand. The muscle gave a few throbs and she squeezed and jiggled it. Gino lay quiet, letting his thoughts meander, feeling his verve, and his erection, returning.
Leanna recognized the change in the appendage and offered her services. She sat up, without releasing her hold, and used her free hand to doff her chemise. She saw her tits become Gino's eye magnets and sought to move things forward.
"You said 'all night', right? Well, let's not waste any of it."
She climbed over his hips and settled her butt on his thighs. Her hair was less behaved now and she puffed a few stray strands away from her face. Her well shaped boobs were nicely displayed and she used both hands to stroke him into a solid erection, just right for her mount and canter forth to the green pastures of orgasmic paradise.
Gino watched the action unfold, letting her lead the way. She scooted forward, rubbing him briefly with her juicy pussy lips, before elevating her hips and, still using one hand for stabilization, aligned him for penetration.
She had his tip notched to her cunt and took both hands to pull her hair away from her face and neck. She stared at him with her green eyes and, like always, anticipated her joy when the man's face and voice reacted to her sensual engulfment.
She let her weight do the deed, a long slow plunge. His knob passed her pink aperture and continued onward, ever onward, inside the warm, wet pathway to her womb.
She saw his happy expression, his eyes closing, and heard the groan of bliss as she tilted her torso forward, braced her hands beside his chest, and started the twerking rhythm. But timing wasn't her sole goal. As she pistoned, she tilted the angle, showing Gino that he wasn't the only one with that geometric talent.
She squeezed, and with him bottomed out, slid fore and back, side to side, stirring his cock like a swizzle-stick in a martini, stirred, not shaken. He groaned even more at the sensation. His voice whispered with elation.
"Oh, yeah, do that again..."
She did, a cacophony of motions that evoked his further groans and moans. The moves were stirring her passions as well. She could tell he was getting close; she knew she was.
And then it happened. He leaned his head back and bellowed. She felt the shots in her core and it triggered her release. She held down on him and squeezed, adding to both of their exhilarations.
Her passions rambled around her body and then settled as she sat on his shrinking erection. He was calmly looking at her, amazed by how Lady Luck had blessed him twice: at the game table and in Leanna's bed.
A while later, in the middle of the night, they were sitting on the carpet, Gino's back propped against the wall, his legs splayed open to his front. They had dozed briefly after the second round, a break for gathering energy for round three, or maybe more.
Behind him, the seductive glow of the neon flashing advertisements shed an undefinable amalgamation of color in the darkened room. The radiances illuminated Leanna in folded-leg, lotus pose; her naked beauty outshining the external beams with her own genre of feminine radiance.
They were devouring the snacks and sodas from the mini-bar stash. Wrappers and crumbs littered the floor between. Gino was in a contented mood, momentarily languid after two tremendous servings from Leanna's sensual menu. She had rocked his world in just a few short hours and as their time slipped steadily away, he wanted to give her a similar gift of pleasure.
"I want you to remember this night with as much satisfaction as I feel. What is your favorite sex act?"
She paused, recalling that special something that she always found inspired and satisfied her submissive tendencies. A shy smile tilted her lips; her low voice was almost a whisper, a plea, as she stated her preference.
"I really like sucking cock."
Gino was bemused at her declaration. He certainly wasn't going to reject her choice. He stayed seated in place, his cock soft but willing to accommodate the young lady's proclivity. He pointed briefly at his groin and made a disparaging 'come closer' waggle with a curl of his index finger.
"Okay, have at it. Enjoy!"
Leanna tilted over, unfolded her legs and slinked near, her face lowering to the level of his genitals. It wouldn't be the best position for her; him in a chair would have helped. But she didn't want to disturb his solace after he agreed to accommodate her wishes. She would make it happen right here.
She braced on her elbows and pushed her face to his cock. Her suspended nipples brushed the carpet, sending tingles to her pussy. She extended her tongue and tested the touch on his manroot. A tongue tip waggle caused a small jerk and she was glad he was sensitive to her looming penile ministrations.
Position and modus operandi established, she fell into her fellatio fun. She practiced all the moves that brought her the joy of servicing a man's member. Tongue laps, tip kisses, suckles and mouth bobs combined to caress the precious focus of a man's pride. She worshipped his cock with her mouth as he worshipped her mouth with his cock.


She was delighted at hearing his moans and was further enthused when his hands rested lightly on her scalp. She recognized this as a fond touch, not a prelude to forcing a tempo or move. She continued to blaze her own path as he followed along.
His moans turned to groans and guttural sounds of bliss as she worked his ardor higher. And then, as she heard him huff and puff to his peak, she took him completely in, his knob thrust down her throat. Her tongue felt the first pulse of ejaculation flow up the captured shaft, exiting in her gullet. She backed off and let the urethra deposit its load in her oral niche, savoring the flavor of fresh musky spunk delivered straight from his prostate.
She moaned with joy, humming to add lingering sensations as he finished and deflated.
They crawled to the bed for more rest, knowing time was short for any more connubial play.
Sunlight brightened the room. They were on their sides, cuddling in a post-coital spoon. They accomplished one more feat. She rubbed her backside on his groin, her invitation for another fuck. He entered her cunt from behind; his groin pressed to her soft ass. His arm wrapped her torso and held her tight, a compressing hug on her boobs. His other arm's fingers rubbed slow gentle ovals on her clitoral borders as they rocked in shallow thrusts, enough to stimulate his coronal ring on her pink inner lips. It took a while but accomplished the last orgasmic thrill of the night.
Leanna moved to lay on her stomach, her head nestled on her forearms. Gino sat up on the edge of the mattress, his cellphone to his ear as the tones finally connected the call.
Gino was feeling troubled about how things had played out. He was cognizant of the hooker mantra: get paid up front because the perceived value of the services faded after the services are rendered.
The call connected and Leanna heard only his side of the conversation.
"Honey, what are you doing... really!... how was he... damn, three times... he's quite the man... glad you could cheer him up, he was looking pretty ragged after you slipped me that winning hand... yeah, the redhead was a great piece of fuck meat..."
As he said the last phrase, he spanked a blow on her bare ass for emphasis. Leanna cried 'ouch' and bolted her head around to give him a scowl, her hand rubbing the hurt spot.
"Well... because she got me off four times, so again, so I win the orgasm challenge... so, can you do me a favor? Call the safe room and have them transfer a quarter of my winnings to Sam's account... that should easily cover his additional room... yeah, yeah, and your 'tip'... thanks...
"So, same time next month?... oh, maybe not, huh... he offered you what... well, I hope you pass the interviews, it sounds like a huge opportunity... steady work, one man..."
Leanna was catching the drift of the last part of the conversation. Sam had offered to recruit Honey for one of his elite office positions. But, as she knew and had just experienced, again, the 'one man' thing was disingenuous, at best.
" Okay, Honey... I'll be back next month... call me if it doesn't work out... if so, well, Good Luck..."
Leanna returned to laying her head on her forearms. She closed her eyes and considered her circumstances. She had given her all for the cause and Sam continued to grow his practice. She was so proud of him, like now, even in less successful circumstances, he was ferreting out serendipitous prospects for his clients.
She helped Gino dress, walked him to the door, still naked herself, told him she had enjoyed his company, gave him a goodbye kiss, and sent him on his way. She preened and waited for Sam's return now that the night was over.
She mused that her connection to Sam was transactional, not strategic. She would continue to service his physical and business promotional needs. She would accumulate her nest egg for the inevitable day he tired of her and sent her away, presumably trading her in for a younger model.
But that would be then and this was now. So, she bided her time, continuing to enjoy the perks and benefits of being Sam's carnal and business facilitator for as long as it lasted.
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*** Preliminary Screening ***
Sam had gotten over the rude incident by Maxwell in his office a few months ago. That potential client engaged with him again, with stern cautions about doing a better job of selecting the right candidate.
Now, Sam was searching for a resident manager for Maxwell's country estate in the ex-burbs of a midwestern USA city.
He was more judicious this time around. The advertised high salary had attracted loads of interest from young women keen on advancing their career and lifestyle prospects. It had taken weeks of reviewing, sorting and background scrutiny to cull out the chaff and focus in on the proper candidate for the unique position. He thought that maybe, finally, the right one was waiting in his outer office.
Sam shuffled through her signed application forms including the release of liability paragraphs. He called Leanna, his reliable personal assistant and travel escort, to send in the next candidate. Her paperwork looked good and he hoped she would fit the bill. This one checked all the boxes and was his most promising. He wanted this interview to go right and get her to the follow up meeting.
He sat back in his chair as he watched the door open and a stunning beauty entered his employment agency realm. She stepped gingerly toward him, a shy half smile on her lovely face. He indicated the chair in front of his desk and she gracefully sat, crossing her legs in a professional woman's seated pose. Behind the desk, he stealthily adjusted his crotch as he appraised the young woman.
He knew the basic details from her resume. Karin was college educated, boasting a food service and lodging career progression: restaurant hostess, waitress, assistant condominium manager, assistant resort hotel administrator, now interested in the advertised posting for a private estate resident manager.
Her erudite career goal statement was focused on how she could benefit her employer by means of her business and facility management training and experience, rather than speaking only of the benefits she wanted for herself. It showed class and sophistication... and hopefully a willingness to please.
She was mid-twenties, raised in foster care after landing in a refugee boat from war-torn Southern Asia. Her mother said her father was a foreign soldier but she never met him. She showed the best characteristics of that mélange of African and Asian heredities: brown almond shaped eyes, black curly hair, tawny brown skin tone. Her smile was radiant with white teeth flashing between plump chocolate-colored lips.
Sam mused he was sure she could handle the estate's logistic affairs; there were lots of applicants that could do that. He needed to know if she could handle Maxwell's libido affairs. That required a special personality.
"My client is a successful business tycoon who has hundreds of employees. But his estate, he calls it the Manor, is his baby and it's the refuge where he enjoys its abundant earthly comforts, everything a man could wish for. That includes personal on-call amenities, both day and night."
Sam watched her face to see if she was sophisticated enough to recognize the 'night' reference. A slight frown of conjecture crossed her face. Sam drove on.
"I have to ask you some personal questions that aren't entirely EEOC compliant. You signed our standard form just earlier releasing us from any repercussions. We are just an agency at arm's length from the client. Do you agree?"
"I... guess so."
Sam continued with the off-standard questions. She gave him, sometimes grudgingly, her honest answers.
"Good. Tell me about hobbies and sports?
Your respones included swimming, jogging, movies, books.
Height, weight, and body measurements?
"Uhh... 123, 5-9..."
She cocked an eye...
"Okay... 34-23-34."
Family and amorous relationships?
She said: no family, no current boyfriend.
Cup size?
A resigned dip of her head. then one proud word:
"E"
Natural or silicone?
A loud statement:
"Real!"
Shaved?
"Why do you need to know that?"
"Relates to hygiene."
"Okay... Yes..."
Multi-orgasmic?
A shy response.
"Sometimes."
"As you can tell from the questions, my client seeks more than just a resident property facilitator. He seeks a dual role resident comfort facilitator. Your duties related to the personal on-call amenities may stretch the bounds of legally recognized boss-subordinate relations. As such, there will be a follow up interview at the estate to evaluate your inclination to service his needs."
Karin sat quietly absorbing the news. She was used to fending off lecherous professors and sleazy bosses but had still succumbed a few times to reality and fucked them for better grades or a promotion or a pay raise. This dialog was actually refreshing, honestly stating the work conditions up front.
She was blushing but agreed. She had a history of being a pragmatic woman ready to submerge herself into the privileged world of powerful men.
"Okay. What the hell. I'll try it."
Sam's mood soared. Finally, all his work on this contract was reaching its success.
"I have some pointers that will help make a good first impression when you meet my client at his estate. It may be your one and only chance to seal the deal."
"I would appreciate any advice that will help me succeed."
"Okay, good. So, show me your tits."
"What? Here?"
"Of course, here! I can't send a silly shy girl to an elite follow up meeting, now, can I?"
She had already swallowed her pride to the circumstances. She hoped she wasn't expected to swallow something else here in his office. She stood in her heels, still a bit dumbfounded by his request. She slowly peeled off her shoulder straps and lowered the front of her dress. It's bodycon style eschewed a brassiere. The synthetic woven fabric strained to slide over her breasts. When it did, two broad, dark nipples emerged for Sam's inspection. As she lowered it further, her full globes came into view, perched high on her chest. Even Sam, an experienced connoisseur of prime women's physiques, was duly impressed with their natural perfection. Not all men liked the same size and shape of a woman's man-toys, but he was hard pressed to think of any who would reject these, even the finicky Maxwell.
"Give them a shimmy."
She waggled her shoulders. He watched the fluid rolls of the side-to-side quivers.
"Be sure to add a little makeup to your nipples, a flavored kind would be ideal."
She hardly reacted to his suggestion.
"Now the pussy, please."
Leaving her tits uncovered, her hands drew up the dress hem, rising to uncover her groin. She folded down the front of her panties. Just as stated, she was shaved. Her labia flaps were right sized, not too plump, not too small. Sam leaned in to look closer and nodded his approval.
"Okay, I will set up the meeting for this weekend. A car will pick you up and deliver you to the estate. No need to pack; wardrobe and beauty products will be furnished at the site. Now, go get ready... to be a good girl."
She wiggled back into street worthy mode. Her journey had begun and there was nothing more to say. She gathered her purse and turned on her heels to leave. Sam had one final bit of advice.
"Be nice to Maxwell; he is very picky and demanding."
*** Offsite Evaluation ***
Karin was delivered by limousine to Maxwell's mansion. She wore simple attire: skirt, blouse, heels. The driver exhibited neat manners but other than 'please' and 'thank you' courtesies, he didn't make any conversation. Rather, he kept checking her out in the rearview mirror. She tried to avoid eye contact but his leering glances gave her the willies.
They arrived at an iron wrought double leafed gate which smoothly opened on approach. Further in, a gatehouse contained a single guard who waved the known town car on by. The car navigated the twisting driveway which prevented any straight through view of the main building. When it came into view, it was a midsized, two-story manor house with tall columns and bracketed by lush greenery and lawns.
At the main entrance portico, the chauffeur opened her car door, gave her a hand alighting, tipped his cap and handed her an envelope. He drove away leaving her on the broad front steps.
She opened the envelope and found a few brief sentences.
*Find your suite of rooms on the second floor.
*Bathe and preen, and don only the clothes laid out on the bed.
*Go to the rear pool area.
*Maxwell will find you there.
Meanwhile, Sam notified Maxwell on a potential candidate and told him she would be a little something special waiting poolside at his weekend estate. The stage was set for her 'in depth' interview and talents evaluation.
----------
Maxwell attended to a few items on his ride out of the city to his ex-burb estate. His week had been filled with noxious problems that apparently, despite an expensive senior staff, required his input to remedy. And his usual secretary had taken sick all week, so his usual office stress relief was unavailable from the temp the agency sent to fill in. His instructions had been clear and specific regarding her extra duties but somehow the message got lost in translation.
He worked his emails, first sending the inadequate temp agency a blistering email, dismissing any further need for their inept services. He reviewed his schedule for next week and saw an email from Sam.
* Hey, Maxwell. I'm sorry that the redhead was not to your liking. No worries; we have found other ways to use her. But I think I have found a gal that can meet your requirements. She's being delivered to your estate for the weekend. You'll find her at the swimming pool. Give her a good going over and let me know what you think. Thanks. Sam.-*
Max entered the manor house after dismissing his chauffeur for the weekend.
"I'll call if I need you but, otherwise, pick me up at 9 on Monday."
That left the butler and cook, both discrete staff members who stayed at the separate servant quarters near the gatehouse on weekends unless a special need arose. He strode through the hallway and onto the back patio and pool deck.
She saw a young woman lounging on a poolside chaise lounge; her clothes were anything but a swimsuit. The shiny silver lame party dress was bandeau style to show off her generous cleavage and was high hemmed to show her sculpted legs. Her feet wore matching silver high heels.
He didn't introduce himself; his mood wasn't up for extending greetings, but he was already smitten by Sam's discovery. He lent her a hand to rise from the lounge and used a finger under her chin to draw her in for a welcoming kiss. She tasted citrusy sweet; her lip-gloss a mixture of fruity balms.
There was much more of her to discover and he didn't hesitate to initiate unwrapping Sam's submission for his consideration. He held her hand above her as she slowly pirouetted on a shoe toe in front of him, providing him a full 360 inspection of her still clothed body.
She was shorter than him, even in her heels. But even with her clothes on, he could tell she had a fine ass, slim waist and big boobs.
She looked at him with a smile, a silent gesture of query. Did he like her looks?
He gave her another half turn and stopped her facing away from him. The back of the dress covered the upper half of her back. He found the clasp and plucked it open. It veered apart, loosening the tensed material that stretched over her generous chest, exposing a bit more of her tawny-brown skin.
The zipper descended at his will. He lifted her arms out horizontal and she held the pose as he gripped the lose material under her arms and peeled it down her torso. That presented him with a sidewinder view of her loose boobs, appearing fuller and higher due to her raised arms.
He let the partially disassembled dress with its built-in cups droop over her hips. His hands rounded her torso and he got his first fondling of her breasts. The warm round orbs filled his hands and he tested their squishiness by playing with the pliant flesh.
His hands descended to her lowered dress and finished the fall to her ankles. He patted lightly on her ass cheeks, testing and approving of their toned resilience.
No words had been spoken during his inspection of Karin's physique. And the silence continued as he turned her to face him. She was close, her boobs hung between them. She was fully naked save for her heels; he was fully clothed. She made a modest gesture to raise her hands, expecting to undress him. But he seized her wrists and placed them again at her sides.
His eyes bore into hers, their faces nearly touching. His hands slid down her belly, lower over her groin and came to rest, upturned, palming her pussy. His middle finger sawed briefly in her labia and then the fingertip probed inward. She was wet.
Max withdrew and used two fingers to rub gently, rhythmically on her clotoris sides. The slow Yoni caress was giving Karin a warm tingle that spread over her groin, both inside and outside her pussy. She was finding it hard to maintain her stance; her knees wobbled as her inner passions grew. Then he returned to inserting his fingers in a shallow penetrative massage of her pink tissues. One... then two... then three.
She met his eye-lock as she felt herself being digitally penetrated. As he tunneled deeper, her eyebrows rose, expressing her uneasy feelings of being examined in this intrusive manner. His fingers found the small swell of the nodule, the special packet of nerves, her G-spot. He rubbed the area, slides and circles, stirring his digits for her arousal.
Karin's knees trembled as she shifted her weight from foot to foot, tiny wiggles of her hips, his finger work sending jolts of joy sparking up her spine. Her eyes squinted as the prickles intensified. She gripped his belt to maintain her stance. He saw her nearing her peak and revved up the inner caresses.
Her forbearance broke and she cried out, eyes shut, mouth open. His pinioned hand felt the vaginal tremors and his other arm braced a bicep to hold her weight as her knees warped and she gripped his belt.
When her rapture passed, she steadied her body and stabilized her stand. Her eyes opened to find him still staring into hers. He slid out his fingers and brought them to her lips, glossing them with her pussy juices. He poked between them and she suckled off the remaining moisture.
He leaned her back, supporting her languid body as he placed her on the flattened lounge, feet planted on either side, knees apart, her labia glistening with the dregs of her extruded feminine lubrication. He leaned over her, still clothed, braced his weight on the lounge rails. His mouth captured each of her nipples, a toothy tweak to the risen nubs, a tongue lash on the circumferential bumps.
He rose back, stood, dropped his pants and shuffled forward again. He rested his hips between her legs. His cock tip touched her soaked cunt, and without hesitation, the rest followed behind as he easily slid in. He cycled thrust upon thrust. Spewing in her cunt would take the edge off his weeklong buildup of ire. Her arms wrapped his body as he used her for his long overdue relief.
He finished inside her and rested briefly before pulling out and standing above her recumbent naked beauty. He lifted her feet, one at a time, and unbuckled her high heels.
She looked up at him, curious, wondering what was next. He held out his hand, a half clothed gentleman assisting a naked lady to her feet.
Then he lifted her in an arm cradle carry and tossed her in the pool. She was dunked completely and surfaced sputtering, wiping her ruined hairdo away from her face. Upon looking back at him, she saw that he had hurriedly removed his clothes, tossing away the last article. Then he ran a few steps and jumped in to join her in the tepid water.
They played together, splashing, laughing, furtive grabs at cock and boobs, darting away to be chased and fondled again.
She swam away and pranced up the submerged steps, tits and ass bounding, wet drops flying away. She stood on the pool ledge, one hand on hip, soaking wet, looking back at him, a water nymph with a 'come hither' panache. So, he 'came hither', striding purposefully out of the water, his cock sagging loose and long. She stood in place as he approached.
He took her hand and led her to the Jacuzzi hot tub, its inviting warm vapor floating on the surface. They stepped in together and settled seated side by side. His arm lay across her shoulder, his palm cupping her far boob. She lay her head on his shoulder and her hand snuck to hold his cock in reflective fondle.
It wasn't long before they felt a renewed urge. She took the initiative this time. Rising, she threw a leg over and straddled his groin. Her pussy rested at his erection, trapping it against his belly.
Her hands rounded his neck, her body leaned back, giving him free access to her boobs. He took the hint, handling the mammary treasures with macho gusto. He was struck again by their substantial mass and pliability. As he played, she rubbed her labia on his cock, radiating thrills to both their genitals.
He bumped her groin with his, a signal to proceed with the copulation. She rubbed slowly up his length until the knob passed by her clitoral trigger. She carefully wiggled the tip to her slot. With a deep intake of breath, she pressed and impaled his stiff cock into her juicy cunt.
She moaned at the exhilarating sensation when his corona brushed her G-spot. She was in charge of this coupling, for now, and used the time to her advantage, repeatedly dithering his knob rim on that cluster of nerve endings. His answering groans of pleasure urging her to prolong the genital massage.
But Mother Nature wanted her due milky tribute and Maxwell couldn't resist her persistent call; Karin was also feeling the approach of her orgasm. She pulled his body close and hugged his neck. They sped up the cycle and, at last, he erupted, hugging her big tits to his chest as she squirmed and wiggled, burying his spewing cock deep in her womb. Their clutch of hugs was so tight as to be painful but neither noticed or cared.
They vibrated in ecstasy as the surges of excitement rocketed throughout their bodies. A gentle calm slowly descended on the tumultuous event as the waves of nervous elation retreated and only the post-coital glow lingered.
She loosened her death hug on his neck, found his face and kissed his lips in gratitude for another golden orgasm. His cock softened but was still lodged inside her clinging cunt. He was calm enough to now speak, his first words since finding her on the pool chaise lounge.
"What's your name?"
"I'm Karin, sir."
"You're hired."
*** Estate Special Hostess ***
Karin took up her duties at the estate. She saw to the bookkeeping, and supervised the subcontracted landscaping, kitchen and housekeeping day staff and the 24-7-365 guard services. Her days were otherwise occupied with maintaining her physique for Maxwell's weekend visits. Her daily routine revolved around yoga, dance exercise and hours spent in her luxurious ensuite beauty spa. She stayed in top shape to provide for her boss' complete serenity and stress liberation on his weekend escapes from the rigors of corporate confrontation.
But she was also his tool for granting gifts to a few favored gentlemen. One such was a weekday visitor, Willie, an elderly gentleman that had been a special colleague and mentor on Max's rise to business supremacy.
She received a message from her boss to take good care of the recent widower. His wife, Grace, had succumbed to her illness a year before and Willie was still working through his grief, especially melancholy on the anniversary of her passing.
Karin made the estate ready for her special guest. After his arrival and settling him into an opulent guest bedroom suite, she arranged a small one-on-one dinner. The intimate candlelit rendezvous on the patio, under a nighttime sky of twinkling stars and serenaded by the chorus of nearby songbirds, got him comfortable and reminiscing about his departed love.


He hardly seemed to notice Karin's elegant attire and beautiful façade that had always set most other men alight with lust. She wore her favorite silver lame dress, its bandeau style top forming her perfect cleavage, the one that aided her pre-employment evaluation. She added her usual carefully coiffed hair and date-worthy makeup.
As Wille rambled on about his life and loves, Karin was observant of his dialog, politely prompting him for details, learning about his happiest times with Grace. As dinner wound down, so did Willie. He admitted to a weariness that brought him to ask to be excused to retire for the evening.
Karin escorted him to his room, assured he was settled in bed and waited as he dozed off. She left him to quietly rest.
At midnight, Karin returned, nude, and slipped between the sheets of Willie's bed. He came partially awake, and his sleep-befuddled brain perceived her as Grace. He reached out to hold her and she let him touch and pet her body in his half-awake daydream in the middle of the night.
She responded to his overtures by sliding her hand to his groin, finding his cock was stiffening as he became aroused by the presence of 'Grace'. Her hand rubbed on the aspiring erection, bringing forth its further prowess.
"Oh, Grace, it's been a long time since we made love."
Karin supported the innocent pretense with whispered affections, hoping the low tones would disguise the reality of the feminine trade out.
"Yes, my love, too long. Let's not lose this moment."
Her hand was doing wonders to firm up his manhood. She thought the maximum had been achieved manually and moved to use other means. She gently turned him sideways, cuddled close and wedged his hips between her thighs. The massaging hand maneuvered him to the connection and she wiggled her hips to draw him in.
Willie, even in his semi-conscious state, innately followed the moves for copulation. He thrust his groin forward, gaining the wet warmth of remembered times past. She aided his penetration and was pleased with the nostalgia she could provide to this adorable old man. Max would be pleased with her special care for his special guest.
It was gentle sex; she stroked mildly, hearing his moans and little words of encouragement.
"Oh... yes, like that... so nice, my love..."
He was not as virile as her younger bedmates, and his lovemaking went on a long time. They would pause for brief moments when his respiration seemed burdened, but resumed when he caught up.
His moaning grew louder and she sensed the conclusion approaching. She kept the motions going; holding his body, rubbing his back, pressing her soft boobs to his chest. And then his ardor peaked, he mumbled sweet words from his constricted throat and she felt the small pulses of his ejaculation.
She nuzzled his face, cooed in his ears and squeezed her cunt to give him a lingering feel of the feminine connection. He gave a long sigh of contentment and his soft appendage fell out.
She rolled him on his back and lay quiescent as his weariness slid him back into slumber. She checked his pulse thereafter, found him stable, but stayed with him through the night... just in case. She had heard about old men's bucket lists; bragging about the final item which was always to finally kick the bucket in bed making love to a beautiful woman, generating boisterous guffaws and nods of agreement from his geriatric brethren. But it would be unseemly for a guest to expire on her watch, even one whose final remembrances would be making love one more time to his dear departed wife.
*** Maxwell's Homecoming ***
It was Friday night, the kickoff to Maxwell's weekend homecoming. Karin's phone pinged and she checked the text message. The front guardhouse alerted her that Max's town car had passed through the gates and was proceeding to the manor house. Her stomach fluttered with joy and anticipation and she hurried to the entry vestibule. It was her responsibility to greet the man of the house with due respect.
Maxwell alighted the vehicle, bid farewell to the chauffeur and made his habitual dismissal.
"Thanks, Karl. I'll be here on Monday morning for the ride back to the city. See you then."
The driver tipped his hat in salute and drove away. Max faced the front door, took a breath and walked through to find his estate manager waiting for him in proper pose.
Karin was sitting on the floor, her legs tucked under, her high heels under her butt. She was naked; eyes down, those magnificent breasts thrust forward, red lips slightly parted to reveal a hint of pearly teeth. He felt the usual jerk of his cock whenever he saw her waiting for him in this way.
No words were necessary. He stepped closer and her hands moved to unzip him, spreading the sides and extracting his cock. It was flaccid for now despite the dramatic scene. She would remedy that with her talented mouth.
She held the object of worship in her fist as she kissed the tip. Several pecks, a lap on the glans and then a suction of pursed lips to draw it in. The initial tease already had him more solid and easier to insert. She moved on to the main activity.
He watched his cock slide into her mouth, her lips descending until they circled the base and her nose brushed his tuff. She swallowed once on his tonsil-embedded knob. He couldn't suppress an unintentional low moan. He tried to act the stoic dominant, hardhearted, wanting to make her work harder to elicit his praise. But she was so damn good.
She heard the moaning sound and set to work, hoping for more admiration and the boost to her self-esteem. She bobbed her head, staccato strokes, random rhythms, varied suctions, lots of tongue lapping.
Maxwell placed his hands on her head and steadied her cycles into a regular pace as his ardor peaked and he fed her the first of the weekend's doses of his treasure. She took it all, multiple shots of sperm coated her tongue. She savored the flavor, a treat that she had missed all during the long week of abstinence. He shrank in her mouth while she suckled gently. She released his flaccid cock and coyly looked up at his smirking face.
"Welcome home, sir."
----------
The weekend had begun and they proceeded to play out sexy scenarios all over the manor house. Max relaxed and forgot about his stresses as Karin catered to his natural needs throughout the three short days.
Sunday mornings were always filled with a sense of sadness for the approaching Monday morning separation. But the sun was bright and he decided to inspect his 10-acre fenced estate. He could have rented the fields to a local rancher but chose to let it grow wild and be a sanctuary for the wildlife. Horseback was his preferred conveyance through the shaded paths and verdant meadows.
Karin tacked the horse; the big black mare was gentle and controllable. Max met her at the stable; sporting dressage gear: black knee boots, beige jodhpurs and a white billowy peasant shirt. Karin was dressed in Max's preference for these buoyant treks: black boots and beige cotton panties. He mounted the saddle and hauled her up to sit behind him. She hugged his waist; her bare boobs pressed to his back and her groin snuggled against his butt.
The horse entered the tree canopied trail, walking a slow gait that rocked the riders gently together. Her boobs rolled softly on his back. As they entered the thickness of the woodland, her fingers plucked at the button of his pants. Her hands dipped inside and found his manly muscle seething to be freed of its textile confines. She heeded its call and unzipped the fly, bringing the appendage into daylight.
Her hands pumped a few strokes; he reached back and lifted her by a grip on her bicep, dangling her body around to his front. She swung her leg over and sat astride her human steed. The horse never tarried.
She untied the peasant shirt's collar and opened it to reveal his scattering of dark chest hairs. With arms around his torso, she dipped in to kiss his nipples, believing the tingles would ricochet to his groin, adding to his excitement. She heard his yip of the sudden stimulation and knew her believe was true.
She leaned back, hands behind his neck, and her tits boogied up and down, side to side, harmonized to the horse's slow gait. His eyes watched them dance as his cock got harder. He lifted her a second time, elevating her ass, slipped her panties aside, placed her cunt at his tip and let her fall down his shaft in one fell swoop. She yipped at the sudden full penetration.
The horse continued to walk and the movements waddled their genital connection independent of any efforts on their part. His corona massaged her inner membranes; her clitoris was pressed hard on his pubic ridge. The balmy breeze, soft sunshine, chirpy birdsong, and the clip clop of horse hooves added a melody to the baseline groans and moans of the aroused coital passengers.
Karin felt flushed by the rise in her passions; Max was also nearing his peak. They hurdled into the rapturous heights in unison, mashing their lips together in an enthusiastic tongue-lashed kiss. The steadily plodding horse carried them out of the shady lane into an open grassy meadow. The bright sun awakened them from their swoon and they hugged in post-coital glow.
At the center of the open grass, they dismounted. Max hobbled the horse and let it graze in the new growth pasture. Karin unloaded a blanket and a small commissary of picnic snacks, spreading them on a patch of trampled field. They lay side by side, tasting the food treats, recovering from their saddled fornication treat.
Max's semi-tumescent cock was still exposed and she was not unaware of the implication. When the food had diminished, she impishly leaned over and kissed his cock. He held her head close as he rolled on his back.
She knew the drill. Her tongue licked the length like a melting popsicle, lathing the sensitive skin. He was hard now and she used lips and tongue to capture the rod.
Max closed his eyes and drifted off into a half daydream. His memories roamed through images of the beauty of his holdings: the sumptuous manor house, the sparkling pool, the attached fields and gardens.
He opened his eyes, sighted the puffy white clouds drifting on the wind, and spied a hawk, wings spread wide, soaring beneath the blue and white ceiling. A silvery jet flew through the stratosphere, appearing for all the world like a needle sewing together the clouds with its contrail thread.
He was a lucky man, but then he abandoned that puerile premise. He was a hard charging entrepreneur, full of success and deserving of his rewards. And one great reward for his professional scuffles was the energetic woman worshipping his erection in this idyllic setting.
It was a lazy unhurried blowjob and was slowly bringing on his orgasmic reward. He hoped the angels in heaven would someday be this kind to him, despite his ethical shortcomings. But that someday would have to wait as he approached his earth-bound orgasmic reward today.
His blood pounded in his esrs as his hips rose, his earthly fellatrix got more active and he spewed the finest gift of gratitude a man could award a talented woman like Karin.
The thundering pulse in his ears was not the only weather simile. Real dark clouds drifted in from the horizon. The sexual pair hustled to pack the picnic paraphernalia and mount the horse, again woman riding behind her man. The pace home was much quicker than the outbound journey, the gallop bounding her ass and pussy on the saddle back. Her arms wrapped his torso again and her boobs mashed and rolled against his back.
They darted under the stable roof, soaked from the rain bursts that fell on them during the return. They brushed down the mare, her job well done. A pan of grain and a fresh mound of hay had her happy to be back in her stall.
The bumpy ride had energized Max's macho. He wasn't through with his estate manager. Her wet skin, drenched hair and perfect boobs called him to one more bout of sex. A lightning bolt stopped their intended dash to the manor house. So here it was going to be.
A nearby haybale was enlisted as the prop for his finishing performance of the Sunday afternoon leisure activities. He pushed her face down; she protested the scratchy surface on her nipples but he hushed her complaints with a disciplining spank on her ass. Thereafter, she draped docilly over the bale. He opened his pants and tore her panties off. He knelt behind her, his fingers parting her labia, exposing her pink interior.
He aligned and paused, a premonition, not sure what he was waiting for. A lightning bolt struck close, immediately followed by its thunder. That was the undeniable sign from above for him to forge ahead. He drove deep while both their nerves were castigated by Mother Nature's most fearsome power.
He rumbled in her vaginal channel, slips and slides, adding ass whacks to keep her tensions on edge. The storm continued its onslaught, but it diminished bit by bit. On the contrary, Max was amplifying his thrusts bit by bit until, just as he saw Karin raise her head and howl out her ecstasy, he held deep, matched her cries, and gushed a mighty glob of spunk against her cervix. His body rattled to a finish and he collapsed forward on her body.
She smiled in her joy of her equally sated yearnings. She was proud of how valued she was by this powerful man, the one she would always be indebted to for providing her with her uniquely enriched life.
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Honey -- Special Assignments
*** Nathan ***
The intercom buzzed.
"Nathan, your 11 o'clock appointment is here."
"What appointment? There's nothing on my schedule."
"I don't know. She said it was a last-minute thing."
Nathan had hoped to resolve a few business issues and leave early. It was his 35th birthday and if his wife hadn't runoff and divorced him, he would have enjoyed the family time: a birthday cake, some wine... and his 'annual' blowjob. As it was, he might go to a bar and get sloshed to forget his troubles, except he was even more morose drunk than sober. Maybe a nice dinner at an expensive restaurant instead. Best to get this impromptu appointment over with quickly and enjoy his afternoon off.
"Okay. Send her in."
The door opened and a fine-looking young lady entered his office. She was blonde, tall, knockout gorgeous, well dressed, although in a slutty secretary vogue. Her wavy hair was in a bun, her woman's suit tailored to hug her magnificent curves. She ambled across the office with a graceful high heeled step. She slowed and stood while he took her all in. He found his voice to ask his usual greeting.
"May I help you?"
"On the contrary, I'm here to help you."
His look of perplexity was her cue to continue the explanation.
"Sam sent me. He knows it's your birthday and said you might be missing a special marital duty."
She cocked an eyebrow, querying his recollection. Nathan sat back in his chair and search his memory.
'Sam? Do I know a Sam?'
His face lit up at the recognition. Sam was a business competitor but they were friendly foes. They often met at conventions and, after a day of soul dulling presentations and networking, they retired to where the liquor flowed freely at vendor hospitality rooms. He could only imagine the secrets he shared when drunk. One of which may have been his despair at the only once a year fellatio. Maybe Sam had remembered and graciously offered this fix.
Honey saw his expression change and knew he was ready for his birthday present.
"Should I lock the door?"
"Wait..."
He thumbed the intercom and dismissed his secretary for the day.
"Hey, Sheila. This meeting seems like it will take a while. I was going to leave after lunch anyway. Why don't you take the rest of the day off, too."
"Okay, sir. I do have some errands to run. Thanks, I will see you tomorrow."
They heard the noises from the outer office as Sheila packed up and left.
"So, young lady, what's your name?"
She fluffed her hair and pulled the pins holding the professionally looking bun. Her hair flowed down over her shoulders.
"Honey, like my hair color."
As she shared her moniker, she stepped into the open space in front of his desk, fingering her top blouse button. Her voice evoked a little tease as she continued.
"Can I show you some other things about me?"
"Sure. Enlighten me."
Honey plucked the button and then another. A hint of pressed cleavage came into view. She moved to her blazer and loosed the two buttons, letting the lapels fall open. Now Nathan saw the fit form of large boobs and slim belly. A shoulder shrug and hip wiggle dropped the coat down her arms to the floor.
Her skirt dropped, and then, with blouse unbuttoned, it also dropped to join the floor borne suit. She unhooked her bra and pulled the rig forward to unleash her boobs, capped with her amazing umber nipples.
Primed for action, she dropped to hands and knees and cat crawled to behind his desk. He was mesmerized at the chain of unexpected events. She didn't give him time to balk or stifle her actions, simply unzipped him and took out his cock. Then, lamentably, they were interrupted.
There were noises in the outer office and Honey scrooched under the desk well even though her discarded clothes were arrayed in the office center. A voice called out; Nathan's asshole clenched with the fear of discovery. But the intrusion never materialized; Sheila called from the vestibule.
"Sorry. Forgot something. See you tomorrow, sir."
The outer door closed again and clicked; Nathan exhaled his pent-up breath and untensed his sphincter. He returned his attention to his cock, which had stiffened like his ass but hadn't retracted its semi-bulkiness.
From her hidey hole, Honey pulled the wheeled office chair to her front and continued to free his cock. He was semi-hard and she would have to fix that. Her lips kissed his tip and lapped at the glans nook. He relaxed back in his chair and let the strange blonde work her magic. So far, this was so much better than anything he could remember his ex-wife doing.
But old memories were not needed in the here and now. The blonde worked his cock with a fervor unmatched by anyone he could remember. He rose to the occasion and reached to his peak. He cried out as she almost sucked the sperm right out of his balls. He vibrated in his chair, his hips hopping as he spasmed. She held him in her mouth as he deflated, swallowing his substantial pent-up discharge.
Meanwhile, she found the small button size device under her panties hem at the small of her back and planted the listening bug on the desk well wall. Sam now had a direct eaves-drop to Nathan's business conversations.
She smiled at her dual success: Nathan's blowjob and the industrial espionage. These escapades for Sam were both thrilling and profitable, for both her and him.
Nathan was still slumped in languid repose as she crawled out of the desk well. Her clothes were scattered in a small array in the middle of the office. She cat-crawled there before standing in her heels, providing an ass rocking display to his somnolent eyes. She looked back as she dressed, taking time to give him a lingering view of her luscious body. More was in store, though at the moment he was unaware.
"Did I hear you say something about lunch? I'm famished, all that work and only one serving of your spermatic cuisine, albeit a very large portion. I need more; will you buy me lunch?"
She said this as she walked to his reclined figure. Assisting him to stand, she lifted and fastened his pants and tucked an arm under his, pressing her bra stuffing boob to his bicep. Absent his verbal response, she took the lead, walking him towards the office door and stating her dining venue preference.
"I know just the place."
----------
They were seated in an intimate corner of an eclectic bistro. The conversation was light, a few pleasantries as Honey simply added eye candy to the post-copulation meal.
The waiter cleared the dishes and left. Honey reached across and laid her hand on his. He looked up at her as she rose and came partway around the table to lean her face close to ear. Her hand cupped the opposite side jaw. She blew a soft, warm breath into his ear, followed by a tongue tip probe of the auditory canal. His head and cock both jerked simultaneously but her hand held his head in place. She backed slightly away and whispered.
"Do you want to fuck me?"
Nathan was captive in her hands as well as her wiles. Of course, he wanted to fuck her. He just hadn't considered it a possibility until now.
"Yes..."
"Good. The day is young and the night is long. Take me home to your place."
Nathan was on his feet in a flash, settled the check and nearly towed the voluptuous blonde, quickstepping in her heels with a boob bouncing pace, to the exit. It was a short drive to his residence and an even quicker entry inside. H towed her to the front sitting room aside the vestibule.
Honey stood tall in her business attire. Nathan tore at the buttons and zippers, raging to get her naked. It was a fury of denuding, fumbling only long enough to remove his own pieces of impediments during the dual stripping process. His manic chores finally succeeded in getting all their clothes off. He grabbed her arms and propelled her onto the couch. She faux struggled but managed to align herself with him on top, prepared for a missionary pussy piercing. And he did, driving full in with one massive thrust. She 'umped' at his sudden distension of her cunt but was not deterred in the fulfillment of her acknowledged query.
He rushed through the copulation and reared up, pushed deep and cried out his orgasmic call of joy. She held his collapsed body against her crushed breasts, rubbing his back with cozy cuddles as he deflated and fell out. It was only mid-afternoon and there was much more to come. She would extract her own ecstasies as the remaining evening and night played out.
They huddled together in post-coital buzz, some tender kissing, a fondle of soft flesh, both tits and cock. A light snack quelled their hunger as the foreplay quickened their hankerings. Eventually, they toddled off to the upstairs bedroom, for a more placid round of sexual connections.
The foreplay continued and raised their mutual ardor. Nathan rolled atop this impetuous tryst. She welcomed him to a more soothing fuck. She worked her hips, massaging his penile nerves with rolled hips, vaginal squeezes and body hugs. The tempo was slow at first, allowing the pair to sense the close warmth, both inside and out. It ascended to a faster pace; the aroused pair enjoyed the climb to the supreme intimacy of conjoined genitals.
As Nathan's breathing quickened, so did hers. At the ultimate moment, Honey clamped hard on his erection, forcing his prostate to work extra hard to ejaculate its load of essence. He bellowed his joy and the orgasmic convulsions rattled his brain into a sexual semi-coma.
On hearing his exclamation and feeling the powerful shots within, Honey let herself go, jogging her hips and feeling the fires of rapture burst from her clitoris to electrify every nerve in her body. She hugged her vibrating man in a mutual fusion of gratified souls.
Then lay entangled thereafter, a clinging bundle of gratified flesh. Honey gave him little rubs and caresses to keep him engaged. She sought his agreement to another round of sex.
"How are you feeling, sir? Ready for more?"
He mumbled his response.
"I'm not as young as you. Maybe we're finished for the night."
Her fingers moved on his sticky half-erect chubby.
"Oh, not hardly. I think there's more to be had here from little Nathan."
She rolled away, still holding his cock and moved him onto his back. She swung a leg over and sat on his thighs. Her hands worked his shaft into a solid muscle. Stiff enough for penetration, she scuttled forward and mounted her stud.
Honey commenced with normal up and down strokes, a gentle series. Her tits wavered in his sight. Then she swung a leg over his side and sat sidesaddle. The rhythms moved to revolving moves, her bottom stirring his cock in her cunt. The wet frictions hit the sides of his corona, a different sensation from the usual. After several rounds of rounds, she rotated again, now mounted in reverse cowgirl, her hands braced on his knees. He watched his cock move in and out of her plugged pussy. She used back and forth motions that hit his under-nook with especially delightful massages.
Another quarter revolution had her mounted in sidesaddle again, the other side. The same circling moves of her ass again gave him the impressive side coronal excitement. After those pleasures, she rotated again, now saddled in common cowgirl style. Her boobs wavered with her body motions. She leaned forward and his hands rose to handle the man toys. He squeezed, pinched, patted and played with her fun bags. All the while, she pistoned her cunt on his erection, watching as his tit play ebbed and his face flushed. She felt his small hip jogs in tempo with her cycles. She was right; little Nathan had more to be had and he was close to giving it up.
Nathan's mind was less focused on her tits and more focused on his cock sluicing her cunt. His breathing deepened and his eyes dilated as he approached the end of this sexual engagement. His balls jettisoned their manly load and it rushed up his urethra to spew forth in Honey's cuddling cunt. She heard his groans of bliss as the warmth filled her core. She was pleased with her efforts to prolong her assigned mission from Sam. She collapsed on his sweaty, exhausted body, giving Nathan follow-on caresses to ease him into an earned rest from his labors.
Nathan was in deep sleep, heavy breathing, a slight snore. Honey extricated herself from his loose hug. Naked, she slid away, off the mattress, careful not to disturb her exhausted middle-aged bedmate. Creeping down the stairs, she retrieved the device from her cast off blazer and entered his home office.
The undercover seductress surveyed the room with its pictures and plagues expounding on Nathan's successful career; celebrity photo-ops, awards, and diplomas decorated the walls. She searched for family photos and found none; he had sluffed off the detritus of his broken marriage. The more his personal adversity; the more his vulnerability to her mission.
She found what she sought; a perfect hiding place for her intrigue. She planted the device under the credenza, a spot where secrets from persons on both sides of his desk could be detected. Satisfied with her accomplishment, she stole softly upstairs to the bedroom and reinserted herself under the single sheet cover. She spooned her warm bottom to his groin, gathering a loose arm over her hip and cupping his hand to her bosom. He mumbled an indeterminant vocal as he unconsciously squeezed her boob, and then apparently fell back into his quiet slumber.
Her warm soft hand tried to encourage his arousal when dawn filled the room with its morning glow. But it was a no-go. He was drained and exhausted from her multiple acts of granting him roaring orgasms. She let him rest in bed as she gathered her downstairs duds, then showered, preened and dressed to leave. He roused himself when she emerged from the bathroom and accompanied her to the front door, wearing a waist tied terrycloth robe. He accepted her smooch on his cheek and nodded to her whispered semi-promise.
"Again next year? Yes? Well, maybe once more now so you'll remember me?"
She knelt on one knee; her other leg steadied on the high heel. It was easy to untie the waist rope and expose his flaccid cock. She took it in hand; after he prior short refraction, a few gentle strokes brought some bulk to the object of her attention and intensions. She held the shaft in a loose fist and kissed the tip with her cherry red lips. Her tongue tip peeked out and poked the tip slit, eliciting a penile jerk, before tickling the under-nook. His growing manhood jerked again and she pursed her lips, settling in for a head bobbing blowjob.
Lips, teeth, tongue and cheeks massaged the sensitive nerve filled skin of his erection. She paused the deep strokes to occasionally bathe his knob with special attentions, especially the corona nook. His knees gave way, tipping him backward and his ass plopped onto the floor; her mouth never quit contact as she followed him down. He flopped further, laying on his back and she ramped up her efforts. She started her cycles with a kissing near-escape of his cock before pressing on, sliding his knob passed her tonsils, swallowing to massage the embedded man meat. He lay prone, his head resting on the floor, his eyes closed and his mouth open, groaning out wordless sounds of bliss.
Honey sensed his total surrender and gave her all to the cause. His hips rose, his fists beat the floor and her hands quickly cupped his ass, holding him completely in. Her nose was submerged in his hairy tuff. He finally roared and she felt the ejaculatory ripples along his throbbing tube as he spewed down her throat. She added her own moans to vibrate his penile nerves, enhancing his pleasure, a parting memento of her serendipitous booty call.
She waited out his final pulse of sperm before slowly extracting his cock from her mouth. She rose, adjusted her clothes and departed his home. Nathan barely perceived her exit as he lay in post-ejaculatory stupor. He hoped she had been honest about returning for another birthday celebration next year.
*** Car Shop ***
Another time, Honey was tooling along in her older model convertible. The sun was warm and she had dressed lightly for the trip into the Arizona desert. The wind was blowing her hair around but the bug shield sunglasses protected her eyes from the whipping tresses. She didn't mind. With the air conditioner on the fritz, the warm road wind felt good.
Sam had sent her on a delivery errand, a package of papers to a man who lived cagily off the grid near Route 66. She had jumped at the chance to enjoy a rural drive, far away from the hectic noises and nuisances of Sin City.
The engined sputtered, gave a lurch and recovered, then repeated the troublesome disruption. The red dash light came on, blinking. Honey saw the indicator as she eased the temperamental car to the shoulder. She considered her dilemma.
'That's worse than a steady red, right?'
She turned off the key and puffed out a sigh of disgust. Steam leaked out of the seams of the hood. She really needed a new car but this one had served her well... up until now. She had bought it used, a sweet little red roadster, making the car down payment from her first paychecks as a chorus girl in the casinos. She was spry and flexible, kicking high in her sparkly, skin baring dance outfits. Management had taken notice of her bouncy tits and long legs. A risqué interview got her a new uniform, also showing lots of coy cleavage. It was a better gig as a gambling area floor hostess, needing only a weekly blowjob of the floor manager to maintain her upgraded status.
Then a lucky break, she was selected to be trained as a card dealer; the blowjob schedule now moved to the gambling manager. That was a steadier job but, regardless, the money was never enough. She sullenly took on a supplementary part time role as a call girl, abetted by the casino hotel's concierge.
One john, a big city shyster named Gino, talked her into aiding his scheme to swindle players in poker games. Then another john, this time Sam, hired her for occasional extracurricular projects. At last, the multiple income streams were catching her up on her bills and life was getting better.
But, now, here she was, alone and stranded on a dusty desert road.
Her cell showed a weak signal but at least there was two bars. She called the motor club and a courteous voice said they would contact the nearest facility to get her help. It shouldn't be more than an hour.
She waited in the car. Without the road wind, the dusty desert heat made her perspire. She wished she had worn more than a white cotton tank top but the freedom of going braless had felt good. Now, her sweat was instigating a wet T shirt effect, her nipples shadowing through.
In the distance, the heat rising off the road caused a mirage effect but through the shimmer, something became more defined as an approaching tow truck. Her mood picked up.
'Rescue at last'
The truck was an older Chevy with a rear boom and hookup shelf. It pulled past her car, turned around and slid to the shoulder ahead of her defeated vehicle.
The driver got out and walked back to her. Her eyes widened in awe as her brain lit up with wonder.
'Whoa, who is this?'
The tall young man wore work boots and bib overalls that covered his chest. He wasn't wearing a shirt in the summer heat and his arms and shoulders rippled with a working man's muscular form.
He couldn't have been more than twenty with a full head of dark hair, chiseled cheeks and the tanned hardened chest half covered by the bib. He was far different than the pudgy, middle-aged men that she was accustomed to dealing with in her line of work. Her pussy quivered and moistened.
"Howdy, ma'am. What seems to be the trouble?"
Even his easy-going drawl was sexy. She lifted the sun shades and arched her back, looking up at him as he leaned closer for the conversation. Her seated stance lifted her damp chest a bit higher, stiff pokies be damned. She took on a tone of mild flirtation.


"I don't know. You're the mechanic; what do you think?"
He chuckled at her retort and walked to the front bumper. He looked under the hood as he mused on the stranded buxom blonde.
'Man! I'd sure like to check under her hood.'
He spotted the problem and could have fixed it right there and had her happily on her way. But...
"I'm sorry, ma'am. Looks like I'll have to tow it to the garage for repairs."
She was a bit put off by the 'ma'am' title but figured he was just being polite.
"Okay, I guess. If you say so."
She got out, standing just out of the way in her top and shorts, watching him connect the machinery. As he leaned over, she admired the signs of his tight ass under the denim, his arms and chest muscles rippling with the exertions. When he was done, he raised the tow bar and secured the load.
"Please, ma'am. You'll have to ride in the truck with me. It's illegal to ride in a towed vehicle."
She looked him up and down once more and wondered again at her string of luck, first bad, and... well, looking much better.
"Okay."
She retrieved her purse, leaning way over the closed driver door, reaching far into the passenger seat. Her shorts clad ass made a rounded nexus between her long legs and her tits-suspending torso. She glanced sideways, catching his stare at her ass. She righted and strutted his way.
He ushered her to the passenger side of the truck, opened the door and helped her climb in. Her sandals slipped on the greasy footstep and he caught her fall with a strong hand on her bottom, pushing her back up. She was undaunted by the chance palming of her ass. Yes, looking MUCH better.
They drove a few miles, talking lightly on the way. She was a special courier; he was a college athlete working for his uncle over the summer until football practice started before the fall semester. She thought that explained the adonis figure out here in the desert.
They arrived at a two-story unpainted wood building with colorful oil and parts company tin signs plastered over the outside. It was passable but didn't look prosperous. Then again, who was she to judge someone's lifestyle.
Inside, the old garage walls were covered with tool calendar pages showing suggestively posed bikini models presenting tool manufacturer's wares. Honey wandered along the walls, was lost in thought, wondering how the women managed to hold the contortions during the filming. She was unconsciously twisting her body to mimic the postures.
The young mechanic watched her experimental postures furtively as he pretended to investigate the problem with her car, knowing the fault all along. Honey saw his stealthy gaze and had her own naughty thoughts regarding the handsome stud. She heard his call for her attention.
"Excuse me, ma'am. Can I show you something here?"
Honey strode to her car where the engine hood was propped up. The mechanic helped her lean way over the fender to look deep inside the engine at where he pointed.
"See that?"
Suddenly he was behind her, his overalls down at his ankles, his bare groin against her butt. She squealed in surprise but resisted making resistance. She felt his hands rucking up her running shorts and yanking her panties aside. His cock tip touched her wet pussy and, without much effort, slid in. Honey's cunt was also resisting making any resistance.
He sawed his erection in her juicy channel as she was pinned over the side of the car. Now past the surprise portion, she fell into her familiar job as a male's lust receptacle and accepted her role as the feminine socket of his pistoning tool.
He grunted and stroked, a horny college boy with a sizable apparatus. It wasn't long enough until he finished inside her, pulled out and stood back, suddenly conscious of his impetuous act.
Honey righted herself, adjusted her panties and turned to face him. He expected a deserved slap, or worse, when she raised her hand. Instead, it slid past his cheek and cupped the back of his neck, pulling him in for an unjustified deep kiss. She lingered in the canoodle before breaking off but keeping their faces close.
"Naughty boy! I usually get kissed before I get fucked. Now, let's try that again, but this time in reverse order?"
She asked the stunned stud where he lived. There was a small apartment upstairs over the garage. He stayed there with his aunt and uncle who were presently away on vacation while he minded the store. Catching her drift, he took her hand and led her there.
His room was spare but adequate. A bed and a dresser served as furniture. He had mounted some poster decorations on the wall: one was the Dallas Cheerleaders, high kicking, flashing their booty short cameltoes and another of his college team spirit, a raging Bull as its mascot.
Remembering her words, he swept her into his arms, executing a lingering lip-melting kiss; the requested precursor to the looming congenial intercourse he intended to enact again upon her body.
She unclipped his bibs and his only clothes slid off. She had to kneel to remove his work shoes. His flaccid cock, smelling of her vaginal dew, bumped her face as she worked. She sloughed off her tank top and shorts, baring her body and soul to this man she had only recently met.
He wrapped her in a hug; she relaxed, feeling safe and secure in his strong arms. He moved her, still close together, to the bed. He lay them gently in a sidesaddle pose. Her boobs pressed his chest. She opened her thighs, an enticement for him to enter her. He maneuvered his hips to affect his acceptance of her invitation.
The union of genital parts was smooth, slow and soothing, a balm to their passionate itch. He held her close as he rippled his abs and cycled his hips. His knob brushed the length of her vaginal channel, lighting up her nerves with the stimulating frictions. He slowed and muttered his concern.
"Does that feel okay for you, ma'am?"
'Ma'am' again. Well, she had called him a naughty 'boy', sounding like his mother, so the slight was self-inflicted. She mewed a guttural affirmation and twitched her hips as a sign to continue. Her thoughts generated her response. 'Yes, that felt more than okay. Might as well stick to the script.' Her palms and fingers diddled his face and scalp, a known move to assure the male of her acquiescence.
"Yes, my good boy, keep at it."
She felt him take up the pace again, a little faster now. Her vaginal nerves were smoldering and she knew from experience how fast her fervor was building. She heard his breathing become more active, a sign of the exertions he was expending in their copulation. She hoped that he didn't end before she gained her own orgasm.
She needn't have worried. She rose quickly under the full-on strokes he was driving into her core. She gauged his carnal signals for a timing of their joint ecstasy and was overjoyed as she peaked in time with his. Her pussy vibrated with frenzied spasms when he flooded her womb with a substantial volume of warm jism. They both hugged tighter as the buzz flashed through their bodies. The pair's mating calls were a bonus to each other's egos.
They fell apart and snuggled. She spoke in his ear.
"Rest, my good boy. There will be time for more soon."
His breathing deepened in a snooze. She let her own mind drift into a needed slumber.
She awoke with a start. He was atop her, capturing her beneath his burly bulk. His arms were wrapped around her back; his cock found her cunt. She saw the mascot poster, the nose snorting bull raging to show its potency in a scuffle. She could have struggled but to no purpose. He had taken control and she was okay with that.
His cock railed in her pussy and she was suddenly at ease with his dominance.
This was the way a truly honest woman dreamed of being fucked, taken without hesitation, dominated and used by a strong man, any unwillingness conquered and defeated. And she wasn't unwilling. She let her inhibitions go, her reverie soared in his powerful clutches, freeing her body to experience the ferocity of the visceral fuck.
He rampaged out his ejaculation, a ferocious stream of sperm that set off her orgasm with the power that matched her fuck mate. After a wheezing cooldown, they fell apart again. He turned his back to her, a dismissal of the receptacle of his lust. She saw the posture and accepted it in good humor. This was a temporary association, not a commitment.
In the early morning, she awoke in the snoring young man's bed. She tiptoed down to the roadster and retrieved her overnight bag. The shower had just started, the steam obscuring the glass panels. The door jerked open and he intruded on her cleanup. She wasn't startled, maybe mildly amused. He was just as handsome in daylight as he had been on the road and in the garage. The nighttime sex had been more about touching than seeing.
He used a handful of shampoo to massage her tresses and scalp. She returned the favor, handwashing his full head of hair. He moved to soap her breasts, swipes on her nipples that came to attention under the caress. Her hands jacked his manly shaft to rigidity and it appeared that the sex stint was not over.
He grabbed her ass, lifted her in his hands, a waist high perch. Her legs wrapped his hips. He pressed her a